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Jack Batten’s latex book is Class of’75 
(Macmillan). Dan Bortolotti is the reviews 

editor ofpOmgmph magazine Robin Britt is 

a Toronto freelance wirer. Mary Dalton’s 

most recent poetry collecrion is Allwing the 

&hr (Breakwater). Anne Denoon is a 

Toronto writer and editor. John Doyle is a 

Toronto journalisr Brian Fawcetis most 

recent book is Gender Wan (Somerville 
House). George Gait is a Toronto writer. 

Maureen McCallum Garvie is a wriw 

living in Kingston, Ont Carole 

Giangrande is the author of Missing Persons 

(Cormonnt). a collection of short fiction. 

Joan Givner’s most recent book is The Self- 

Porfmif cfcr Lilemty Biographer (University of 

Georgia). She@ Halpern is a Montreal 

writer. Julie Jenkinson is rhe managing 

edimr of 6wderllines magazine. Julie 
Johnston’s latest book is Adam and Eve and 

Pinch-Me (Lester). Janice Kulyk Keefet’s 
latest book is fkstliomw (Random House). 

Mary Miller is a writer living in Kingston. 

Onr Colin Morton is an Otewa peer: his 

novel, Ocems Apon. is forthcoming fmm 

Quarry in the spring. John Oughton’s new 

collecdon of poeuy. bunting out the 

Millennium. will be published by a press in 

Texas next year. Janet Power is a photog 

rapher living in Burnt Head. Nfld. Nancy 

Reid is a Toronto ilbsframr. Diane 
Schoemperlen’s latest book is In the 

Lmgwge *Love (Harpe&llins).Fred 

Shape is aToronto puzzle enthusiasr 

Fiona Smyth is a Toronto art& she writes 

and illusuates NocturnalLninnns (Vortex). 

Glenn Sumi is a Toronto writer and 

e&or. Merna Summers’s most recent 

book is Nwth ofsorrle (Douglas & McIntyre). 

a collection of short ticdon. Carolyne A. 

Van Der Mew is a Montreal wirer. 

Martin Waxman’s collection of sexier. 

Ever/lhingin Winnipeg Begins in (I Car, has just 

been published by Black Moss. 0 
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Avoiding Lal3els 

II N HIS INDIGNANT RESPONSE 

to my review of Brian Fawcett’s 

Gender Wurs (Letters. September), Stan 

Persky wonders where I’ve been for the 

last half-century while he and the rest of 

the clued-in liter&i have been arguing 

about genre and postmodemism. Mostly 

I’ve been trying to avoid labels. True. I 

can only account for the last 20 years or 

so, but during that time I’ve read and 

reviewed enough books to know that 

there is no Iimlt to the amount of literary 

theory some writers and their friend.3 will 

come up with to justify their own inabil- 

ity to tell a story that will engage readers. 

As Isaac Singer said, “the various schools 

and ‘isms’ of litemture were invented by 

professors. Only small fish swim in 

schools.” 

Storytelling is, I recognize, a rare and 

considemble talent, but tha’s no reason to 

pretend it’s not anecessruy one for a nov- 

elisr What’s mcue, Pets@ should be care- 

ful atout associating Favxett with Naipaul, 

Kundera, and Calvino. It might make 

Persky 1ook“pmvincial and bush-league” 

To pamphrase the remark made to Dan 

Quayleinthevi~~identialdebate,I’ve 

read Naipaul and Fawcett is no Naipaul. 

II 

T WAS WITH A GREAT DEAL OF 

satisfaction that I read Victoria 

Branden’s two articles. “Get That Grin 

OffYourFace!“(Februa) and‘*NoSex, 

Please, We’re Gents” (Summer). Her 

sharp analysis has accurately described 

myownt%c3ingsofdiswmfortandembzu- 

mssmentwhenfirstreadingdingAJ&~God 

many years ago, and since then while 

reading the awkward step&y-step descrip 

tions by many writers of what was never 

meant to be a spectator sport. The shock 

value of such explicit details has long 

since peteFed out. Alice Munro is one of 

the few writers who lnanages to write 

about sex and make it an imegral pan of 

her srories. 

In spite of all the clinical descriptions. 

the act of sex is still somewhat of a mys- 

tery. and for purposes of Action. better left 

so. Anyone supporting these opinions. of 

course. stands in dangerofbeing labelled 

quaint and prissy. Lynn Crosbie’s rude 

condescension in “Sexual Positions” 

(September), her savage reaction to 

Victoria Branden’s essays, is revealing. 

Someone once said that in any argument. 

the one who gers mad firs1 loses. Well. 

Lynn Crosbie is certainly mad. ver:v mad. 

s 

0 LYNN CROSBIE FINDS 

Victoria Bnnden’s views “honify- 

ing”? Dear me. I think that such a label is 

betterauached to postmodemism. decon- 

struction, and radical feminism. How’ll we 

ever find a common ground’? And one 

more question: I wonder why you felt il 

necessary to publish a “Rebuttal” to 

Victoria Branden in the first place. Almost 

no other articles get “rebutted.” Do I detect 

a note of shame at sticking up for 

“Victorian” values? Shame! 

AllQw@cn TJ Be 6oodl 

I]” HER REVIEW ARTICLE “OUT 

m the World” (September). Dmne 

Schoemperlen’s observation that the new 

writers of Canadian short fiction appear to 

be well travelled. well read. and”citizens 

of the world” is a thoughtful one. 

One would think that this quality. espe- 

cially when combined with writing talent. 

should be a condition for pride and excite- 

menl. YeI world class. for Schwmperbn. 

does nol seem to coexist with excellence. 

To berate Patricia Robenson’s lined&but 

collection. Cig r,fOrPhuns. for being (as 

I read iti rcxrgocd (“each sentence honed 

to a level of intense perfecdon”) is to some- 

how fall back on a (sadly) typically 

Canadian reaction: this is reoUygc& rhere 

rnusl be something wrong with il. 

Instead of such paranoid suspicion (or 

jealousy?) perhaps reviewers in this coun- 

try might wake up and aI least give grudg- 

ing credit where outright praise is due. 

Robertson is one of the most exciting new 

voices to emerge in years. Aren’t first 

books uliowed IO be this good? 

Rllo,ldo Bnrrlrrlor 

I ‘inolin. B.C. 

ne Brick Shy ofa Load 

0 
N MY PREVIOUS LEITER. WHICH 

you kindly printed in the September 

issue. I inadvenently left d-u name of John 

Donlan out of the list of Brick Books edi- 

tors. It doesn’t matter that you listed me as 

being tium Toronto. whelras I still live in 

London, but that error might as well bc cor- 

rected while we’rea~ it. 

srfluz Drq/Ud 

London. Onr. 

Letters may be edited fix length or to delete 

potentially libel& stutements. Except in 

extmordinory circumston~ letters ofmore 

than 500 words will not be accepted for 

publication. 

Books in Conoda offers sincere thanks to 

the North American Watch Company of 

Canada Ltd. for the donation of a prize 

for our booth at the 1994 Word on the 

Streee Toronto Book and Magazine Fair. 

The winner is Marie MuckIeston. 
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BY PAUL STUEWE 

KennetbJ. Harvey knows what be wants, and it looks like belgoing to get it 

ENNETH 1. HARVM BURST ONTO THE CANADIAN LITERARY SCENE IN 1990. when his collecdon of 

short swrlas Directions fbr cn Opened Body (Mercury) earned a Commonwealth prize nomination. Since &en. 

the 32yaar-old Newfoundlander has published Brud. a novel shot+listed for the SmithBooks/Books in 

Canada First Novel Award. and another short-story collection. The Hole T/tot Must 6-s F*ed. borh published by 

Limla, Brown. His most recent book is Stcfkers (Stoddart)). a thriller. He spoke wtrh Paul Swawa in Toronto. 

BiCt Las’s startout by mlklng about Stclkers, a novel chat is a bit 

of a departure from your previous work 

Kenneth J. Harvey: What it’s about, the moral of the story. is 

?akecamofyourchiIdren orelsesomeone’sgoing to swallow 

them.” St&em is about runaway chlkimn. abused children, who 

faB Into the hands of people who make pornographic videos. 

BiC: Nonetheless, some people will read Stdkers and say that 

this is just an excuse for a lot of sex and violence. 

Harvey: Dfcourse. 

5iCt will they be right! 

Harvey: partially. I do think I’m giving people something that 

they want. As far as I’m concerned. the killer in me is the killer 

In you. But the. main mason I wmte Stalkers was to get away 

Rum IItera’mre for a while. I’ve been submerged in Canadian 

literatme- for the last couple of years I’ve mad almost nothing 

else, and then of course I’ve been writiug - I have four novels 

andawllectionofshortstoriesreadytobepublished. So I said 

“Buough.” The type of literary fiction I do is so intense that I 

canonlywmIcmt it for a few hours a day; the title story of my 

collectionTheHoleThotMurtBe Filled(Little. Brown. 1994). 

for example, required a kind of dense eloquence that had to be 

sustaiued witbout sounding melodramatic. It took me two years 

to write that story. 

But what’s happened now is that some people have read 

Sra/kers, a Iitemy agent among them, and said, “This is all you 

should be doing-why would you want to write literary SNff 

when you can write a thriller as good as this?” I sat down to write 

a thriller because my literary style had come to seem a bit clam= 

tmphobic, you’re dealing with your own turf_ yourown characters. 

and you can only do so much with that. 

BiC: So Smlkets should have bean subtitled “Harvey Takes a 

Holiday”? 

Harvey: Ycs.Sm/&rs is written in a more accessible. mas+madmt 

style. but I think my literary style is in them too. Nobody in Canada 

is writing thrillers Like this. formula thrillers intended to sell. I’m 

not talking about polite Canadian mysteries, I’m talking about 

thrillers Joy Piel~ is the only Canadian titer who’s done them. 

In Canada publishing is such a literary business 

BiC: True it’s sdll quitegenteel. to me point that even Canadll 

mystery novels tend to be less graphically violent and sexually 

frank rhan rheir foreign counterparts. Even when we slanghcar 

one another we like to do it politely. 

Harvey: The idea seems to be “Excuse me. sir, I’m Canadian. 

please let me sit down here, 1 won’t make any noise.” If you’re 

Canadian and you write something llkeS~&ers. you’re consid- 

ered a whore by the literary types. But I believe that if you’re a 

writer. you should be able to write almost anything, just as 

musicians can play almost anything-they make a living playing 

weddings or whatever and then spend the rest of the time working 

on what they really want to do. 
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BiC: But you’re not planning on giving up 

on licerawre. are you? 

Harvey: No, not at all. I’m just putting the 

finishing touches on a literary novel nar- 

rated by a husband and a wife. one of 

whom is a paranoid schizophrenic but the 

reader doesn’t know which. And I’ve 

almost finished another shon-story collec- 

tion, 711~ Fkvh So C/me. which will be 

coming out in 1996. 

BiC: Your first book, Directions fir on 

Opened &dy (Mercury Press. 1990). is a 

wonderful collection of shorrflcrion that 

hardly anyone except Books in Canada 

reviewed, even though it was nominated 

for a Commonwealth Prize. 

Harvey: When that book came out polit- 

ical comecmess was just becoming signif- 

icant. and there’s a lot of shdT said there - 

as well as in Thus H& Thuf Mm Br Fikd 
- that isn’t politically correct. In 

“Ballerina.” a husband is accused of sex- 

ually abusing his daughter. He hasn’t. and 

the only reason he is being accused of it is 

so that his wife can get back at him. There 

are a lot of things like that in the book. 

maybe that’s why no one reviewed it. 

I’ve always had a problem with people 

who say you can’t write about some 

things. you can only hint at them. As far 

as I’m concerned. you can write about 

anything you want to write about. as 

graphically. as explicitly. as you feel nec- 

essary. You can spend four pages writing 

explicitly about your fingerprints. that’s 

fine, but it becomes a problem if you 

describe sexual acts in the same detail. 

Why would anyone complain about 

explicit violenceorexplicit sex whereas 

they would never complain about explicit 

fingerprint descriprion? There are two 

basic human drives: one is reproduction. 

the other is eating. And you’ll find food 

or eating described in some detail in most 

fiction. And yer if you pick up a book in 

which sex occurs. forget it. fade to black. 

il will probably end almost before it 

i begins. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
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BiC: Let’s talk about your novel hd 

(Little, Brown, 1992). which might be 

described as your metaphysical or reli- 

gious opus. Brud Is a simpleron who ktnc- 

tions as a kind of litmus tesr, it’s the way 

people react to him dtat propels rhe plot 

along What part of Kenneth Harvey does 

Brud come from? 

