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Intense literary
activity

The Governor General’s Awards seem to be blissfully
ort of fouch with a basic Canadian reality:
people just dond bay books In this country

IT WAS business as usua at the 1988
Governor Genera’s Literary Awards.
Having survived more than half a centu-
3/, Canada' s top writing prize — which

oubled to $10,000 this year — is till
trying, perhaps harder now than ever, to
be al things to all people. It is also try-
ing, with mixed results so far, to attract
the sort of hype and attention that other
awards, like Britain's Booker Prize or
France's Prix Goncourt, receive. As it
turns out, these twa goals are not always
compatible.

There were, however, afew hopeful
sigms this year. The ceremony, held re-
cently in Montrea at the Place des Arts,
ran smoothly. Everyone was well be-
haved and well dressed (with the possi-
ble exception of the winner in the En-
glish fiction category, David Adams
Richards, whose necktie was remark-
ably, almest controversialy short). The
only glitches proved to be trivial ones.
(None of the winners knew exactly
where to stand on stage.) In keeping
vith tradition, the choices in the 14cate-
gories -the number expanded last year
from elght to encompass every conceiv-

HLUSTRATIO!N BY BERNICE EISE!STEL!

able literary endeavqur except comic
books — were safe, predictable and
even, on occasion, sensible. On the En-
glish side, Erin Mouré for poetry (Furi-
ous) and Anne Collins for non-fiction (In
the Sleep Room) were popular choices
with the audience.

Also encouraging was the fact that the
ceremony attracted a crowd of some 600
people — people who either came be-
cause they-are, like me, genuinely con-
cerned about the future of literaturein
this country or because they had heard,
aso like me, that the wine at the recep-
tion to follow was free. To quote Aflan
Gotlieh, the event's emcee and the new
chairman of the Canada Council, we are
in “a period of intense literary activity in
this-country.” Or in thie words of David
Homel, who was a runner-up to Philip
Stratford (Second Chance) in the English
trand ation category, “win or losg, it's
still good booze.”

Gotlieb began his opening address
with what was, for a literary event, an un-
characteristic nod to current affairs: “Re-
cent events have shown us herein Cana-
da that the right to freedom of

expression cannot be taken for granted.
It IS a value we cherish and vigorously
defend in the face of theworld.” Gotlieb
was careful not to mention Salman
Rushdie by name but all the people sit-
ting near me were pretty sure that’s who
he was talking about

Which made me wonder — when |
stopped wondering why there was a
French and English eategory for Chil-
dren’s Illustration — just how intense
thii ‘period of literary activity” really is?

You see. for all its good intentions and
despite the annual officia comments
from bureaucrats about the vital role
literature playsin defining Canada's na-
tional identity and making our name
known ebroad, the G.G. Awards seem to
be as blissfully out of touch with abasic
Canadian redlity as the rest of the liter-
ary types, mysdf included, who attended
this year's ceremony. People just don't
buy books in this countéy.

Recently 1 overheard aliterary agent,
whose most promising property turned
out to be the upcoming memoirs of
Monika Schnarre; the teenage super-
mode!, tell an audience of aspiring writ-
ers that the potential market for their
books was no more than five per cent of
the Canadian population. | also recently
read a newspaper article stating that 10
per cent of Canadians believe Elvisis
gtill aive. Not only are tbe literary and
mathematical implications of these two
juxtaposed facts staggering. but it's
probably safe to assume that a substan-
tial part of Canada's book-buying public
is buKi ng books about Elvis.

While the Governor General’ s Awards
can hardly be blamed for this situation,
it hasn't made alot of ground in chang-
ing it either. And it won't make much of
adent on anindifferent public and media
as long as jurors and selection commit-
tees continue to play it safe. What was
missing frem this year’'s ceremony, in’
keeping with its 51-year tradition. was
not controversy so much as the possibili-
ty of i. | o

This year's short list for English fic-
tion, for example, seemed specifically
designed to avoid hard choices and, at
the same time, to previde a polite but
puzzling cross-section of CanlLit — from
small presses to bii presses, from Mark
Frutkin's Atmospheres Apollinaire to
Margaret Atwood's Cat’s Eye. |t was the
usﬁattempt to cover al bets, to en-
courag?e writers who need encourage-
ment, like Joan Clark, making her adult-
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fiction debut, or Kenneth Radu, a
first-time author, but to make it clear
that Canadians — namely, Atwood —
can make it onto the best-sdler lists, too.

When the name of the winner in the
English fiction category was announced
asmall but audible gasp escaped from
the large audience. But it was only a sur-
prise to people who weren't paying atten-
tion. David Adams Richards represented
the best possible compromise -the per-
fact Canadian middle ground. HE'S not a
beginner but he's not a household name
either. Moreimgortant, it was histurn.
The Governor General’s Award is sup
Bosed to go to the best book of the year,

ut in this case even the jury’s citation
seemed to take into account the author’s
15-year career: ‘The jury recognized in
(NiPhts Below Station Street), asin the
earlier works of (Richards), a celebra-
tion of the ability of the human spirit to
survive. . "

In the scramble to be inclusive rather
than discriminating, though. a lot of au-
thors wer e conspicuously absent. Nam-
ing overlooked names — Robertson

Davies, Timeothy Findley, Mavis Gallant,
Neil Bissoondath, Rick Salutin — was a
Fopular agtime at the reception that Tok
owed the 80-minute ceremony. As
promised, the wine was plentiful. So was
the sniping.

Of course, literary awards wouldn’t be
any fun at all if they didn’t take them-
sdves <0 serioudy; and if they didn't in-
spirea certain amount of pettiness, cyni-
cism, and even anger. It shouldn’t come
as a surprise to anyone that the history
of literary awards — from the Nobel
Prize on down — is made up of a bewil-
dering varlety of personal, sentimental,
and palitical motives. That itis, inshert,
a history of strange choices,

Even winning authors have begun to
redlize this. Last aP/ear Philip Both accept-
ed the National Book Critics Circle
Award as if it were a practica joke.
“Since it's the experienck of most writets
that prizesinvariably go to the wrong
people.” he said, “I take it that thisyear |
am the wrong ﬁerson. | accept this
predicament with the appropriate cha-
grin"So doweadl. -JOEL YANOFSKY

We’ll always
- have Pans

Isn’t there something absurd algo'ut a longing backward glance
at those wko so resolutely insisted on looking forward?

We must make fart] ugly because that
is cregtion, the intensity of credtion, in-
tengity like vomiting or orgasm or giv-
ing birth,

THAT passionate polemic was spoken by
Picasso, raving in his Paris studio to his
friend Guillaume Apollinaire. The diffi-
culty of such revolutionary art is finding
an appreciative public, and no doubt
those two avant-gardists would have
nodded their heads in agreement with
these words of Kurt Schwitters:
“philistines be damned / give mean au-
dience whe understands!” The life of
Schwitters, the German poet and collage
artist (1887-1948) spanned the grest, in-
cendiary period of avant-garde art, when
(as we imagine now) poets and painters
marched as brothers in arms, turning
away from the art of the past toward a
new vision of the future. It wasatime
when artists saw each great, new struc-
ture of industrialism, from the Eiffel
Tower to the steam engine, as a vision-

ary poem, child’stoy, and herald of a\. Writing about artists-as opposed to pi-

utopian future.
I'm playing something of a trick here,

2 BOOES I CATIADA, May 1988
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for the words | quoted are not actualy Pi-
casso’s own, but those of Mark Frutkin
in Atwiospheres Apollinaire, his fictional
biography of the poet that reads like a
prose poem. And Kurt Schwitters's
rhyme comes from Colin Morton's Tite
Merzbook: Kurt Schuwitters Ppems, a Se-
quence that recreates the artist’s life,
using his and other voices. Frutkin and
Morton perform a little stage magic, mix-
ing historical fact and imagination to cre-
ate intelligent, sympathetic accounts of
artists’ lives. Morton’s book in particular
1s an appedfing example of what Stephen
Scobie in The Malahat Review has de-
scribed as, a balance between “objective
fact and subjective interpretation.”

For a couple of decades now, poets,
perhaps tired of writing short lyrics of
the salf (“the delicate ego smeared on
canvas’ as Morton-as-Schwitters puts it),
have tried to enter a culturaly and. his
torically larger world by writing in what
Scobie calls the documentary tradition.

oneers, soldiers, or. gangsters = is not
new but a recent spate of poetic biogra-
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phies of modernist figures does raise
some interesting questions.

If writing about a historical figure is
an escape from the sdf, could it not also
be a kind of hidden autobiography, a se
cret self-portrait of the artist? This hid-
den text comes easily, since the avant-
garde artists were the&elves
descendants of 19th-century Romantics,
for whom the exploration of the self was
amgjor Preoccupation. And most of the
artists of the modernist period, despite
their ridicule of the bourgeoisie, were
products of the middle class and could
only have thrived in the atmosphere of a

rowing bourgeois liberal democracy.
?Nothi ng could shut the ‘decadent”
avant-gardisk down faster than either &
fascist or communist government.)

Why Mark Frutkin should be drawm to
Apollinaire rather than, say, Alfred Jarry,
who appears as aminor character in his
bpok, | cannot — except t0 ulate
that something in Apollinaire’s life and
work strikes a resonant chord. The
choice by Patricia Young, a Vancouver

oet, of Jean Rhys for Afl | Ever Needed

'as a Beautiful Room is more explicit;
Young clearly identifies with Rhys as a
woman writer and as a victim.'But the
reasons for drawing al these figures
from the modernist period certainly goes
beyond the picturesque possibilities of
that age. Is it perhaps that in our own
era of continning conservatism, a time
when radical creations could cutrage the

ublic has ik attractions? And could it

e that poets in this count(r:?/, feeling
isolated from other artists and from anK
discernible audience, are looking bac
with longing to atime when there was a
genuine artistic community?

Artists of the modernist peried, or so
it seems to us now. were areal commu-
nity set against the largér soctety; |f not
actual Futurists or Dadaists they were
signatories of collective manifestoes, or
simply frequenters of the same cafes.
Many poets in this country still tind
themselves ﬁsychol ogically separated
both from the public and from other
writers. If, for example, the authors of
these new books were influenced by
Scobie's McAlmon's Chinese Opera (a po-
etic account of an expatriate American
writer, published in 1980) they may well
Not have expected iK influence on an%—
one else. These biographies are areach-
ing out, an imaginative attempt to join
Apollinaire, Henri Rousseau, and
Gertrude Stein in a drunken fest at Pi-
casso’s studio. or Kurt Schwitters as he
sits in arestaurant that is willing to ex-
change meals for paintings. They can be
read not merely as more-or-less accurate

* biographical portraits, but as extraordi-

narily €laborate fantasies, like the imagi-
nary friendsinvented by lonely children.
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Because Patricia Young's approach to
the modernist period is feminist it is rad-
ically different from Frutkin's or Mor-
ton’s. Young dedicates her book to four
other women. al “admirers of Jean
Rhys,” thus creating around the novelist
an imaginary, intimate coterie. A poet
who does not find the support she needs
around her to make her art reaches back
into the past for kinship. for ancestral
justification. Young's view of modernism
is not of some golden age; she contends
that Rhys, emotionally and physically ex-
ploited by Ford Madex Ford and his wife
and long overlooked in favour of male
writers. was a victim of an authoritarian
avant-garde. The golden age was not
golden for everyone.

And yet, even Young can't resist hav-
ing Rhys say. ‘When 1 first arrived in
Paris / it was like coming home.” Per-
haps what is most remarkable about this
rewriting of artists’ lives isthe number
of striking ironies that go virtually unex-
amined, one of which is the dubious na-
ture of this nogtalgia. It seems we have
been left on the dock with our trunks
packed, enly to watch the steamer grow
smaller and smaller asit recedes into
the past But was it really so much better
in Paris? Has the reality not been atered
by akind of myth-making that began al-
most from the start? Doesn't our fiction-
a eavesdropﬂi ng on historica lives ob-
jectify and therefore romanticize their
moment, turning it into something else?
The act of recovering the past is neither
simple nor without dangers.

Using real figures from the past raises
another problem — the possihility of a
kind of historical exploitation. Without
doubt these poets have intended a gen-
uine homage to their subjects. But the
artists that society once despised it now
loves, and the suffering artist after his or
her death becomes a predictably popular
and sentimental object Plays, films, pop
songs, even television miniseries al use
now-sanctified artists to attract a wider
audience. Any work that participates in
this exhumation may be implicitly rein-
forcing society’ s traditional use of the
arfist. ,

Eut there's a greater irony till. Mark
Frutkin's Picasso may call for an art that
is as ugly and intense as birth, but
Frutkin's, Morton’s, and Young's work is
not remotely ugly or calculated to shock
complacent sensihilities. These books
are not likely to be misunderstood or de-
spised, for neither their ideas nor their
techniques are revolutionary. Their sub
jects may be modernists, but none of
these books can be called avant-garde.
Perhaps it is true that the avant-garde is
long dead, a victim of the capitalist mar-
ketplace. the institutionalization of cul-
ture, and inevitable disillusionment If so

(and we ought not simply to accept the
assertion) then aregret for its loss takes
on a very real poignancy. Still, thereis
something absurd about a longing back-
ward glance at those who so resolutely
insisted on looking forward. These
books may succeed to a greater or lesser
degree on their own terms. neverthe-
less, in not exploring their nostalgic im-
pulse and these other questions, the
writers may have missed their most in-
teresting  subjects.

What separates two other recent poet-

books about avant-garde artists from
the rest, D. G. Jones's Balthazar and
Don Coles's K. in Love, is an indiffer-
ence to historical fact. Instead. these
poets keep to amore strictly aesthetic
Interest in poetry-making. Although they
could not be described as avant-garde,
neither of them simply accepts as given
that a historical figure can be recon-
structed in language.

Jones's sequence on the painter
Balthus may be playing with the notion
of apoet’s “secret self” behind a histori-
cal figure. Whether or not these dis-
turbingly erotic |yrics about young girls
can be read back to the poet, Jones him-
self may be daring us to try. Balthus.
whose most fuitfud period occurred over
50 years age, is an example of the reac-
tionary avant-garde, an artist who like T.
S. Eliot, subsumed his self in tradition
and allowed his personal obsessions
only the most restricted play. By basing
his invention of scenes of sexual aggres-
sion and impotence on Balthus’s early
canvases, Jones sidesteps the question
of biographica truth.

In the afterword to K. in Love, Don
Coles has the modesty to denii any “tat
ent-kinship” with Franz Kafka. These
poemsin the form of billets-doxx make
no mention of Kafka’s fiction, his city of
Prague, or his friendships with writers
and actors. Any knowled?e a reader
might have of Kafka's complex relations
with women deepens but does not domi-
nate the text. When Coles as Kafka
writes:

Without you these lines
Wouldn't exist. Also, however,
Wriling them is what allows me
To exist without you

he is speaking not only to awoman. but
tq us as readers and even to the histori-
ca Kafka ParadoxicaIIK, K’'s own sdlf
only recedes further as his love and the
beauty of his expression increases. *I'm
as unknown as ever,” K sighs in one of
the final poems. The struggle to know
oursalves and to know others, to feel the
present and to sense the past, are among
the recurring obsessions of art. Such
“knowledge” can never be taken for
granted. — CARY FAGAN
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‘ THE WRITTEN WORD

Decimated
cohorts

If the Ontario Conservatives had been
decimated in the 1987 election they would have
lost only about five seats

By I. M. Owen

COHORT: Banting was assisted by his
young cohort, Dr. Charles H. Best, This
use of cohort is especially favoured by
political and sports writers. Somehow
the word looks as if it ought to mean a
close colleague or friendly assistant In
fact it originaly meant a unit of the
Roman army: a legion consisted of 10 co-
horts, each having 800 men when it was
at full strength. The word should never,
therefore, be used of an individua; but
its meaning can be legitimately extended
to any group. so long as that group is de-
fined. Surprisinglty, sociologists, normal-
ly the scourge of the English langunage,
have established such a legitimate use: a
group of people born in the same year.

DECIMATE: While we're talking of the
Roman army. let’s consider decimate.
You'd think that in these metric days any
writer would be conscious that decisma-
tion had something to do with the num-
ber 10. But Thomas Walkom wrotein
the Globe eud Mail a few months ago: J
Ontario,. .. thanks to the decimation of
the Conservalives in 1987, Robert Rae’s
NDP has become tke™Official Opposition.
In fact decimation was a Roman military
custom: ifa legion mutinied or disgraced
itsalf in battle, the men were made to
draw lots and every tenth one was sum
marily executed. Walkom seems to be
using the word to mean drastic destruc-
tion, close to annihilation. But if the On-
tario Conservatives had been decimated
in the 1987 election they would have lost
only about five seats.

#
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Similarly. the other day | rescued a
business writer from saying that small
businesses were afraid that hiih interest
rates would decimate their credit-
financed inventories. Many a small busi-
ness would be delighted to have its in-
ventory reduced by a tenth.

FACILITY: At a publishing function about
aquarter of acentury ago | was intro-
duced to an official of the American
Textbook Publishers Institute, who im-
mediately said that he very much ad-
mired my new facility, Soméwhat taken
aback at what seemed at best a dubious
compliment, | took a few moments to re-
alize that he was speakiag of the certain-
ly admirable new building into which the
publishing house | then managed had
lately moved.

Since then faeility for ‘building” has
spread like a rash over the newspapers.
Not all current dictionaries have noticed
this meanin?. yet; and Collins givesit
only as a military term, defining It rather
cryptically as “an organization or build-
ingi; offering supporting capability.”

t'saleading characteristic of English
that it has very few exact synonyms —
words that are interchangeable with
each other in any context The introduc-
tion of this new synonym is therefore not
only unnecessary but totally unsuited to
the genius of the language. ha  at its
worst it forms one of the most repellent
of euphemisms, correctional facility.

LIKE We are overrun by committees, like

the Australians were by the rabbits (Win-
ston Churchill). This use of ke as a con-

junction, instead of as, has been in the
language a long time. Shakespeare, or
whoever red IY wrote Pericles Prince of
Tyre, uses it: like an arrow .. hits the
mark. And it occurs often in the Victori-
an novelists. At the beginning of thii

century the OED said of It: ‘Now gener-
ally condemned as vulgar or slovenly,

Tem . T A

though examples may be found In many
recent writers of standing.”

It seems that there was at first a con-
junctive phrase, like as; some shortened
it to like, some to as. Like is frequent in
speech, mostly but by no means exclu-
sively among people who don’t read
much. It seems ta come naturally. Are
we then justified in rejecting it? Fowler
declines to make a ruling:

The reader who has no instinctive ob-
jection to the eonstruction can now de
cide for himsdlf whether he shall con-
sent to use it in talk, in Eﬁnt. in both,
or in neither: he knows that he will be
able to defend himsdlf if heis con-
demned for it, but also that, untit he
has done so, he will be condemned.

All this is perfectly reasonable, and
suggests that those of us who object to
the conjunctive like do so from sheer
Br judice — perhaps even mere snob

ishness. Nevertheless, | till strongly
object to it. I wince when | hear it spo-
ken. and automatically change it to as
when | meet it in a manuscript To me
it's ugly and over-emphatic, while as is
neat and unobtrusive. |'d like to know
what readers think about this: should we
encourage ‘writers of standihg” to use
like until it becomes indisputably stan-
dard usage? Or may | be dlowed to hold
to my prejudice?

OWING TO/DUE TO: The use of owing to
as a preposition infroducing an adverbial
phrase is relatively recent; the easliest
citation in the OED is from Scott's Wa-
verley (1814): Owing to his natural dispe-
sition t0 study . .. he had been bred with
a view to the bar. Much more recently
due t0 has been used in exactly the same
way: Due to inability to market their
grain. prairie farmers have for some time
been faced with a serious shortage of funds
to meet their immediate needs (Speech
from the Throne, Ottawa. October 1957;
the voice was the voice of Elizabeth [1,
but the hands were doubtless the hands
of John Diefenbaker). According to the
way | was brought up. due to would
have been dl right if the speech had said
Prairie farmers’ lack of funds ., . is due
to their inabitity t0 market their grain, be-
cause gue IS an adjective and needs to be
attached to a noun (here, lack). | still ad-
here to this distinction, according to
which ewing to would be acceptable in
either sentence, due to only in the see-
ond. But once again, as with the conjunc-
tive like, am | being unreasonable? After
al. owing isaparticiple, whichisakind
of adjective. |f Sir Walter could introduce
cwing to. why couldn’t the Right Hon.
John use due to in the same way?
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CITIES '

ESCELLENT layout. superb
photographs. and a’ artful
combination of photography
and the printed word make
Saltwater City (Douglas &
Mclntyre. 208 pages, $29.95
cloth). by Paul Yee, resemble
a good modern textbook.
There are photographic eap-
tions in bold face, sidebars
printed on grey-tinted paper
that generally run along the
bottom of the page and tell a
story separate from the main
narrative. photographic repro-
ductions of documents and
newspaper stories, italicized
columns that give the tran-
scribed voices of various
members of Vancouver's Chi-
nese-Canadian community.
and a master text in wider
columnsthat pins the whole
thing together. The disadvan-
tage of this textbook format is
that it gives Saltwater City a
somewhat impersona tone:
rhetoric and prose style have
been subordinated to allow
the quick comprehension of a
huge mass of information.
The photographs themselves,
however. encourage reflec-
tiveness: seen in sequence
like this, they tefl a story that
is both wretched and tri-
umphant. To compare the
Wongs and Lees of contempo-
rary Vancouver to the skinny
young labourers dressed in
nothing but loincloths that
you seein one stunning pic-
ture is to experience the
shocking force of historical
change over a century. — BS.

CRIME & PUNISHMENT

THE SEeDs of apotentialy in-
triguing Canadian movie are
in Undercover Agent (Me-
Clelland & Stewart, 176
pages, 822.95 cloth). In this
case afamily of Maritimers
areforced to leave their Nova
Scotia home for other parts of
Canada, because the father.
Leonard Mitchell, acts as un-
dercover agent in a hvo-year
RCMP operation that ends up

1l
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nabbing &’ estimated $238
million worth of hashish. The
story, co-written by Mitchell
with Peter Rehak, the produc-
er of “W5,” tells how Mitchell.
ascrap dealer and Esb whole-
saler, was approached by a
group of mobsters to serve as
their front ma’. He was asked
to buy a steel-hulled boat.
which after establishing itself
as a 'legitimate” fishing ves-
sel, would be used to transfer
drugs from a freighter waiting
offshore.

The tale has suspense. com-
edy (two of the-mob kingpins
were vegetarians). and a good
ded of that classic Canadian
element, bureaucracy. Once
Mitchell. in his guise as a
dumb but vena Bluenoser,
had successfully led the gang
into awaiti n% posse of Moun-
ties, he and isfar_nil¥ beghan
a’ agonizing wait for the
RCMP bureaucracy to come
through with its part of the
deal: a new identity and per
manent relocation for them
and compensation for the loss
of his busiiiess. It was not
until Mitchell appeared indis-
guise on "W5° that the Ottawa
Horsemen finally moved on
their promises, Although the
book suffers from the flatness
of most “as told to” accounts,
it still manages to entertain —
and to mtystify. Given the dg
piness of our authorities wi
“witness protection,” it's
amazing that anyone will help
them against organized crirge.

| FICTION )

FEW NOVELS convey amore
powerful sense of the immi-
gi:ant experiénce than this
third instalment in Byrna Bar-
clay's Livelong Quartet, Win-
ter of the White Wolf
(NeWest, 288 pages, $9.95
paper). Like its predecessors

The Last Echo and Summer of
the Hunerv Pud. Winter cen-
tres around the Swedish com-
munity of Livelong, Saskat-
chewan, where Barclay spent
childhood. summerson her
grandparents’ homestead.
The story flews inand around
the lives of its two heroines,
Joanna Lundahl and her
granddaughter Annika, as
Barclay deftly manipulates
‘story ‘paintings’ to depict
them at various momentsin
time. Her starling point isthe
day of Joanna's funeral. From
there she ranges back to
Joanna as ayoung girl, sailing
to Canada to join her faithless
lover, and forward to Annika’s
journey in reverse. to Sweden
to discover her roots.

With its reverberating
blend of family history, myth.
and realism, Winter of the
White Wolf makes aremark-
ably vivid impression. In fact,
after Byrna Barclay hasfin-
ished “exploding the existing,
framework” of the immigrant
novel, it may “ever be the

same again. —PB.
¢ ¢ 9O
THERE ARE some good stories

in Candas Jane Dorsey’'s Ma
chine Sex and Other Sto-
ries (Porcépic, 141 pages,
$9.95 paper), but not much
machinery or sex. Dorsey
speaks, seemingly, straight
out of her subconscious, evok-
ing fantasies of fear or joy
without the congtrictive form
of conscious experience.
“Death and Morning.” for in-
stance, is a dlittery little
dream seguence eguating
love with death, and orgasm
with the final consummation
of life. A similar ironic fatal-

ismisdi %Layed in*“Columbus
Hits the Shoreline Rag” and
“the white city.” The title
story, on the other band, isa
bit of a cheat The full title is
“(Learning About) Machine
Sex” and it presents a young
female hacker who likes to
work naked and does not like
men. She invents a peculiarly
interesting laptop computer.
But what does it do? Is it sup
posed to turn men on? The
story IS as evasive as its mis-
anthropic heroine.