Harvey: That book was a gift. I just sat 

downandwmtetbefustdraftinliveorsix 

weeks, althoughit wasn’t published until 

eight years later. 

Hlic: Distrust of, perhaps even fear of, rhe 

city is a major aspect of the novel. 

same sensibility that wrote Directions fir 

M Opened I?@, but rhere are some major 

differences. It seemed to me that there 

was a significant increase in descriptive 

detail and graphicness, as well as some 

lessening of ambiguity and subtlety - 

everything was more explicldy spelled out 

Harvey: Some of that was a backlash to 

the political correctness phenomenon. The 

story ‘The One.” for example. is written 

from a wom.an’s point of view. and there 

ate no holds barred. no literary holding 

back; but there’s a sense of mysticism in 

it, too. that people have generally over- 

looked in talking about my work. When I 

Harvey:I’mat%mbebeverbtlivinginthe was on tour promoting T/w Hole T/m 

cotmny; itwasn’t until Imovedout to the Mm& Filled I noticed that younger pea 

country recently that I gained a sense of ple were really enthusiastic about it: there 

epiphany, that I could sense perfection. seemsmbeastmngbacklashagainstpolit- 

Cities are about being territorial. invadiig ical correcmess, especially among young 

someone else’s space. There are mo many people. Many of them lind it easy to i&n- 

people in too little space. Bntd leaves the tify with the book-l thi they see the 

muntrymcomeinmdmcity,whereevery- hope in it. Some of the stories are very 

body starts leeching off him and all the grim, but there’s humour in them, too. 

conflict begins. He is a holy figure, I sup- When you’re down low. either you get a 

posehesymbolizesasimpleGod-notin sense of humour or you’re dead. That’s 

a derogatory sense. just that God must be why in Newfoundland. where we’vegone 

simple, which is why the meek will inherit through really hard times. we’ve learned 

the earth, and why we aren’t as distant that the only way to get through adversity 

ftomtheanimaL5aswelikemthinkw2sn2. is to have a sense of humour. 

BiC: And then, after you appeared to 

have become more literarily respectable 

by calkingaboutrhemes and symbols and 

so on, you quickly disabused your readers 

ofthat notlon by publishing a shot+smry 

collection called The Hole That Must Be 

Filled. These stories are clearly fmm the 

BiC: Speaking of Newfoundland. you’ve 

been quoted as saying that you’re con- 

sciously rexting against the idea of being 

regional. or quainS or some sort of cute 

anecdotalia 

Harvey: It’s mote inadvertent than con- BiC: Would you tare m name names? 

scious, more of a reaction IO where I grew Harvey: No, they know who they are. 

up in Newfoundland. which was in acity - 

St. John’s_that noonewaswiitingatour 

BiC: One of the images that mainland 

Canadians have of Sr John’s is chat the 

polite force does not carry guns. which 

probably leads us to think that it must be 

a quiet. drowsy place. 

Harvey: It isn’t. It’s a hard place. Themare 

drug dealers, prostitutes. cozy people. pea- 

ple walking up and down the streets carry- 

ing baseball bats. “Small Ones Disturb the 

Biggest.” one of the stories that will be in 

my next collection. is based on an incident 

a police officer told me about. just sn tutbe- 

lievnblr thing. The policeman went into a 

house where a guy had been impaled by a 

crowbar. was pinned to the wall 

BE So there are times when life can be 

even worse than a Kennedt Harvey story. 

Harvey: Oh yeah! (lurrghs~ A lot of my 

stuiTcomes from life. from things dxx I’ve 

seen or been told and have turned into my 

own kind of fiction. 

BiC: Who ware the mystery and thriller 

writers you read before wridng Stalkers! 

Harvey: Mickey Spillane. Raymond 

Chandler. Mary Higgins Clark - I love 

them all. But it’s not so much that rhe writ- 

ets you read inthtenLe you as that they turn 

on lights that are already in your head. 

BiC: Mickey Spillane? Who’s usually dis- 

missed as a crude, fascistic. ultra-violent 

meathead by moregenteei mysmy readers! 

Harvey: Yes. I like him. But I also like 

Tolstoy and Paul Bowles. 

BiC: Spillane’s kind of writing doesn’t 

seem m exist in Canada. 

Harvey: No. On the other hand, there are 

a lot of C.anadi.an Aten who never should 

have been published. and are published 

only because they’re stroking the right 

body parts and hanging around with the 

right people. 

................................................................................................................................ 
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EC: Who are the Canadian wriws you 

do like? 

Harvey: Terry Jordan. He’s a new voice 

I really, reaIIy like Tiiothy Fmdley is one 

of the few people who write “big books” 

that1 actually enjoy readin& that I can’t put 

down-he has his own voice. but he also 

writes in very different styles, and he 

knows how to hold the reader’s atteotion. 

I Ilke Mavls Gallant Alice Munro, Sharon 

Butala, DougIas Glover, I think Alistair 

MacLeod is one of the greatest writers of 

all time. 

BiCt Let’s go back to your observation 

abouttheyou~fulnersofyouraudience. 

You’re no Methusaleh yourself. you’re in 

your early 30s. you could even fake being 

amemberofGeneratlonX . . . . 

Harvey: Yccch! I’ve no time for that, I 

can’trelateto it, I think it’sjustpop culture 

andit’Ilsooo&ap~justlikeeveryother 

pop-culhtre fad. 

BiC: Are you part of a genearion! 

Harvey: I guess I’m a ’70s person. It’s 

really weird, the ’60s was al1 peace and 

love, everyone loved everyone else, the 

’70s was drugs and self-destruction, 

Bright Lights, Big Ci@ But nobody will 

know who Jay McInemey is IO years 

from now, just as nobody will know who 

Doug Coupland is 20 years from now. 

Maybe they will tmnsmotateaod become 

something else, but they’re writing about 

such topical things that they’re going m 
dateveryquictdy. But I’ve never been into 
pop cultore, which is what wilers like 

McIoemey and Coupland are all about. 

KC: But you’re a Mickey Spillane fan. 

surely he’s pop culwre! 

Harvey: I suppose so. but he’s stood the 
testoflime.lfpeopleastiIlreadingDoug 
Coopland in 20 years, okay, he’ll have 

passed the test too -although I don’t 

tblnkhewiIl.Bot togetbackmthegener- 

ation questim, lo the ’80s everyone wanted 

mliveforever,pwplestartedsavingthem- 

selves, and now in the ’90s ugly has 

become beautiful. it’s okay to be a loser. 

theR arc pop songs about “You’re the ugli- 

est thing I’ve everseen. I think I love you.” 

BiC: I’m not so sure that’s true of pop cul- 

rure in general. which still seems to be 

obsessed wirh Michael Jackson’s sexualiv 

and murder among the glamorous 0. J. 

Simpson set But I suppose it’s an aspect 

of pop culrure - MuchMusic mlghc give 

it five minutes every couple of hours. 

Harvey: As far as music goes Canada is 

really surging now. theTragically Hip and 

Bryan Adams xe big all over the world. 

The Tragically Hip are incredibly talented 

and there’s no doubt that they’re Canadian. 

but they also do their own thing and say 

whatever the hell they want. I’d like to 

think I’m the same way - I’m proud to be 

Canadian but I see that as a freedom, not 

a limitation. 

BiC: Speaking as a cultural narionalisL I’m 

concerned thar we don’t get over- 

whelmed in rhe process, especially by the 

United States, when we start orienting 

ourselves co orher culrures. 

Harvey: I’m concerned about it. too. I’m 

a firm believer in limiting the number of 

channels coming in and foreign movies 

and so on. 

WC: Canadian-content requirements are 

precisely rhe reason why we have such a 

successful - ardstically as well as com- 

mercially - music indusoy. As far as lit- 

emtore goes, we’ve got an unsatlsfaccoty 

compromise in which we subsidize pro- 

ducdon bur don’t do much to assist disoi- 

burion and mnsumpcion. As a result we 

produce a large number of books rhac 

aren’t canied in most bookstores and sim- 

ply aren’t available to potential readers. 

Harvey: F’artof it is the writers; you have 

m think about what people want to read. 

about what you can write for them without 

wmpmmising yourself. This is a business. 

even though somr people don’t seem to 

realize that. This is one of the reasons I 

find publishers so frustrating. If you call 

your publisher and want to get some infor- 

mation about your book. they go 

“Uh.. .um.. why do you want to know 

that?““Bad author.” they thii. “difticult 

person. ““what business is it of his?” 

“Why should he want to know what wc’rc 

doing with his life?“Tbal’s theirmental- 

ity. I’ve dealt with several publishers now, 

and they’re all the same. they all say the 

same things. I’ve been thinking of writing 

an article about it. although I suppose I 

might get tarred and feathered and 

drommedout of the business. But it’s true. 
if1 waoted business information fmm my 

associates-and I’ve operated several 

businesses in other Gelds over the years. 

so I think I know what I’m talking about 

-sod was mld the kind of thing publish- 

ers have said to me. I’d question their 

competence. I meao. if you ask a publisher 

how many copies of your book were 

printed. they say something like “1 don’t 

know we gave away so many we can’t 

remember . it was either 2,000 or 3,500, 

somewhere around there.“Then you ask 

them if there isn’t somtww who knows, 

and they spin their gears for a while and 

still can’t come up with rhe answer. 

Publishing is one of the most screwed-up 

businesses I’ve ever been involved with. 

BE Which must be part of the reason 

why you spend so much time and &OK 

promoting yourself. 

Harvey: Some prople think this makes me 

a “bad boy.” but I don’t go out there and 

say things and prt myself quoted just 

because I like to shoot off my mouth. 

That’s not what I do. I only say things that 

I believe to be true and that nooneelse is 

saying. I don’t think this is a game. And 

when I do have something tosay. I know 

how to say it so that the media will pay 

attcntionnndpickopon it. You havemget 

out there and market yourself - no one 

else isgoing todo it for you. 0 
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But il at first jrou don’t succeed 

in getting your novel published, 

0 0 0 jlou’ll have to try, try again 

Jan. 24, 1984 

I have just returned from an interview with Timothy 

Flldley, who is writer-in-residence at Trent. I’m writing 

this down immediately. He said one of my stories was 

‘@St a killer”snd another was “wonderfully moving.” He 

said, “Time to do something longer. a novel or a book of 

connected sbortstorles . . Keep bombarding Canadian ed- 

itors . . . Don’t write for yourself, but don’t write for a set 

audience. ‘Ihe audience comes to you as you write.” Okay. 

I’vepsidmy duesin termsofgetting published and getting 

rejected. I’m ready to write anovel. 

Ear. 6, 1985 

I’ve been thinking about why I haven’t seriously tried to 

write a novel. Maybe it’s like my indecision about swing 

an M.A.. a question of dedication. No, it’s a question ofen- 

ergy. It’s easy to be dedicated if you love what you’re do- 

ing. It’s the energy required to maintain the degree of 

dedication to complete the thing that bothers me. In the 

case of a novel -do I have enough energy to remain dedi- 

cated for a year. two years. three? To something that may 

never see the light ofday? 

Feb. 2, 1986 

Well. I’ve written a novel. Four hundred-odd hand- 

scrawled pages! II’S about an adolescent and is quite good. 

but not the kind ofchildren’s book that actually sells. Maybe 

there’s too much adult irony. Maybc I wrote it for myself. 
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It’s se.t in 1947. Writing about the past is 

Iike eating comfort food. It’s h&g. 

Apr. 3, 1986 
Sent a synopsis sod the first 50 pages 

of Hero of Lesser Causes to Lester & 

Orpcn Dmnys. Read that this publisher 
is interested in quality hard-cover mate 

riaI only. Not sore whether I’m being a 

realist or an egutist? 

Letter from M.OD dated 
Sept. 3, 1986 

‘I must apologize for being so slow in 

getting back to you about the sample of 

Hero ofLesser Causes. It’s a most ap- 

pealing work.” They said to send the 
wholemaoutipt. 

Jietter from L&OD dated 

Oct. 17, 1986 

“Thank you very much for letting us 
read your novel. I apologize for tbe slow- 

ness over it. It is a delightful story in 

many ways, and Keely is a strong and 

originalcharacter....“Ho-;‘Iregrct 

to say that we are not ppared to make 
youaooffcrat lbiapoint”Rala! They felt 

it had great potential and would offer me 

advice. I am to meet with the editor in 

Torontotodiscussthemanuscript’sprob- 

Iems. This is very generous, actually. A 
glimmerofhope. 

December 1986 

Have rewritten Hero and senf it back 

toL&OD. 

apro 9, 1987 
Sent Hero to James Lorimer. 

June 18, 1987 

Wrote L&OD to see what’s up with 
Hero. 

Letter from L&OD dated 
June 24. 1987 

“I do apologize for the delay” (six 
months).“Sonytosayit’snotforus . .We 
have little experience in the YA market 

and therefore have to be caotioos . . Best 

ofluck.“Maouscript returned. (Andall the 
Royal bish best of luck to you. too.) 

June 1987 

Hero xtumed from Lorimer. Thanks 

but no thanks. June is a diiy month. 

September 1987 
Sent Hwo m rlre Colkn Agency. No 

dice. Buried Hero on the bottom shelf of 

my cupboard. And wept. They all bale 

my writing and rhey hate me tco. 

Spring 1988 

Started a new novel. which seems to 

be about hunger and alienation. I feel 

pretty good about atrempling another 
novel. It’s like getting back up on the 

horse after it’s bucked you off. 

AUK. 6, 1988 
Watched an eclipse of the moon. I 

think it will make its way into my new 

book. My main character is turning out 
to be a bit cynical. 

Oct. 30, 1988 

Resurrected Hero and showed it 10 
Budge Wilson. who has had several chil- 

dren’s books published. She was very 

encouraging. 

Hovember 1988 

Finished rhe first draft of new novel 

about a sarcastic 15-year-old and have 

stock it in a drawer to simmer. Once 
again revising Hero. I am such a 

masochist. 

Jan. 17, 1989 
Sear Hero to Groundwood. 

my 17, 1989 
Hero came back. Severe depression. 

Can’t write. 

Y~Y 24, 1989 
Budge heard that L&OD has hired an 

editor for children’s books. She advises 

me to phone and mention the earlier in- 

terest shown in Hero. I may live to see 
anotherday. 

bi.% 25, 1989 
LBrOD’s new editor. Kathy 

Lowinger. asked IO see rhe whole 

manuscript as well as the first editor’s 
comments. I’m pretending not to hope. 

Instead. I consider rhe number of postal 

workers whose wages I’m supporting. 

Aug. 22, 1989 

Letter from Kathy L. “Sorry for the 

delay.” she begins. This is apparendy tie 

smdard editorial opening line. She is in- 
terested in Hero and wants to work with 

me toger h up to publishing level. 

Oct. 6, 1989 
Kathy L. phoned after I sent her four 

revised chapters and said. “If the resr is 

as good. I think we have a book here.” 

My heart rhumps. I think I love this edi- 
tor-person more than life itself. I go 

around laughing oaf loud. 

Apr. 24, 1990 

I have done a total rewrite. Deep-sixed 

eight extraneous characters and ditched 

several fascinating but confusing sub- 

plots. Drove to Toronto to deliver the 

manuscript. Supporting Shell gas now, 

rather than the post off%ze. Again. Kathy 
said, if the rest is as good as the fiat few 

chapters. etc. The old scary IF. Better not 

count my chickens. But wait! I hove 

counted my chickens, dammit. They 
aren’t going to drop me flat now. K. said I 

would hear soon. I live beside the phone. 

uay 31, 1990 
I have had live anxious weeks of wait- 

ing but K. finally phoned to say they 
would publish Hero. I went out onto the 

veranda roof and shouted the news to my 

neighbour. who was raking her lawn. I 

think she wonders what kind of sub- 

stance I’m abusing. The reason for the 
delay was that L&OD has been sold! Not 
to worry, K. said, all projects will go 
ahead, including mine. which is to be 
published in rhe fall of ‘91. 
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June 1990 

Waiting for written confirmation that 

my book will be published. 

August 1990 

Waltbtg for a coom. 

Sentember 1990 

conkact came. wrong one. It was for 

an illustrator. Sent it back. 

October 1990 

Got a contract, this time for an author. 

A step in the tight direction. Rumours 

are flying about L&OD’s future being 

precatious. 

Dec. 19, 1990 

L%OD has not sent back my co- 

signed contract. When I phoned, the con- 

tract person said everything was fine and 

that they would call me back. I’m not 

convinced. I thought the mete promise of 

a book to be published would be my re- 

demption. It isn’t. I need evidence.. 

Jan. 3, 1991 

Still no contract Phoned K. to find out 

what’s going on. I’ve dropped Shell Gas 

and Canada Post and am now supporting 

Bell. Talking to K. at L&OD was like 

talklog to someone at a funeral padour. 

Their jobs are in jeopardy. She said she 

will help me place my manuscript with 

HarperCollins.General.orGroundwood. 

Jan. 9, 1991 

K. phoned at 6:00 p.m. to say that 

Hees International, the corporation that 

owns them. has sacked them all. L&OD 

isentering intoasales and m;uketingser- 

vices agreement with Key Porter Books 

to handle their backlist. She said Key 

Porter might be interested in my 

manuscript and that they would call me 

on the 14th. It’s my manuscript. but good 

grief. it’s theirjobs! Hard tosee things in 

perspective sometimes. 

Jan. 14, 1991 

Key Porter didn’t call. Getting good at 

waiting. I’m back at the helm. I’ve 

stopped feeling sorry for myself and in- 

tend topublishorperish. As the first half- 

century of my life draws to a close. the 

latterseemsadistinct possibility. 

tilar. 4, 1991 
Key Porter is only lukewarm about 

Hero because of the cost involved in pro- 

ducing a small number - 3,000 books. 

They said to try elsewhere. 

mar.13, 1991 

Had a letter from Key Porter saying 

they may do it if they can get a co-edition 

in the United States to make it profitable. 

I am at liberty to withdraw it and try 

other publishers. I think I’ve been on this 

merry-go-round before. Phoned K. yet 

again. Getting a feeling for this game. 

When in doubt get on the blower. 

Yar. 27, 1991 

K. thinks Hero needs more work to es- 

tablish it from a child’s point of view. 

Maybe put it in the first person. Not a dif- 

ficult job. K. maintains. but advises not 

doing anything until I get a contract 

from Key Porter. Someone will call me. 

Later. No one called me. This is either 

a lame-brained soap opera or an epic 

tragedy. My stress level has reached new 

heights. 

April 1991 

I am a driven woman. Obsessed. I’m 

reworking the point of view in Hero and 

putting it all into the lint person. What a 

majoroverhaul! If it wereon a computer, 

people tell me. it would be ten times eas- 

ier. I am running out of Scotch tape and 

lose my scissors daily. This won’t be 

ready for tie fall for any publisher. Time 

to stop hoping and face facts. 

End of Nay 1991 

K. and 1 nit-picked the manuscript all 

morning. Had coffee with Malcolm 

Lester. I thiok I now have a pmmise of a 

contract for publication probably in the 

spring of ‘92. We’ll see. Long ago I took 

all those chickens I had counted and 

stuffed them back into theire_qs. 

June 5, 1991 

Perhaps the penultimate chapter is 

about to be written on the saga of pub- 

lishing Hero. Malcolm Lester is starting 

a company under the aegis of Key Porter. 

with his own imprint. K. has been hired 

as senior editor. (She hung in and it paid 

off.) I also hung in. With any luck. I too 

will be paid. Cash dollars would be nice. 

My contract will be in the mail next 

week! I’ve certainly heard that before 

and don’t plan to hold my breath. 

June 25, 1991 

Bought a computer and love it. 1 love 

the machine’s shining little pale blue 

face and the engaging way it politely 

asks me to “please wait.” Feeding new 

novel into it. which should save wear and 

tear on my sanity. It’s about a girl named 

Sara Moone. No title as yet. Its structure 

seems flat. Need to boun~z one stoty-line 

off another. Make connections. It’s 

there. I think. Just have to work it out. 

July 22, 1991 

Signed a contract with Malcolm Lester 
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to publish Hem qftisser Caures. I’m re- 

lieved.CynlcalJnttrelieved.Alsogmteful. 

October 1991 

Working on Sara Moone novel. It is 

such a luxury to write and know it’s a 

job, a livelihood. (I mean it could be if I 

ate sparingly and didn’t mind living in a 

tent.) I feel Iii a real person. I exist. In 

writing these novels about young people, 

I think I’m raising and looking at ghosts. 

Keely. the bungling overachiever. Sara. 

the cold cynic with a soft heart. Botb of 

them pondering their own existence in 

much the same way I ponder mine. 

January 1992 

The year of the book! I am physically 

ill. Nothing immediately terminal. Stress 

and apinp. How bloody marvellous. 

Went to the dinosaur display at the 

ROM. To understand that there have 

been at least fout ice ages and that we are 

now in an interglacial period really pin- 

points our existence. I’m an invisible 

speck and yet I keep wondering if any- 

one will read my book after I’m &ad. 

More important, will anyone read it 

while I’m alive? It’s incredible how the 

human mind clings egocentrically to its 

own tiny space. 

February 1992 

Almost finished the fourth draft of the 

Sara Moone novel. As I was driving to 

the lake, alone, an old rhyme flew into 

my head 6um God knows what cerebral 

holding tank. A&m and Eve and Pbtch- 
Mel Wenf down to the river to bathe/ 
A&m and Eve fell inl And who do you 
think was saved? Its treachery fits my 

story. Needs tinkering with, but it’s the 

layerIwantedtoreach. 

?Jar. 6, 1992 

K. definitely wants the new novel al- 

though it needs work. She phoned to say 

my Hero books sre in. I lay on the floor 

and listened to Bach. I don’t think life 

can possibly get any better than this. 

Mar. 12. 1992 

The last chapter. My books arrived. 

Tension of a IO-month pregnancy! 

When I looked at my book for the first 

time this despicable thought swept over 

me. 1 don’t love it. I’ve gone through all 

this turmoil and sweat and anxiety and I 

don’t love it. 

Ear. 20, 1992 

Three unrelaled people said they liked 

my book. I’m beginning to smile at il af- 

fectionately. 

Summer 1992 

Little. Brown has bought the rights to 

Hem and will publish it in the United 

States. Melanie. my American editor. 

phoned from Boston to ask for changes. 

Spelling, yes. Simplification of ideas. no. 

She feels American kids won’t geet some 

of the irony. Canadian kids may not get 

it, either. but they might like a challenge. 

Let them puzzle it out. discuss it: even. 

heaven forbid. ask an adult. I don’t think 

young means simple-minded. 

Friday the 13th oi Bov. 1992 

This must be the epilogue. Someone 

phoned from the Canada Council IO tell 

me that Hero O~LPSXI. Currse.s has won 

the Governor General’s Award. 1 

screamed and jumped up and down. 

Then I told my family and we all 

screamed and jumped up and down. 

Then later, much later. when I was alone 

with a sore throat from screaming. I lay 

on the floor and listened to Handel at full 

volume. Rejoicing music! 

Dec. 3, 1992 

I thought I was bloody wonderful. 

there. for a day or two. I think. however. 

I’ve been put firmly in my literary 

place. The GG winners were asked to 

strut their stuff in both official lan- 

guages at a gala reading at the National 

Library the day after the awards cere- 

mony with the exception of three cate- 

gories - translation. children’s litera- 

ture. and illustration. 

There now! I’ve bad my little whine. 

As the writerofa book forchildren I may 

not be a?, equal as some. but by George 

I’m moving in the right direction. Any 

Canadian writer who can’t find some- 

thing bitchy 10 say abour the GGs ain’t 

worth a pinch o’ coonshit. 

Dec. 9, 1992 

Should. but can’t. slop adding to this 

adventure story. With awards come in- 

terviews. which leave me on the brink of 

hean failtuz. For I4 yean I’ve shuffled 

in to my typewriter safe in my 

anonymity and now. suddenly, people 

SI~JI reading what I write and listening to 

what I say - rhe outpourings of a disor- 

derly and. a1 times. deranged mind. Whar 

if I start spewing 0uI unaduherated, per- 

fectly formed horse droppings? Oh. God. 

what if 1 stxted believing them’? 