In the sequence ‘The
Prairie Warriors’ and “War
and Rumours of War.” the
only war isthe war between
the sexes. The stories are
feminist heroic fantasy, with
three horsewomen (one the
narrator) riding down from
the mountains to enter a new
lii on the plains. Unfortunate
Iy there is no action — much
isimplied but nothing hap-
pens. The tae is too thinly
stretched between Dorsey’s
dramatic, fatalistic inner
world and something that fails
to resemble &' outer redlity.
Y et her warriorsare ceatral to
Dorsey's mindset and should
be made convincing. She has
style and sensitivity and com-
mand of language, but sheis
battling invisible adversaries
who absorb and deaden many
of her efforts; her amorphous
foes are the fragmented con-
sciousness, a fascination with
sporadic impressions, and &’
inability — as yet - to syn-
thesize experience and pro-
duce her pearl. —M.N,

¢ ¢ o

HERE AGAIN is that ultimate
Canadian cliché: the survival
story set in the frozen north.
This time it's told in the

‘laboured prose of James

Michener, whose U.S. pub-
lishers cut the earlier, shorter
version of Journey (McClel-
land and Stewart, 240 pages,
$24.95 cloth) from his novel
Alaska. In an afterword tilled
‘Reflections,” Michener ex-
plains he wrote his tale of five
doomed Brits on a quest for
Klondike gold “to acquaint
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American readers with facts
about Canadian existence,
and to demongtrate to Canadi-
an readers my respect for the
history and achievements of
their country.” What he's ac-
tudly produced is a forceful,
elaboration of what Robert
Fulford, writing as Marshall
Delang. once called the “Stuw~
pidity Problem.”
Michener's stiff-necked
hem. against all informed ad-
vice, wants to reach the
Klondike Without setting foot
on American soil. His doubt-
ful followers acquiesce, ulti-
mately because he's a lard.
and the frozen north shows
them al who's. redly boss.
For Canadian readers. Mich-
ener's professondism still
might_have pulled this fitfully
convincing-novel off, if we
hadn’'t heard it al so man
times before. —-PB.

¢ & ¢

EDITED by Beverley Daurio,
Ilsroveléasn Hugggg (A_v31
ITEsS. a0Es, $I. er
isa collecr'gﬁgn of 24 s%%es
and prose pieces, mostly by
younger writers and mostl
very Short. The writing col-
lected here is characterized
gy akind of intense, upclose,
ow-motion examination of a
fewr moments in time, These
moments are often painful —
but then young men and
women experience alot of
pain — and the consequefice
of reading these stories all at
once is a very strong sense of
solipssm and sdf-involve-
ment. Still. this is a worth-
while book if you want to re-
. member how claustrophobic
life can seem when you are.in
your 20s, how little politics
matter for indeed any sense
of the larger world), how ut-
terly important romantic love
is, how bored and frustrated
you can be, and hpw horribly
difficult it is to fee| connected
to the society around you.
The best things here are two
careful stories about being
and becoming a mother —
“Black Tulips’ by Marg Wil-
son, and “Delivery "Room” b
Lesley McAllister — but
would aso mention Libby
Scheler’'s humorous piece
about a man with a'tiny
womanin hisear. (“‘The
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outer.ear iS perfect. | like rest-
ing my shapely bum against
it"™ Many of these dfories
are ‘avant-garde” in texture,
but in most cases this seems
to be a consequence of youth-
ful diffidence: combined with
the sheer desire to get some-
thing written down. ~ -B.S.

MEMOIR/BIOGRAFHY

THIS IS a strange book. First
published in 1921, The Stair-
way, by Alice A. Chown (Uni-
versity of Toronto Press, 351

s, $10.95 paper) purports
to be seections from a journal
kept behveen 1906 and 1919.
Chown tried to show how she
climbed her stairway to per-
sona freedom, and to inspire
others to do the same. But
she couldn’t stick with any of
the radical causes she'es-
poused long enough to
achieve tangible results. Her
very gpparent sense of failure
undermines the premise of
her book. Diana Chown,
v;/lhosg llor;}%resft IS, pgtly farp(ijl-
ial an y feminist, provid-
ed the Introduction. &e_re
lates Me Stairway to Alice
Chown’s own life and to the
intellectual ferment among
her contemporaries, but she
can't explain why her great
aunt flitted from cause to
cause and fell prey to unspe-
cific illnesses whénever she
tried to do morethan observe
and comment. These illnesses
no doubt had a psychological
component, but Alice's frus-
tration with her own weak-
ness and her knowledge of
Freud's ideas both suggest
that her problems were not
wholly psychosomatic. Diana
Chown has done women's his-
tory a great service in reviv-
ing and infroducing this com-
plex, though imperfect, WOLrE

¢ ¢ ¢

THISPROUDLY partid book
(Don Harron: A Parent
Contradiction. Collins, 323
pages, $26.95 cloth) came
about after Martha Harron
read the manuscript her fa-
ther had been struggling with
and persuaded him she could
do better herself. This|s so
humble it's sickening,” she
told him. “Stop being so
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bloody Canadian.” Don Har-
ron’s breezily bumptious off-

ring sees her father as “a

aissance man in a typecast
world.” On stage. he's played
everything from Shakespeare
to Spring Thaw, eve& here
from London to LoS Ar\lg;eles,
with everyone from Vivien
Leigh to Shirley Temple. His
writing career began with col-
lege reviews, blossomed with
the BBC, branched into musi-
cas, and boomed with his
wise and witty books {seven
at last count).

All this and Charlie Far-
quharsen too. plus. three
wives and two daughters, one
of whom has done a delight-
fully devastating job with this
book. Its bii weakness is that
it ends too soon. But maybe
that was Martha's intention all
aong — to wake us up to the
fact that at 64. Don Harron is
still an underexploited nation-
al resource. —PB.

¢ & ¢

THE AUTHOR of Stoney
Creek Woman: The Story
of Mary John (pulp Press,
142 R/Iages, $9.95 paper) is re-
aly Mary John herself, a 75-
year-old elder of the Smney
Creek band of the Carrier In-
dian tribe, although Bridget
Moran, Mary's friend and a
British Columbia government
social worker, is given. the au-
thor's credit. Moran wrote the
introduction and apparently
transcribed interviews to pro-
duce this valuable and moving
autobiography.

Mary John’s life exemplifies
her band’s history since 1913
to the extent that she sets her
own experiences into the con-
text of her community, but
thisis a personal story. Mary
and her band suffered ~—— and
continue to suffer — from
poverty aggravated by govern-
ment-sponsored as well asvol-
unteer racism. But there is no
anger in Mary’s voice, no ha-

&

tred, no self-pity. self-righ-
teousness, or defensiveness,
just afirm intention te keep
doing what is right. Mary has
become a community leader,
not out of ambition, but be-
cause her band reties on her
strength, intelligence, kind-
ness, and 1good humeour, and
because of her quiet determi-
nation to do what needs to be
done. -LB.

L

FOR No Place Like Home:
Diaries and Letters of
Nova Scotia Women.
1771-1938 (Formac. 306
pages, $19.95 papen), the edi-
tors, Margaret Conrad, Toni
Laidlaw, and Donna Smyth,
have sdected from 15 of their
collection of more than a hun-
dred diaries, journals, and se-
ries of letters by Maritime
women. Their principle of se
lection €l udes me. Even allow-
ing for differences of interest
and taste, | still must ask why,
when their scope was so
small, the editors chose to
publish the petty doings of
Ella LIscombe and the com-
monplace religious effusions
of Eliza Ann Chipman, when
more ebullient, -comical |et-
ters by Bessie Hall. or more
diary entries by the energetic
Louisa Callins, or selections
from other writers of their ilk
would serve the historical pur-
pose equally well. The editors
explain in the introductions to
each selection that reading
tbe persona jottings of unin-
teresting people is good for
us. Their next volume — and
I hope there will be at least
one — will be more educa
tional and more fun if it is
more unified.

Formac's homemade style
of using single and double
guotation marks is annoying
and cheapensthe very consid-
erable scholarly abilities of
the editors. -LB.

CRITICISM

WHAT WAG intended as a cele-
bration and exploration of bp
Nichol's major work Tke Mar-
tyrology is now, sadly, one of
thefirst in-print memorialsta
its author. Tracing the
Paths: Reading=Writing
The Martyrology (Line/
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Talonbooks, 344 pages,
$14.95 paper) was edited by
Roy Mii to honour Nichol's
epic poem, 10 books of which
were written before his death
last year. Launched by word
Blay — the notion that words

eginning with “st® enshrined
various saints ~- The Mariy-
rology gradually evolved into a
consideration of Nichol’s ex-
perience and language and
vriting itself.

The contents of Trzcing the
Paths range ﬁ'oglar)onderously
academic critical articles to
more playful glosses by
Nichol’s friends and accom-
plices. These are supplement-
ed by short interviews with
the author. a chronology, and
a sampling of work from the
as-yet unpublished books 7, 8,
and 9. Taken together, these
offer a variety of useful ways
into Nichol's dense and mute-
ble labyrinth. Many of the
sources and choices that un-
derlie the text are reveded. so
it can serve both as helpful
material to students working
on The Marlyrology, and as a
stimulating companion to
those reading and rereadin
Nichol’ s quirky, honest, an
experimental work. —J.0

POLITICS:CULTURE

INTHIS short and unsatisfying
book, Robin Mathews gives
the reader an analysis of
Canadian culture from what
might be called a conserva-
Live-left point of view. The es-
sential idea of Canadian
| dentity (Steel Rail Publish-
ing, 136 pages, $14.95 paper)
is that Canadian culture is
rooted in a “dialectic’ — a
word Mathews uses often —
and that this didectic involves
“& process of tension and ar-
gument. a conflict of oppo-
sites which often stalemate”
and which are unique to Cana-
da. Mathews is intensely anii-
American, which probably ex-
plains why the chief
opposition he discusses is
that between ‘individualism”
(bad) and “communitarian-
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ism” (good). This is an old
story, of course. but the read-
er's interest is sparked when
Mathews tries to describe this
opposition in terms of reli-
gion. Borrowing freely from
Max Weber, Mathews at-
tempts to show the impor-
tance of Protestantism in the
development of an en-
trepreneuria culture in En-

lish Canada; he contrasts

otestant culture to the “cor-
poratism” of Catholic culture
in Quebec (which he suggests
is— or has been — some-
what fascist in itsinsistence
that the whole community is
“a single body, al parts of
which contribute to and are
part of the health and function
of thewhol€’*); and he sug-
gests that one of the main
roots Of the NDP isthe Socia
Gospdl movement that lasted
from about 1865 to 1920. Un-
fortunately, al this is present-
ed in a very hasty and ab-
stract way, and the reader is
left with the impression that
Mathews has bravely waded
into a cold, dark lake of
thought that it is beyond his
pewer fo swimin. ~— B.S.

¢ 0 @

DAVID KILGOUR, a politician
and writer. has written a de-
tailed, comprehensive, and
rather romantic book — Un-
easy Patriots: Western
Canadians in Confedera-
tion (Lone Pine Publishing,
127 pages, $12.95 paper) —
about Western Canada and its
“alienation” from Ottawa. He

knows the West as few Cana-’

dians do, he knows federd
politics, and he brings to both
areas of knowledge an upper-
middleclass sensibility that
bdieves in ‘service’ and is

er to see the best in others
rather than the worst. West-
ern Canada— Canada itself
— isaland of extreme com-
plexity, and this complexity is
mirrored in Uneasy Patriots. It
is a history of the west that
contains a great many de-
tailed portraits of individuals.
an extended and tough-mind-
ed essay on federal policy wis-
a-vis the west, a memoir. and
what might be described as a
combination rhapsody-
polemic, in which Kilgour

e

sometimes comes close to the
kind of sentimentality one as-
sociates with politicians. For
Kilgour, Western Canada is
the home of every kind of re-
publican virtue. and in read-
ing his book it is a good idea
to keep in mind the sensihility
behind it Kilgour's main the
Sis is probably exaggerated —
we aren't so much alienated
from Ottawa, it seems likely,
as distracted Tmm it by Ameri-
can television and our own
concerns, not to mention
sheer distance — hut his
book is nonethel ess a genuine
contribution to our under-
standing of ourselves. — B.S.

TRAVEL

HART MASSEY's second hook
fits into two genres: that of
travel by au unusual means,
and that of ardaxing. unde-
manding read that seems best
suited for summer holidays.
Travels with ‘Lionel’: a
Small Barge in France (De-
neau, 192 pages, 621.95 cloth)
recounts the year Massey, his
Wife, Melndie. and_their Dal-

mation, Joss, spent navigating
the canals of Francein a 20-
metre barge.

The chaIIen?es aong the
way included finding a suit-
able motorized barge, getting
its equipment upgraded by
dow-moving French work-
men, and navigating the
canals themselves. Some of
the bridges the Masseys took
their barge under were so. low
that the wheelhouse had to be
dismantled for the sake of
clearance. The book manages
to show a-familiar |landscape
from a new perspective. a-
though Massey, an architect
by trade. does not have as
sharp a pen as his fellow rav-
el writers Jan Morris and Paul
Theroux. Recommended
reading for those thinking of a
similar expedition, or for eoth-
ers whose idea of a pleasant
reading experience moves at
about ten knots. -J.0.

These brief reviews were pre-
pared by Pat Barclay, Laurel
Boone, Mercedés Nowak,
John Oughton, and Bruce
Serafin.
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ﬁ WESTERN PRODUC

SCUTTLEBUTT
And Other Expression!
of Nautica Origin

Teri Degler
Hiustrations by Tina Holdero

A delightful collection of
common words and phrases

! that come to us from the days
of sailing ships, Stockholm
& Tar, and the Jolly Roger.
-2 b&w jllustrations
$9.95 paperback
STRAIGHT FROM THE .
HORSE'S MOUTH...
And Other Animal
Expressions kR
leri Degler . ,f AN )
TNustrations by Tina Holderoft | & \_:: 5
Superstition, myth, legend, and ! ‘f""\’ TR
literature have given us some | ) s Y
rather odd expressions that you'll | Y
often find on the tip of your [ 1 e SR
tongue. PiT [
18w illustrations i
i9.95 paperback | e

Saskatoon, Saskatchewan
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PROFILE

Telling it slant

Carol Shields’s fiction approaches its truths obliquely.

‘Sometimes it’s better to let things be strange
and represent #othing but themselves’

FOUR YEARS ago, when Carol

Shields turned 50, her writing

turned a corner. The titles tell
al. Before: Small Ceremonies. The Box
Garden, Happenstance, and A Fairly
Conventional Woman. After: Various
Miracles, Svam: A Mystery, and now,
The Orange Fish. “ You get older and
braver,” she says, “braver about what
you can say and what can be under-
stood.”

Her first four novels presented reli-
able pictures of middleclass. domestic
life. Shields is expert at evoking the
feelings and concerns of ordinary peo-

le — their ambivalence about their
amilies, their jobs, and their mates.
Her characters think They try to be
nice. And they often get stock in bor-
Ing Situations — with ‘ spouses, par-
ents, or colleagues. It's not the mad
trapped housewife that Shields finds in
suburbia, but relatively happy families
coping with change, recognizing some
uneasiness around the edges, but
committed to the safety of the familiar.
It's that world of dirty dishes, tired
casseroles, and the acute desperation
of school projects. The virtues, joys,
an%dgnefs of everyday life are cher-
ished. Shields doesa’t Satirize: she re-
assures, but not in a smog or cloying
wa/. Her dtyle is often ironic, affection-
ately mock|ng1 — especidly of academ-
ic life — lightly humorous, with a deli-
cacy and subtlety of language that
elicit (not entirely appropriate) com-
parisons with Jane Austen. These
early books not only deal with prosaic
subjects — which are, of course, the
stuff of life — but they, are “fairly con-
ventionally” writfen. There’s more at-’
tention to language’ and craft than is
commonly recogmzec} but they're es-
sentially natwealistie, /-
In Various Miracles, Shields' s 1995

By Eleanor Wachtel

collection of short fiction, tbe lid came
off. Shields began to experiment with
diierent ways (and voices) to tell Sto-
ries. She flouted conventions against
literary coincidence, building the title
story on a series of “miraculous’ cir-
cumstances, creating an imaginative
interweaving of events that lead to a
playful “trick” ending. A character in
the story is aso a character in a
manuscript in the story — aRussian-
dolHike construction. Shields takes a
leaf from the postmodernist’'s book
and writes, “Sometimes it’'s better to

let things be strange and to represent  slant,” she says, “‘can sometimes lead

nothing but themselves” The stories
lift off the ground, take some sharp
corners and find their own way, often
al_curiousangles. _ _

The bock’s epigraph is Emily Dick-
inson’s ‘ Tell the truth but tell it slant.”
Shields bends its meaning a little. In
Dickinson's poem, the h-u_the'g S0 bril-
liant that if we look at it directly, welll
be blinded. Shields interprets this
obliqueness as an invitation to experi-
ment with arange of narrative ap-
proaches — omniscient, direct, frac-
tured. Telling the story from the

Carol Shigids

May 1989, BOOKS IN CALADA 9

=3 S —— T TN T T T N ——

—p— —— - R - _ m s mpgp g e

 r e w— . n e o



you into the presence of an unreligble
narrator, the narrator who under-
stands everything, except what is cen-
tral.” This iSwhat Shields developed in
her next novel. Swana: A Mystery — a
wonderful book, more adventurous
than anything she'd ever done. Told
from the point of view of four soli-
taries. each in search of akind of fami-
ly or connection, the book is a double
mystery. about the missing manu-
scripts of a dead poet, and the pro-
found mystery of human persondlity.
Carol Shields is Sitting at a restaw-
rant, looking like a character from one
of her early novels. What used to be
called sensibly dressed: a soft cream-
coloured swester fastened at the neck
with a gold bow pin. Matching skirt,
pumps. Simple stud earrings. pear|
ring and gold bracelet on one: hand,
gold wedding band and diamond en-
agement ring on the other. Shields is
thin, with short blond hair and clear
blue eyes behind thick-lensed glasses,
which she removes and folds on the
table. She has a small, soft, Sometimes
hesitant voice. She admits to a certain
passivity, a reticence. And then dis-
arms by saying, “Okay, ask me some-
thing personal™ But when you do, she
becomes abstract or ducks behind a

——

ANTONINE MAILLET
translated by
WAYNE GRADY

An adult fable that celebrates the ab-
surdities Of human nature from a wry:
and endlessly inventive perspective.
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book she's read. “Print is her Wa?/ of
entering and escaping the world.”
(Various Miracles)

“It concerns me,” she confesses,
“that the hooks I’ve read have been a
big part of the way | experience the
world — maybe more than for other
people. And | do wonder if there is -
maybe something substandard about
that” Surprising from a woman who's
raised five children, published ten
books, and who's lived in the U.S,,
England, France, Toronto, Ottawa,
Vancouver, and W|nn|p?. But learn-
ing to read at four, she claims, “realiz-
ing that those symbols meant some-
thing that | could be part of,” was the
central mystical experience of her life.
She speculates that her early fascina-
tion with language may have been re-
lated to her short-sightedness, that in-
stead of engaging with visual images,
she got hooked on language and the
magic it contained. _

arol Shields grew up in Dick-and-
Jane-land. Oak Perk is an older, stable
suburb of Chicago, famous for its early
20th-century Frank Lloyd Wright
houses. It was homogeneously white
and middle class. ,Shields and her
slightly older twin siblings lived with
thelr parents in a large white shicco
house. Her father managed a can
factory. Her mother, of Swedish stocl
and aso a hvin, taught fourth grade
until she had children of her own, and
then, resumed after the war when
there was a teacher shortage. While
still agou_ng woman, her mother
with Ernest Hemingway's
arents, who lived. in Oak Park.
ields captured this incident in an
early poem, and in greater detail in a
new story called “Family Secrets’ in
The Orange Fisk. at amazed
Shields was how her mother was
never curious te read Hemingway de-
gpite living under his roof. In the
story, the daughter speculates on her
mother’s life and its hidden corners,
and ultimately treasures her own bun-
die of secrets.

The only books around Carol’s
house were her parents childhood
reading — Horatio Alger and Anne of
Green Gables and Louisa May Alcott
Her mother read to her alot — even

edestrian series like The Bobbsey

wins — and until eighth grade, Carol
attended the local library’s story hour.
“That combination of drama and narra-
tive was somethll | loved,” she says.
Centra to her recollection of this’ time
is her fondness for Dick and Jane —
those school readers. “| understood

e e me— L
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Jane,” she says amost ingenuoudly. “I
suppose | |mag?%ned_a life for her that
wasn't really there in the reader, but
she was someone | found interesting
and related to. Jane was very sturdy
and knew her own mind, | always
thought. And | loved the way that Dick
was 0 good to her, so protective of
her, so unlike most brothers. Every-
one was terribly good to everyone
élse; there were no bad intentions.
They seemed like redl people to me
and their world seemed wonderfully
safe and ordered. Probably even safer
and more ordered than my own safe
and ordered world. This sort of ex-
treordinary goodness is very appealing
to children.

She pauses. “what a place to grow
up! Like growing up in a plastic bag is
how | think of it-a very safe place to
grow Up.” But surely a plastic bag is

-more suffocating than safe? “It's

funny.” she says. “I always knew that
something was wrong with it, but |
never knew what it was until | went
away. What was wrong was that there
wasn't enough: it was all very good, it
Just wasn't’enough. Everyone went to
church. | can't believe this, everyone
went to church.”

Shields recently went home for her
high school’s 35th reunion. She stood
on a familiar corner and experienced
“the opposite of nostalgid’ — relief
that she'd escaped. Her E)arents were
timid people, so any intellectual expec-
tations she sensed came from an afflu-
ent, kindly school system. “All my
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teachers a that time were unmarried. ,

middle-aged and bosomy,” she says,
aware of the fulfilled stereotype. “They
were wonderful women and very car-
|er(1? But it was limited — or insulat-
. “Imagine growing up a few blocks
from where James T. Farrell lived and
not knowing it.” Farrel, an early com-
munist, is famous for the Stads Loni-
gan trilogy, a powerful indictment of
the American dream.
But Shields was locked into her own
dreamy childhood. She was the class
oet, turning out sonnets that she
new even then were infused with
false rhetoric. She was mcour;ged by
her parents and teachers, publisned in
the school paper, and liked to write.
Shields didn’t actualy think she could
be a writer until much later — in her
late 20s. The high school yearbook
said she was the one who'd write the
novel. “But | never believed that for a
minute. I’d never met a writer. It was
like wanting to be a movie star.” Her
parents wanted her to have a career
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we all knew we would get married
and have children.”
Shields went to Hanover College, a
small conservati hoo] in W
1, e aia: 1 just sent
off for all kinds of university cata-
logues and chose one that iooked like
a ' Father Knows Best' college.”

e T,
ironic. She regrets not being “brave?
and going to a bigger urban school.
She even found hersdlf sucked into a
anrarity anahla tn hoale asaeaa—iro o
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“Education was wasted on me,” she
sslﬁ/_s. “I was much more interested in
f mgqln love and going to dances.”
But she read. And one *lucky™ thing
was a junior year exchange program
with Exeter University in England. It
was a great revelation to encounter a
truly academic atmosphere where peo-
ple took their subjects sertously. Carol
thrived. She also met Donald Shields,
a Canadian engineering grad student,
whom she married when she graduat-
ed. By this time, she'd forgotten about
being a writer. ‘| was just interested in
being in love and having a house —
thewhole Ladies’ Home Journal
thing.” In fact, when her mother first
met Don, she told hi she hoped he'd
encourage Carol to keep on writing,
and Don looked blank. They were en-
gaged to be married and Carol had

ever mentioned to him that she
wrote. It wasn't until they were seitled
in Toronto, with the first of their five
children, that Don suggested she take
a University of Toronto COUrse in mag-
azine Writing.

‘| can’t remember much about it ex-
cept that a woman lectured to us once
aweek. She wore a big hat and she,
never took it off. There were about 40
of us and she said, When you send in
a manuscript, you should use a paper-
clip and not a staple” ™ At the end of
the term, students were expected to
write something, so Carol wrote a
short story. A few months later,  the
teacher called. She'd sold her story to
CBC Radio — the old John Drainie
Brogram, 15 minutes narrated by

rainie. But eve’ this success didn’t
galvanize Shields. She figured she’d
write stories when she had the
chance. And about once a year she'd
“gtir her stumps’ and write a story and
sl it to the CBC or BBC. She was
bu?/. full of energy. She il read a lot
and there was never a year when she
wasn't taking “some course or other”
in law or English. By the time she was
25, she had three children and was liv-

h aug awrrastncowcs, wacle LI Bot s

Ph.D. Yet Shields feels that she had a
prolonged childhood, that she stayed.

In asort of infancy, and didn’t realy

pél “SthESWRE The Anhheoy
ventional Woman, about a housewife
on the verge of artistic recognition:
“What a dumb sap sheowas,.datzjacd
~ wo iy Tu girugtio, an apstanér fromm
adult 1ii.” And athough Shields clear-
ly has done a lot in her life, it fits her
self-perception as a passive observer,

aple to mediate with life primarily
through books — her own and oth-
ers. Intrigued by history and biogra-
phy, she lives these interests vicari-
oudly, through her characters: the bi-
ographer Judith Gill of her first novel,

al Ceremonies, and the historian
Jack Bowman of her third, Happen-
stance. Of al her characters, it is with
Jack the observer that Shields says
she mog identifies.