Dec. 14, 1992 

I welcome Ihe postman. now. He is 

not. as he so often has been. the bearer of 

bad news who would have done well to 

guard his back after delivering those 

dreaded self-addressed return envelopes. 

He chooses instead to bring me letters of 
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congratulation 6um people whose lives 

have touched mine as far back BS child- 

hood. This is joy and I koow it. 

Jan. 31. 1993 
Health becoming worrisome. How 

ironic! I’ve been writing my brains out. 

especiaIly the past six years. finally have 
a book published. win a magnificent 

prize, and now Fate confroots me with 

the old shears poised over the thread of 
my life, Heh, hch, heh! I hear herchortle. 

Feb. 3, 1993 
Refuse to have the energy sucked out 

of me at this stage. Back to work. 

Contract for Adam and Eve and Pinch- 

Me came. No mistakes. no agonies, no 

waiting. The writing life, it seems, can be 

soalghtforward. 

Feb. 281 1993 

Recently talked about and read from 

Hero of Lesser Causes to m interested 
group of adults who didn’t run out 

screaming or throw up because it was a 

children’s book and who actually seemed 

to relate to the postwar time frame in 

Heroandtothefaetthatthepmlagonist’s 
bmthexhadtocopewithpamlysisfoUow- 

ing polio. There was one exception. A 

woman asked me how dare I write about 

polii when I had never suffered from it 

myself. This sounds suspiciously like the 
pmblem of voice appropriation, which 

lurks everywhere it seems! 

June 14, 1993 
Hero is to be published in France. The 

tmnslatorwmtetoaskifhecouldchange 
the game ofbaseball in small-town, post- 

war Ontario to soccer, as he koows of no 

French traoslatlon for baseball te-rminol- 

ogy. I sent him a French-Canadian base 
ball translation. Soccer indeed! 

Early September 1993 
Now have a laptop computer. 

Beginning, also, to think covetously 

about modems and fax machines and all 

those ?-Oth-century trappings. “Do you 

have a pen:‘” someone asked recently. I 

stared bhmkly back. 

Hero has woo the IODE children’s 
book award! The honour is wonderful. but 

why pretend? The money is magnificent. 

especially with all four kids in university. 

Trip to Alberta in mid-August but saw 
little of it as I had to polish and line-tune 

Adorn und Err orrd Pith-Me to meet 

Kathy’s deadline at Lester Publishing. 
and Stephanie’s (my new American edi- 

tor) at Little, Brown and Co. LB and Co. 

had been promised the manuscript. but 

Melanie. my first American editor who 

has recently gone from Little. Brown to 

Orchard Books. also wants it. Little, 
Brown won’t let us out of the option 

clause. however. Oh. the convolutions 

and peregrinations of it all! I love it. 

It’s a curious paradox that you have to 

write a book in order to learn how to 

write a book. Fortunately for me, Kathy 
is demanding. A badly edited book 

teaches a writer nothing. 

Oct. 22, 1993 

I am apparently the kiss of death in the 
publishing industry. Shades of L&OD. 

Little, Brown has let go a huge number 

of staff. among them Stephanie, my edi- 

tor. Her replacement on Adorn atd Eve 

andPirrch-Me seems to be a nameless. 
disembodied team of editors that wants 

to chaoge “CBC mdio” to “public radio” 

and “Mounties” to “police” - little 
Canadian Ravourings I want to keep. We 

will fight this to the death. Something to 

be said for small companies. 

Eovember 1993 
My various editors arc a hardy lot. 

Stephanie has been hired by Simon & 

Schuster Books for Young Readers as 
Vice President and Editorial Director. 

Dec. 31, 1993 
I’ve started a new novel. 

Jan. 14, 1994 
Cask out to sea with this new novel and 

am in dangerofdrowning. I know where 

it’s going. but I don’t know why. The 

things I write with the greatest convic- 

tion are the things I want toexplore in my 
own life. Don’t understand why I feel 

compelled to write about prophecy. It 
must stand for something else. Youth 

lives in the present. Maturity faces the 

future and tries to second-guess it. 

Maturity sees consequences and youth 

sees only the action. 

Feb. 8, 1994 
I dreamt I was behind a glass window 

watching gigantic waves roll toward me. 

Witheach wave I feltasenseofawe,asif 

I would be overwhelmed by something 

bigger than I’d ever experienced. But I 
was protected by glass. All day I’ve 

wanted to smash something. 

uar. 13, 1994 
Back from my reading tour in 

Yellowknife, Hay River, and Inuvik. 

Maybe not my big awesome experience, 

but certainly the next best thing to it. 

Striding acmss the frozen tarmac, brief- 
case in hand. to a waiting DC-X temper- 

ature at -43. Err! - for exhilaration. 

Could take more of that! 

Apr. 2, 1994 
Adam urrd El-e md Pirrch-Me has been 

published and launched. I felt about it as 
I did watching each of my children go off 

to university. Have I provided her with 

survival skills? Will I be calm if she 
fails? 

Juljr 12, 1994 
Once again deeply into novel number 

three. Not sure whether it’s for a youthful 

audience or a mature audience. I believe 
Timothy Findley had something to say 

about audiences. once, a long time ago. 

Just looked it up. “The audience comes 

to you as you write.” Yes. 0 
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Longtime gardener Jennifer Bennett, 
gives a literary account oi the art and 
science, history and dreams rhar make 
gardening a rewarding personal 
endeavout. Paperback $14.95 
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BY JOHN OUGHTON 

Whether it’s Native sites, northern lights, or cartoon insights, the season’s 
gij%book givers have much to choose from 

IFT BOOK SEQUELS ARE 

less common than the Hollywood 

variety. but when the first title 

obtains good sales and reviews. 

why not? Saskatchewan’s 

Courtney Milne follows up The.Smwf Ewrh wirh 

Spirit of the Land: Sacred Places in Native 
North America (Penguin. 2 IO pages. $55 cloth!. 

which offers glowing colour prints. accompanied 

by informative text about the Native sites. 

The places range from the well known 

(Niagara Falls) 10 the charmingly obscure (Head- 

Smashed-In Buffalo Jump). Milne’s eye for 

colour and composition remains assured. There 

are some excellent landscapes here. both those 

shot “straight” and others using special effects 

such as filters and camera movement. What set 

my reviewing teeth on edge is ~1 occasional New 

Age-type preciousness: Milne is a little too nnx- 

ious to inject spirituality. with shafts of light 

telling us the place is holy. rather than letting it 

speak for itself. 

More to my taste is Candace Savage’s Aurora: 

The Mysterious Northern Lights (Douglas & 
McIntyre. I41 pages. 53.9.5 cloth). Gift books 

should insnwt as well as impress. and he= Savage 

leadsan informative historical tourof the magnetic 

phenomenon so familiar to Canadtidns. Illustrated 

with excellent colour photographs and earlier 

engravings and drawings. Savage’s teat documents 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ..*............ . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
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the place of the aurora borealis in folk 

beliefs (the Nonvegiam thought the tights 

shone from youngwomen's souls),super- 

stitions. and scientific debate. Ironically. 

a scientist named Birkeland, who argued 

rhat the phenomenon was caused by solar 

winds eddying around the e&~‘s mag- 

netic field, was right and the renowned 

Lord Kelvin was wrong. Savage includes 

funny and eloquent quotations from the 

likes of Robert Service, and also discusses 

the southern li&s~~~s book will make 

alinegiftforanyone~t&&~inaslmn~ 

omy, the Noah and South poles; tid hi$ 

lucinogenic visuals. 

What better accompaniment to the 

northern lights than a coyote’s.bowl? 

Coyotes have been classed as pests. 

hunted and happed in thousands for gov- 

ernment rewards and by gruesome meth- 

ods. Yet theirrange has extended during 

thelastcenhuyfromanbandinthe 

West to almost all of the United States 

and southern Canada. Wayne Grady 

admires these quintessential survivors. 

and argues compellingly in Coyote: 

Voice of the Wilderness (Douglas & 

McIntyre. 19Opages. $29.95 cloth) that 

coyotes have often been unfairly deni- 

grated. They do prey on livestock. Grady 

says, but eat far more rodents than they do 

farm animals. 

The lucid text incorporates quotes from 

other writers (ii&ding Mark Twain. who 

described tbis rather handsome animal as 

a “long, slim sick and sorry-looking skele- 

ton”) and a wealth of &tail about the coy- 

ote’s life, habib and importance as a trick- 

ster figure in Native stories. Given how 

elusive coyotes are, thecolour plates tesdfy 

to the skill and patience of North 

America’s nature photographers. 

Roloff Beny probably was not, as he 

onceclaimed,“‘tbegreatest photographer 

intheworki.“Buthecouldmaketheworld 

appearrich,drsmalic,andsensual.Hissp3 

cialgi!Iwasforthefom~ofclassicslarchi- 

techax and sculphne, and he demonsuated 

exquisite tsxe in haming his views. Yet he 

wore leopard-skin vests and suits that 

looked like the wallpaper in a Greek 

restaurant. 

Now. a decade afjerBeny ‘s death. with 

nearly all of his tliT&iur,ofprint. he is 

commemorated in Visu’ai &rneys 
A 

(Douglas&McIntyre. 256 pages. $55 .-;...&$ 

cloth); Beny was many things: 

genius. poseur. opportunist, syc* 

phant of the rich and famous 

(including the Shah and 

Shahbanou of Irani. loyal 

fri&.of~eggy Gyggenheim,J 

;;to$; EFEZn?3 

only Beny’s best images and 

early paintings. but also an incom- 

plete autobiography and snapshots 

-ottenbivuTe-ofhim.Tbereare 

comments from others, ranging from 

press-release hyperbole (“Beny . has 

been lavished with countless international 

honoun”) to warts-and-all realism (“Did 

I say he could be tiresome? Tiresome 

beyond belier’). 

Three booksexplore the beauty ofspe- 

cilic areas. Gatineau Park: An Intimate 
Portrait (Dynamic Light. 144 pages. 

$49.9.5 cloth) examines the areajust north 

of Ottawa. Here black bears and maple 

txes compete for attention with the ruins 

imponed by MacKenzie King to decorate 

Kingsmere. The photographer/writer J. 

David Andrewscollabonted with Brenda 

Carter, a wildlife painter. to produce a var- 

ied porn-ah of this beautiful pan of Ontario. 

Andrew is best at photographs of frost- 

and mist-laden landscapes. while Carter’s 

strength is in appealing but unsentimental 

animal poruaits. 

A similar partnership animates 

Canada’s Royal Garden: Portraits 
and Reflections (Penguin. I50 pages, 

$35 cloth). in which the writer/photogra- 

pher Norman Track teams up with the 

wood engraver Genud Brendrr k Brsndis 

to tell the story of the Royal Botanical 

From 
Gatineau 
Park An 
Intimate 
Portrait 

Gardens. the 

largest botanical 

gardens in the 

world. but not a 

major tourist 

draw due to its 

localion jusi out- 

side Hamilton. 

Ontario. This 

survey of the 

Gardens’ bistoq. 

seasons. and 

flon. wilh essays 

from its natural- 

ists. is a Ireat for 

gardeners and 

botanists. 

Finally: look. 

up in the air. it’s 
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&nFimMl6.luissn 
Tim *IDS Od~Dcq 
d Dr. POID. 

Daniel Gawthrop 
An intimare 
portrait of the late 
Peter Jepson-Young. the 
charming and aniculare 
public educator on 
AIDS and gay rights. 

$lB+GsT 

iFisudisug rF6luusin~ 
Rick Ouston 

The eDmpelling ‘detective 
stow of a journalist’s 
search for the mother 
who left him in an 
orphanage at birth. 

$lS+GST 

$i6+06~ 

Available in Canadlen bookstores or from New Smr Books 604-736-9429 

MtaJUIi~&hK,tI,i.it’sanolhalandscape 

photographer! This time, in Where the 

EagleSoars @inax% 128 pagea, 529.95 

paper), h’s tbeofficial Snowbii lensman 

Russ Heiol snapping British Columbia’s 

islands 6um dizzying angles. Some shots 

tam fields, shores, and cities into abstmct 

FGU!XC3;itl0lheTsIhec apperssmbe 

so close m the sailboat or people pictured 

tbatacollisiinseemsimmintiLHeinllinds 

dramatically lit vistas to focus on and, 

thanks m gp~tabii -, U.SUZIU~ 

gets them sharp, desphe the vibration and 

motion of flight. Fliers, B.C. addicts, and 

thosewhopmfer knv-levelaonchak8ight.s 

will enjoy tbis book. 