Suddenly, as if to underline her po-
sition as bystander, she leans across
the table and says, soto vece, “1've just
been to New York and it's a great
place to eavesdroy, because they talk
S0 loud and about such interesting
things. Can you hear what they're say-
ing at the next table? | think she's a
writer because she was talking about
writing hooks, but now she’s talking
about cookma]_so maybe she writes
cookbooks.” Snields smiles, resumes
eating and demurely waits for another
question.

On the boat home from England,
Shields read Betty Friedan's The Femi-
nist Mystigue. She thought about
‘going to law school. Shejoined a
‘Great Books™ discussion group and
she had another baby. She also Started
reading the English poet, PhiIiP
Larkin. Excited by the honesty of his
writing, she started wntm(g; poetry
again. At that fime, CBC Radio had a
Young Writers' Competition. The cut-
off was SO; Shields was 29. She wrote
seven poems. It was thefirg timein
her life that she took her writing seri-
oudy. She won.

That led me into a period, of about
five years, writing poetry,!’ she ex-
plains. “It was an enormously happy
writing time. | was very strict with my-
self. T followed Larkin's set of rules: no

retty language. | f anything was pret-
y, out it went. Unfortunately, I also
borrowed some of his despair, | think,
in my first few poems. | can remember
my friends being a little worried about
me”

She published in The Canadion ||
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the cheer resounds
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A Major League Life
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arxd Greg Cable
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by Ernie Whitt and.,.
Greg Cable

iAs the |ast of the players taken
iln the 1976 expansion draft il
on the field, Exnie Whitt is the
1Blue Jays amiable anchor both
on and off the field.

(Catch A Mgjor League Life
recounts the numerous set-
tracks and dogged-determina-
tion that marked the early
yrears, and the ensuing string of
guccesses that culminated in

t he Drive of ‘85.
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t he triumphs and fears of
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. Forum and afew other magazines.
Then the family moved to Ottaw
where her husband was associate
with the University of Ottawa. This
meant free tuition for Caral. “Being

very thrifty about these things, | decid-

ed ' d better take advantage of it” She
enrolled in @ master’s program in En-
glish and discovered Susanna Moodie.
“First | was going to do a thesis on P.
K Page because | liked her poetry. |
even Interviewed her when she was in
Ottawa. | spoke to her about her work
and asked what one of her poems
meant She said, ‘| haven't the faintest
idea’ At this time | was rather severe
about these things, and | thought, ‘If
she doesn't know what it means, why
am | going to try and figure it out?
Since then, I've met all sorts of poets
who don't understand their writing
and I’ve even written things | don't
quite understand.”

Shields was drawn to Moodie’s
trashy English novels and what they
reveded about her Canadian work,
Roughing it in the Bush and Life in the
Clearings. She was surprised by the
sibling rivalry that surfaced behveen
Moodie and her sister, Catharine Parr
Trail, who was a little older and more
beautiful. She was aso struck by tbe

JACQUES
SAVOIE

translated by

FINALLY \ NS
POOICIR FISCHMAN
IN ENGLISH!

A magnificent and
joyous celebration by
one of Quebec’s most
popular young writers.

Lester & Orpen Dennys
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male-female relations in those books.
Moodie paid lip service to the

- supremacy of men and then’ depicted

weak men and strong women. There
was a recurring tableau of the recum-
bent male being nursed back to hedlth
by the upright femae. Shields wrote

‘Our own lives aren’t
qguite enough for
us, we have to live
some of our lives
vicariously, or if’s
just 100 narrow.
Who we bum.. up
against and
what they mean

fo us is what’s
really interesting’

her thesis in the early *70s when femi-
nism was in the air, but “being out of
things is sort of my hobby,” she jokes.
Like her socialism — she describes
herself as “an instinctive pink” —
Shields's feminism is latent. She val-
ues the lives of women, especidly the
women friends she's kept al her life.
But, she says, “I never went through
those consCiousness-raising sessions.
A lot of my experience of what a
woman's life could be — seeing other
patterns of being — came from read-
Ing American and British fiction, not
from reality,” At the same time,
Shields was aﬁnoyed that most women
were portrayed as bitches or bubble-
heads in fiction, alot less kind and
dumber than the women she knew.
She Istarted to think about writing a
novel.

While still in graduate school, how-
ever, she published two small books of
poetry, Others and Intersect. “ Portraits’
IS how she thinks about those poems.
They're about friends, parents, chil-
dren: amarried couple's bedtime ritu-
as, a family dinner, anniversaries, a
child learning to talk — the furniture
of her novels. _

During work on her thesis, she aso
ot her first job — editorial assistant
or a scholarly quarterly, Canadian
Slavonic Papers. A “jobette” she calls
it, conscious of its relative insignifi-
cance. But it was important, not only
because she passed it on to Charleen,
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heroine of her second novel, The Box
Garden, but because “all those years |
was a home with children, I never
thought | would haye ajob.” Now she
teaches parttime at the University of
Manitoba. o
Shields dropped out of university for
one term to try to write anovel, a liter-
ary whodunit, perhaps foreshadowing
Swann: A Mystery, It was regjected by
three publishers. “ But thei/ wrote very
nice letters so | thought 1 would try
again.” Thii time she had more conti-
dence, having written one book and a
thesis. She wrote two pages a day,
every d%, and at the end of nine
months, she had a novel. Small Cere-
monies. Although the book isn’t pro-
grammatic, there were severd things
she wanted it to feature: a heroine
with areflective side to her life; a
woman who had friends; a context in
which there were children; and some
of the “leftover” Susanna Moodie ma-
terial that was too conjectural for her
thesis. The result was an intelligent;
quiet book about Judith Gill, a biogra-
pher of Susanna Moodie, who a'so
tries t0 write a novel while on sabbati-
cal in England with her husband. The
book signposted some recurring
themes: an academic environment
with a satirical edge; a middle-class
woman who's not entirely content; and
a fascination with biography coexis-
tent with an awareness of its limita-
tions. Drawn by her feeling of connec-
tion with the past, Shields wanted to
fill in the spaces, the silences of Susan-
na Moodie’s life. The things Moodie
left out of her own writing were the au-
thentic parts; what's there is |ess s0.
It's like reading a negative. “How do
you retrieve someone Who is dead and
try to build up with the nib of your pen
that personality who was, in ‘a sense,
voiceless aboit things that mattered?’
This is a question sne poses again in
Swann: A Mystery, in which a quartet
of characters try to resurrect the
slent, dead poet, Mary Swann, who
was brutally murdered by her hus-
band 15 years before the novel begins.
Shields's answer is to turn to fiction
rather than biography because it can
delve into the place where “nine-
tenths” of our lives occurs: in out
heads. ‘The only story with a nice firm
shape to it is the story of a human
life,” she says, “but so much of it is un-
knowable.” Invention can fill in those
gaps. And it can record those small rit-
uals that give ordinary life its continu-
ity. Although the title was serendipi-
tous (chosen by her publisher), a




sense Of the ceremonial -small cere-
monies — is very important to
Shields. It's how we keep ourselves
lued together and hold emptiness at

ay. “Habit is the flywheel of sou(_a‘gq,
conserving and_preserving and disn-
ing up tidy, edible dices of the cos-
mos.” (Swann: A Mystery)

It's a philosophy present in all of
Shields’s writing. “Dailiness to be sure
has its hard deposits of ennui, but it is
also, as Mary Swann suppests. re-
demptive.” _

Carol Shields's 40th birthday was
another turning point in her life. After
three rejection<,-a publisher accepted
Small Ceremonies, her thesis on Su-
sanna Moodie was also t0 be pub-
lished (fas Voice and Vision), and she
was off for a year in France during her
husband’s sabbatical. The day after
she arrived in Brittany, she started her
next novel. The Box Garden, which
takes up the story of Judith Gill’s sis-
ter, Charleen. | wanted to get back
into a novel quickly.” she says. ‘There
isakind of post-partum feeling after a
book.” She missed her characters and
decided to pick _LIJ% another thread in
the same family. The writing went eas-
ily and it too was finished in nine
months. In some ways less successful
than Small Ceremonies, it suffered
from her susceptibility to her editor’s
advice. Small Ceremonies, she was
told, didn’'t have a lot happening. So
Shields added plet, a pseudo-kidnap-
ping and police, to The Box Garden.
“You can Imagine how | much | know
about these things,” she says. “I
should have listened to my doubts”

Shields looks back on those novels,
(soon to he reissued in paperback),
and is sur(‘jprlsed by how stingy she
was witb detail. *I think | wrote very
thinly. Part of it had to do with only
writing for an hour a day and not hav-
ing time to think over what | was
doing. | seemed to write in spare little
scenes where you're supposed to pick
up the interior sense from exterior de
tails. Now I'm interested in interior de-
tails — going redly where film and
televison can't go. | like adense tex-
ture, even in short stories.” _

In “Collison,” an odd story in the
new collection, The Orange Fisk,
Shields describes the accidenta colli-
sion of two people in a tiny eastern Eu-
ropean country. An indigenous film-
maker and an American tourist
development consultant face a down-

ur outside a restaurant, where each

as been dining with others. Neither
can speak the other’s language. They

share an umbrella for a kilometre to
the town square This linking in time
is an example of a recurrent motif in
Shields's work — what might be
cdled numinous moments. Fifteen
minutes and it's over. But “sacredness
attaches itself invisibly to certain rare
moments.” (The Orange Fish)

Naturally, this is based on Shields's
own experience. She was in Tokyo,
not Europe, but she walked under a
stranger’s umbrella, rhythmically in
step, and felt that she could have gone
on like that forever. “I believe in these
moments,” she says, “when we do fegl
or sense the order of the universe be-
neath the daily chaos. They're like a
great gift of happiness that comes un-
expectedly.” _ .

Shields also recognizes their ob-
verse. Days when she senses the
fragility of al our arrangements and
how vulnerable we areto loss and
tragic reversal. “It doesn’'t matter how
insulated i/]ou ae” she says, “you have
these _frlg? tening glimpses of ‘the utter
meaninglessness of your life. It's a
kind of angst when you suddenly feel
that you're alone and powerless and
nothing makes any sense. It’s the op-
posite of those transcendental mo-
ments when you perceive the pattern
of the universe.” Shields is interested
in capturing both those extremes and
finding a language to express them. In
Swann: A Mystery, these flashes occur
back to back when the 80-vear-old re-
tired editor, Frederick Cruezi, isfirst
blissfully happy with his wife and their
smple med together, and then horror-
stricken when he thinks she has
inadvertently destroyed Mary Swann's
poems. It's not smply aternate joy
and despair — each comes with the
certainty of revelation.

Swann explores that gap between
appearance and reality. What is really
a the core of a person? How much do
we actually see? The poet Mary Swann
herself is a complete unknown, a
woman who lived virtualy without
record. Shields creates four sympa-
thetic characters who appropriate her
life, and reconstruct It to fit their
needs — and as Shields sees it, their
desire to connect with someone. It's
Shields's first novel without children,
something she only realized after it
was finished. Her own children have
grown, left home. It's given her
greater freedom, but even after four
years, she misses them. “It's very hard
to st down at the dinner table with
just two people” she says. _

There are no conspicuous children
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inThe Orange Fish— except for the
occasiona _childhood flashback of the
narrator. Shields likes to play with
time. History orders the past, arrang-
ing events on a time line. She aso pro-
jects forward into a future from which
to look back on this moment in the
present Sometimes, as in the end of
the story, “Hinterland,” it's a flattened
future, jike theimagesin a pqp—_tép
book. recognizable and folded inside
each other.

The exoerimentation that was un-
leashed in Various Miracles is only
partly present in The Orange Fish.
There is eve* a story totally without
irony — “not ascrap,” she says. “I felt
| wasse ironic | was getting lockjaw.”
Shields isn't interested in postmod-
ernism per se, but in the kinds of free-
dom she can get working out a narra-
tive idea. She figures these kinds of
dyles are in the ar and a%(au!red by
osmosis, One friend suggested it came
from living in Manitoba, Bob
Kroetsch-land, but Shields says no.
like most things, it's from reading. Her
work has struck responsive chords in
other writers— from Kent Thomp
son's “postcard fiction” to Aritha van
Herk, who recently wrote: “I have an
image of Carol Shields. ...I do not
know the real woman, at least not well
enough to count, but | do know this
floating and powerful florentine en-
graving on arr who netsfictions as
turned and strange as brass rubbings,
the articulate spines of fish, dender
piles of knuckle bones’ _

Donna Smyth, a Halifax writer, was
dazzled by the virtuosity of Swans.
“The writing is superb,” she says.
“And as always with a Carol Shields
book, you come away with this rever-
ence for the way we are able to cele-
brate together what we are and what
we don't know about each other. It's a
real nystery, that’ _

Why isn't Shields better known? IS it
becauise quiet books are tagged for
quiet promotion? That women's lives
and a “domestic” circumference are of
only marginal interest? Or that her
changing publishers over the years
has meant a limited commitment to
her as an author? Swann is only now
coming out in paperback, a year and a
half after publication, (and its nomina-
tion for a Governor Generd’s Award).
But surely the cumulative impact of
The Orange Fish and Swarn and Vari-
ous Miracles within four years, plus
the American release of Swann and
Various Miracles this spring (%/
Viking/Penguin) will change that Or
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is it the old regional conundrusm?
Shields hasn't lived in Toronto since
she dtarted publishing. She's moved a
lot so she hasn't even been identified

with a particular “region” and her

books are set in France or Chicago or
Scarborough — not Winnipeg.

In that last-named city, her spacious
apartment overlooks the curve of the

Assiniboine River. It's the first time

she's ever not lived in a large Victorian
house. and she wasn't sure about it at
first The place is on the seventh floor
and there are trees that come as high
as the windows, lots of light and no
curtains. The living mom has a fire-

lace and awall of books. Shields

asts of only two things — **excellent
reading lamps everywhere’ and art
that she and her husband have been
collecting since they first lived in Eng-
land. Her favorite Is a Joe Fafard litho
caled ‘Bird's Eye” with an eﬁg-shaped
world floating in space and his bade
mark cows. In her kitchen is a print
called ‘The Orange Fish.” Now %ou
feel asif you're inside one of her
clever stories; thetitle story of the
new book is about a couple who hang
alitho cdled ‘The Orange Fish” in
thar kitchen.

Shields is fascinated by the way we
share memories: how even people
who are very close will remember
things differently. And also, the Si-
lences between people, the acceptable
slences. Of her early A Fairly Conven-
tional Woman (her favourite of all her
novels), she says “I wanted to write
about two people who were more or
less happily married, but who were, in
fact, strangers to each other and al-
ways would be. and the value of that
strangeness.”

Shields's next novel, Bodies of
Water, is about love and the search for
the other, ‘or maybe not.” Shields
feels the need for an other. “Our own
lives really aren’t quite enough for us,
we have to live some of our lives vicar-
ioudy or it's just too narrow. Who we
bump up againgt, what they mean to
us, is what3 interesting.”

She recalls an image by the 8th-cen-
tury historian, the Venerable Bede.
How our actual lifeis such alittle
thing thet its like abird in the dark-
ness suddenly finding a way into the
banquet hall and flying through, [ook-
ing down éat all the banqueters, and
then flying out the other side. Shields
says what a wonderful image that is.
then adds, ‘1 aways thought how
much better it would be if there were
two birds flying together.” QO

.
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A man on
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‘Of all the peoples of the Americas, the Maya are possibly

the most successful, simply for having been around
for a very long time. They have been culturally

Maya for three or four thousand, veass.

" And they are still there’

oNALD WRIGHT has travelled

widely in the Americas, Africa,

and the South Pacific. His
books on Peru (Cut Stones and Crass-
roads, 1984) and Fiji (On Fifi |slands,
1986) were h|gjr‘1|y acclaimed; his most
recent work, Time among the Maya,
was published last month by Vikin
(Penguin). \When not on the road,
Wright makes his home in Port Hope,
Ontario. He was interviewed in Toron-
to gy Barbara Carey.
BiC: Y 0s studied archeology and an-
thropology at usiversity. How did that
lead you to travel wriling?
Wright: Actually, | haven't been in
tniversity since the early '70s, and I've
done alot of other things. | lived in Al-
berta and was atrucker for several
years: | also had ago at farming, with-
out any success at all, althoug?h I
learned a lot the hard way. But | al-
ways wanted m write. Abouf 10 years
ago, | had been travelling a lot in
South America, which was an interest
that went back to my childhood in.
Engﬂand. and | got hepdtitis. | came
back to Canada to convalesce and was

stuck at home, not redly sick but not -

really well. | read Paul Theroux’s Old
Patagonia Express, and athough it was
a nicely written book, it wasn't the
South America that | knew. So |
thought, “Maybe this is a kind of writ-
ing | should by.” Cut Stones and Crass-
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roads Was the result. There's quite a
lot of archeology and anthrapology in
that book; the travel writing iS a frame-
work for talking about those things.
But | felt it would appea to people
who weren't specididts.
BiC: | was intrigued by a remark you
made ## On Fiji Islands: “A culture’s
tallest buildings reveal its deepest obses-
siois.” What did you mean by that?.
Wright: It struck me as an aphorism,
but there’'s a lot of truth in'it. If you
look a the tallest buildings produced
by any culture, and we’re talking here
out cultures that kawe architecture,
they reflect what is most important to
that society. In the case of the ancient
Egyptians, the pyramids represent the
death cults surrounding the Pharaohs.
Temples are ahvays the biggest build-
ings in Mesoamerican and South
American cultures. And in Fiji, what
had bean tbe tallest building reflected
the war and ‘cannibalism cult, which
was tied up with ancient Fijian politics
and society.
BiC: So what does that say about oar
own cullure?
Wright: Well, exactly. We've got these
big communication towers and revolv-
ing restaurants, and office towers. And
that redly refleets what makes pur cul-
ture tick.
BiC: Temples to commerce?
Wright: And to conspicuous consump-
tion and communications. If J/ou go
back a century, churches and cathe-
drals were our tallest buildings, but
we've become secularized, and our tall
buildings are secular temples.
BiC: Two oat of your three books #s-
volve Amerindian cultures. On Fiji |s-
lands is the odd one oxt. What {ook you
there? )
Wright: It was partly chance. I'd just
finished the book on Peru, which is
somewhat melanchol)é because it
laments the collapse of the indigenous
Inca society and its replacement by a
society that has not been nearly as
successful in providing a decent way
of life for the people, apart from a
small elite. Soin Peru | was looking at
the disintegration of a society that |
think is valuable, but which is unable
to fulfil itself in the modem world be-
cause the country is ruled by a West-
ernized elite that smply exploits it for
ItS resources.

A friend who had been working in
Fiji for ayear told me that the indige-
nous Fijians, who number about half
the population, have managed to hold
on to their culture and to modernize it.
Their language is very much alive and
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recognized at a national leve: they
have newspapers and radio programs
in the indigenous tongue: and they've
maintained a traditional system of
landholding that does not alow private
ownership. This of course is a bone of
contention with others who live in Fiji.
but leaving that issue aside, what
impressed me is that the Fiiians had
avoided tbe kind of disaster that usuak
Iy happened to native pevoles when
European countries exganded in the
colonial period.

BiC: S0 Fiji offered a contrast?
Wright: With Peru and other places.
My interest is not only Amerindian So-
cieties —1it's redly the interaction be-
tween cultures, especialy cultures
that have been victims of colonization.
Fiji seemed to be the other side of the
coin, tbe way things could turn out. |
found that this was indeed partly true.
There Was a Ence paid for that, not by
the Fijians themselves, but by immi-
grant labour of East Indian origin,
brought to Fiji by the British. But the
indigenous Fijians arean example of a
society that was able to modernize
without losing its sense of identity,
and that's rare.

BiC: In your sew book, Time among
the Maya, you Seem fe hold in high re-
gard not only the intellectual achieve-
meals of the Maya civilization, but also
ItS cultural values.

-Wright: That's true of my writing

about most places I’ ve been. We have
to remember that the cultura values
of the indigenous peoples evolved
over thousands of years and were usu-
aly well suited to the environment in
which they lived. In other words, they
had a wisdom that had developed
through tria and error. When Euro-
peans came and tried to impose their
concepts of economics, of agriculture,
of socia organization and religion, it
was deleterious. Very often they were
corrllgl etely unsuited to that part of the
world.

Of al the peoples in the Americas,
the Maya are possibly the most suc-
cessful, smply for having been around
avery long time. They have been cul-
turally Maya for three or four thou-
sand years. And they arc still there.
This is something everyone forgets.
We think of the Maya as a |ost civiliza-
tion, but there arc a good five million
people who still sPeak Mayan lan-
guages, and most of those people pre-
serve a lot of the intellectud traditions
of their ancestors. They still use their
caendar for ritual purposes, and they
gtill practise traditiona farming meth-
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ods. It was a tremendoudy impressive
culture, and therefore | value what's
left of it, and would like to see the
Maya, like the Fijians, have more
autonomy.
BiC: The resilience of the Maya cul-
tare, despite centuries of Stanish domi-
nation, is striking. I'm thinking
particularly of how the Maya kawve
adapted aspects of Christian faith to
suit their own ancient beliefs.
Wright: That goes back to the fact
that they’ ve been around so Ionﬁ.
Even before the Spaniards came to the
New World, the M gla had experi-
enced being colonized by other peo-
ples, highland Mexicans who were cul-
turally quite different from them. Th_eﬁ
had worked out a way of dealing wit
having foreign concepts imposed upon
them: they resisted in a subtle way.
They were very eclectic and interested
" in what these other people brought If
you read the early books the Maya
wrote soon -after the Spanish Con-
quest, you rind them ransacking the
sources the Spanish brought with
them. They went through the Bible,
the Thousand and One Nights, and d-
manacs. Even after the terrible conse-
quences Of the Conquest the popula-
lion collapse. tbe destruction of their
rulers, aod the burning of their books,
they were still interested in European
civilization, and they were still trying
to find a way to make sense of it within
their own Structure.
BiC: In your book you emphasize the
importance of #hedr conception of #fme.
Wright: Yes. One of the things that
gives the Maya a sense of who they
are, and keeps them going, is that
they have an enormou %/ large sense
of time. This is unusua for a pre-mod-
em society that does not have any sci-
entific evidence of the age of the
world. The Ma?/a have always under-
stood the idea of infinity in the tempo-
ra dimension. In their ancient calen-
dar they made huge calculations going
backwards and forwards over millions
and sometimes hillions of years, in an
attempt to understand the scale of the
universe in terms of arithmetic and
time. They never thought the world
had been created not that long ago;
they never would have written any-
thlng like Genesis. They knew the
world was of infinite age and the uni-
verse of infinite scale, and they had a
perspective on themselves as a people
Journey_méi through time. There’s a
Mays riddle that says, “What is a man
on the road?’ — the answer is, “lime.”
Part of their way of dedling with in-




vading cultures, such as ours, is that
they Incorporate them into their own
idea of time. History and prophecy
were two Sides of the same coin for
the Mava. Because their calendar was
both linear and cyclical, the same peri-
ods with the same names would recur,
and they believed that smilar events
would take place in eras that had sSimi-
lar names or similar structures. It's a
very clever and subversive idea. B
saying they had foreseen the Spani
invasion, it meant they weren't power-
less againgt it, and that they would
deal with it
BiC: And that the age of the Maya will
relura?
Wright: Well, they're still there. And
who knows how long our civilization
will last? They also experienced the
collapse of their society 500 years be-
fore the Spaniards came. They know
that things pass, and of course, if the
day comes when the weight of our civ-
ilization that f)resses.on them is ever
lied, you would certainly see areviva
of the Maya. | would confidently pre-
dict that.
BE: Do you think the Maya can resist
the tourist invasion? There’s a cerlain
amonnt Of cultural penetration already,
isa't there?
Wright: As a preamble, | should say
that unlike the Inca and the Aztec, the
Maya were never a unified empire, S0
it's difficult to talk about them as if
they were al the same. There were al-
ways many different groups of Maya,
speaking related but ditferent lan-
gua%es, and living in small city states,
much like those of ancient Greece or
Renaissance Italy.

| found that in Belize, alot of the
Maya are learning English and moving
into occupations that are not tradition-
d to them, and some of them are. hav-
ing a problem holding on to their eul-
ture. In Guatemala, where I'd feared
the culture was probably being de-
SI;(()}/Gd by the terrible. civil war that
had been going on there for many
years, the Maya's traditional culture
seems to have been Strengthened. The
Mayain Guatemala have aways used
their traditional culture to resist disin-
tegration, even in the early '80s when
hundreds of Maya villages were de-
stroyed and up to a million people dis-
placed fram their homes.
BiC: You refer to Guatemala as a
“white settler colony” and deseribe it as
“worse than SOUth Africa”?
Wright: | think it's much worse,
though I’d have to qualify that It's
wrong to make those sorts of smple
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comparisons. but having said that —
in South Africa, they have an institu-
tionalized racism called apartheid that
everyone can look a and recognize
and say is bad. In Guatemala, there
isn't much intitutionalized racism, but
there's a defacto racism that's much
worse. Indians are treated like second-
class citizens, and suffer an enormous
amount of nasty prejudice. And when
they try to organize for their rights,
they're literdly just killed by death
squads. In Guatemala, a man like Nel-
son Mandela would have been dead
long ago. There are no aFo“tlcal rison-
ers because they've dl been killed.
When | say that, I'm relying on what
I've been told, both by the left and the
right The prisoners involved in the re-
cent incident at El Pavén, where in-
mates were demanding to be flown to
Cuba, appear to be ordinary criminds.
But it's difficult to know. In
Guatemala, ordinary crimes are
passed off as political crimes. and vice
versa.
BiC: Do yor have any sense of whether
the situation under the elected govern-
ment Of Cerezo has improved?
Wright: I’ve heard mixed reports.
Guatemala’s dways gone through a
cycle of brutal repression followed by
aperiod of relative cam. If the repres-
son is lifted, people start organizing
again, a leadership emerges, and then
anew cycle of repression starts five or
10 years later, and thése people are
wiped out What we're seeing is a pefi-
of quiet between storms, quiet by

‘Guatemalan standards. | don't think it

will last

BiC: What s tie position of wrifers in
Guatemala? _
Wright: Most of Guatemala's dis-
Sdent writers have had to leave the
country and are living in exile. A few
have been killed. Some are with the
guerrillas. In fact, the son of Guate-
mala's Nobel Prize-winning novelig,
Miguel Angel Aaturias, is a leader of
one of the guerrilla groups.