C&toonistsamareliableblesourceofinex- 

pensive giff books. This season, Canada’s 

bestandfiereesteditorialcarmonist,Aislin, 

offers his 25th collection, while the 

Calga~Hemld’sVanceRcdewakweighs 

inwilhhis8rsLFotup&shatup~~ 

Davies. 160 pages. $15.99 paper) isn’l 

Aislin at his greatest. bur even average 

Aislin offers enough genius IO enrenain 

long after the news stories that inspired his 

Goretie sketches have faded. Aislin. whose 

vitriolic pen made even Tories-in-power 

tremble (Barbara MacDougall called his 

work “not only personally offensive but 

frightening on behalf of all Canadians”1. 

here etches memorable images of’ 

Mulmney’s retirement from politics. the 

Okacrisis. and Robert Boumssa’s mdder- 

less politics. Some of the sketches look 

mugh. drawn under the pressure of dead- 

lines: but they all work. and the best are 

potent indeed. The book feels a little 

crowded. throwing in previously unpub- 

lished work sod somedmes as many as four 

camxms 10 a page. II also includes an occa- 

sionally amusing but who’s-gonna-read-it- 

all accompanying text by Hubie Bauch. 

Rodewalt: With Weapons Drawn 

(Temeron. I28 pages. S 16.95 paper) is 

more pla_yfol, less vicious. Rodewalt’s style 

is rather comic-sbippish. showing uaces of 

his tenure with Cruc4nl and 1wcztl maga- 

zines. Some of the cannoons work only for 

an Albrrta audience (jokes about Don 

Getty’s former riding or Ralph Klein’s 

adviser). others take a telling shot at global 

issues: humanoid piggies building an 

Everest of trash: rhr Pope. wenring mse- 

~x~loured glasses. accompaoied by the news 

item that “the Vatican states unconovlled 

population growth not the cause of 

povrrty.” A carloon aboor a poll Ihat 

revealed Americans consider Canada the 

ninth most imponu counny in tbe world 

also strikes home: an apologetic elephant 

smoking a cigar in bed and saying 10 an 

angry beaver “I thrxghl you knew there 

were others.” Rodewalt. a stylish cari- 

catorist. is a good joumqman cartoonist 

with oc3xsional moments of brilliance. 0 
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ARageofPo~iks EdA Harris 

Hanis takes the reader drmugh rhe a&or’s life from childhwd to middle age. Her 

subde and precise use of languagz to den& dre lrxs of a &Id, a sister and her 

parents makes these poems resonate long aker me book has been put down. 

WOISAK ~lr WYNN 09 I 9897394 $10.00 pb 

Iodine, a; A tit to J&s kh Gm&ionq 
&.&&&‘,,,&p q@, Hmid tie&j, 

llusc pxins drmb and disturb and c&rate as dmy move from namuive to 
, , .:.. descriptive to mtditarive. Combine rhi wirh his unique brand of humour and you 

end up wirh one of Canadah snongear new voices. Rhenisch was born in a bliamrd _ 
early in 198 and raised on an orchard in BC’s Similkameen Valley. Il...1 “.E..$C.. 

WO~~AKE~WTNN @919897-&l $10.00 pb 

5&l!rJhrC&rEion,NeileGr&am 

n - ‘-“‘-’ “7 ‘I klievt in tJu common magic I of foresa and household gods’ wires Neile Graham in 

me ride poem of dris hook She writes oFuying to see dearly, ardcularingways of living ’ #+,,,,, pri,,,,. 

in a modem, often blinding world. How she stes her world will alter how we see ours. 
I,. I. . . . . ..- 

BRICKBOOKS @91962&742 $11.95 pb 
Earth l+inze, Bert Almon 

Aknonh poe ms are cenued in local, apparendy unremarkable moments which are 

addressed wirh such a fine, ironic eye mat they suddenly yield their innate 

comedy, uagedy, paradox, tenderness ‘Poetry,’ he writes, ‘is a mesaage slipped 

under the door I You don’t even have to read ir I It warns to rell you ahout danger 

/ life and dearh and good parties.’ 1 -w-e -~ 

Rbhghut Us, Edith Van Beck 

BRICK BOOKS 091962M96 $11.95 pb ! 

‘Occasionally humoumus, always alert, Edith Van 5x.!& poetry, whether dealing 

wirh dre immediate domestic Scene or wirh me vasmar of Arcric landscapes, com- 

bina an engagiog simplicity and directness wirh a sum sense of verse movement and 

cadence, and above all, wirh something worth say@.‘-Chrismpher Lewmton, An- 
BRilS \1mLxIlP 

N!ZT”ERUNDlC PRESS 0919417345 $9.95 pb 

Tbc CJn&ng, Brian Vandedip 

The tihguavcls rhe%verywhichway” ofapeiience, eorhused by txxh rhe sweet- 

nes and me pion of discovq Vanderlip revisits me complexities of family, eaplores 

rhe silences of God and celebrates me dories of tomato sandwiches, Amsterdam 

hoteb and sleeeping lovers What a splendid journey!‘-8arry Dempsrer 

N’ZTHERUNDIC PRFS 09 194 1737-x $9.95 pb 
_ ,____, 

These books are available now at better bookstores across Canada. 

Booksellers and libraries: order Brick and Nerherlandic tides born 

General Publishing, (800) 387-0141 (Onr./QC), (800) 387-0172 rest of 
Can& order Wobak 8r Lynn titles from Wolsak & KC+m, Box 316. 

Don Mills, Ontario, m3c 2~7, (4 16) 2224690 
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BY MARTIN WAXMAN 

Some authors tellyou so much about their work that reading it seems 
anti-climactic; E G. Paci lets his characters do the talking for him 

IKE THE EXPLORERS WHOM HIS 

L pmragoolsr Marco aspires to emulate. the 

author F. G. (Frank) Paci ison a voyage of 

discovery. And his vessel of choice is pen and ink. 

He has published six novels. all with Obemn 

Press. His last three. Black Blood f 1991). Under tl~c 

Bridge (1992). and Sexo~rdChomcrer ( 19931. are 

i 

[ NSTEAD OF GOING TO THE INDIES BY OVERLAND 

j trek like Marco Polo, I’d go by water like Columbus and Cabof 

Vertaazano and Vespucci. Except the Atlantic would be an 

ocean of black ink in my voyage of discovery. And I’d sail fmm the 

homeland of my parents, who seemed completely oblivious of the 

changes occurrlrtgto me. 

Under the Bridge 

pan of ao ongoing series that ceotres on the life and 

struggles of Mama Trecmci. Paci recently com- 

pleted novel four in the series. which is scheduled 

for release in 199.5. and over the past summer he 

finished a draft of number five. 

FrankPaci is acommitted anddisciplined novelist 

whoge.tsupat4:30or5:00everymomiag to write. 

His lirstdmfts. which usually take about six months 

to complete, are io longhand; he later types them up. 

“I need a couple of hours-but every day.” he says. 

“I don’t take time off from writing. Summer holi- 

days, I’m working. At a cottage. I’m working. On 

Christmas morning . I hate to say ik I’m always 

working. Unless there’s a family matter.” 

Family is important to Paci. He has a 12-yenr- 

old son and considers himself to be a dedicated 

father and husband. “My wife and son are a con- 

tinual wonder to me.” he says. then adds. “I 

couldn’t have done it without my wife. She reads 

the final draft and makes comments She’s very 

supportive but I can tell by how much support she 

gives me whether my work is good or not.” 

lfyoujudge by thecritical tespottse Paci’sbooks 

have received. there’s no question about the quality 

ofhis work.Someoftheadjectivesused todescribe 

his writing are “~exhaordiiarily vivid” (Cl& and 

Mui/) sod “powerful . believable and affecting” 

(James Reaaeyl. Pa&s novels have been consisteotly 

well reviewed in newspapers acmss the country. and 

he has been told by his publisher that there is a circle 

of people who know of F. G. Paci and look fonvard 

toihenextbook.~heubleis~t~ea~reada 

has no idea who he is. let alone what they’re missing. 

That’s because Paci isn’t a big believer in self- 

promotion. “I’m not the type of writer who goes out 

and hustles his work.” he says. Certainly he did 

some readings and interviews when his lirst books 

came out. He appeared at Harbourfmnt in Toronto. 

travelled to Edmonton. Ottawa. his hometown of 

Sault Ste. Marie. Ontario. and even a conference 

in Erie, Pennsylvania. But it got to the point where 

“I physically could not read my own work in pub 

lit: I couldn’t even talk about it.” 

“At me beginning,” he adds. “I thought writing 

was for the hem types. who used it as a means to 

gain wealth and recognition and women. But it’s the 

opposite of that.” 
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With the clean white page in front 
ofme,tbesmeUoftbeinkand 
blackcofke, the feel of the pen in 
my hand, I could’ve been Marco 
Polo himself, or Christopher 
Columbus, about to sat off on a 
long journey with high expecta- 
tions aad yet total ignorance. I 
lmewitwould be a long journey 
and that I had little idea of the 
pitfalls and snares along the way- 
but Iwas 6lled with a uemendous 
sense of anticipation. 

Strand Chzcte~ 

Paci. like Marco in Sex 

and Cl~ornctc~. started 

writing fiction while a stu- 

dent at the University of 

Toronto in the late ’60s. 

And also like Marco, he 

was an Italian immigrant 

from Saab Ste. Marie. IO 

whom Mygaret Lauence. 

the university’s then 

writer-in-residence. was a 

mentor. Her encourage- 
ment made him feel 

accepted and gave him the 

confidence IO pursue fic- 

tion further. 

After graduating. Paci 

wrote four novels. all of 

which remain unpub- 

lished. although an excerpt 

fmm the lint appeared in 

Conodion Forum. He 

admits to being “pig- 

headed” back then. 

“Naive. too. 1 believed that 

everything I wrote was 

preny good.” He pauses. “I 

have many rejections fmm 

that time.” 

Paci describes this 

period as his apprentice- 

ship, his “experimental 

stage.““A lor of my work 

was very derivative of pet- 

pie such as James Joyce and Donald 

Barthelme. There was a wide disparity 

between me the human being and me the 

writer. I didn’t have a voice. I was pretend- 

ing to be who I wasn’t. I was dealing with 

thiigs I knew in the head and not the heart. 

I used IO walk up and down Bloor Street 

and despair.” 

Why didn’t you write about your 

background . . . your family and 

roofs . . You know, it took me ten 

years or so of living in Africa to 

realize that the real demons were 

living in my o\cn b&yard. 

-A fictional Margaret Laurence 

talking to the protagonist in Sex 

and Chract~-~ 

Frank Paci arrived in Canada as a child. 

His family onled on the west side of Sault 

Ste. Marie. in the shadow of the steel plant 

where his fatbcr worked. Some of Paci’s 

first memories are of the factory skyline. 

the uain tracks. and a bridge that was later 

tom down. II wasn’t until the seventh 

grade. when his fcacher held a readiicon- 

test, that Paci gor interested in books. There 

was a collection of books 81 rhe back of the 

classroom that students were encouraged 

to browse through and read. Even though 

he didn’t win first prize- he came second 

-this was a turning point for Paci. He 

soon became a regular at the public library 

and a voncious reader, even though he 

grew up in a house with no books-not 

even a Bible. Mastering the English Ian- 

guage was his way of rebelling. ofdisranc- 

ing himself from his parents. 

Paci’s novels portray the seemingly 

urnsolvable conflict between father and 

son a rift. not merely of ideals, burofcul- 

ores as well. BUI in life. Paci is immensely 

proud of the sacrifices his own father made. 
However. iI was only when he travelled 

back IO ltaly in his early 20s that he began 

10 grasp the aemendous hardships his par- 

ents faced by uprooting themselves. “I 

think it’s the case for most children of 

immigrants, you can’t see your parents 

unless you goback totheircounnyoforigin 

and experience their culture fast-hand. My 

fathermadeagocdlifefhimselfheresnd 

appreciates this counny. He worked hard 

here.” Paci feels it took a tremendous 

amount of will lo emigrate. especially for 

his mother. who dislikes travelling and. 

until shearrived in Canada, hadneverjour- 

neyed far from her familial home. 

&turning to one‘s ancesual roofs is the 

subject of Paci’s fourth novel. Some 20 

years after he first arrives in Canada. his 
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An engaging, accessible 
exploration of the historical 
and contemporary aspects of 
women’s dance, and its 
relationship to society. 

The Mercury Press 
ISBN l-55128-012-4; $16.95 pk 

Dktrhted by General Distiibution !Gzrvim 
Available at your favourite bookstore-ask for it 

5t~ty by Linda Kogers 
Illustrated by Rick Van Krugel 

A warm-hearted adventure novel shamd by a 

rambunctioue girl, a dy&xic whiz-kid and a 

First-Nations boy who ~58~ hb shamanfstlc 

poware to work mitacles-from curing wartz 

to tumlng a nady teacher into a part& lhle 

time lt 16 the !dds who usis common sense and 

theadul% who learn from #tern. 

Over40 Illu6tiatkm6. For ags5 7-12 

l56N 042.1870-27-2 0 $7.95 pb 0 125 pp 0 Dlst. GDS 
Avdabla at batter booksturns near yowAek for it.! 

0A profile of controversial polymath JOHN RALSTON SAUL; 
00ur editors’ choice of their favourite books of 1994; 
oReviews of new gift books, sports books, cookbooks, 

children’s books and young adult books and more! 

22 Books in Canada November I994 

,......................................... 

protagonist Marco haveIs to Italy to find 

out who he is and where he belongs, in sn 

attempt to understand the father he contin- 

ually denied. 

Since my father never taught me 

how to behave. Since my father 

wasn’t my real father, but a pretend- 

father sent to take care of my 

material welfare until I discovered 

my real identity-and thus who my 

real father was. Since my teachers 

obviously couldn’t teach me every- 

thing about life-and certainly not 

the daring or dirty things that 

couldn’t be mentioned in a class- 

room. Since all of these thing3 were 

so obvious and limiting, I had to go 

to tbe movie screen or the television 

set to find my models. And to books. 

Since my mother and father couldn’t 

even speak to me, I had to assume 

different origins, different ances- 

uies, so that my genesis was as 

changeable as a movie marquee or a 

television schedule. 

Black Blood 

Himself a former steel-plant worker. 

Paci mines his own experiences and his 

family tocreate fictions that contain”msny 

autobiographical moments.” He writes of 

the stifling tension that can exist between 

a Father and son in unflinching and 

painfully honest prose. And although he 

may alter certain Factual elements to shape 

the stories. he remains nue to their essence. 

Ii is this quality, in addition to his smmg, 

unwavering voice. that gives his novels 

their strength. 

In the series of books that centre on 

Marco T-i. Paci is attempting to deal 

with an individual’s “evolution of con- 

sciousness”: the progress from obscurity 

to relative illumination that in a sense tnir- 

rots Paci’s own pathway. There’s a conFes- 

sional element to the hooks that is loosely 

based on the ConfesFinsoFSt. Augustine 
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aodofRoosseao.Themainchatacterisoo 
a joomey toward the ultimate form of con- 
scioosocss,nyktgtogainaoinsightknohis 
pIace in the world. 

Marco is a bright but troubled boy who 
is seatching for ao identity he can call his 
own. “Gmwiog up,” admits Paci. “I was 
ashamed of my background. I always 
thought I was better than where I came 
from.” Writing opened his eyes and gave 
hi a personal seose of self. “It was the 
avenuethatmademeappreciateaodaccept 
who I was.” 

Over the years Paci has learned that he 
can’t make jodgemcnts on his characters. 
Ratherhehastopatieodywaltiillthetc& 
amcompletedaodwatchasthe&amc~~~ 
evolve sod tbeiiperccptions change. Paci 
believes writers should humble tbem- 
selves,aodletthechamctersspw.k.Atf~~~t 
he had the idea that writers manipulated 
language for their own purposes. but he 
now feels it’s tbeotber way atoond.“You 
give yourself over to language, to your 
character . . . and let that person live.” For 
him them’s a definite mystical element to 
wrltiog, a “universal spirituality that trsn- 
scendsdenomination.” He feels it’s impor- 
taotforchildrentobegivenagmoodiogio 
reIigioobecaoseitopemtbedoortoavast 
array of rituals and values. “When you’re 
young, religion is a sensual thiog.” 

~ 

In writing about what he knows. Paci 
understands that there are probably some 
people who may be pot off by the 
“Italianness” of his subjects. But Paci 
doesn’t shy away from his past, “I thiok I 
seriously began to find my voice with 
BlackMadonna (1982), and solidified it 
AhTheFather (1984). BlackBlood, and 
Under theBridge.” He laughs. “‘Although 

it’s reaUyup to the reader to say tbat.“He 
hopes that there’s enough similarity 
behveen the lives he chronicles and the 
world at large. 

‘Everyooeisbomwithacertaioreligion 
aod language. You shouldn’t be pot off by 
the particolsrity of a protagonist.” 
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Hologram-A Book of Glosas 
by P.K. Page $11.95 

Celebrated poet PK. Page offers us 
elegant, infrfcate poems, each a homage 
lo another poet It is a Wbuts to life, and to 
lhe life of the planet which sustains us. 

f?K. Page fs the author of over a dozen 
books of poeby, fiction and non-fiction. 

-- 

Mahoning 
byA.F. Moritz $11.95 

Mahoningembodies for us lhe innermost 
dreams and emotions of the pioneers, 
and the survivors, of the great American 
empire’s rise and fall. 

This is A.F. Morilz’ tenlh book of pocky: 
he also writes non-fiction and translates 
modem Spanish American poetry. 

Spells for Clear Vision 
by Neile Graham $11.95 

In this poetry of delicate aitedions. 
Graham w&s about trying to see clearly, 
about trying to articulate ways of living in a 
modem, often blinding world. 

“These poems .._ are exciting and 
energetic.“-Liliene Welch 

This is Neile Graham’s second book 01 pocky 

Uew and established voices in Canadian poetry since 1975. Distributed by General and available at line bookstores acro55 Canada. 

Hegavemeaiimnylook‘What’re 
you, a bloodyvampire?” 

“No, I’m the Bookman,” I said, 
perhaps revealing mo much. 

“The B&man? What’s that? A 
newculthem6omNcrthem 
Ontario?” 

Sueand Cbaracm 

. . 
intense, F. G. Paci leaves the distinct 
impressionthatheisamwhoisathome 
with himself, He’s able to laugh at life. He 
works hard. Always has. He has a ma.+ 
ter’s degree in English and teaches high 
school full time. In addition to fiction, he’s 
developing a screen adaptation of Bfock 
Madonna. He likens the pmcess to “wiit- 
ing alongside” the book. Many scenes 
coincide with thiigs that happen in the 
novel, but the script is a ‘dierent entity” 
in which he has to bring out the intemal- 
ized drama in visual terms while paying 

close attention to how it’s going to sound. 
“I was raised on movies.” he says. But he 

would much rather be writing books. 

Paci approaches his craft as a labourer 

might !xat his job. with quiet determinr- 

tion and pride. The rewards are in the 

work. In the constant and never-ending 

work. He’s still a big reader. These days. 

in addition to philosophy and theology. 

Paci admires the work of writers such as 
Paul Theroux. David Plamr. and 

Frederick Batthelme. who”aim for great 

simplicity at the expense of their ego.” 

‘One thing I tirmly believe is that to be a 

good titer you have to bum away the ego.” 

It bothers him that his books aren’t that 

readily available: hr’d like to.see them in 

more bookstores. When he goes home to 

Saul1 Ste. Marie. he’s not F. G. Paci the 

author but *‘son of.. ."or "bmther of.. ..” 

“Up there you’re a hero if you make it to 

the NHL.” he says. “So I’m well aware of 

the reality.” 

“My life asa writerisa sccrcr life.“he 

says. “I work before people are awake. 

It’s vev separate from my roles as bus- 

band. father. and teacher.” He jokes that 

he has a secret identity -“Clark Kent by 

day. Bookman by early morning.” 

Looking to the future. he remarks. 

‘There’s still a long way tog0 in my writ- 

ing. I’m still on a journey -nowhere 

nrar rhe end of it.” Then he recalls 

Margaret Laurence once saying “she 

wasn’t going 10 write after The Divitrers 

because she was written ON. I can’t imag- 

ine myxlf stopping writing. But maybe 

thevz is a time to fall silent.” 

Silently f slunk up to my room. 

turnrd on the light nnd sat down 

at my desk. Rat-tat-tat. Rat-tat- 

tat-tat-tat-tat. The letters made 

clean black impressions on the 

white page. 
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BY JOAN GIVNER 

There are lots of awad available& aspirillg writer.7 
- if they’re willing to phy the price 

T 
HE CREATION OF THE GILLER 

Award earlier this year sparked much 

discussion of the number of Canadian 

literary prizes. There are so many, according to 

Val Ross oftbe Globe and Mail, that journalistic 

&ills are severely taxed to find new ways of “an- 

nouncing who won what.” The overriding ques- 

tion seems to be: do we need all these prizes? 

Partly the scepticism arises from the sense that 

competitions are unreliable gauges of literary ex- 

cellence. We are all well versed in the annals of 

misjudgemeat. We know that Virginia Woolf 

never won the Nobel Prize and that Sinclair 

Lewis and John Galsworthy did. When Nadine 

Gordimer won the Nobel. she was the first 

woman to do so in decades. And Woolf was so 

scornful of literary awards that she refused to ac- 

cept even an honorary degree. 

Yet it seems to me that if you work in rhe arts 

you have to accept that subjective and erroneous 

judgements go with the territory. It is the nature 

of great art to be ahead of its age and to be some- 

times hard to recognize even by generally astute 

and careful judges. Time is the great adjudicator. 
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\ live&and accumte porttak of Gxtakis who saved for a/t the world an 

?poftantpart of Russia!s Twentieth Century artistic heritage.” 

-Pierre ThBberge, CO., Director 
The Montreal Museum of Fine Arts 

39.95 (Case) ISBN O-88629-206-9; $25.95 (pbk) ISBN O-88629-207-7 
Distributed bv Oxford Universitv Press 

but that’s little consolation if you’re al- 

ready dead when your work is finally ac- 

knowledged. 

All the same I have to confess to a 

great weakness for literary competitions 

a$ for au kinds of sweepstakes. After all, 

Ihail6umtbelandoftheGrandNational 

and the football pool. I lie the suspense, 

the publicity. and the discussion gener- 

ated by the Governor General’s Awards. 

the Booker. the Pulitzer. and the Nobel. I 

enjoy equally the sense of outrage when 

the wrong man wins and the sense of elo- 

tion when the best woman does. I like the 

interminable arguments that ensue and I 

think that they sometimes result in en- 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ...*... 

lightenment and catch the imeres of 

those not usually interested in literary 

discussion. 

But practically speaking. the prizes are 

financially useful. especially in Canada. 

where sales and material rewards tue sig- 

nificantly smaller than in Britain and the 

United Qates. This applies not only to the 

big prizes but IO the smaller ones offered 

so often now by literary periodicals that 

one journal last year designated its annual 

contest: Another Bloody Fiction 

Competition. There are few Canadian 

outlets that pay hundreds and thousands 

of dollars for stories. but prizes some- 

times increase thr purse and bridge the 

gap. These competitions 1 enjoy not just 

as a spectator but as a contender. and they 

appeal to my gambling as well as my 

competitive instincts. I send in rotten en- 

bies sometimes in the belief that they are 

just lotteries. and good pieces in the belief 

that they are measures of excellence. If I 

win, 1 tell myself it is a question of luck. 

At the same time. I do know that for a per- 

son to hit the same jackpot twice indi- 

cates real talent. (I have never hit the 

same jackpot twice.l 

So much for my addiction to competi- 

tions! But now I want to lodge a com- 

plaint. I am really dismayed by the enny 

fees that. for shon-story competitions, am 

inching up steadily towards $20. The fees 

in playwriting competitions. in both the 

one-x, and full-length categories. are $35. 

This trend strikes me as alarming be- 

cause it excludes so many gmoups -the 

beginning writers. those without jobs 

who are trying to live by their writing, 

the indigent. and the retired on fixed, 

limited incomes. It is no help that the en- 

try fees are tax deductible when there is 

nothing to deduct from. 