BE: In North America, there's a signif-
icant movement emong Some native
groups 10 recover sacred ODjects, such as
wampum bells, from museum collec-
tions. Is agviking combarable happen-
ing in Central Americg Or the Andean
countries?

Wright: Not really. In the case of
Guatemala, the Maya's position is so
bed that if they make any kind of org&
nized protest about anything they be-
come the victims of represson. In Yu-
catén, there's an academy of the Maya
language, but I'm not aware of them
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trying to get artifacts out of museums.
The museum might he the best place
for them at the moment. They just
don’'t have the basic physical security
in their villages, and there's a terrible
problem with looting and steding of
antiquities.
BiC: You deal extensively in your book
witk tke Mayo s reverence for the land.
Wright: This is something common to
amost al American Indian societies.
They dl have a fegling that human ex-
istence cogts the earth something. It's
an ecological awareness, but it's dso a
moral awareness. They feel an obliga-
tion to repay that cost in some way.
This occasionally takes grotesgue
forms, like the massive human sacri-
fices practised by the Aztecs. That was
an extreme example of the idea that
KOU repaid the earth for makin
uman life possible, with a gift o
human life, and that the blood sned by
the sacrificia victims kept the world
oing. The rituals sometimes took the
orm of offerings of food, or in the
case of the Maya, it's mainly the burn-
ing of incense. But it's still part of this
complex of blood, because incense is
made from the sap of certain trees.
BiC: Which is considered #he blood of
the trees? _ .
Wright: Exactlty Burning thii incense
returns that life essence to the nods.
and to the world, which are one and
the same thing to the Maya. So they
dl fedl that mankind has an obligation
to the earth. | think that's something
we can learn from.
BiC: I a serse, we make eur own
human sacrifices, because of environ-
arental polintion,
Wright: Yes. Instead of havi ng_ our
hearts ripped out, we're going to die of
cancer.
BiC: In Cut Stones and Crossroads
you Say tkat “fenrism creates a nation
of bellboys.” The tourists in your books
oftenr seem culturally insensitive and
aeven exploitive. But isn’t it possible to
argue tkat archeologists and anthropol-
egists are also, in their oum way, ex-
Ploitive?
Wright: | don't see archeologists as
being particularly exploitive aslong as
they don't steal things; but good arche-
ologists with any kind of professional
reputation don't keep the artifacts they
dii up. The only problem you rum into

is that the authorities in these coun-'

tries often don't represent the local

ple, so that even if you're comply-
mg with the rules of the country, you
may still be impinging on the local
people. But little of that goes on, be-
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cause it's very difficult to dig in those
countries now.

Archeology is less of a moral prob-
lem than cultural anthropology. An-
thropologists certainly worry about
that; they wonder, “Are we being ex-
ploitive Dy going into a culture, living
very intimately with people for a year
or two, then writing about them ‘and
their culture? They change names to
Protect peopl€'s privacy, of course, but

he truth is that many of them don't re-
turn very much to the place they
worked, and they themselves just for-
ther their careers.

BiC: You came up against people wko
were reluctant to talk to you for that
very reason, didn’t you? I'm thinking of
the Lacanddn tribe in Mexico, for exam-

ple.
Wright: The Lacandén are like the
Inuit — every family has an anthropol-
ogist. They've had enough of anthro-
pologists, but luckily they're in a pos-
tion to say so. | think the crucia thi
is that indigenous people have enoug
control over their lives that they can
yes or no to tourists or to anthro-
pologists. Because they do derive ben-
efits from them. Anthropologists can
bring their problems to the attention
of the outside world, and enable the
outside world to understand that cul-
ture and become sympathetic to it In
Brazil. for instance, anthropologists
are working very hard to help people
like the Kayapd and the Yanomamo, A
darker side to that is that missionaries
often read anthropologists work and
use their insights to go in and destroy
|aculture, which is a very serious prob-
em.
BiC: Your background is academic, but
you're working in a genve that demands
a certain amount of impressionistic
writing. How do you reconcile tks need
to be accurale with the necessity for a
more subjective approach that involves
taking liberties with striet reporting?
Wright: | allow myself a certain
amount of liberty with things about
which | fed accuracy doesn’t matter
that much. For example, in the every-
daly narraive of my travels. | occasion-
aly change things around te create a
structure —
BiC: You create a narrative?
Wright: Yes. The journey in the narra-
tive may not be exactly the same as
the original journey. There’s nothing
as boring as reading a blow-by-blow
description of someone's travels. So
obvioudy, | shape it, | exclude things
— | very seldom invent things out of
whole cloth, but I will change them.
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For instance, when I'm writing about a
conversation in a bar. | may allow a
certain amount of imagination and
characterization to take over in order
to shape it into an anecdote witb the
unity that a fictional anecdote would
have. But when I'm dealing with the
history, politics, or anthropelogy Of a
country or the people, | adhere to my
training and try to be rigorous. | put
footnotes in my book o that people
can go back to the origina sources
and check what I’ve said. Because |
don’'t want anybody to say, Well, you
can't trust a travel writer. He might
have just invented that because it
makes a good stery.”
BiC: Are you working on anything
now?
Wright: At the moment I've got two
things on the go. One is a novel, but
it's along project that will probably
take a number of years to bear fruit.
I'm aso involved in developing a televi-
sion series to be broadcast in 1992. the
500th anniversary of Columbus's dis-
covery of the New World. It's just in
the initial stages — nothing's been fi-
nalized — but 1 hope it will come to-
gether. The idea of the seriesis to look
a the Spanish invasion from the view-
point of the people. who were invaded. |
did something dong the same lines for
CBC radio afew years ago, and I'm
now working with CBC television on
developing it into a series covering all
of the Americas, from Canada right
down to the tip of South America
BiC: So this will give an alternative
view to tke celebrations tknt will be tak-
ing place in Spain gnd the US?
Wright: Yes. There's going to be all
this stuff about tbe great saga of the
discovery. how wonderful Columbus
was and how great of Europeans to
discover the rest of the world. I'll be
talking about what ha?ﬁened to the
people who were here. The groat thing
IS that they wrote a tremendous num-
ber of chronicles, letters, and docu-
ments, either in their own languages,
using the Spanish alphabet, or in Span-
ish, describing what happened to
them. And complaining about it.
gge&e’s a;] Peruwarg &PQ wrote a long
ok to the King of Spain, saying, you
shouldn’t have done this,??xs acom-
plete mess, and the only way to settle
It now is to let us govern ourselves.
This was probably one of the first at-
tempts b}é any colonized people to ar-
ticulate that sort of thing. It's not as
though we have to imagine how they
reacted — it's dl there in their own
words. O
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WORK /N PROGRESS

Waiting

‘Martha had seen hats worn in the home as the
height of ignorance, boorishness beyond belief

By Guy Vanderhaeghe

L-EC MONKMAN sat at his

kitchen table wearing a straw

fedora with a striped hatband of
grey and bur%undy_. The hat was clean
and neat and obvioudy new; he had
purchased it in honour Of Vera's com-
Ing a week before at Kleimer's Men's
Wear, one of the stores he didn’t own.
Strangers might have assumed that
Monkman didn't own it because of its
name ~— Kleimer’s — but they did not
know that names did not signify much
in Connaught When Monkman had
bought a business he had never both-
ered to change its name. His gara¥e,
which he had been proprietor of tor
fourteen years, was still Collier's Auto;
his hotel was still known as Smpson’s
Hotel. Whatever vanity he possessed
did not assert itself in a wish to see his
name painted on a sign board, or even
more luxuriantly spelled out in gaudy
neon light Alec Monkman seemed im-
mune to the desire to commemorate
his success. The house he lived in,
shabby and cramped, with long hair-
like fractures creeping and fingeri n?
their way across the plaster walls of d
the rooms, was the same house his
daughter Vera had walked away from
seventeen years before and today was
returning to. It was just as it had been
then, with this exception. Two years
before the room off the kitchen, which
had aways been the baby’s room, the
place where they had put the youngest
child's cot because it was warm there
near the old, black, nickel-plated
stove, had been turned into an indoor.
bathroom.

He wondered what Vera would
think of that Perhaps it was an odd
thing to wonder, since he had not seen
his daughter in seventeen years, or
ever seen the grandson she was bring-
ing home with her. But he was an old

Shae
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man now, Seventy-three, and of al the
adterations in his circumstances and
surroundings he had made in nearly
twenty years, it was the most recent
he was ||ke|getgnrecall_and seize UPON.
There had a misunderstanding
with the plumber and he had come
home to find himself the owner of a
pink toilet He had let it pass. He had
even found it funny, laughed about it
with Mr. Stutz, inviting him to step in
and try on the new facility for size.
Now he was worried Vera might think
him gone foolish in the head with a
pink toilet

Mr. Stutz was at the STC stop at pre-
sent, waiting for Vera's bus. He could
imagine slow, solid, patient Stutz
under the tin sign emblazoned with a
boundii antelope which was the sym-
bol of the bus company. The sign was
fastened to the wall of his,, Alec
Monkman's, hotel. In the last year he
had earned the government contract
to peddle bus tickets and sl coffee
and sandwiches to travellers. \Won it,
he supposed, on the strength of clean
washrooms. He had Mr. Stutz to thank
for that, the cleanliness of the public
washrooms in his hotel. N

Well, they were both waiting, he
and Mr. Stutz. Mr. Stuk there and he
in his kitchen. He had resolved not to

0 to them, but instead have them

r_ou?ht te him. He was making a
point Tt might be a good idea too, if he
wasn't discovered in the kitchen hov-
ering by the window when they were
brought to the door, but in his bed-
room, so relaxed and easy that it was

ossble for him to snooze minutes be
ore their arrival. Showing eagerness
over her return would not be wise. If
Vera ever felt she had the upper hand
she would not hesitate to use it He'd
seen her operate before.

So for the time being he sat’by the
window in a many-times-painted cap-
tain's char whose every scratch and
chip, depending on the depth of the
wound, revealed a different layer of
colour, green or yellow or blue, which,
like the rings of atree, offered testi-
mony to the chair’s age. He was occu-
pying himself with solitaire, laying out
the cards in a welter of overlapping
coffee rings and a scattering of toast
crumbs, playing every one with an old
man's maddening deliberation, each
card held poised and quivering in sym-
pathy with the dight current of tremor
in his hands, his lips pursed judicious
ly and his attention divided between
the game and the dirt street that ran
past hi house.
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It was July and pressing on to noon.
Already the sun had driven L awyer
McDougal's spaniel undernegth his
master’s caragana hedge, a hedge
badly in need of a trimming. The sight
of the caraganas stretching up to
touch the eaves of the lawyer’s house,
ragged and wild and infested with

arrows, always irritated Monkman.

eral weeks before, when he had
met McDouga on the steps of the post
office, he had said, “You ever get itin
mind to cut that hedge of yours, Bob,
you'll have to get the loan of the Fire
Brigade ladder truck.” McDougal
hadn’t liked that. But then McDougal
wasn't obliged to. No more than he,
Monkman, had to like that flock of
shining sparrows which roosted there
and crossed over fram McDougal’s
property to Settle in his garden every
Eil’temoon and peck among his vegeta-

es

‘He stared at the dog lying there in
the shade. His eyes were still sharp,
no trouble there, thank God. Prom
clear across the street he could make
out the dight flutter of the spanidl’s
flanks as it panted in the heat Nothing
else moved. The dusty leaves of the
wilting eim in Monkman's front yard
hung limp and still, white in the hard
glare of the sun.

There was no' doubt that the day
would be a scorcher. The garden
would need water by tomorrow. He
would have to take the truck and tank
out to the creek, fire up the five horse-

er Briggs & Stratton gas engine

e had left there and pump another
tank of water. Lately he had been hav-
ing trouble getting the engine to
catch; his arthritis made it difficult to
ari Ip the tog%e and he was no Ion%er
able to put the kick in a pull cord he
once could. Just another one of the an-
noyances that came with girowmg old,
but one it was impossible to avoid
without resigni nc};l himself to the death
of his garden. The extended dry spell
had led the Town Council to ration
water and those who wanted more
than their allotment had to find it
themselves.

Monkman Was not sure how a gar-
den had come to be so important to
him, more important even than his
businesses. His businesses he scarce-

paid heed to anymore. He was cén-
tent to let Mr. Stutz oversee his inter-
ests. But the garden was different
Perhaps it was experience teaching
him, teaching the man who had em-
barked on anew career latein life and
out of despair, that there was more

*

challenge to keeping life in cabbages
and onions than in keeping it in a
movie theatre or hardware store. Over
the years he had learned that in a
small place like Connaught it was hard
to go badly wrong in business. Be-
cause if it had been easy, he would
have been finished long ago. No, Al
that was necessary was to see that the
rook of an enterprise were firmly set.
That done, in the absence of any red
competition it could hardly fal to sur-
vive. Maybe not flourish, none of his

" businesses had redly flourished. but

they had al survived and that was
enough for him. Unlike a plant, a shop
or store needed no strong encourage-
ment to live: once established it took a
fool or an act of God to kill it. But gar-
dens he had found were a different
matter. A man.had to breathe some of
his own life into a garden. A garden
knew no other aid or kindness In this
hard place of shattering hail and
scorching heat, uprooting wind and
early killing frost except that which a
man could offer.. _

When his wife was dlive the garden
had been no business of his.
Monkman had spent no time in it be
yond digging the potatoes in the fall if
the ground was heavy and wet.
Martha had kept a garden so she
could eat her own canned vegetables
during the long winter, al put up to
her taste. She had always complained
there was no flavour in anything
bought in a store.

For years and years now there had
been nobody to preserve the carrots
and beets and peas and beans. Alec
Monkman ate what he could fresh and
gave the rest to his customers and
neighbours. (He had begun this cus-
tom ten years before, keeping ten-
pound sacks of potatoes hesped be-
Sde the gas-pumps a his garage so
that people were free to help them-
selves)) Although at first this oddity of
his was remarked upon, with time the
town’s folk became accustomed to the
sght of a mound of orange pumpkins
in the lobby of his theatre, the boxes
of carrots and onions and ripe toma
toes stacked by the front desk of hi
hotel. All of it was there for the taking.
Monkman made no distinction be-
tween those too old or too ill to tend to
their own plots and those too shiftless
to bother to. All he wished.was to be
relieved of an old man's embarrassing
and prodlgal surplus.

There had never been a surplus
when Martha was aive. Of course,
there had been the children too. more
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mouths to feed. Ever[\;thi ng had gone
into jars, she had been a demon
among the steaming pots, ladling and
scalding and sealing with hot wax.
God knew that thirty years later there
were likely still dusty stores of canned
fruit and vegetables in the cdlar be-
cause after her death he had not been
able to bring himsdf to go down there
and clear the shelves. 1t was more
than he could do to set a foot on those
gairs. For months his heart had hurt
him a the thought, closed uQ/on him
like afist. So he and Earl and Vera had
eaten out of tins.

He thought of how she had lain all
crooked &t the bottom of those stabs.
The naked bulb swinging to and fro at
the end of the cord nailed to tbe beam
0}/erhead haorll mat()j(?dyiht andhshadow

across her body in such a way
lt%gty he had been-tricked into thinking
she was moving there on the ffoor. But
that was al there was to that, a hick of
the light. _

Now, whenever he caught himself
thinking of his dead wife Martha, Alec
Monkman gave a start and his hand
sprang to his head. It encountered a
hat The hat was there. He pulled it off
and swore. “Goddamn it to hell!” He
was angry. What was he doing, wear-
ing a hat in the house again. after all

Ll;os?e years? What was happening to
m¢

He sat staring at the hat, his large
hands holding it delicately by its brim
as If he were balancing a plate of raw
egos in the shell, intent on keeping

them from rolling off the edge and -

smashing at his feet Monkman sat
like this for some time, lost in reverie,
then suddenly, with a disgruntled ?esr
ture, he dropped the hat on the table.
_Hi fine white hair, thick for a man
his age, had been disturbed when he
had jerked off his hat in disgust It
stood ruffled up around the erown of
his head, making hbn look like a cari-
cature Of shock. He was not shocked,
only.tired. Fatigue confused him, He
scratched one bristling eyebrow and
then the other with the thick nail of a
forefi ng?er: then pinched the long,
fleshy blade of his nose between his
two tbumbs, a characteristic manner-
ism whenever he was perplexed. His
large, clumsy body, sh by years of
h labour and finally corseted in
the tat of subsequent indolence,
sprawled a little more in his chair, an
elbow carelessly disarranging the
cards laid out for solitaire. He had for-
gotten about the game. _ _
His wife had stormed against his
habit of wearing a hat in the house. He
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had seen nothing wrong in it, having
trouble remembering what his own fa-
ther had looked like without a hat.
When his father bad been in his sev-
enties he had taken a picture of him
ganding in Round Lake, water up to
his armpits, a cigarette in his mouth.
and one of those salt and pepper
tweed caps on his head. That was what
the old boy called going for a swim.

But Martha had seen hats worn in
the house as the height of ignorance,
boorishness beyond belief. “Where
were you born?1n a barn?’ she would
ask sardonically when he neglected to
remove his. It developed into a test of
wills. Her will, her opinion, had re-
mained unshakable right up until the
day nearly twenty years ago when she
toppled backward down the cellar
stairs with a clutch of canned pre-
serves pressed to her breast, falling
dead of a stroke amid the crash of
breaking mason jars. The shock of
that had come close to entirely undo-
ing Alec Monkman. Martha was only
forty-four. Women of that age did not
keel over dead of strokes. Where was
the sense in such a thing?

After, he gave up wearing hats In
the house, It was the surrender of a
long, stubborn resistance. There w
not a time that his children could1

I

——— .~ -~ ———For History Buffs

in Love and War:
The De Lanceys at Waterloo
by James B. Lamb

" e

| Trackdown:

The Search for the
Mad Trapper

A gripping and moving historical ] .

no%efgasegd on the true story of by Dick North

two young people caught up in In this engrossing tale

one of the most important battles of detection, North

fought in Europe. takes the rgader

on a step-hy-step

$19 % dloth investigation that |eads
- § to the identity of the
Insearch o} ¢ [y Search of reclusive {rapper.

i Your Canadian Roots $24.95 cloth

Tracing Your Family Tree in Canada
by Angus Baxter

This handbook for ancestor hunters is the most

comprehensive and up-to-date guide to genealogical
research in Canada by the most widely read
authority in the field. :

$16.95 paper

Mo A
LT - .
T - 0 - "
. '} - R
M- Ci -HII- n.

May 1989, BOGKS IN CANADA 21




R T

remember him eating hisdinner in- a
sweat-stained fedora tipped back on
his head, or listening to his favourite
radio program in a cap pulled down
over hisleft eye. Now they saw him Sit
bareheaded by a silent radio, the rib-
bon of untanned skin beneath his hair-
line that had always been hidden by
his hats exposed on his forehead like
the brand of the biblical outcast. And
for twenty years after Martha's funeral
he had never entered their house with-
out at once removing his hat and
hanging it on the hook by the door.

_ But recently, asif by magic, he was
finding hats appear on his head. He
did not know how it happened. Com-
ing up hisstreet, as far away from
home as Kruger's yard, he began to
mumble to himself as he ran his fin-
gers lightly over the fleur-de-lis top-
ping Kruger's iron fence, calling him
self to attention, reminding himself to
hang his fedora on the hook by the
door. People who saw his moving lips
assumed he was having a chat or argu-
ment with himself, as lonely old men
do. He was redly chanting, over and
over again, “Hat on the hook. Hat on
the hook. Hat on the hook.'! Monkman
had no idea what went wrong. An hour
after going indoors he would pass a
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mirror, or reach up to scratch an itch
lurking in his widow's pesk and dis-
coyer — a hat! He struggled to puzzle
out an explanation. Could it be that he
had intended to go out, But on his hat.
and then distracted by a ringing

hone, or the crying of the cat to be
ed, logt track of his origina intention,
only to wander his house in a hat? Or
had he, despite his precautions, de-
spite his chant, smply not remem-
bered to take it off? Was that possible?
It was ?ra_nge. Often he could recdl in
vivid detail ‘the hat swaying dightly
from side to side on the hook before
coming to rest. He could see it all,
plain as his hand held before his face.
Thep a doubt Was that today, or yes
terday? Maybe it was yesterday he had
watched the gentle rocking of the hat
on the hook. He could not be sure.

Sitting in the hot sun that poured
upon him through a dusty pane spot-
ted with the marks of arain stillborn a
week ago, he told himself: Verais
coming today and | have a pink toilet
and wear my hat in the house. He un-
derstood how he had been saddled
with the toilet but the hat he was not
certain about.

Y ears ago Monkman had heard
someone say - a minister maybe, a-

~ byKarsh
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though he wondered how, since he
didn't attend church, although it could
have been at afuneral, or an occasion’
that demanded an address at the
school — that man’s thoughts of the
ast are largely made up of regret and
is thoughts of the future largely of
fear. It was one of the few true things
he had ever heard a preacher say and
he had chosen to remember it In the
past few months he had taken to re-
minding himsdf that with so ljttle fu-
ture left to him, surely he had less to
fear, more to regret. But what about
the dreams? _
He sensed that the business with
the hat was linked to the fact that re-

cently Martha was often in his

thoughts and those thoughts were
sweet. Something or someone was try-
ing to speak to him. He was certain of
it. Did they both want the past? Alec
rﬁusolvlartha and Martha her Alecin a
at

Consdering that, it dipped his mind
who he was really waiting for that hot
July morning. QO

This is an excerpt from Homesick, a
siovel in progress, lo be published in the
fall by McClelland & Stewart. Caopy-
right © 1989 by Guy Vanderhaeghe.

"...within every man and woman a secret is hidden,
and as a photographer it is my task to reved it if |
can...inasmal fraction of asecond . . . a brief lifting
of the mask that al humans wear to conceal their in.

Il Grey Oul (Archibald Belaney), 1857

Yousuf Karsh: The Art of the Portrait
by James Borcoman, with Estelle Jussim,
Philip Pocock, Lilly Koltun

ISBN 088884-591-X

129 pages, separate English/French edltions
105 ductanes
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nermost salves.”

James Borcoman's massive exhibition (190 works) of the portrait photography
of Yousuf Karsh (Natfonal Gallery of Canada, 29 June-4 September) glows

richly from the pages of thls beautiful book. Hem am portraits of the famous »
Churchill, @ray Owl. the Duchess of Windsor (hitherto unpublished) - as well
as studles of ordinary people taken over the past 60 years for magazines, ad-
vertising, and promotion. Curator Borcoman and essayists Jussim, Pocock,
and Koltun present a lively discusslon of Karsh's technique, the social context
of his work, his contribution to a deeper understanding of the human condition,
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FEATURE REVIEWS

Like the
SNOW geese

An anthology of writings from
the first generation of | nuit to be fully
at home in the English language

By Pat Barclay
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NORTHERN VOICES: INUIT
WRITING IN ENGLISH
edited by Penny Petrone

University of Toronlo Press, 314 pages, $27.50 cloth
ISBN 0 8020 577 21

HOW DOES a professor of English educa-
tion at Lakehead University in Thunder
Bay, Ontario. become the editor of a
landmark collection of Inuit writing? In
1975, Dr. Serafina (Penny? Petrone be-
came involved in the newly devel oped
Native Teacher Education Program at
Lakehead. Searching for suitable text-
books, Petrone won discovered that al-
though there was no shortage of books
written gbout |ndians, primary material
— which would surely mean more to her
native students -was virtually nonexis-

An Inuit schoolchild with her baby brother

tent. She decided to compile First Pm-
Me, Fixst Voices, a collection of Canadian
Indian writings (published by the Uni-
versity of Toronto Press in 1983). While
working on First People. however,
Petrone “stumbled across’ Knud Ras-
mussen’s Aeross Arctic America: Narra-
tive of the Fifth Thule Expedition from
Melville Bay to Caps Morris Jesup. ‘|
liked some of the [lawit] poetry in it o
much | had totell myself, ‘' Don't get dis-
tracted,’ " she says enthusiastically.
“But as soon as | finished the first collec-
tiom, | began looking into the second.”
Petrone’s four-year search for Inuit
writings took her fram the Scott Polar
Research Ingtitute in Cambridge, Eng-
land, to the Smithsonian Institute in

Washington and north to Aklavik, Eski-
mo Point, Frobisher Bay (now Iqaluit),
and Greenland. ‘Most of the modern
writirgin the book is by people under
40.” she points out “They are the first

eneration of Inuit to be fully a homein
the English language. 1 met or phoned
or corresponded with nearly all of them,
though sometimes they were hard to
track down. They’d be in one place one
year and in another place the next. but |
was persistent.”

The collection “traces the evolution in
Canada of Inuit writing in English from
an oral literature . to its modem ex-
pression ., itsscope iS as wide as possi-
ble in content, form. regional coverage,
and authorship.” As aresult. the varia
tionin literary quality iswide aswell.
with profound reflections by gifted poets
sitting Side by sSide with pedestrian dii
excerpts included for their sociologica
content.

The book opens with a group of tradi-
tional poems and stories. In the Iglulik
legend of the origin of the sun and the
moon, a young woman discovers that
her brother has tricked her into an in-
cestuous relationship. Grasping a torch,
she runs angrily outside, pursued b%/ her
brother who is also holding atorch. As
they run round and round the igloo, he
tips over asnowblock and his torch is
extinguished. Still running, they sudden-
ly rise into the sky and become the son
and the moon “circling round the dome
of heaven,” she with her burning torch
as the sun and he, with little light and no
warmth, as the moon.

Traditional selections (which. as
Petrone points out, “are of great interest
because they take usinto aworld where
the basic assumptions about the uni-
verse and mankind’s placein it are dien
con@ots to nan-Inuit thought,*) are fol-
lowed by ‘early contact literature. . . the
first recorded reactions of the Inuit to
the white intruders.” In 1898, for exam-
ple, Admiral Robert E. Peary took

Uisakassak of Greenland to New York ~

“for scientific study.” Meanwhile,

Uisakassak was evidently making his

$er1<smdy, asinthisimpression of New
ork:

The ships sailed in and out there, like
eiders on the brooding cliffs when
their young begin to swim. There
weren't many free_drops of water in
the harbor itself; §& was tilled with
ships. You'd risk your life if you tried
to go out there in a kayak, you'd sSm-
ply not be noticed. and you'd be run
down unmercifully. People lived up in
the air like auks on a bird cliff.
there are SO many of them that when
smokerisesfrom the chimneys and
the women are about to make break-
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fast, clouds fill the Sky and the sun is
eclipsed.

The first missionaries to the Inuit
were the Moravian Brethren, who built
permanent missions in Greenland in
1721 and in Labrador in 1771. With these
and future missionaries came the knowl-
edge of reading and writing that the
Inuit had lacked. Gradually, they began
to express themselves in letters, person-
a narratives, diaries, and novels.
Petrone points out that although the ear-
liest extant Inuit diary was penned in
Labrador in 1880. thii was “a society that
relied on atotally eral form of communi-
cation until a few decades ago in some
regions.” One example is this recollec-
tion by Bessie Andreason, who was |eft
alone at 14 “in the middle of nowhere
with twe dead people near me” when her
parents died of measles en mute to win-
ter camp on Kent Peninsulain 1937:

Another thought or inspiration sud-
denly infiltrated my mind — what
about my prayer book?.... At that
time, | didn’t know how to read yet,
and being aone | thought that |
should give it atry. An atfempt that
proved fo be a trying experience, but
not without some suceess ~— one word
here, one word there, and | found the

i
| |
|

Petor Emerk

key to reading and spelling. The" . ..
al%lnein the tgntl bggan togspell some
words. The” more, even loudly, till it
shuck methat all made sense, words
and sentences, | not only read but also
sang some hymns whose tunes |
knew. Here 1 must confess that
though in sorrow, | experienced joy
and happiness and_ peace, such that |
never before or since have experi-
enced in my lifetime.

According to Petrone, young Inuit
writers today are “articulating the feel-

ings of a generation caught in a crisis of
identity. ., As...[they]... plead for
their rights and opportunities, they are
aso protesting. . for the peoples of the
circumipolar world and indigenous peo-
ples everywhere. Thisis aremarkable
achievement for a peoi)le who, just three
decades ago. were till the most isolated
and widely dispersed in the world.”
Writers such as John Amagozlik ("“we
must teach .[our children] .., our
philosophies, which goback beyond the
memory of man”) and Peter Ernerk (*. . .
we native peaple will not apologize to
anyone in the international communit
for being aborigina people. We will
never apologize to anyone for being sub
sistence hunters, fishermen and trap
pers”) express the Inuit commitment to
cultural survival, which was so aptly
summed up by Abe Okpik in his essay
legaétzDoes it Mea” to Be an Eskimo?”
in ;

There are onIP/ very few Eskimos, but
millions of whites, just like
mosquitoes. It is something very spe
cial and wonderful to be an Eskimo —
they are like the snow geese. |l an Es-
kimoforgets his language and Eskimo
ways, he will be nothing but just an-
other mosquito. O
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The war

By C.P.Stacey

MARCHING TO
ARMAGEDDON:
CANADIANS AND THE
?QE‘E,}T WAR 1914-

by Desmond Aorten and
J. L. Granatstein

L ster & Orpan Deninys, 2883 pages,
835,00 cloth (ISBN 0 885192098) |
EVEN ONLY moderately assid-
uous readers are aware that
one of the remarkable pub-
lishing phenomena of this
meneration has been the flood
of books about war. Not by
any means a purely Canadian
happening. it IS common to all
the English-writing countries.
Canada. however. has bad her
full share. Pierre Berton,
whose nose for atopic, and a
buck, is unerring, has done
twvo books on the War of 1812
and one on the First World
War. Lesser operators have
been active in the field. Both
world wars have attracted nu-
merous writers and, one as-
sumes, NUMErouUs readers.
One of the most striking ex-
amples of the trend is now be-
fore us. The year 1989 is the
75th anniversary of the out-
break of the First World War
and the 50th anniversary of
the beginning of the Second.
Two eminent and remarkably
prolific Canadian historians
are observing this perhaps
not partlcularIY auspicious oc-
casion by publishing between
them hvo books, one on each
war. Marching t0o Arma-
geddon, which has just been
published, deals with the first
war. A Nation Forged in Fire,
coming in September, will
cover the second We are told
that Desmond Morton is the
“principal author” of the pre-
sent book, so it may be as-
sumed that J. L.Granatstein
has the main responsibility
for the next one.

The title Marching to Ar-
mageddon is perhaps a bit
strange. The book’stopicis
Armageddon, not the ap-

roach march to it But it may

e said at once that it is a

good book, clearly the prod-
uct of profound knowledge of
the subject. It is true that the
authors have not chosen to af-
ford the reader specific evi-
dence of their scholarship;
that there are no references
to sources and not the slight-
est fragment of bibliography
is agrea pity. Not one other
book on the war is anywhere
mentioned. Yet the reader
caogot fail to be impressed by
the authors' sure ﬂrasp. of the
subject. Nor can he miss the
excellence of the style.

In the matter of fllustrations
the publishers have gone to
town. There are over two
dozen colour Elat%, chiefly
the work of Lord Beaver-
brook’s war artists (on the
dust cover we meet yet once
more Alfred Bastien's “ Over
the Top,” with its prominent
French-pattern bayonet,
which so far as | know no
Canadian ever used). The
many photographs are well
selected, though inevitably
some of them are familiar.
The maps might be better.

Some of the authors’ judge-
ments will not meet universal
approval. Isit true that * Ger-
many was not beaten” in
November 19187 It has been
said before, but is till at least
dubious. There are fewer nits
for critics to pick than in
many war books, but some
are there. One in particular
forces itself on the eye. Why
persist in ennobling General
Erich Ludendorff? Since his
name occurs many. many
times, that illegitimate “von”

is inescapable. Why call Civic

Holiday “the Bank Holiday
week-end?’ The 4.5 howitzer
was not considered a heavy
gun; every Geld brigade of ar-
tillery had some of them.
These are not important
things.

There is, however, an un-
avoidable question. How long
can this inundation of war
books continue? Good as the
Preﬁent oneis, it realy adds
ittle or no knowledge of the
events of 1914-18. Authors
now are retelling a story that
has often been told before.
Morton and Granatstein have
temporarily given up widen-
ing our view of our history in
favour of contributing to the
prosperity of Lester & Orpen
Dennys (who have, they as-
sure us. “areputation as Cana-
da's best publisher”) while
aso doing alittle for two ex-
cellent historians. And who
can blame them? The present
vein of gold is not going to
last for ever. O

Rude girls

By Marlene Nourbese
Philip

TALKING BACK:
TALKING BLACK,
TALKING FEMINIST

by bell hooks

Behocen-thedines, 184 pages, 312.95
Daper (ISBN 0921284 09 8)

WHERE ! come from, talking
back to adults meant you
were rude. It was proof that
you weren't well brought up;
this in turn was a reflection on
your parents and their abilit
to raise clean, quiet, tidy chi
dren. In the Caribbean (which
is where I am from), this tra-
dition was a hangover from
Victorian times; it was also an
essential part of the baggage
our patents carried with them
from the time of davery,
when the ultimate sin was
talking back to masea. It
could result in severe punish-
ment, if not death. And so. if
they were able to keep their
children quiet and could suc-
cessfully Ingtill in them the
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taboo againgt talking back,
African parents were, in fact,
carrying out that oldest and
most fundamental of parental
duties — keeping their off-
spring safe.

Talking back as a metaphor
for the empowerment of the
oppressed is. therefore, a
powerful one, and like al
good metaphors resonates
with amultiplicity of mean-
ings. Talking back means the
breaking of proscriptions and
taboos against coming to
speech, against coming to
voice, against, in many re-
spects. coming to life. One of
the strongest themes running
through bell hooks's Talking
Bock, a collection of 25 es-
says, isthe need to talk back,
or come to voice, as an act of
resistance for individuals and
g(ra(;t]lps that have traditionally

oppressed or silenced.

An equally strong themein
this work, and one thaf is
closely related to the process
of coming to voice, is " educa-
tion as the practice of free-
dom” as Paole Freire articu-
lates it in his Pedagogy of the
Oppressed, a work from which
hooks quotes frequently. She
argues persuasively that un-
less and until education at all
levels becomes the practice of
freedom, it remains yet anoth-
er system of domination.

_ Talking Back covers a mul-
titude of important topics. Suf-
fice it to mention afew: the
need to dismantle all systems
of domination: the need for di-
alogue between black and
white feminists; the need for .
theory written by black
women; racism in academe;
changing class as a conse-
quence of education; white
supremacy; and homophobia
in black communities. Hooks
engages virtually every issue
of concern to individuals id-
terested in profound and revo-
lutionary change within soci-
eégd Talking Back oughtto be
;

Of particular interest to me.
in the light of a current de
bate among writers in Toron-
to, was an essay entitled “fem-
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inist scholarship: ethical
guestions.” In this essay
hooks concerns herself with
what she describes as the ab-
dication of responsibility by
white women “for responding
[analytically and critically] to
work by ‘different others.” *
Hooks considers this failure
to respond to such work to be
retreat to a passive position,
and states that she would like
to hear what white women
have to say as while women.

Such a position would
alow white women schol-
ars to share their ideas
about black women's writ-
ing (or any group of
women’'s writing) without
assuming that their
thoughts would be seen as
“definitive” or that tbey
would be trying to be “the
authority.”

While | agree with hooks's po-
sition, | would add that white
writers, academics, and schol-
ars have always had the privi-
lege of engaging with all as-
pects of any culture; this has
certainly not been the case
with their black counterparts.
Often the only time a black
writer has an opportunity to
do reviews is on work by
other black writers. While
this is a welcome change from
having only whites review
work by blacks, this practice,
of blacks writing only about
blacks, could serve. as hooks
points out, to shore up differ-
ences and eve’, in some in-
stances, racism.

Hooks admits she had diffi-
culty putting this work togeth-
er: In her introductory essay
she describes her problems in
trying to bring together idea.
theory, and personal experi-
ence In one essay or article.
When they came together,
she writes, that “was the mo-
ment when the abstract be-
came concrete, tangible,
something people could hold
and carry away with them.”
She found that she could be
open about “personal stuff” in
her speeches but not in her
writing; her struggle was to
bring the personal into her
writing, to achieve in writin
what she did in orality. An
herein lies the problem | have
with this collection of essays:
they often read like speeches,
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but without all that goes to en-
liven a talk. This impression
is further borne out by the
repetition of the same quota-
tionsin many of the essays.
There is, however, no ac-
knowledgement that these are
speeches, beyond what hooks
writes in the introduction:

Often ,I,stoPped myself
from editing. from working
« to congtruct the politically
correct feminist thinker
with my words, so that |
would just be there vulner-
able. a1 fed | am at times.

*Translatien” from orality to
the page has not, in my opin-
ion, been completely success-
ful in Talking Back. In talk we
are‘alowed” to be far more
expansive and anecdotal than
we can successfully be in writ-
ing. This, of course, raisesthe
very issue hooks talks about
in her introduction — that
what is acceptable in one
forum is inappropriate or un-
acceptable in another. While
each essay yields some valu-
able nugget of information or
‘somenew idea, | found that
‘individual essays often |lacked
a centre or appeared to
change focus midway. The
collection as a whole has a
rambling ciualsié%/, and while
the overall usefulness of the
work may not be lessened,
the reader’ s enjoyment cer-
tainly is. The repetition df
guotations, for instance. be-
comes somewhat irritating
and encourages the reader to
skip in a work that ought to
be read closelc?/.

Hooks's desire to marry
form and content has bee’, to
my mind. best fulfilled in
‘writing autobiography” and
‘to gleria, whb is she: on
using a pseudonym.” Less
rambling and more focused,

y g)y
‘E,\/

these two essays dedl less
with theory and more with
personal experience and
ideas. Content and form are
less at odds with each other
than in many of the other
pieces. If hooks intended us
to think about how and why
we accept information, and
how important a part form or
the manner of delivery ﬁlays
in this process. she has, how-
ever, succeeded. O

History
lessons

By Desmond Morton
OUR MAN IN
MOSCOW A
DIPLOMAT’S
REFLECTIONS ON THE
SOVIET UNION

by Robert A. D. Ford

University of Toronto Fress, 356 pages,
$29.95 cloth (ISEN 08020 5805 1) |
AN AMBASSADOR, in Sir
Henry Wotton's most memo-
rable phrase, is “an honest
man sent to lie abroad for the
good of his country.” It is an
old-fashioned function and
one that Pierre Elliott
Trudeau, among others, con-
sidered obsolete in the age of
jet travel, telecommunications
and the New Y ork Times.

As Canada’s ambassador to
Moscow through most of the
Trudeau years. RA.D. Ford
has provided an eloquent re-
buttal. If Canada's leaders
were give’” as much wisdom
as Ford’ sreaders, ‘ Our man
in Moscow” did & excel-
lent job of contradicting
Churchill’ s famous descrip-
tion of the Soviet Union, *a
riddle wrapped in a mystery
insidean enigma.”

Prepared by graduate stud-
ies in French-Russian rela-
tions, rare gifts as a linguist,
and two short postings to Stal-
in's Moscow. Ford spent 16
years as ambassador to the
Soviet Union. and the experi-
ence confirmed his early cop
viction that understardding
Russia was not impossible,
merely difficult and time-con-
suming. A” enlightened gov-
ernment and perhaps Ford's
ewn increasing physical dis-
ability left him in Moscow
from the late Khrushchev era

to the last years of Leonid
Brezhnev. Ford became a re-
source of wisdom and knowl-
edge not just for Ottawa but
for the more enlightened al-
lied policy-makers.

The old argument against
alowing diplomats to learn a
difficuit language and leaving
them for long periods in a
posting is that they will “go
native,” unconsciously forget-
ting their allegiance. In
Moscow, that process could
be hurried along, sometimes
with brutal speed. Ford's suc-
cessor in 1954, John Watkins,
another literary diplomat, was
trapped by the KGB as a prac-
tising homosexual and spent |
tbe rest of his career as a So-
viet agent until he was un-
masked by a defector. Anatoli
Gorsky, case officer for
Watkins. (and for the more no-
torious British traitors,
Burgess and Maclean) was
also assigned to Ford. Hard
common Sense, a strong mar-
riage, and memories of
Moscow under Stalin helped
save Ford from temptation. SO
too did affinity with those
other victims of the KGB, So-
viet poets. Ford had trandat-
ed Boris Pasternak’s poetry
long before Dr. Zkivage be-
came a world classic and his
association with Soviet writers
helped make the years in
Moscow endurable.

Far from ‘(;goi ng native,”
Ford developed a sophisticat-
ed understanding of Soviet re-
spect for strength and a
shrewd awareness of how lib
eral messages only confused
and annoyed the Kremilin.
Ford reflects the professiona
diplomat’ s frustration at the
parade of national leaders,
sometimes from Ottawa and
more often from Washington.
applying home-grown illu-
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sions or dilettante wisdom in
hurried efforts to end East-
West conflict. Trudeau was an
occasional offender though
Ford thought hisprime minis-
ter had gone too far when,
travelling in the Crimea, he
was stopped by police to be
told: “Your great leader has
just been here.” The leader
turned out to be William
Kashtan, head of Canada's
Communists.

Russian officialdom showed
no great affection for Ford's
knowledge of their country.
Pleading, as dean of the dip
matic corps, for Soviet influ-
ence on behaf of captive U.S.
embassy personnel in
Teheran, Ford reminded An-
drei Gromyko of the great
Russian poet and ambassador,
Griboyedov, murdered by
Persian fanatics a century a
half before. “He looked at me
with his steely grey eyes and
said: ‘Please don't give me
lessons in Russian history.””

Ford has saved those
lessons for us. Readers will
learn a great deal about dé-
tente in the '70s, Afghanistan
in the '80s, and the prospects
for glasiost and perestrotka in
the '30s, They will see
Mikhail Gorbachev, not as a
displaced free-enterpriser but
asthelatest in along line of
Russian reformers, struggling
to modernize his society with-
out unleashing anarchy. Ford
offers no cheer to these who
believe that economic liberal-
ism could lead to democracy
or even that it is possible on
itsown. “It is a highly debat-
able proposition,” he warns,
“that the majority of the Rue
sian people want freedom,
freedom of any kind.”

Those who want to debate
that proposition with Ford will
face aman of experience, em-
dition, and tested liberal ere-
dentials. Canadians can be
proud of their “man in
Moscow.” I

The body
politic |
By Barbara MacKay
SECOND OPINION:
WHAT'S WRONG WITH
CANADA’S HEAL'TH-
CARE SYSTEM AND

HOW TO FIX IT

by Michael Rachlis and Carol
Kushner

Harper & Collins, 371 pages, $26.95
| cloth {ISBN 00 215442 2) |

NURSES ARE_guitting their
{obs in protest at lew pay,
ousy work conditions, and
lack of recognition; many doc-
tors resent the end of extra-
billing; patients awaiting heart
surgery are piling up in the
halls of overcrowded hospitals
and there' s a desperate short-
age of spaces in nursing
homes.

These are just some of the
stories about Canada’ s health-
care problems that we see
daily in the media. And, as
distasteful a concept as it may
be for most Canadians, this
litany of ill tidings is loudly
proclaiming that seme things
are definitdly wrong with
Canadd s favourite social sys
tem — universal health care.

But, as Michael Rachlis and
Carol Kushner point out in
Second Opinion, just what is
ailing our system is not imme-
diately clear from these nu-
merous and often
contradictory news reports.
One day we hear that héalth-
care costs are spiralling out of
control, and the next, that
hospitas are dangeroudy un-
derfunded. How can beth of
these be true?

In exploring the causes of
this contradictory conun-
drum, the authors — Rachlis
is a generd practitioner with a
degree in community med-
icine and Kushner a writer
and researcher in the field of
public policy — make con-
vincing and thoughtful argu-
ments that indicate our
hedlth-care system is ineffi-
cient, unscientific, inattentive
to prevention. bedazzled by
high-tech “cures,” and gener-
aly unaccountable. The book
is lively, readable, well re-
searched and documented (it
includes a helpful appendix
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on interpreting scientbic test-
ing and detafled endnates for
reference), and sometimes
downright surprising — who
would ever have suspected
that examples of efficient and
affordable health care could
be drawn from the U.S.A.?

Second Opinion does offer
up some tales of government
inefficiency and medical in-
competence, but the exam-
ples are not overwhelming
and are countered with exam-
ples of solutions offering
workable, efficient. and effec-
tive health-care models. For
instance. a non-profit home-
care service for frail seniorsin
San Francisco isamarvel of
near-perfection. Indeed, as
the authors build their careful
argument, beginning with the
existing flaws in our system,
followed by faets about what
makes up a healthy popula-
tion, the solutions seem to fall
Into place.

Despite the ease with
which the pieces tit together.
this book 1s not simplistic in
either its identification of the
problems or its development
of the solutions. For example,
the authors den’t doctor-bash
by simply blaming the practi-
tioners for poor health care.
But th on't back away
from calling attention to those
areas where doctors do fail —
such as in over-prescribing
some drugs, tests, and opera-
tions. Nor do they smply
point a finger of accusation at
Canada’ s so-called ‘ socialized
medicine.”

The authors argue that a
hedlthy population is achieved
and maintained by much
more than mere medicine and
they discuss the connections
between health and other so-
cia factors, such as employ-
ment and housing. Indeed.
one of the most Interesting
sg estions for fostering
healthy public policy is with a

health impact assessment”

that would review al pro-
posed legidation for itsim-
pact on hedth.

Rachlis and Kushner show
where money is spent — and
misspent — In the system and
offer their own dternative
budget for how our health-
care dollars should be allocat-
ed. Their suggestions for im-

provements in our health-care
system are drawn from di-
verse models -Japanese cor-
porations, Swedish govern-
ment, and health maintenance
organi zations (HMOs} in the
U.S. (interestingly, not one
example comes from the
USSR or Cuba). Of course the
American examples are the
most startling — if there’'s one
thing. we like to hold over
Americans it’s the superiority
of our equitable-access health
care. But the authors show
that competition between
health-care plans purchased
by consumers (or employers)
can be healthy. producing In-
formation on hospital costs
and efficiency ratings that
aren't available in Canada
Does this mean a private fee-
for-service system is better
than ours? Not necessarily, as
the authors also look to Amer-
ican HMQs — organizations
of salaried doctors that offer
efficient low-cost health ser-
vice to subscribers who pay a
fixed periodic payment — as
glowing examples from which
to learn.

That this book is highly
readable is a bonus. because
it deals with a topic that
should have wide appeal, not
just for the thousands of peo-

ledirectly employed in the

ealth-care system — doc-
tors, hospital administrators,
nurses, health ministry offi-
cials, medical technicians —
but also for those of us who
fund the system, and trust it,
sometimes with our livesd

Cree power
By Daniel Dad Moses

CHIEF: THE FEARLESS
VISION OF BILLY
DIAMOND

by Roy MacGregor
Viking (Penguin), 356 pages, 524.95
eloth (ISBN 0 670 82735 5)

DESPITE its title, this is not a
comic book, but the biogra-
phy of one Billy Diamond
who. despite his colourful
name. isnot at all a Tonto but
a living man. a Cree Indian
who at the age of 40 is already
assured of a prominent place
in the histories of the Cree
and of Canada.

Diamond was born in the
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IMAGE AND IDENTITY

Reflections on Canadian Film and Culture

R. Bruce Elder

This work examines the unique quelities of Canadian cinema,
situating it within the broader spectrum of Canadian culture as a
whole. Taking a genetic approach towards uncovering an answer o
the ever-pressing Canadian question, *'In reality, who are we?"'
Bruce Elder explores the essential features of Canadian thought and
the distinctive Canadian philosophical tradition that developed in
response to our particolar historical and geographical circum-
stances. Elder examines the Canadian documentary Lradition.
Enplish-Canadion narrative filmmaking, and the works of our cine-
matic avant-garde. Focusing on the particular strengths of the
avant-garde cinema, and providing in-depth analyses of the works
of Michael Snow. Jack Chambers, David Rimmer, and many
others. he further demonstrates why these internationally cale-
brated Canadian artists have been at the forefront of the transition
from modernist to postmodernist practices.

Cloth $39.95 } Spring 1989 / xviii + 5% pp. / [SBN 0-38920-956-1
FPublinin Jd 1 ¢ olaberation with the

Aeudeny of Canedinn Cinema & Tolerisiont

Wilfrid Laurfer University Press

Waterloo, Ontario, Canada N2L 3C5 (519) 884-1970, ext. 2124
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An IMustrated Anthology
of Poetry on Pregnancy
and Childbirth

Edited by Mona Fertig
70 Contributors 16 Ilus. 176 Pages $12.95
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*The Foremost political
thinker of his generation.”

RAYMOND WILLIARIS

These collected articlesfrom | -
The Listener, 1968-1972,
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_ i’ o politics.
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Ordinary Magies
Intervals in a life
JournalsiTourneys by Mecha Walsh
Award-winning writer Mecka Walsh kept these
journals while travelling—in Israel, Rome, and
Russia—and when she was home again. They
share magic found in unexpected places—and
the author’s private journey from a bitter divorce
to a renewed sensa of life’s possibilities.
“. . . in the passionate care of her languags, Meeka
Walsh mape the reader into those magical
landscapes where place and vision fuse."
—Robert Krostsch

0-88801-136-9; 6 1/2 x 8 1/2; 130pp; $9.95pb
—available from University of Teronto Press

ATTENTION DEFICIT DISORDER
Hyperactivity Revisited

H. Moghadam ATTENTION
Dr. Moghadam addresses DEFICIT
the questions and con- DISORDER

cerns of frustrated parents
and teachers of ADHD
children.