So I ask. What is the purpose of the 

fee? Is it toattract excellent submis- 

sions?Tomakesure that submissionsxe 

of a high quality and from committed 

artists’? To cover the costs of the compe- 
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tition or to provide basic financing for 
thejournal? 

The fact is that the revenue fmm these 
foes is considerable. Four hundred enoies 
at $15 amounts to !&OOO. Sometimes the 
prizes amount to as little as $500 in total 
and I suspect the judges’ honoraria 
amount to about the same. Thus, the in- 
come would be about $5.000. And the 
journals running these competitions are 
funded by the Canada Council and by 
other local limding agencies. 

Often the come&ant is rewarded by a 
subscription to the journal, a partial corn- 
pensation for the fee. While on the sur- 
face it seems reasonable that those who 
submit to a journal should help support 
it, I find sometbing unpleasant about this 
form of wemion. Young Writers cannot 
afford subscriptions to all the journals 
they submit work to, nor should tbey be 
expected to subscribe. 

‘When the Writers’ Union of Canada 
rczently advertised a short prose compe- 
tition for young writers I felt that I could 
not encouragemy students to enter. They 
would have profited from doing so, but 
for many of them the fee would have 
been too steep. Surely the Writers’ 
Union can offer a competition for young 
writers without exacting a charge of 
more than $10. I am amazed that Grain 
advertised a competition in two cate- 
gories -postcard story and prose poem 
(each less than 500 words) - offering 
three prizes amounting to a total ofs500 
and asking $20 entry fees. 

Iwouidhketooffersomesuggestions. 
In o&r to cut down handling costs, why 
not ask entrants to submit three copies of 
the entry? Most writers have word pro- 
cessors and could easily send multiple 
copies, even without needing to have 
them returned. Keep the entry fees in 
thesecompetitions down to $10. If that is 
not possible, have di&rent fees for dif- 
ferent age groups, as theatres do. Try to 
get the competition wrapped up and the 

Did yea know Nobel Prize Winner, 1. B. Singe had a sister I 

- who coidd also write? 

One of her stories along with those 

of seventeen other writers are 

included in this firsr collection 

of its kind, a book of voices from 
an almost forgotten female heritage. 

YIDDISH WOMEN WRITERS 

t&d by Fri& Forman, Etbd Raicns 
Samb Silberstein Swartz, Mmgie Wove 

hvmomc~ioN 6Y IRENA KLEPFKZ 

winners announced in three months so 
that writers do not have material tied up 
endlessly. And if there is a desire to use 
competitions to sell subscriptions. con- 
sider making a year’s subscription a con- 
dition of publication and let it go at that. 

Let us keep as many competitions and 
prizes as possible. but let us also think of 

ways to make them work IO encourage 
new talent and reward excellence. I 
should like to see evidence that as liter- 

ary comperitions proliferate, they are 

serving the writing and reading public 

and not just providing easy financiai 

cushions forjoumals with limited sub- 

scription lists. 0 
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okI 6iend. is among several biographical surprises 

in this book. Other commentators have suggested 

that before he tan for parliament in 1965. Trudeau 

had little interest in party politics. But the quote is 

remembered from the early 1940s. when Trudeau 

YIIU. * was in law 

TRUDEAU AND OUR TIMES: school. Around 

VOLUME 2, ‘FFE HEROIC DELUSION the same the he 

by Christina McCall vd Stephen Clarkson was regarded by 

~d&JwwS’l~~.slLL99**tISBNOTIls51173) some of his 

Reviewed by George Gak peers as “most 

likely a future 

premier of Quebec, perhaps a second Laotier.” 

Christina McCall and Stephen Clarkson also 

give a revealing account of Trudeau’s five-year 

friendship with Tlt&&e Gouin in that period. She 

was the granddaughter of a Liberal Quebec pre- 

mier and daughter of a Liberal senator. ‘To their 

friends they seemed a golden couple. striking in 

appearance and fluent in both languages. their so- 

cial and intellectual confidence pmclaiming a 

new French-Canadian upper class easily the 

equalof theEnglish in refinement and ability.” 

Trudeau wanted to marry Th&se. But she 

broke with him in 1947, and later married one of 

hi friends. Trudeau’s demands on her had appar- 

ently been too outdated. too severe. He had in- 

sisted on a tmditionnl wife. someone who would 

devote herself to household matters and children. 

She had other plans. (She became a professor of 

child psychology at the University of Montreal.) 

The break was. according to these authors. “the 

worst psychic shock of his young manhood.” 

We last heard front McCall and Clarkson in 

1990. when they published volume one of their 

Trudeau opus. The Mo,~nificcnr Obsession. 

Volume two was scheduled for the fall of I99 I. 

The fascinating tale of Thtrixe Gouin and much 

other new material helps to explain the long de- 

lay. With this second volume the authors’ grace- 

ful writing, sharp intelligence. and exhaustive 

research seal their own place in our literary his- 

tory as the Trudeau era’s political chroniclers 

suns purcil. 

But it must be said that. even with the fresh dig- 

ging intoTtudeau’s younger days. this book may 

not be the compelling narrative for lay readers 

that the first volume was. The first dealt with 

Trudeau’s personal intellectual odyssey. culmi- 

nating in the defeat of Quebec’s 1980 

sovereignty-association referendum and the cre- 

ation of Canada’s 1982 constitution. The drama 

was intense. the struggles Herculean. the strate- 

gies Machiavellian, and the political atmospher- 

ics almost operatic. By contrast. the new book 
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deals largely with the making of social 

and economic policy, less colouriIt1 teni- 

tory. 
For anyone seriously interested in 

Canadian history from 1968 to 1984. 

though, McCall and Clarkson arc indis- 

pensable. As they did in volume one, and 

as McCall did earlier in Grits (her ac- 

count of Canadian Liberals and 

Liberalism), they set their observations 

brilliantly in context, so that we are 

offered not only a chronicle of Trudeau. 

his inner circle& cabinet, and his party, 

but also an acute reading of the vicissi- 

big breaker of conset-valive. free-market 

chic that was crashing over Eumpe and 

North America. 

This book returns time and again IO a 

central tension within the Liberal party, 

the tug-of-war between welfare Liberals 

and business Liberals. It was a struggle 

that the inlerventionist. left-leaning wing 

of the pany lost as the economy deterio- 

rated in the 1970s. They mounted an of- 

fensive again in 1980 and appeaa to be 

winning for a couple of years. then lost 

again as the Reaganites put the screws to 

Trudeau and the I982 recession pro- 

agement than I would be on their evi- 

dence. They let him off much too li8hdy 

on the public debt. which now threatens 

to cripple the welfare state he champi- 

oned. And they seem to accept without 

censure that Trudeau and his followers 

blew hundreds of millions on the depart- 

ment of regional economic expansion 

(DREE). which too often meant pouring 

tax dollars into preposterous pork ban& 

such as the heavy water plan1 in the loy- 

alist Allan MncEachen’s riding. 

(Academic studies have since shown the 

DREE program was largely a failute.) 

tudes of the public mood. 

As the authors demonstrate, the 

Liberals managed for years to surf their 

way across Canadian public sentiment 

without accomplishing much on bread- 

and-butter issues. Their beach boys. 

crafty Jim Coutts and quixotic Tom 

Axworthy, kept Trudeau’s team afloat 

despite recurring hostile waves. When 

the boss jumped onro dry land in 1984, 

he walched an exhausted, wobbly-kneed 

party wipe out behind him. Had he 

stayed, he too would almost certainly 

have been swamped by lhe approaching 

vided indisputable evidence that easy 

post-war economic prosperity was his- 

tory. 

Ln which camp was Trudeau? The an- 

swer seems 10 be that he presided over 

both camps but was the captive of nei- 

ther. a posirion - though the book 

doesn’t say this-that gave him the po- 

litical fluidity he needed to pursue his 

main objective. which was to hold the 

country together without promoting na- 

tionalism of any stripe. 

McCall and Clarkson are more re- 

spectful of Trudeau’s economic man- 

The authors do fault Trudeau for fail- 

ing to cultivate Canada’s economic inde- 

pendence. and apparently believe he 

should have reoriented “the economy in 

the more autonomous direction pre- 

scribed by Mitchell Sharp’s ambitious 

Third Option.” by which the economy 

was to be liberated from its overreliance 

on Canada-US trade. I’d love to know 

how this could have been done (maybe 

Trudeau would have liked to know too) 

in an economy that has been increas- 

ingly. every decade since 1920. integrat- 

ing with that of the United States. What 
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kind of massive state intervention would 
be necessary to wean Canada, even par- 
tially, fmm North American trade? And 
what prime minister could ever per- 
suade Canadian businesses to forgo the 
profits and Canadian consumers to 
forgo the comforts of a continental 
economy? 

But McCall and Clarkson are espe- 
ciaUy shrewd in their assessment of one 
of Trudeau's greatest weaknesses as a 
Canadian prime minister - his igno- 
rance of and Indifference to American _ 
culture. “I think Pierre was in fact not : 
much interested in North American 
ideas in any form,” a long-time friend 
observes. Essentially Eumpcau in his ed- 
ucation and intellectual outlook, 
Trudeau has apparently never paid much 
attention to American public discourse 
and couldn’t have cared less about its 
television, movies, books, and popular 

press. 
For anyone charged with staudlng on 

guard for Canada, I’d say that’s a far 
mom dangerous flaw than any predispo- 
sition to continentalist economics. And 
surely it’s one reason the Liberals let 
EngIish-CanadiancuIturedownsobadly 
In the Tnrdeau era. Apart from making 
the world safe for Maclean’s magazine 
(a dubious achievement in my view) by 
rejligging one tax provision, the govem- 
mcnt paid scant attention to any cultumI 
questicm other tbau language righk: The 
CBC drIfted. and film-distribution pol- 
icyIanguished.~eCRTCalIowedCTV 
to violate countless licensing wmmit- 
merits, and the cabinet complied. With 
the average viewer now watching more 
than 1,000 hours of TV per year, such 
things mattcx. I don’t mind whether my 
daughter’s generation drinks Florida or- 
ange juice or wears American running 
shoes made In Thailand. I do cam what 
images they absorb and what books they 
read. We alI should. But Thuleau appar- 
ently didn’t Tantpis. 0 

- __._.-- ’ Saskatchewan. with a coincidence that 
A COLDER KIND OF DEATH ! ismoretrick than treat. Getting ready 

by Gall Bowen 
~ashwr~-~wdOth(~0~,014s282, 

for her stinl on Nationrv’s “Canada 
Tonight” Kilboum happens to see on 

-uWE GOOD blFlE 
a nearby television monitor that Kevin 

by John Brady Tarpley, who’d been jailed six years 

Hmpc.-&llln%ms~.s2s&xh~000224407I) earlier for bludgeoning Kilboum’s 

Reviewed by She@ Halpein 
oolitician-husband. Ian. todeath, has 
ken shot in the prison counyard by au 
unknown sniper. Upon coming home 

NE OF LIFE’S GUILTY, 
addic!ivepleasurescaulxr4- 
ingmurdermysteries.Youcau 

go duougb the Agatha Christies or Ruth 
Rendells the way you go through tbesoft- 
cennedchocolatesinaLauraSecordbox. 

Bestofallisamurdermysteryfeaturing 
a favourite detective: you get to puzzle out 
whodunit, sifting thmugb clues and doing 
body counk, with a likeable (if peculiarly 
logical aud bloody-minded) companion. If 
it has suspects worth wondering about. 
atmosphere, and just enough suspense. 
you’re set. (The test of a mystery is 
whether you stay up all night to finish it and 
don’t skip m the end.) 

Both Gail Bowen and John Brady have 
committed serial murder mystery for the 
fourth time. Alert the fans of sleuths 
Joanne Kilboum and Man Minogue: the 
new episodes are out. 

Bowen’sA ColderKitdofDmh begins 

on a chilly Hallowe’en in Regina. 

m unwind. she finds a letter from Tarpley. 
complete with Biblical quotation. apology. 
and cryptic warning. 

Worse. she finds herself being stalked by 
Maureen Gaulr. Tarpley’s mean-mouthed 
widow. Worse still. Maureen is soon found 
dead in a parking lot. srrangled by 
Kilboum’s favourite silk scarf. The police 
close in - polirely (Kilboum. after all. is 
a broadcaster. a tzsspectable mother of four. 
and the widow of a prominent MP). 