$11.95 pb

Turnstone Press

DETSELIG ENTERPRISES
P.O. Box G 399
Calgary, Alberta T3A 2G3
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proverbial humble surround-
Ings, at the Last Creek camp
outside Rupert House (now
Waskaganish) in the spring of
1949. the son of a trapper. His
most recent accomplishments
have been as a businessman,
amover and maker of both
the airline Air Creebec and
the joint venture Cree Yama
ha company that manufac-
tures the contemporary- ver-
sion of the Hudson's Bay
canoe.

It is the story of Diamond's
life in the meantime — asa
politician and as the Grand
Chief of the Cree of James
Bay — that makes up most of
this book and gives it its
weight. The story of how Dia-
mond and his peers were able
to J)rotect his people’ s lives
and help preserve their way of
life from the flooding waters
of Robert Bourassa’s James
Bay hydro-electric project pro-
vides the good reading here,
both for those Native people
who continue their own ver-
sions of the struggle for self
determination across the
country and for those non-Na-
tives who want to know what
al thefuss isabout.

The book sketches the his
torical context of Diamond's
story. It reminds us, for in-
stance, that when Robert
Bourassa came to power in
1971 the Indians of Quebec
did not even have the right to
vote in provincial elections. It
reminds us that Prime Minis-
ter John A Macdonatd consid-
ered starving Indians charity
cases (“beggars should not be
choosers’). It reminds us
that. most simply put, the In-
dian Act of 1880 stated ‘the
term person means an individ-
ual other than an Indian.”

This book documents for us
in great. almost overwhelm-
ing detail Diamond’s strug-
gles with the likes of
Bourassa. Jean Chrétien,
Pierre Trudeau, John Turner,
and Bill McKnight. It shows
us how he fgai ned intimate
knowledge of the workings of
the provincia and federa
court systems. It shows usa
man aware of the importance
of the media, a man who for
instance got an audience and
an endorsement from the
Pope. (One wonders if Dia-

mond’s cooperation in the cre-
ation of thisvolume itself is
not further evidence of this
awareness.)

Diamond's accomplish-
ments have been great: not
only the material benefits he
has acquired for the Cree but
also the acknowledgements
hehas managed to force from
the mainstream. a mainstream
for the most part smugly igno-
rant of its own history of sys-
tematic racism. (For instance,
Diamond was made a Knight
of the Order of Quebec at a
ceremorgl presided over by
“his old enemy.” Robert
Bourassa,) It is as a document
of this accomplishment that
this book will have its great-
est use and most lasting
value.

The book’s prose is usualy
as clear and useful as cliche
can make it:

At such meetings, Dia

mond was at his very

sure of his facts. aware of

the jugular and po:

of awicked humour and

stinging tongue that soon

wilted those that took him
on.

This approach lacks a sense
of the individuality of its sub
jeet. On the rare occasions
that a more ambitious use of
Iguage is attempted. the
reader is usually thrown by in-
advertent humour or horror
(“Billy Diamend rolled along
the shore, a fleshy, banging
wave ofaman. . .").

This weakness in the writ-
ing ismost telling in sections
of the book dealing with Dia-
mond's persona life. The
damage his obsessive political
work inflicted on his mar-
riage, his family, and his
health ¢he is prone to an irri-
tating double vision when he
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is overtired: is this the fear-
less vision of the title?), his
suffering through al coholism.
loneliness, and self-loathing.
his rebirth as a Pentecostal
preacher, are all at best only
reported, at worst melodrama-
tized.
He stood for a Iong mo-
ment, ‘scowling up a John
Whiskeychan, who had
reaching, then
% his ceat off his
ack. threw it angrily down
onto the floor and sformed
ﬁut.dsl amming the door be-
ind.

Diamond is a complex and
mysterious personality and
one hopes that the next biog-
raphy will serve him, and us.
better. 0

been
ank

Justice
delayed

By Lenore Keeshig-
Tabias

CONSPIRACY OF
SILENCE

by Lisa Priest

McClelland & Stewart, 220 pages, $5.95
paper (ISBN 0 7710 7152 3)

ON THE MORNING of Novem-
ber 13.1971. in Le Pas, Mani-
toba, a Cree teenager was
picked up by four white men
In acar. She was sexually as-
saulted and then murdered.
Sixteen years later, hvo of the
men stood trial for her brutal
murder, but only one was cob
victed. Conspiracy of Silence
begins with the gruesome dis-
covery, by some fishermen, of
the badly mutilated body of
Helen Betty Oshorne lying in
the snow near Clearwater
Lake.

Shortly after the murder,
the four men sought the ad-
vice of an eccentric lawyer.
D’Archy Bancroft. He advised
them to swear a pact of si-
lence. Had that pact been
kept, the murder would have
remained unsolved. But Col-
gan, one of the men involved,
the son of a high-profile figure
in The Pas. could not shut up.
Rumours of the murder soon
circulated throughout the
town, but not one word was
mentioned to the police. Why
did it take police 16 years to
solve the case when almost

everyone in town knew who
bad been involved?

Lisa Priest. an investigative
journalist who covered the
story for the Winnipeg Free
Press, does a thorough job of
profiling the victim and the
men involved — Coigan,
Houghton, Manger, and John-
ston. Sheinterviewed the vic-
tim’s family, the convicted
man, his wife. and many oth-
ers familiar with the facts and
the rumours about the crime.
She alse analyses the commu-
nities of Norway House and
The Pas during the late *60s
and early "70s.

Conspiracy of Silence puts
the town on trial too. The peo-
ple of The Pas complained
that newspaper and television
coverage Was biased and sen-
sational; their knowledge of
the crime, they said, was only
hearsay. But as one resident
said to Lisa Priest. ‘People
still ask me. ‘Come on, did ev-
et%/one in town really know
who the killers were? and |
say. ‘Yeah, wedl knew but we
didn’t say anything.’ *

Spouses and girlfriends
stood by their men. The wife
of one of the men involved is
quoted — “And | didn’t want
to talk about it — | know my
husband’ s innocent.” But he
was cettatnly there during the
assault, and he breathed not a
word of the murder during
those 16 years. All those in-
volved tell their side of the
matter. The egilogue then
takes care of the review —
the immunity of Colgan as
Crown witness, the inconsis-
tenciesin thetrial, &nd the po-
lice investigation.

In the case of the murder at
The Pas justice was neither
sought nor seen to be done. It .
was a matter of playing the

ame, a game like blind man’s
luff. or may-1? And as with
any game, It doesn’t matter
whether you're right or
wrong. but how you play —
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the cunning of the players
WIS,

The story isfairly and thor-
oughly presented. Native peo-
ple across the country felt be-
trayed again by white man’s
justice. {The Marshall inquiry
is another case in point. Had
the victim been white. Native
ﬁeople believe, the case would

ave beg”’ solved long ago.)
Demanding to know why
three men were freed by the
system. and why they
arrest for 16 years, Native
leaders called for a full public
inquiry. Weshall soon know
the results of the inquiry into
Manitoba’s justice system.
Eve’ then it is not going to
tell us anything we didn't al-
ready know. O

Border
ballad

By Anne Denoon

VOICES ON
BRINK
by Tom Marshall

Maciillan, 195 pages, $14.95 paper
ISEN 0 77159913 7)

| IMAGINE that many south-
ern Ontarians now past their
early 40s will remember, at
least dimly, Marilyn Monroe's
visit to oxr side of the falls to
shoot the movie Niagara.
Monroe was, of course, to be-
come (much later, and post-
humoudy) the chief pop-cul-
tural icon of the America’
'80s, ending up as a fixture of
almost every version of the
peried. So. athough Marilyn’'s
early appearancein Voices on
the Brink, which is set in Nia-
gara Fals in the 1950s. may
not come as a great surprise,
itis refreshingly plausible.
For once, she's present very
much in the flesh, ogled by a
trio of pubescent boys, one of
whom is the book’s
protagonist, Ron Benson.
Alas. hisinstant, and some-
what unpubescent insight into
the goddess's psyche é“He
had & image, quite unbidden,
of asmall girl weeping uncon-
trollably. ..."} soon alerts
readers that she's once again
about to shoulder al the usua
symbolic baggage, in addition
to atragic affinity, much later
revedled, with the novel’s
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main female character.

Although other figures
from American mass culture
occasionaly pop up {includ-
ing Ozzie and Harriet, hi a
rather mischievous fashion).
Tom Marshall’s view of post-
war, bordertown adolescence
isanything but nostalgic. Ron
and his friends inhabit a joy-
less world. dominated by the
omnipresent sound of the falls
and tainted by the tawdry col-
lection of ‘highways and mo-
tels and honeymooners and
wax museums and hydm and
chemical plants’ clustered
around them. Sex, naturally,
is the boys main preoccupa
tion. but initiation by the
town’s obliging but despised
apprentice “hoo-ers” isgrim
and mechanical .hardly a’ im-
provement upon convivia
masturbation down by the
Shredded Wheat factory. In
this “place where sullen
youths dream of. , spurious
glamour.’ the river is a gate-
way to “fulfilment of one's
vaguest and most deceptive
adolescent wishes” — in
short, to Americaitself. On a
night’s excursion to Buffalo,
“city of darkness,” Ron be-
comes involved with a girl
who proves to be. like the
fals, ‘dangerous as well as
beautiful,” leading him
through ascenario of Incest,
murder, sexual betrayal, drug
addiction. suicide, and mad-
Nness.

The book’s structure is
‘complex, shifting in alternat-
ing chapters back and forth
between the first-& son com-
mentary of the now middle-
aged, “not always sane,” and
apparently institutionalized

¢)

Ron, and a third-person “am
tive that reflects the more
simplistic viewpoint of his
younger self. The fdls once
seemed to promise e
and excitement “over the
river.” but to the older ma’
they represent al the ills of
American civilization, epito-
mizing mankind's seemingly
uncontrollable urge to pillage
and destroy natural beauty
and power. The massive, car-
cinogenic pollution of the
river has transformed the
falls, once the symbol of the
New World itsdlf, into a roar-
ing testament to transnational
greed, arrogance, and folly,
and to the irrational alure of
self-destruction.

As the story progresses
through disillusionment to
tragedy, the first- and third-
person narratives begin to
merge, as if the pain of re-
membranceis driving the two
Rons closer together. Other
‘voices’ aso begin to make
themselves heard. bringing to
life the narrator’s vision of his
adolescent self:

My own apparent stolidity
.. .. was amask or lid to
keep down the numerous
people | could sense agitat-
Ing within me. | hadwant-
ed to be everyone, and this
had frightened me. Or else
| was nobocg a blank mir-
ror that reflected those
around me.

Four characters step for-
ward to deliver their own the-
atrical monologues, complete
with stage directions: Steve
and Carl. the young Ron’s
best friends, who represent
thetwo extremes of stolidity
and nihilism: Larry. &' outcast
from their circle, victim
turned victimizer; and Angelo.
a demonic figure who remains
mysterious, but seems to per-
sonify the death-impulse in
his rage to humiliate, exploit,
and destroy.

.Tom Marshall is an accom-
plished writer, and the poetic
connections he creates be-
tween the degradation of na-
ture, cultural, economic and
technological imperialism,
and the individual urge to self-
destruct are haunting, if ex-
ceedingly difficult to para-
phrase. However. the plot
mechanics of the young Ron's

coming-of-age stor?/, coupled
with the matter-of-fact way in
which it istold, often don't
allow the necessary suspen-
sion of disbelief. For example,
the fatal encounter that sets
everything in motion requires
that some typical male adoles-
cents, not particularly sophis-
ticated or ready to acknowl-
edge the homoemtic under-
currents within their own
group, would casually drop in
to a“queer bar” in late 1950s
Buffalo, feeling “not uneasy or
embarrassed at al.” One piv-
otal character is a mid-level
Mafioso, in the same city and
era, who happens to be open-
ly, and aggressively, homo-
sexual. Nether situation is
inconceivable, merely unlike
ly, and the narrator-Ren indi-
cates from time to time that
his own recollections should
not be taken as fact, that
“pure inventions will partly
erase whatever might really
have happened.” So perhaps
the young Ron’s adventures
are only a projection, or
maybea” exorcism, of the
narrator’s own obsessions.
But eve’ nightinares and hal-
lucinations must convince. at
least momentarily, in order to
tighten and enthrall. @

By David i

A PRAYER FOR OWEN
MEANY

by John Irving

Lester & Orpen Dennys, 543
IN SPITE of the great public
success of The World Accord-
ing to Garp and The Hotel
New Hampshire, | hadn't read

anovel by John Irving until |
was asked to review A Prayer

:
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for Owen Meany, Irving now
lives part of the year in Toron-
to, and this ishis first novel to
be published separately in
Canada. Its narrator, John
Wheelwright, has lived in
Toronto for 20 years at the
time he istelling the storv. He
teaches English at Bishop
Strachan School. and through
him, Irving offers compli-
ments to a number of Canadi-
an fiction writers. The one he
mentions first, and most sig-
nificantly, is Robertson
Davies.

However ddiberate it may
be (and | suspect it is quite
deliberate) A Prayer for Owen
Meaay has a feeling of
Davies s world; certainly Irv-
ing's Canadais Davies's Cana-
da. His narrator is a lifelong
bachelor. ateacher in a pri-
vate school. haunted by the
bizarre and magica fghosts of
hi past, seriousto afault, and
Berhaps not much understood

y those around him. That
could, of course, be a descrip-
tion of Dunstan Ramsay.

| don't wish to make too

uch of this. but even before
the first mention of Davies in

the book, it had struck me
that there are novelists -
they include Davies and, at
|east on the evidence of this
book, Irving — who are enter-
tainers, no matter how seri-
ous their themes, while other.
equally readable figures, lef's
say Alice Munro or Raymond
Carver, are not Davies is a
comfortable writer; Alice
Munm isn't.

A Prayer for Owen Meany is
a high-spirited comic enter-
tainment on the subject of
Christian maityrdom. No, you
didn't read that sentence
wrong, though | have phrased
it in its extreme form. The
central character is a tiny,
odd-looking. beleaguered boy
— then man — with a “ry-
ined” voice, a voice that is
locked in a falsetto scream.

EVERYTHING THAT OWEN
MEANY SAYS IS WRITTEN IN
CAPITAL LETTERS. THE DE
VICE WORKS. YOU CAN
HEAR THAT LOCKED VOICE
HE ALWAYS SOUNDS AS IF
HE'S ABOUT TO EXPLODE.
ANY MINUTE EVERYTHING
ISUNDER PRESSURE.

A DQUBLE BILL '

Titus Andronloust -
The Comedy of Erroro
A’ excltln'g theatrical event
~ the pairin

flrst tragedy and first comedy
In ono etaning’s enterialnmant.

MAY 12-OCT 27 ;

The Mereliant
af Venlae

of the quest for both lova

and revenge in a world where
prejudice and justice coexist.
MAY 8-0CT 28

Fick up a brochuro at your
1acal branch of the

&2 gankor Monmeal A

FESTIVAL THEATRE

g Of Shakespeare's

Shakespeare’'s profound study

acouple of fine comic scenes,
more or less simultaneous
productions of an Episco-
palian Christmas pageant and
a little-theatre version of A
Christmas Carol. Owen
Meany plays the Christ Child
in one, and the Ghost of
Christmas Yet to Come in the
other. Exhausted and fever-
ish, Owen sees hi own name
and date of death on
Scrooge's tombstone. He be-
lieves that he has been given
adivine vision of what will be.
Later, he begins to have a re-
current dream that shows him
the manner of his heroic
death.

WhileOwen waits faithfully
for martyrdom, he moves
through life as a wisecracking
sage and ameral litmus test
for the town of Gravesend.
New Hampshire, loved by the
wise and good and hated by
the dlick and evil. Irving's
book shows us a world in
which we can know good
from gvil, and where they
both reside. Thereis a power-
ful moment, in a scene at
Gravesend Academy, when
the Rev. Mr. Merrill, the

A Midoummer

Hight's Dream

Four youthful lows. lostin
the enchanted weods, fall under
the spell of the falry king.
MAY 17 -OCT 28

Roniy

Shakespeare explores
kingshlp and patriotism
as he chronicles the
wars In France.
MAY 15 -0OCT 27

X

Love's Labour’s Lost

In Shekespeare's delightful
courtly comedY. the King of
Navarra's resalve to pursue
alife of study without the
comgany of women Is shat-
tered by the arrival of the
Princess of Fiance and

her antourage.

JUNE 14 - SEPT 3

school chaplain and a man of
limited moral courage, findsit
within himsdlf to offer along
silent prayer for Owen
Meany, after Owen's dis
missal from the schoal. Itis
by means of this prayer that
the vulgar and conniving new
headmaster is defeated. Thii
is one of those scenes (like
the one where Mr. Knightley .
dances with Harriet Smith in
Jane Austen's Emma) in
which the reader is rieved
and cheered by observing the
defeat of thoughtless evil by
determined goodness.

Owen Meany is a fine cre-
ation, a hard-nosed, skeptical
Knight of Faith, and his voice
embodies the book’s best en-
ergies. Apart from him, most
of the characters are function-
al rather than deeply reso-
nant The somewhat intricate
structure of plot and
metaphor iswell articulated,
and the large set-pieces are
hilarious. A Prayer for Owen
Meany is an intdligent and
well-formed entertainment,
kindly and thoughtful, confi-
dent and comforting.

Should martyrdom be com-
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forting? Well. the book pre-
sents Itself as a defence of
Chrigtian faith, and in that
context, CFerhap_s s0.

And do we, if we have our
wits about us. know good
from evil, and where they
both reside?

Maybe. And maybe not. O

Going

swimmingly
By Bronwen Wallace
THE ORANGE FISH

by Caral Shields

Ra::dom Honse, 176 pages, $18.95
papcr ISBN 0 304 227600 1) |
THERE' S something deceptive
ly .ea?/-gm ng about Carol
Shields's prose. You sit in
your favourite chair with her
newest book and a good cop
of coffee, sipping the rich,
dark liquid. drinking in the
carefully balanced, smoothly
constructed sentences. It's all
of apiece: gently, effortlesdy
so — the chair in the sunlight.
astory, another cup of coffee,
another dtory.

It's only after you've read
two or three that you realize
that another process — a
deeper, magical one — is
going on in your brain, trans-
forming how you look at the
world and the people in it.
The straight-ahead-Globe-and-
Mai! reality has vanished, and
you're swimming dreamily
along in a totally different
landscang. carefree as an or-
ange fish. _

Some of this atmosphere is
achieved by the way Shields
yokes together the oddest ad-
jectives — and gives you a de-
scription that is just right.
‘Music so cool and muffled it
seems smoothed into place by
athumb” is one of my particu-
lar favourites. but there are
many, many others: “a muzzy,
joyless adolescence’: “a sinus
infection coming on. amos-
quitO army™; ‘a suspicion that
confirms itself by a muttering
inattention.” Tentative hugs
are “our swiftly applied poul-
tice of human flesh.” One
character’s girlhood is de-
scribed as “a time of gulped
confusion in a place called
Porcupine Falls”
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The characters to whom
these descriptions apply are
peopl e like Hazel, the central
character in a story by the
same name. Recently wid-
owed. Hazel is awoman who

understood nothing of the
national debt or the situa-
tion in Nicaragua nothing.
At ten-thirty most morn-
ings she was still in her
dressing gown and had tbe
sense {0 know this was
shameful. She possessed a
softened, tired body and
rubbed looking eyés. Her -
Bosture was only’ moderate-

good. She often touched
her mouth. with the back of
her hand. Y et someone.
some person with a down-
town commercial address
and an officia letterhead
and a firm telephone man-
njerbhad seen fit to offer her
a]ob.

~ Hazel’s job — demonstrat-
ing Kitchen Kult’s Jiffy Sure
Slicer in supermarkets — is
not likely to lead her to the
centre of the meaning of life.
And yet — this being aCarol
Shields story — that is exactly
what happens. athough (and
this again is characteristic of
Shields) the journey is a dow.
unsteady one and what Hazel
discovers about herself is not
easy for her to articulate:
Everything is a’ accident.
Hazel would be willing to
sy if asked. Her whole life
isa’ accident and by acci-
dent she has blundered
into the heart of it.

Like Hazel. most ° of
Shields's characters are “ordi-
nary,” unassuming, blunder-
ing, inarticulate. And it isto
them that the most extraordi-
nary things happen. A litho-
graph of an orange fish

changes the lives of an unhap-
pily married couple. A few
weeks of recorder lessonsin a
drab room in a Montreal *“¥"
connects seven unlikely peo-
ple to each other forever.

The Orange Fish picks up

where Shields's last book of
short stories, Various Mira-
cks (1985). left off. Most of
the stories here are denser,
more sophisticated, more
thickly layered than the earli-
er pieces. The ones that fail
do so because they end too
abruptly or, rather, tade off as
ii the author suddenly lost in-
terest. “Hazel” suffers alittle
from this, as does “Block Out”
and, to a lesser extent, the
title story itself. But most of
the pieces — in particular
“Collison,” ‘Fuel for the
Fire” and “Milk Bread Beer
Ice’” — are so skilfully shaded
asto be amost luminescent.

In placing her ordinary
characters in the not so mat-
ter-of-fact world of the late
20th century, where anything
cm happen and usually does,
Shields manages to explore
the nature of Tanguage. the
nature of story in a humorous,
whimsical way. The very
structure of her stories attests
to the fragmentation of narra-
tiwve, but this is presented as a
shared joke — something the
reader understands from his
or her lived experience —
rather than @’ abstract theory
with which the reader must
be congtantly assaulted.

My favourite story, “Coalli-
sion,” is congtructed totally on
the assumption that the read-
er shares this sense of the ab-
surdity of language: It begins
witti (for Shields) <a reason-
ably straightforward descrip-
tion of a setting and some
characters. But then:

But take another l0ok, The
washed clarity is deceving,
the yawning transparency
is fake. What we observe
belies the real nature of the
ear;g’ sﬂ:‘ at‘r,ndosphere wglgl
is adrift, today as day,
with biographical agrls. [t
is everywhere, a thick
swimmy blizzaird of it,
more ubiquitous by far
than earthly salt or sand or
humming electrons. .
The continents and oceans
are engulfed. We are, to
speak |gurat|vel . aswe
more and more do. as we
more and more must do.
smothering in our ¢wn nar-
rafive litter-bag.

What grows from this sense
of shared recognition is a hi-

larious story, rather than a
theoretical construct.

I” the same way, the fina
story “Milk Bread Beer Ice’
explores

the real death of words. . .
these homely products re-
duced to husks. their tme
sense drained purely away.
| ce beer bread milk. Rum-
blings in the throats, sylla-
bles strung on an old
clathesline, electronic
buzzing.

Yet inaCarol Shields story,
author, reader, character all
know. to the extent that is
possible, how we are placed
— in our lives, in the larger
history of our time — and out
of that shared knowledge
grows the vision that enables
us to get on with it.

Another. lesser world is
brought forward. distorted
and Treshly provisioned.
She loves it — its weather
and depth, its exact cham-
bers, itslost circuits. its
covered pleasures, its sub
merged patter” of commue
nication.

_These are wonderful sto-
ries. Enjoy them. O

Sisters of

MErcy
By Barbara Novak

Macmillan, 292 piges, $19.95 cloth
(ISBN 6 7715 9316 1)
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AT THE HOUSE ON
PINE STREET

by Shaun Herron

Macmillan, 201 pages, $19.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 7715 9850 2)

THE KINKAJOU

by Trevor Ferguson

BY SOME quirk of fate both
these novels are written in the
first person by male narrators
whose lives are disrupted by
their respective romantic en-
tanglements with a nun. The
nuns are young and beantiful
and prl\a/g to secrets that they
are unable or unwilling to
share with their would-be
lovers, thus providing plenty
of mystery and moving the
plots along quite splendidly.
The contemporary writer 1S
hard pressed to come up with
a better symbol of idealized
purity than those cloistered
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a play by Munroe Scott 1
McClure

A one man play about
McClure's 25 adventurons
years as a medical missionary
In China, during the tur-
bulent years of 1926-51.

\ humorous, witty, and stari-

) W\ lingly dramatic

~Goe=  (Financial Post)

ISBN 0-28924-2046, 80 p., 6 X 9
$8.95 pa. ]
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Edited by Doris H. Pierot

wmﬂ?ﬁﬂﬁ
; | Stuart Ramsay Tamssr‘lns:nm
lelters to his wife,
A CANADIAN'S | lste=tate provid :,;e::,
t record cour!
ROAD TO E‘e‘;‘ﬁ"“'“‘“&"‘f&"éﬂm
\s military e
RUSSI A Fr:oe during the Rrst World
ol War with the Second Division
of the Canadlan Corps,
Letters fom the || 3 \iing his experiences at
Great War Decade, || vimy Ridge, and in Siberiain
o 1918-19 with the Canadlan
Expeditionary
STUART RAMSAY " S000 dat
TOMPKINS The Unlversity of
Alberta Press
141 Athabasea Hall.

Edmonton. AB TsG 2E8

EYE PEQPLIE
EAR PEQPLE
Getting Along

Ghislaine Meunier-Taxdif

Do you percelve the world
primarily through visual or
auditory messages and how
does that affect your
relationships with others? Find out in this unique
study of perception.

$9.95, Paper, 1-55021-009-2

NG Press Limited (416) 593-6284
260 Rlchmond St. W.. Ste. 401, Toronto. ON M5Y 1W5

A HISTORY OF PRIVATE LIFE
Philippe Arizs and Georges Duby,
General Editors
VOLUME /i
PASSIONS OF THE RENAISSANCE
Edited by Roger Chartier
Translated by Arthur Goldhammer
This third sumptuous volume in the award-winning
series celebrates the emergence of individualism dur-

ing the Renaissance with a host of acclaimed
historians.
*The wealth of materials is impressive.”
—Kirkus Reviews
Belknap
16 color, 426 b/w halitones

-]

d University Press
79 Gar@renaétreet Cambridge. MA 02138

~ s freedom of the individual possible?

Freedom and Authority:
two notions that are central
1o any understanding of
political philosophy in the
20th century.

This book is addressed to
those who grapple with
questions of freedom,
alienation, the role of
aunthority, and state power

ISBN: O0-921689306
$1695

____ PAWN TO QUEEN

4 -Winner of the 11th
i Annual International Pulp

Press 3-Day Novel Writing
AGQ.G.!EEEEE! Contest .
S DomIE | by PATDOBIE

DAL DODIE

A witty and engaging murder
mystery centering on Chris Prior,
your not-so-average on-the-ropes
private eye.
ISBN 0-88978-209-1 $695

PULPPRESS i
vision of Arsenal Pulp PressLtd. 4
i from University of Teronto Press |




sisters who have chosen spiri-
tuality and in doing so. have
rejected men. Their purity
makes it tempting to place
them on a pedestal, and their
unattainability is both reassur-
in? and challenging.

n Af the House o Pine
Street Mary Jane's status even
as an ex-nun ﬁShe has left the
Order, but still considers her-
self a bride of Christ) causes
the parrator to perceive her as
rather purer of heart than she
infactis:

She could do no wrong. If
something she did or Said
appeared to be in contra-

ICtion or in conflict with

the holy, almost celestial,
persona | gave her. | was
wrong. | had misunder-
stood. | was too worldly. |
was unworthy and as time
went by | ba(}/nothing less
than a shining saint in my
house. incongruously In-
carnated as my housekeep.
er.

The narrator of The Kinka-
jou has a similarly elevated
view of his beloved:

Chantelle was sacred to
me. and yes, that was part
and parcdl of my withdraw-
al too. It's hard to be lech-
erous With the sainted.

In both novels the narrators
leave home (the old order)
and settle elsewhere before
meeting up with their respec-
tive nuns. who provide the
catalyst for establishing the
new order. Kyle (in The
Kinkajour) moves from Ten-
nessee to Vermont, where he
has inherited an inn from the
father he never met. Every
Easter the inn is visited by a
decidedly unorthodox order
of nuns. Jamie (in At the
House on Pine Streef) is a suc-
cessful Irish novelist and jour-
nalist in London, who is
wooed by the editor of The
Toronto Mail at atime when
he has become disenchanted
with his common-law mar-
riage to a BBC producer.
Shortly after arriving in Cana-
da, however. he parts compa
ny with the newspaper and
settles in Port Hope, where he
lives near a convent of discon-
tented nuns.

Trevor Ferguson, a Montre-
al writer of hvo previous nov-
els, has with The Rinkajou
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written an extraordinarily en-
ergetic and fast-paced mys-
tery inwhich past and present
are interwoven and sub-plots
explode with violence. His
anti-heroic narrator is sur-
rounded by larger-than-life
characters — from his snake-
lady mother and her bird-
trainer lesbianlover, to thein-
domitable Mother Superior,
the red-neck Tennessee sher-
iff and Hazel. the inn’s cantan-
kerous housekeeper. Thisis
big-screen, Hollywood materi-
al. written with a sure hand,
and a brilliant mind for plot-
ting. The story is so strong
that the reader will readily
forgive occasiona inconsis-
tencies, such as when a char-
acter who istoo drunk even to
say “You poor child” without
dlurring proceeds to launch
into a perfectly coherent page
and a half of revelation ending
in one of the more gruesome
scenes in the book. _
Shaun Herron's style is de-
liberately understated. His
narrator writes novels with
such apparent ease that he
mentions them only in pass-
ing — by the end he has five
to his credit and a sixth to
someone else’s credit. And
yet it is that uncredited book
that provides the central plot
development. Unfortunately,
Herron, though afine stylist,
isn't as convincing when it
comes to plot. The issue of
the stolen manuscript is far
too transparent. It is incon-
ceivable, since it was pub-
lished under its original title,
that his lover's evident inno-
cence as to its true authorship
could he more than posturing,
yet for the plot to succeed we
must believe that she doesn't
know who wrote it. And the
ending of the book is far too
sombre for anovel that isfan-
damentally a literary romp full
of philosophical elements.
with more than afew insights
into the nature of writing it-
self. Herron’s stabs at the
Canadian cultural establish-
ment are perfectly aimed and

Ll e e B A LR T |

sureto ruffle afew feathers.
The risky device he employs
in the final section is pulled
off with greater success than
it was by D. M. Thomas in
The White Hotel; in Herron's
novel it serves as a brilliant
metaphor for the role of the
author, who knows exactly
what his characters ‘have
been up to but [notl what
they will do or become” O

Trees before

by Bruce Hutchison

Donglas & Mclntyre, 133 pages, $18.95
ot 0 88891 820 1

AFTER 88 years of living on
planet Earth, Bruce Hutchi-
son has come to certain con-
clusions. He is a man who
knows net only what's what,
but what' s sacred, what's
profane,

In A Lifein the Country (an
a;l)(tly named, elegant, Vivaldi-
like little memoir, carved
neatly by the four seasons)
the author describes a magnif
icent, seven-century-old cedar
a mile from his cottage on
Vancouver Idand. He catches
the moment when the tree
was felled to make way for
someone's two-car garage:
“The cedar swayed. Its torn
wood screamed, its wings
beat as if for flight.” Though
such prose stretches for ef-
fect, we are made to under-
stand that only God could
have made such a living mon-
ument and only Man could
have axed it so unthinkingly.

Hutchison’s other property,
“a dozen acres of cheaply pur-
chased|meadow, rock and
trees outside Victoria’ offered
in 1924 the home cum retreat
that he Sought. If hisfirst act
was to fence the property and
put a house on it, his sgcond
was to FI ant yet more trees,
many of them now four feet in
diameter. Later in the book,
there is a curious juxtaposi-
tion. He mentions that “infant
oaks’ emerged in his rock
garden and “with a guilty feel-
ing we uprooted them and
ended lives that might other-

wise have lasted for cen-
turies.” Turn to the next page
and we read of the author’s
method of dealing with
strangers who chanced b
hoping for a bit of a chat witl
Hutchison the gardener. He
had learned from his father to
greet unwelcome strangers
with incoherent babbling,
even Latin, and thus they
were discouraged. So you see
where hi sympathies lie.
Also sacred in the Hutchi-
son scheme of things. birds
and weather ?in al forms),
the chorus of frogs, work
(woodchopping and repairing
old punts are especialy rec-
ommended), cow manure and
worms (boons to gardens),
and wheelbarrows. Obsessed
with the need for privecy and
a pantheist in the tradition of
E. B. White(another fine jour
nalist who occasionally pre-
ferred the company of treesto
that of humans), Bruce
Hutchison divides gardeners
into “true believers’ and ‘tri-
flers” and the world In generd
into people of the indoors and
people of the outdoors. His
contempt for the former is
barely restrained here and so
his notions of what's profane
come as no surprise.
Hunters, loggers, speed-
boats on the lake — all these
earn his rebuke. His house,
* once four miles from Victoria,
iS now b&d?ed b%/ bunga-
lows. his orchard by apple-
thieving vandals. One catches
a whiff of intolerance and yet |
admire this ecological hermit
who has no time for humans
who have no time for Nature.
Read only this book and
you can easily forget that
Brace Hutchison was in his
day a nationally recognized
journglist and author, the win-
ner of three Governor Gener-
a’s Awards and three Nation-
al Newspaper Awards. Here
he is a young man growing
older and wiser. learning not
to be seduced each spriog by
seed catalogues into planting
too large a garden, becoming
over time a reliable, even a
principled carpenter (as a car-
penter friend put it, “orna-
ment construction, never con-
struct ornament”). By
degrees we meet his eccentric
friends and neighbours. We
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meet James Riviere, who
guided Hutchison and his
wife Dot along horse hailsin
the Rockies. By his nose
alone he could predict the
weather and his knowledge of
aboriginal medicine was such
that he could treat the various
ailments and wounds of his
troupe with wild strawberry
and turkey grass, Then there
was George Rogers, a neigh-
bour who could fix any ma-
chine S"ncl uding the water
pump, that quintessential and
maddening device that en-
ables and denies country liv-
ing) and who would never ac-
cept payment. I've known
such types in the country, and
transplanted urbanites would
perish without them.

A Life in the Country is just
the right length. | began to

row weary of the author’s

ymn, which, crudely put,
goes something like this; “If
anly more people would do as
| have done....” And yet
there is no denying the book's
clarity and goed semse. Sim-
ple pleasures, meditative
quiet, humility before Nature,
the joy to be had from watch-
ing things grow: these are the
lessons that an 88-year-old
man has learned. His own fa-
ther. he writes, had such a
faith in seed and soil and
growth that it became for him
a private, sustaining religion. |
can see how it would. O

The small
picture

Ev Jon Peirce .
THE CHANNEL SHORE
by Charles Bruce

Fornac, 358 pages, 814.95 paper

CHARLES BRUCE:
WORLD ENQUGH AND
TIME, A LTTERARY
BIOGRAPHY

by Andrev Walnvwight

Foruac, 270 poges, 519.95 paper

CHARLES BRUCE is, as his bi-
ographer Andrew Wainwright
admits, “hardly a household
name,” even to most Canadian
literature specialists. Yet
Bruce won the Governor Gen-
erd’s Award for his poetry
collection, The Mulgrave

Roed, in 1951, and almost won
it again three years later for
his novel. The Channel Shore.
When au author of the
stature Bruce once enjoyed
fals into dmost total oblivion
for 30 years, simple fairness
dictates the need for a reap
praisal of the man and his
work. Thus by helping to

writer could have said, more
eloquently, in |ess than 100.
To be fair, Wainwright does
give a reasonably complete
account of Bruce’s boyhood in
Port Shoreham, the small
Nova Scotia community on
which he was to draw for
most of his fiction, and of hi
college days at Mount Allison.

make Bruce's best-known where he edited the school

novel available, and by writing
his biography, Wainwright
has done a useful service. But
he would have done even
more useful service had he
Piven some thought to the
ikely audience for his biogra-

phy. .

As things stand, it isn't
clear just who he expected
that audience to be. World
Enough and Time says far too
little about Bruce as a person
and puts far too much empha
sis on detailed examination of
his unpublished and unfin-
ishéd work to be of interest to
non-specialist readers. But it
also leaves too many impor-
tant questions about Bruce
unc'f\nswered and is far too
sloppily written and produced
to be taken at all seriously by
scholars of Canadian litera-
ture. , ]

In addition to painting the
*big picture’ of the author
and his work, the biographer
of an out-of-fashion writer like
Charles Bruce must, at least if
he wishes to reach an audi-
ence of more than 500, show
why the author was popular in
his own time, why he was
later neglected but deserves
reconsideration. and what
about his life, particularly his
iifein relation to hiswork, is
of special interest. Wain-
wright provides a certain in-
sight into Bruce's popularity
in his own time, but beyond
that his “portrait” of Bruce is
little more than a shadow.
Worse till, his prose is al-
most uniformly ponderous
and |ong-winded, so that he
takes nearly 250 pages to tell
us what a more considerate
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newspaper and was known as
“The Bard.” But we learn next
to nothing about Bruce's post-
collegiate life.

Wainwright claims to have
conducted extensive inter-
views with Bruce's surviving
relatives Chis widow, al four
sons, four sisters) aswell as
journalistic colleagues. Yet of

is wife, Agnes, we learn lithe
more than her name; nor do
we find out a greal deal more
about their sons. Of his pri-
vate life in Toronto, where he
Tived for most of his adult life,
we learn nothing at al beyond.
the location of hi house and
the fact that Channel Shore
was composed ‘in the hori-
zontal position” on the living-
ropm sofain the evenings Of -
Briwce’s distinguished 35-vear .
career with Canadian Press
we see only bits and snatches. !
This omission is regrettable,
since his contributions to |
Canadian journalism may well!
have been as great as his con- |
hibutions to Canadian poetry !
and fiction. . :

While telling us disappoint-
ingly little about Charles
Bruce as a person, World
Enough provides far mare de-
tail about Bruce' s writing pro
cess thaa anyone could con-
celvably want to know. In
addition to a 30-page chapter
on the composition of Chan-
nel Shore. there are two chap
ters on au earlier, unpub-
lished noved entitled Currie
Head, and the equivalent of
another full chapter on later
unfublisheq work. Here is
pedantry for its own sake. The
reader who spends the 45
minutes required to wade
through all this stuff will take
away little of value beyond the
recognition (itself not alto-
gether profound) that like
most writers of fiction,
Charles Bruce initially found
it difficult to distance himself
from his past.
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Wainwright is on the mark
in suggesting that Bruce's
clear, graceful prose style
and, above dl, his quietly in-
tense regionalism were large
ly responsible for his success
in his own time. It does not
seem to me, by the way. that
given that Formac's is the sec-
ond recent re-issue of The
Channel Shore much more
need to be said about the,
novel here. The qualities that
were its strengths 35 years
ago remain so today. Its merit
is unquestioned; it was — and
is — among the best regiona
novels ever produced in Cana-
da In explaining Bruce's long
neglect by critics and anthole-
gists, Wainwright is on much
shakier ground. His implica
tion that Bruce was essential-
ly an innocent victim of some
kind of central Canadian
establishment conspiracy
against Maritime writers and
cultureis at best debatable, at
worst almost paranpid. Cer-
tainly such an actusation
needs to be supportéd by evi-
dence far stronger than the
fact that only five 0 95 20th-
century poets in a ‘ven an-
thology came from I|< e Mar-
Itimes.

It istrue. as Wajnwright
says, that Bruce was omitted
from most antholqgies after
1980. But he was also doing
very little writing by then. In
this connection. it Is interest-
ing to note that in 19.69, he
could not persuade even his
close friend and long-time
publisher, John Gray of
MacMillap’s, to print 2 'collec-
‘don of poemsthat included
most of those printed “earlier
in Mulgrave Read. Given this
fact, his omisson from an-
thologies should hardly have
come as a surprise, regret-
table though it may have
been.

Wé&right's intense focus
on scholarly minutiae leaves
him little time for dealing with
the important questions of
Bruce's life. For instance,
given Bruce' s oft-professed
desire to return to his native
Nova Scotia, why didn’t he do)
S0 upon taking early retire|
ment (at age 57) from CP?
Why, having long yearned to
retire from journalism so that
he could write full time, did
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he refuse the offer of hvo pro-
fessorships either of which
would have left him ample
leisure. choosing instead to
ﬁlunge into a commissioned

istory of Southam Press?
And why, above dl. did he
write far less during his retire-
ment than he did when work-
ing long days at CP? Wain-
wright does not totaly dis-
regard these issues, but by at-
tempting to address them in a
six-page conclusion, he tends
to trivialize them. All too
often. the result is an “an-
swer” based on speculation
when the right kind of re-
search might have produced a
basis in fact.

Space does not permit any-
thing like a detailed listing of
World Enough’s stylistic and
editorial flaws; suffice it to say
that these flaws are far too fre-
quent. We read, for example.
of atribute to Bliss Carman
“couched in language more
indicative of his comfort with
certain imagery than it was
admirable emulation of Car-
man himsek.,” Gabrielle Roy’s
name is misspelled, and Wain-
wri?ht’s own name is mis-
spelled on the copyright page.
And the short poem “Return
and Introduction” contains
not one but tiree typos in the
second stanza. Why Wain-
wright should have paid trib-
ute to his editor in his ac-
knowledgements is beyond
me — unless he was being
ironic. 0

Her fll of
sunlight

By Joe Rosenblaté

POETRY BY CANADIAN
WOMEN

edited by Rosemary Sullivan
Oxtrd University Press, 301 pages,
295 paj [SBN 0 18 540538

OXFORD UNIVERSITY Press
deserves kudos in Canada
from poetry connoisseurs for
publishing this ambitious an-
thology representing more
than 70 poets from pm-Con-
federation days to the present
postmodernist era. Rosemary
Sullivan. a poet and associate
professor at the University of
Toronto. has carefully struc-
tured this volume reminding
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thereader of Virginia Woolf's
wisdom (in A Roem of One's
Own), to the effect that

Masterpieces are not sin-
gle and solitary births; they
are the outcome of many
years of thinking in com-
mon, of thinking by the
dy of the people, so that
the experience of the mass
is behind the single voice.

No doubt influenced by the
above maxim, and havi ncT;
culled a century and a hal
fmm the corpus of Canadian
women's poetry, Sullivan
places those gems under a
variant roof with a historical
and evolutionary nexus to
hold the poetical works to-
gether. She dlows the reader
to interpret the anthology “as
a cumulative work, a single
long poem...”

It works; the treasury’s
clever infrastructure draws
this reader amost effortlessly
from the earliest poet, Mar-
garet Blennerhasset and her
ponderous and didactic verse
(1778?-1842) to Susanna
Moodie’s caustic muse. |,
however, found myself want-
ing to extricate myself from
archaic poetry and beam up to
the modernistic sunlight and
s0 my biases waved goodbye
as| travelled away from pie-
neer snowdrifts. russet land-
scapes, and wild geese. Soon [
welcomed Dorothy Livesay's
“Bartok and the Geranium”
with its Wallace Stevens influ-
ence: “She lifts her green um-
brellasy Toward the pane/
Seeking her fill of sunlight/
Or of min.”

| hastened to a masterpiece.
rereading P. K. Page's ‘ Sto-
ries of Snow.” The poem’s
magic ingtantly sang to me;

Those in the vegetable rain

relain

an area behind their sproui-

g eyes

held saft and resnded with
the dream of snow

precious and reminiscent as
those globes

souvenir of some never-
nether lond —

| went on for a further fix,
shooting up with AnneSzumi-
galski's tingling stinger, The
Bees’ and with Margaret At-
wood's “Notes toward a Poem
That Can Never Be Written.”
Atwood'sis apoem I've con-
tinually urged creative-writing
students to absorb into their
malleable psyches in the hope
that they might learn some-
thing about the craft of mod-
€m poetry.

Feeling some cosmic vibra-
tions | sailed over to Gwen-
dolyn MacEwen’s fantastical
work. | dined on*A Breskfast
For Barbarians.” It was this
very poem that inspired my
egg muse. It was then that a
wee embryo in the egg spoke
to me. Suddenly | remem-
bered that Sullivan had laud-
ed Margaret Avison asa top
heavy metaphysical poet ‘No
Canadian poet had yet demon-
drated the linguistic sophisti-
cation of Avison in her pursuit
of a personal metaphysic.” A
male embryo squeaked inside
my soul. Okay, then what
about forgotten A M. Klein
and especially his lyrical won-
der “Portrait of the Poet as
Landscape’? Must we allow
gender preudice to get in the
way of value judgements in
poetry? Yes, assembling a
platinum ghetto does produce
its blind orbs.

Among the contemporary
poets shining in this antholo-
gy | was pleased to see Lorna
Crozier's poems well repre-
sented. My favourite Crozier
poem, “We Call This Fear” is
her best linkage in connecting
visceral emotion with meta-
phorical vision. Erin Mouré is
In fine bardic form with a vio-
lent poem, “Vision of a
Woman Hit By a Bird.” In thii

iece she is both ‘the woman

it by a bird” and the critter
itsdf, injured and beating its
wings wildly. Daphne Marlatt
in terms of linguistic adven-
ture isthe most experimental
poet in the anthology. Her ex-
tended line placements en the
page connote stylistic ele-
ments of the kinetic beat
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poets, Corse, Ginsburg and
Black Mountain poets Olson
and Creeley along with their
spiritual forebear, Walt Whit-
man. Sharon Thesen com-
bines a demotic stance with
an opaque sublime. | enjoyed
The Occasions.” a magical
mystery tour through \Vancou-
ver and especially its illustri-
ous zoo with ape-In-residence
—“purple-ass baboons”

Being an animal lover gen-
erally ?baboons, frogs, cats,
snakes, and abused and much
maligned toads. .)Iam par-
tial to Jan Conn's society and
landscape. “All Women
Dream of Snakes’ struck my
undulous curiosity. Here was
apotentially controversial
poem. Dare she mention
snakes (an obvious penis sub
symbol) and “Freud in the
background” and survive in a
feminigt atmosphere? But wait
— Jan Cona favours snakes
because of other associations.

It must have e tot to do

with tha texture of their shin

(belts, purses, shoes)

and the lack of legs

sp every moment is @ sort of
dance —

grace they slide in and out

of .
like @ hand 1n a glove.

Coon's snake poem is a meta-
physical jewe, like Phyllis
Webb’'s “Eschatology of
Spring,” which contains para-
disiac fauna and animal life
who ‘divulge occult excre-
ment.”I am pleased, however.
to report that none of Webb's
delightful unicorns excrete in
The Days of the Unicorn.” a
memorable poem.

Despite the anthology’s
bland title (meant to draw on
the mass woman’s market in
the English-speaking world)
this remarkable opusis a
mug for every library. If Poet-
ry by Canadian Women proves
anything it is that women’s
poetry is an illuminant force
unto itself no longer depen-
dent on some male conductor
along a literary power grid. Q

CORRECTION

Books in Canada apolo-
gizes to Budge Wilson. In
our April issue, we mistak-
enly referred to her book:
as “his” book.
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Cheap thrills

As Edna St. Vincent Millay said, ‘1t’s not one
damn thing after another, it’s the same damn
thing over and over again.’

By Dayv James-French

ERIC MCCORMACK wisdly dis-
tances himself from the gratu-
itous horrors of hi first novel.
The Paradise Motel (Vi-
king, 210 pages, $22.95). The
narrator, Ezra Stevenson,
hears abizarre anecdote origi-
nally told to his grandfather
by aship’s engineer. A South
American doctor kills hiswife
and covers the evidence by
surgically implanting pieces
of her in the abdomens
of his four children. The chil-
dren are named Ester,
Zachary, Rachel, and Amos.
Put them all together and
they spell ...Ezra. This
mysterious link to the present
provides the dight impetus
that MeCormack finds ade
guate to shape his material.
As Ezra searches for the ulti-
mate fate of his collective
namesake, he's ear-witness to
digointed tales suggestive of
a hybrid of Somerset Maugh-
am’s Singapore stories and
Kraft-Ebbing's Psychopathia
Sexualis.

The narrative jumps from
person to person, obliquely
demonstrating a point that ap-
parently eludes the author:
excessive levels of violence
blunt the capacity to respond
to individual cases — even
McCormack’s interest shows
signs of strain. A murder is
described thus:

Inflamed with anger. shout-
ing her contempt, she
hacked once with the knife
at the white. naked throat,
ripping apart the soft
carotid ~artery.

Hacked is the operative
word. Pubescent boys tell
each other stories like this,
imagining that the resultant
Frisson is Smilar to sexua ex-

citement. WWhen novelists sub-
dtitute sensation for reflec-
tion, imagination subordi-
nates itself to cheap thrills.
The predictably “ambiguous”
ending (and a hot shower)
will help you recover from
feeling dirty after reading Tie
Paradise Motel. The story has
no staying power. As Edna St.
Vincent Millay said about
something else. “It’s not one
damn thing after another, it's
the same damn thing over and
over again.”

A smilar story-within-a-
sxeggl repetition distances the
reader from the over-wrought
hut mechanical narration of
0. R Melling’s Falling Out
of Time (Viking, 201 pages,
$22.95). The nameless narra-
tor has travelled to a writers
retreat in Iretand, there o cre-
ate amyth of Two Magicians
that will free her from tbe red
story of her failed marriage to
Damian. Fantasy controls re-
ality. She meets an artit,
Michael, who alters the shape
and meaning of her invented
Michael/Damian in his rela-
tionship with her alter ego,
Raffie. That totals three, four,
or perhaps six characters, and
al of them, oddly enough,
have little pointed ears. The
men are ‘élfin.” the women
are “like a sprite or seme-

The complex construction
is quite easy to follow;
Melling is eager to let the
reader know that she wants
the stories to he read as paral-
lel. She and her narrator use
exactl?/ the same language; as
aresult there is no separation
between one “spell” and an-
other. In trying to wrap up the
increasingly messy plot, the

narrator claims, ‘I invoke the
First and Universal Law of
Fiction. Nothing is trie. Every-
thing isinvented.” I's beena
while since | was in writer
school, but the First Law | re-
member is. Every word must
be true.

Times change, rules
change. But standards do not.
Even as a parody of cold, post-
Nixon self-involvement, | can’t
believe a sentence like
Michael sensed the psvchologi-
cal balance which was being
maintained and decided it was
time to escalate. Which
means, They seem to be get-
ting along well and he should
ask her to deep with him.
Equally unengaging iS Raffie’s
insight: Ske sae herself mov-
ing round and round a delin-
eated sphere Whose perimeter
was sfeadly shrinking to a dot.
Which means... well. who
knows?

Falling Out of Time is intox-
icated with its own overdosed
linguistic excess. and perhaps
that explains why the reader
is excluded from the hilarity.
The contents overwhelm the
context and the three levels of
story seem to be hvo too
many.

Atter an opening of self-ref-
erential fragments — teasers
— Jacqueline Dumas strains
to graft an extra layer on
Madeleine and the Angel
(Fifth House Publishers. 192
pages, $12.95) with a retelling
of The Witd Swans. I’ Sunnec-
essary, and the narrative soon
makes a smooth transition t0
its own story, rich with the lan-
guage of avery private liturgy.
Madeleine is the mother of
Pauline. whose story thisis.
Sheisalse, intermittently, the
Angel of her husband's alco-
holic psychosis — an enabler
both punitive and victimized.
The megalomaniacal Michel is
abusive in every conceivable
manner; .sexually, physically,
and emotionally. After his
death, Pauline examines her
own memories, which are
hazy with sdf-denia. The
scenes from her past are made
powerful by the novel's refusat
to present “redlity” with any
greater clarity than Pauline’s
memory can command; the
story is internalized in the
exact manner of the subjuga-
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tion it details.

Dumas limits her focus.
specificaly, to Pauline. Moral
outrage is not buttressed (or
buffered) by sociologica the-
ory, but there's a short, re-
vealing scene in which
Pauline’ s daughter. Elise. is
reduced to tears by the Chris-
tian/patriarchal-oppressor fig-
ure of Santa Claus demanding
to know if she’s been naughty
or nice.

The action of Keith Leckie's
The Seventh Gate (Macmil-
lan, 334 pages, $19.95) is less
written than reported. The
straightforward narrative is
presented in the unadorned
manner of atelevision movie-
of-theweek: al the fore-
ground detail without subtlety
or depth of field.

David Lassiter is aretired
journalist, content to sail the
Caribbean, until Globalcom
News offers him a great deal
of money to cover the Soviet
occupation of Afghanistan,
with a huge bonus for secur-
ing an interview with Jesse. a
member of a resistance fac-
tion. Since Jesse is David's
long-lost brother, he agrees.
The subject of Jesse's opium
addiction is quickly dealt
with, and the addietion equal-
ILK quickly overcome. Next,

e brothers become involved
with the Eastern Alliance of
Afghanistan, working with its
inspiring but cowardly |eader.

Every possible hackneyed
phrase is put to work to keep
the reader’ s attention on the
plot rather than the page. No
one will want to linger over
descriptive p. es wheredl
valleys are “fertile” and al
mountain peaks ‘ancient.”
Wounds leave “cruel red”
scars. Lassiter’s “blood quick-
ened” when he knew he
would accept the assignment
Ali Jamal’s first wife “had rid-
den like aman” but his*“new
wife. unfortunately, could
read alittle.” No one says, “Ve
haff ways of making you talk,’
but “Allah will guide even an
infidel eye engaged in His
work” may be anew “foreign”
identification for the *80s.

The Seventh Gdle is a page-
turner, best read to discover
how the story turns out,
rather than for the pleasure of
the telling. O
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LEACOCK HOUSE

IMAGINE PARIS without the
Eiffel Tower, or think of it
jammed cheek-by-jowl against
a glassy row of apartments.

Y et in Orillia Mayor John
Palmer wants to sell most of
the gardens around the
Stephen Leacock Memorial
Home to build apartments.
Why? Palmer explained on
cross-Canada radio that Lea-
cock was somewhat unpopu-
lar 75 years ago when Sua-
shine Sketches OT @ Little Town
was first published.

If Palmer had been in
charge at the time of the furor
that greeted the construction
of the Eiffel Tower a century
ago. he would have ordered It
melted for scrap. The French
should be warned in case
Palmer shows up in Paris with
a cutting torch.

Perhaps it is too late to save
the Leacock Home. but
there's till time to protect the
Champlain Monument in
Couchiching Beach Park.
After all, it would make a cute
courtyard statue for a condo-
minium if Palmer decidesto
sl more of Canada's cultural
heritage.

Ted Rushton
Phoenix, Arizona

HIGH SERIOUSNESS

IN THE March issue. Richard
Paul Kngwles attacks my bi-
ography of William Huitt ap-
parently for not being the
kind of book one suspects he
might have written — had he
merdly the time and inclina
tion to do so.

Apparently unaware of the
distinctions between theatre
biography and academic term
Bapers Knowles reads my

00k asif it were meant to be
aseminar on acting. and then
criticizesit for not being pre-
cisely what it was not meant
to be. Accusing me of “name-
droppings’ and “pop psychol-
ogizings,” he charges that my
book fails to provide a serious
analysis of Hutt's craft and is
riddled with “mundane and
pretentious clichés™ — provid-
Ing no examples, of course. as
he passes judgement from the

heights of Mount Allison. His
comments will come as a sur-
prise to the many actors and
directors at Stratford and to
the mgjority of reviewers (in-
cluding the Shakespearean
scholar Alexander Leggatt)
who have responded most en-
thusiastically and warmly to
the very thing that Knowles
finds lacking.

Knowles should at least get
his facts right. There are sub-
stantial analyses in my book
of Hutt's landmark acting as
Pandarus, Feste, Lady Brack-
nell, and Timon. And Robin
Phillips did not say that ever?/-
thing that Hutt does should
be “written down.” Rather,
Phillips said, ‘Everything he
does should be recorded” —
which is quite a different
thing. After a misguotation
about Hutt (I wrote “pieces of
his self,” not “pieces of him-
self — a subtle point which
any academic should note!).
Knowles goes on to complain
about my 21 short and eccen-
tricaly chosen chapters.”
Now 1 suppose a book of
merely 366 pages could be
considered short given the
kind of subject it has, but
what is eccentric about chap
ters being arranged chrono-
logically for aperson’slife?
Knowles calls chapter 4 the
“middle section” in a book of
21 chapters. Give’ his shaky
sense of numbers, it is easy to
understand why he appears to
be baffled by other things,
particularly my selective prin-
ciples. ;

With his Allisonian Manual
of Style in hand, Knowles
fumes about my language, ob-
jecting that “writing like this
Is simply not acceptable in
works of literary or dramatic
criticism.” Quite! But | was
writing a bi ograperg/ —not &’
essay for alearned journal or
for those who suffer connip-
tions over ‘shy. pink” rases,
arch euphemisms, or adjec-
tives outside the domain of
the classroom. In his mission-
ary zed for academic writing.
Knowles seems to forget that
style is a case of knowing
what your literary purposeis
and who your audienceislike-
ly to be. Had | wanted a plain,
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declarative prose style, |
could have managed one by
imitating countless dreary
jlournalists Had | wanted a re-
entless solemnity — the
Sturm und Drang of High Se-
ricusness — | would have
done my version of Common
Room experts. And had | pre-
tended to purity in style,
| could have consulted
Knowles. whose occasional

journalism has a purity unvio-

ted by accidental or deliber-
ate tropes of lyricism. But |
detest the rattle of pedants
who know the price of preten-

tiousness and the value of
nothing else.

Keith Garebian

Mississauga

Richard Paul Knowles replies:
I stand by my review.

CLASSIFIED

Classified rates: $10 per line
(approx. 30 charactersto the
tine). Deadline: first of the month
for issues dated following month.

\ddress; Books in Canada Clas-
sified. 366 Adelaide Street East,
Toronto M5A 3X8. Phone: (416)
3695426.

BLAKE NMcI(ENDRY LTD., Elgin-
burg. Ont. KOK 110 (613) 353-
2120 publishers of DataBase Art-
Books, now has a new prinfing of
their 3000 name Dictionary of
Canadian artists: Folk, Topo-
graphic. Portrait etc. 267 pages
spiralbound. $35 post-paid. Ask
for free copy of Sale-list #1 1 of
rare books including Canadiana.

MARITIME WRITERS WORK-
SHOP Fradericton, NB July 9-15.
Seven days of workshops, per-
sonal consultations. special
speakers, evenlng readings and
writing in a community of writers.
With instructors Sandra Birdsell,
fiction; Dale Estgy, fiction; David
\Fnlsler. feature writing; Barbara

Greenwood. wiling for children: *

Richard Lam, poetry. For further
Information call or write: Steven
Peacock, Coordinator Maritime
Writers' Workshop, Dept. of Ex-
lension and Summer Session,
University of New Brunswick, PO
Box 4400, Fredericton. NB.
Canada E3B 5A3 or call (506)
4534646.

RECEIVED

THE FOLLOWING Canadian
hooks have been received by
Boeks in Canada in recent
weeks. Inclusion in this list
does not preclude a review or
notice in a future issue:

An Othi r I The Fictions of Clark Blaize, by
Foul- nt Laeler, ECYY.
Amp:li-wmunu. Uy Dunyl Hine, Porcupine’s

cJuiti,
'l'l'1':I Buchyard Horscmom. by Ron Rude, Lune

e

The Buauty Whe Would Not Spin, by Addle
“anzan Fa idc iMusteated by Leshie Elizbeth
Wt -, Jlonth Wind»-.

Bulore and After, by Kathurine Govier, Pen-
Fuili

‘The Bluy Ruven, by Ted Harrisen, Macmillan,

Bends of Wire, by Ko ley Broun, Harper &

Colhin
Buyirs thmlmz, & Sclling &8 Condominium:
A Guide for Canadions, by Douclus A Gray.

MaoGru.-Hill Ryroon

Cunadiim Writur and Their Worltg: Fiction
Surivy, Yolu, 3 and 9, edited by Jack David
vt ECW,

Cathulles, by Brian Moife, M& S,

Chorli« Baillzige: Architect & Enpginecr. by
Chn-tina Came, 1en, MeGlueen’s.

The Churter of Rights and the Legallzation
of Pelitiea In Cunada, by Michaw] Mandel,
W& Thompun.

The Chinewy Alon Sald Goodbye, by Bruce
AL, Bltssnd,

The Crpnitive Ruvolution tn Western Cul-
turc: Yolame 1, The Birth of Expeciadon,
I3 T L:Pun, M -cmillan,

Cruchput, by Adule Wi vmae, M &S,

The ('.u'lllc-% Is.imre. by Rikkl Ducoract, Porcu-
inaumill,

Dunc¢un Graham: Medical Roformer und Ed-
ucator. by Ruberl B. Kerr and Druglas
Veowelr, Hanmodh Dundum.

E. J. Prutt: Complctc Pocms, Ferty I ond 2,
‘tl-_dil-d by Sundra Diva und R G Moyke s, U al

‘The Earth and How It Works, by Steve Packer,
Macmilln,

Ed Brondbont: The Pursult of Power, by

!-:Judr i:‘::meg.i'lm(:n d Dogte, by Cra
mCIpeacy or Cals a -
ton Burkholder, Summerhill.

Extroordinary Experiences, by John Robert
GColombo, Hounstow.

Fade o Blue, by Michael Denniz, Pulp Bress.

Financlal Pursuit, by Graydon G. Watlers, F-
parscial Knondedee,

From Culturo to Power: The Sociology of
En&Ls:’ Copada, by Robert J. Beym, Studies

In ian Sociolony.
‘The Gixl in the Hat, by Jane Jacoba, Oxford.
Goldilocks pnd the Three Bears, by Tamara
Lyon Thicbaux, Fitzhenry & Whites)
Henny Penny, by H. Werner Zimmerman,
North Winds.
History on the Run, by Knowlton Nash, M & &
HI':.IW People Lived, by Anne Milland, Macmil-
n

Hi ts in Canadion Forclgn Pollcy,
o R O ey i et
Prait, MeGILQticen's.

lmﬁﬂlﬁn‘m Poeme by Conadian Children,

n

In Love and Warz The De Lancoys ot Water
loo. by James B, Lamb, Macmlllm.

Inslde the Bank of Canada's Wackly Finpn-
clal Staxisdes: A Technical Guide, by Peter
Martin, The: Fraser Inaliture.

.ln‘gob'n Little Glant, by Barbara Smucker. Put-

in.
Last Call: A Journey Into — And Oat of —
él;-hhulthlcdon. by Bruee Blackadar, Pren-

(1 El
Life Writing: Autoblographers nnd Their
Craft, by Ruth Laita, General Store,
Linle by Littlez A Writer's Education. by Jean
Little, Penguln.
Lulflqr Strike, by Hrant Allanak, Playwrighis
nion.
The Mon Who Murdered God. by John
Lawrence Reynolds, Penguin,
Marghall Mcluhan: The Man and His Mes-
i Sanderson and Frank
Microwave Food Fun with Madome Benoit,

by Madsme Jehomy Benoit; Les Editlons Her-
itage.

A Necessary End, by Peler Robinson, Pengpuin,
Onﬁ? Over ‘l..lghllyb.yhy Bill lﬁn::'lols:k unld

.
Reading Mavias Gallant, by Janice Kolyk
Keeler, Oxford. v Jaoice Kaly

er,

Red Earthi Revolution In a Sichuan Vilioge,
by Siephen Eodicoit. NC.

‘The Russian and Sovict Avant-Gardez Works
from the Collection of Gearge Costakis,
Montreal Museum of Fine Aris, .

Scholastie Sticker Pun: Dinospurs, by Fat
H!m_lr. Iustrated by Paul McCusker.,

e

Smart Moncy: Investment Strategles for

lan Women, by Calbryn Matherwell,

Key Parler.
thellhls-. My Beloved, by Morley Callaghan,

Taking Education Serlously, by Joho Wilson
and Barbars Cowell, Allbouse.

Talking About Periods, Vancouver Women's
Health Collective.

‘Fay Johm. by Howard O'Hegan, M & S. .

‘The Book of Bve, by Constance Beresford

M&S,
The Field Naturalist: John Macoun, the Ge-

ologlcal Survey, and Natural Science. by
W.A Waiser, Ul T.

The Third Ascent, by Frank Moher, Bhirzard,

Tranalating Sleep: A Serial Meditation on
and by Alexander Graham Bell, by Jim
Smith, Wolsak and Yyon.

Tried and Treie Progeamming Guide, ediled
by Mary Eaglesham, Saskjtchvean Library As-

saclation.

The View from Tabor Hill; Painiings and
Drawings by Glenn Priestley, by Robert
Stacey, U of Waterloo/Archives of Canadian

Art,
Wm ‘H\P"“ Abouc Il:allh: Geﬂ‘i’nu Start-
orishopa and Growps, Vancowcer
Women's Health Collective.
Women at Work: Discrimination and Re-
sponse, by Stephen G. Pelichlnls, M & S.
WardPerfect & In Ten Ensy Lessoms. by
i the author.

Rashid Tavyeh, ed by
W{rﬁri'_.ﬂﬂcll: A Momalr, by Roberi AfacNell.
Weite Now, by Karleun Bradfond, Scholasiic,

Youth and Adult: The Shared Jouracy To~
\ér:rr:n Wholeacas. by Frank D. Cardelle,
ner.

By Barry Baldwin

“If management

long i

May 25

prominent Canad

Robo Copps (Sheila Copps)
Nadirs of the

Honourable Meniions

Every

tries should be sent to CanWit No. 138
366 Adelaide St. E.,, Sk. 432. Toronto. Ontaric M5A 3X9 by

CanWit No. 138

WE HAVE the last words of many famqus Peopl e, but what

about therr first ones? Competjtars are invited

able words uttered by prominent Canadians at their birth.

Examples: “Le jour d€ glofre est amivé™ —
harassment doesn't stop, 111 be out for a

-Jegn-Claude Parrott. The prize is $25. sad

0 supply suit-
Pierre Trudeau:

en-
, Books in Canada,

RESULTS OF CANWIT NO. 138

The request for eye-catching titles for film biographies of
lans provoked a (relatively) large response.
A few were t00 subtle to make it to the marc1ue&s, and one or
two in longhand failed fromiill

this month, but the winner is
who got the right combination of paranomasia and mean-
Ness.

ibility. Not an easy decision
iane Stuart of Vancouve,

st Clark (Joe Clark
Throw Flora from the Tram (Flora MacDonald)
The Unbearable Tightness of M. King (MacKenzie King)

For Whom Nobel Tolls (Lester Pearson)
The Codfather Joey Smallwood)
-Alec McEwen, Ottawa

A Man for One Season (John Tuther)
Margaret Doesn't Live Here Any More (Plerre Trudeau)
body Waved Goodbye (Ed Broadbent)

-Sharon MacFarlane, Beechy, Sask.

A Funny Thing Happened onthe Way to the Quorum
d d aE)giharl% Crockford, Waterloo, Ont

edly particu

was up to Lady Luck

SOLUTION TO ACROSTIC NO. 19

The packinlq of the cauliflowers for this competition was a decid-

ar job. Each specimen was pulled up by the roots.
T wrapped the heads in waxed paper and between each head |
stuffed papers, enough to hold them tightly in position. The rest

Klaas De Jong, Canlifiower Crown, Western Producer Prairie Books
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CanLit acrostic N0. 20 sy uayo. Trainer

1 Tl2 1R 4 D|5 Hig U|7 Qe L 9 GliI0 Fl11 N1i2 8 1w ®wC

15, I[16 E[17 D|1é Pl15 O 20 Q|21 X|22 W[23 Fl|24 P|25 Al2s M|27 V 28 Aj29 H 30 C|31 A|32 G[33 D

Bne 35 H|35 J|37 §|38 F 3 L|40 B|#1 G|42 M[43 V|4s Q|45 W[4e D|47 S[<a F[49 E 50 J|51 B|52 U

51 G54 L|S5 €[5 H|67 V 58 N[S8 X|e0 H[s1 ujez T 63 Djes V|65 | 6 Mj67 C 68 wWij6s U

70 F|7\ V|72 U3 P 74 Q|75 K|76 G[77 L|78 A]78 X|8a V a1 pla2 §as F 8 X[85 uU[ss Ria? B

88 Si89 _Hj90 Tl91 C 92 Gl93 Fl9a A a5 L{g6 H]97 P|es 1[#8 N 100 F}101 M|102 O] 103 D|104 B|105 L]|106 V

107 H}108 Q108 S HIDCIMT K[112M[113 X114 T 115 A|116 1J117 P{118N 119 C[120 J{121 0122 V[2aw]1a F i

125K 126 N|127 L|126 H 120 I[130M]131 B|132 J{133 D|134 B|135 Q136 C 137 1|13 N| 139 A]140 5141 ¥ 142R

151M[152 V15 D 154 H| 155 N[ 156 E[ 157 T| 158 13| 159 U] 160 L] 161 V¥

123 0[144 HNA5 E 146 D{147 Q]148 A[ 149 C[150 A

%620 163v7] 164 £|165 G| 166 A]167 X[168 C|wean|1ro v[1A1 T ]172 B|17a P|174 G 1756 D] 176 A} 177 U] 178 H|173 E| 180 F

181 K182 R|18] | 184 D195 L |85N181\F|8!J.1B!S1DF1B!E 192 V{193 H 184 P{195 B]196 1197 D]198 E|

199 V200G 201 Mjz02 Jj203 Q1204 H 205 K| 206 L|207 C}208 G208 D 20T 2115212A2!3F!214U215H

215 V]217 C{2180 219 R[220 G221 A|222 N 223 R|221 B|225Qf2258 1|227 D|229 X|229 T{Z300 231 V|22 K

When properly filled in. the letters in fhe box forma quotation from a Canadian book. Find the letters by solving the clues

below.ans, writingthe answers in the numbered spaces provided. Then transfer the letters from the spaces to the 2PPFo-

?Snat:ﬁﬁuaref l|I£1 ﬂltﬁ g)ox. The first Jetters of each answered clue form the name of the author and the title of the book.
nex 0N,

% Queheckers' ‘splrit*

3 s fr ™ T TE W e omr o Jeenpgoldmedilist o oy & ww W T T
= W W WO
8. Legal term: 2 vids. W T W T W W T Jus, T T W T W H W W
oW T 2w
. “Sovi i N. Gambling game BCers —_
: Dsa?:\rﬁv'!gaﬁﬁfg: Swis, W W W I TE W W W@ mipht pgiygzwds. T W W W W w
L ) TE
. 0. Revered —
gLl ww T T W w T ww W T
o T B P. Place Of entering o T W W T W W W
E.  Ontario vinery W TR W W W TS "
S i (. Reproving
" : | J— _
F. Famous Cobflle plnlinG: - v w75 & ™ ® W | T W W A TS B
—_— — _— {  R. Omamen with
wwwmEw ;¢ FimemEEsi s rwT T wE B W
G. Subsequent to a thin — — i 8. NWT
S A oy W W W W W T | f,slpﬁ',',"dsi;m W WA W W T H W
T T W " T. Placed firmly in
surrnungingylkatler W T W0 O T R @ R
H. Trudeau's 1968 - —
campaign slogan: 3wds, 2 9 T8 W W % 5 W U. Rocky Min. pass - o W T ® TT W
26 56 G5 128 144 204 = =
I. Showed clearly —_ —_ h .
T T B T®E v g‘:!:ggﬂ RIOWRNON. o o e o BT W W
w W = W @ W BT 76 T W
J. Type of recepfion: 2 wds. _ ] " .
w P W W T w !;:Eﬂ,g;""" Ml e wmw W T T
K. Voyageur's hat - -— i ji '
¥2g WM™ TE B X. Scribbled aimlessly o o o w W T T

40 BODRS 1 CAUADA, Lay 1989

e — T o P R [ EER - AL E iy RS Sy | g g ——— — N S S e g R



' L e - o LR

SUBSCRIE

T

‘ Bc?éi(_s}n 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 18% on the newsstand price.

A year's subscription to Books in Canada costs $15.00 and
guarantees that each and every issue will be delivered to your door.

Fill in the coupon below, send it to us and we'll rush the next
Issue of Books in Canada to you.

] :
' YES -
; YIES |
. . - . 1
} Start my subscription to Books in Start my subscription to Books in )
1 Canada immediately. Canada immediately. !
' :
: Mame__ _ — Name :
h 1
! Address Address =
i :
i |
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WHAT DO RICHARD ELLMANN, CATHOLIC CULTS,
AND LUITERARY TEMPTATION ALL HAVE IN COMMON?

ESSAYS FOR RICHARD ELLMANMN
Omnium Gatherum

Edited by Susan Dick, Declan Kiberd, Dougald
MecMillan, and Joseph Ronsley

Rlchard Ellmann’s work Is notable for its striking
liveliness and clarity and its genuine illumination of
the writers and works wth which he dealt. His life
of James Jovee received mora commendation and
critical praise than any previous literary biography.

Ellmann died in 1987. His life and work touched the
lives of many; thls collection of essays is a result of
individual efforts to comment and reflect on the
man and his wrlting.

Cloth 0-7735-0707-8 $32.95

FEAR AND TEMPTATION

The Image of the Indigene in Canadian,
Australian, and New Zealand Literatures
Terry Goldie

Goldie shows the striking similarity of images of
native people in the white literature of Canada,
Australia, and New Zealand. He skillfully exposes
the ambivalence of white writers to indigenous
culture and suqgests that white culture is deeply
attracted to the impossible idea of becoming
indigenous.

Cloth O-7735-0891-8 $29.95

CATHOLIC CULTS AND DEVOTIONS
A Psychological Inquiry
Michael P. Carroll

Imagine a heart which has been ripped from a
man’s body, wrapped with thorns, pierced with a
knife, and then placed on the man’s chest. Or con-
sider that a lifetime spent wearing a small rectangle
of brown wool next to the skin will ensure entry to
heaven. Now for the first time, Carroll brings
psychoanalytic theory to bear on the history of
Catholic cults and devotions.

Cloth 0-7735-0693-4 $29.95

TWO WORLDS

The Protestant Culture of
Nineteenth-Century Ontario

William Westfall

Westfall examines the origin, the character, and the
social significance of the powerful and distinctive
Protestant culture that grew and flourished in
Southern Ontario during the mid-Victorian period.

“a breathtaking command of its subject, complete
mastery of detail and formidable erudition.” Dennis
Duffy, Innis College, University of Toronto
McGill-Queen’s Studies in the History of
Religion

Cloth 0-7735-0669-1 $29.95

CHARLES BAILLAIRGE
Architect and Engineer
Christina Cameron

Baillairgé, a fourth-generation member of a Quebec
City famlly of artists and architects, designed many
major public buildings, including the Dufferin Ter-
race, the Quebec Music Hall, Laval University, and
Sainte-Marle de Beauce church. He was also super-
vising architect for the first Parliament Buildings in
Ottawa.

Cameron provides a fascinating picture not only of
the life of this important architect but of develop
ments In Canadian architecutre during this period.

177 Hlus tra tions
Cloth 0-7735-0638-1 $37.95

THIRD SOLITUDES
Tradition and Discontinuity

in Jewish-Canadian Literature
Michael Greenstein

Caught in a solitude that is neither English nor
French, Jewish-Canadian writers wrestle with
marginality and exile as they search for status
and recognition in Canadian society. Using post-
structuralist strategies for understanding mar-
ginality. developed by writers such as Bloom and
Derrida, Greenstein discusses this "third solitude”
through an analysis of the writings of Jewish-
Canadian writers including Irving Layton, Leonard
Cohen, and Matt Cohen.

Cloth 0-7735-0675-6 929.95
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