So Kilboum goes into what her friends 
call her Nancy Drew act. She watches an 
old Nationtv videotape. and retrieves old 
telephone messages. She dumps out the 
contents of her husband’s old wallet -and 
goes ballistic with hurt and jealousy (why 
is that picture of a young woman and her 
baby slipped behind a family photo?). She 
puts ads in the personals. nnd drives out m 
a deserted hundng lodge. 

Kilboum. in facl, is a bit like agrown-up 
Nancy Drew in hereess. Exepr that 
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she’s Mt ariCh-@ fantasy: She’s 49 yearS 

old, pragmatic, organized-the sort of 
pRson\vho\ti~aodfull~“todo”lists. 

Her“todo”listissolongthatit’samaz- 
btg that she has time for murder iovesti- 
gatioos. She teaches political science at 
the Iowl university, does weekly telecasts, 
emcees a former premier’s testimonial 
diooer, visits old friends, dates the hand- 
some, perceptive Cree police inspector 
Alex Kequahtooway. Most important, 
she has two childreo still living at home. 

SbcdcckHokneaoe.verstoppedhalhvay 
through a case to do the laundry for the 
BakerSueetIoegula~,butKilboumhasto 
detectaodtakecareofdomesticdetails.It’s 
dizqiog to watch hex she discovers who 
r4lymurderedIaa.thenrefereesaback- 
seatatguon~spotsa~pedclue,aod 
goes home to make grilled-cheese sand- 
wicheswbatotbcrio~torchecksout 
aleado&nakesYlowqotlowerpotcakes”(recipe 
iacluded)forher~daughter’sbii- 
dayparly?It’sollndwmystuy,c~a~w 
style.Thenarrativeanddislogueringrme 
-matter-of-fact, Caoadiao. But there are 
lapsesiotoclich&anewlymaoiedtiiendis 
“the happiest man in the world,” a rock 
gmupisa‘%lastfromthepast,“andthelast 
chapter~aowbomchildaodsoow 
for Christmas. There’s also a headlong fail 
bttoknpmbabii:wbiledoiog~~, 
KiJbotanpuUsuptoahooseandisimnw 
diately handed a box of vital photos by its 
newowners.Hom~Taik4byasilverAudi. 
Kilboumkeeps~outcl~nImingllp 
ao improbably named prison chaplain, a 
retked~rmaogryWandbis 
daughter, and odd happeoiogs io Chaplin. 
Saskatchewan, population 400. What she 
exposesisnotsomecrimekiogpin,buther 
owocomfo&leawmpdoasaboutiiiend5 
aodfamily,aodmotivesformorethaoooe 
mu&r. She also uncovers traces ofblack- 
mail,*bii,~-andsels 
oEaspeclacularsuicide. 

The denouement proves so satisfying 
(tying up loose ends left around since 

Margaret Atwood, Phil Fontaine, 
Maureen Forrester, Farley Mowat, 
Buffy Sainte-Marie, Charles 
Pachter, Rosemary Brown, William 
l-M, Karen Kain in conversation. 

@ 
publishers 

Deadly Appearantes) that the reader 
hardly minds that Bowen has performed 
literary sleight of hand, switching one 
unsolved murder for another. 

As for The Good Life. set in Malt 
Minogue’s gritty Dublin, sure and it has 
atmosphere. It’s so Irish it needs subtitles 
(bii? gobshite? culchie? and don’t feel 
likeao iijit ifyoucsn’tdecipherthe idiom). 
It’s also got a corpse: not-so-darling Mary 
Mullen tbe prostitute, dumped in the canal 
one fine summer night. 

The suspects include her sad junkie 
boyfriend, who’s hiding out in Phoenix 
Park, her Da, an alcoholic wife-beater who 
may or may not be Born-Again. and her 
accountant friend with the Mercedes. 
There’s also her tight-lipped fiatmate, 
whose biker boyfriend knows the local 
mobsters. and a photographer who soaps 
pornography on the side. 

Pity poor Minogue. At work, he’s 
bogged down by this cast, and whipsawed 

between Chief InspectorJames Kilowtio 
and the new murder squad floaterTommy 
Malone. At home, he’s baffled by his 
daughter. Iseult. who may be manying or 
having a baby or both driving all con- 
cemed to hysterics and diplomacy. 

There is some suspense: the plodding of 
the police alternates wirh the panic of lost 
souls. But here’s no mystery io the air- 
just the day-to-day tedium of police mu- 
tine. run-of-the-gin-mill thuggely. prosti- 
tution. and drugs. 

~~‘sapltatlheend(keepyoureyeon 
Malone’s jailbird twin). Ah. but you won’t 
stay up the night wondering. except about 
Minogue. The Inspector can be haunted. 
coo~plex. briUisnt(r&A Slorwin theI-/&), 

but here. well. he isn’t. Matt Minogue. this 
iso’tyourmostchallengingcaseatall,ataU. 

Details, details. Diehard Mioogue fans. 
lucky Kilboum fans. put your txenchcoai 
collars up and head out to the bookstore. 
It’s murder out there. 0 
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/ui.xw:-jirirr individualism that went out 

about the iir of the Great Depression: he 

also never defines for us in any persuasive 

orsignilicant mannerjust what it means to 

be pure”Canadian.“other than to possess 

a colder climate and to lx quieter and more 

peace-loving than Americnns. His exem- 

plary Cauadian immigrant experience turns 

out to Lx that of the Ignatieff family, whom 

he tums into Slavic Horatio Algets. Yet it’s 

his owu attitudes toward both his country 

of birth and country of adoption that 

Bissoondatb isrcally nying tosell, andthis 

leads him into some slippery manoeuvres. 

Thus he attacks other Canadian writers. 

notably activist members of the Black. 

Asian. and Native communities. for 

attempting tocurtail ordestmy freedom of 

self is unaccepting of writers whose imag- 

inations iu1: energized by a sense of double 

belonging to here and “there” - artists 

who may be third-generation Canadians. 

but for whom ethnic@ has everything to do 

with an inexpungcable historical and cul- 

j SELLING ILLUSIONS: THE CULT 

OF PlUL-rldIJLDUR.ALOSI PN 

CANADA 

Reviewed byJanice Kdyk Keefir 

N 

EIL BISSOONDATH HAS 

5 discovered the root of all evil in i 

contemporary Canada: not eco- 

tmmic collapse. or the devastation of our 

environment, but multiculturalism. 

Bissooudatb contends that multicultural- 

ism has cost Canadians any fixed sense of 

who wecollectiveIy are by em&wing that 

centre that we yearn to have “bind” us. 

Equaling multiculturalism with apartheid. 

racialism, and ethnic ghetmization. he 

accuses it of destroying that unifying. 

Anglo-cenbic “old Canada” so many of us 

supposedly found so comforting. The only 

alternative to muliiculNmlism Bissoondath 

deigns m sketch out. however. is a vaguely 

envisioned Canada 

where inherent differences and 

inherent similarities meld easily 

and where no one is alienated with 

hyphenation. h nation of cultural 

hybrids, where every individual is 

unique, every individual distinct. 

And every individual is Canadian. 

undiluted and undivided. 

The trouble with Srllir~~ Ihsims is not 

only that Bisscondath. despite hisclaims to 

be free of ideology. is pushing a liberal and 

ilies chose to or were forred to abandon. 

One of the most puzzling aspecu: of Selling 

lhsions is. in fact, Biawmdath’s blindness 

m the fact that Canada’s embrace of multi- 

rather than bi-culturalism has greatly 

assisted the emergence and positive recep 

tion of writers such as Kogawa. Ondaatje, 

Missy. and Ricci. who hwe explored cul- 

Nd difference and the dynamic of ethnic- 

ity with all the power. sophistication. and 

vision that Bissoondath’scticarureofmul- 

ticultumlism.Tomnto’s”Caravan.“lacks. 

There is nothing particularly new or 

inspiring in this book. which is more a com- 

pendium of right-of-nnuc truisms and the 

multicultural equivalent of suburban myths 

tbw a vigorous polemic. Parts of the book 

are difficult to digest. not because of the 

complexity of Bissoondath’s ideas, but 

because of tbe infelicity of bis prose. Mixed 

metaphors abound: his diction is somedmes 

faulty, ss when he wes the term “corollary” 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ......... 

32 Books in Canada IUovember 1994 

..-_..~.C..~i.._~I.-.~~~~-~3.~.-...~.r-~-.~~.. .. 

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


--__ _-_ _I -__ 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

where “opposite” would be the logical 
choice, or describes the fears of certain 
Canadians regarding non-European immi- 
gran~sas“l@imato”whenonewouldho~ 
he means “smmg” or ‘kal.” His vision of 
Canadian campuses teiig invaded by the 
equivalentofNazistormtmo~ whoshut 
down free discussion is biily exagger- 
ated. and bis presentation of certain anti- 
multicultumlllts disingenuous: Doreen 
Kimum, for example. he introduces as the 
eminem neumpsychologist she is. but he 
neglectstolnti~nnwhatastbepre&lentof 
the Society for Academic Freedom and 
Scholarship, a neo-wnserv ative organiza- 
tion opposing the post-structuralist 
“p;lradigm shift” in the humanities, and 
linked to right-wing American orgsniza- 
tions like the National Association of 
Scholars,sheisofpr&elythatspecicsof 
‘*ideologuo”heothenviseexoriatcs. 

While Bissoondath dues acknowledge 
that the”old Canada” had its virulently 
raclstmoments,sndwhileheoc&onally 
makes valid points about the excesses of 
some present-day anti-racists, his presen- 
tation of multlcultnralism is badly flawed 
hyhlsinablltytodlstingulshbehveenwhat 
LlldaHutchwnhascalledtheidealandthe 
ideology of multiculturalism. The ideal I 
would describe as a global phenomenon 
tbat.fart?ombeingTrudeau’sbvainchild. 
is as much a part of the late-2oth-ce.nttuy 
Z2@isras isposbnodemism. It has been 
discossedasaposltiveandnecessarydevel- 
opmentby thinkmofthecalibreof Adam 
MichnlkandJitrgenHabTheideol- 
0gyasweknowitinCaoadacanbelinked 
to the state’s attempts to conuol and trivi- 
allZtheeffoasofth~lbmlerlyma@nal- 
ized or silenced to empower themselves. 
Debunked the latter must wtainly be - 
junkcdthefomxrshouldnotandcannotbe. 
In trying to throw out the baby with the 
bathwater, Bissoondatb himself ends up 
saillngdovmtbedmin.whilethebabycri~ 
out, as lustily as ever, for some truly 
enlightened attention. 0 

Now that he’s intimately acquainted 

with Canajan jogfree and histry and 

yes. evI?n the unyverse - our man 
Charlie Farquharson and lovely wife 

Valeda are doing that nineties thing 

and “going global.” Thanks to a lot- 

tery win. their foray into foreign 

affairs takes them to Cuba, Paree 

and even Great Britain. where they 

go in search of some long-lost 
ancestors. A must read for all fans 

of this great Canadian institution. 

$17.95 hardcover 

ESPITE HIS MERITS AS 
a writer. Dany LaFerri+re is 
famous because of a single title. 

Mention his name and only a few people 
blink. But mention the words How to 

Muke Low to u Ne,qm and you get smiles 
of recognition. 

It comes us no surprise. then. Ihal Ihe 
subject of fame is aI the hear1 of one of 
Lafeni&evs new books. enticingly titled 
Wh! Musr u Bkrrk Wrirrr Wriw Ahorrr 

Sfs? In some ways a sequel IO How IO 

hi& Low ro u Nc,,ww. this book is lwser. 
compiled of musings. amblings. and liltll- 
ings on American life. (Born in Haiti. 
Laferri&e fled 10 Montreal in 1978 and 
now lives in Miami.j Approached by an 
American magazine to write% long piece” 

WI-IY 94UST A BLACK WRITER 0 
WRITE ABOUT SEX? 

by Dany La&r&e 

DIMIPJb WITH THE DICTATOR 
by Dany Laferrl~re 

on their coumry. Ihr author - now a 
minor celebrity - is told. “Remember, 
you’re the flavor of the month. You bum 
around a little. rhey pick up the lab. you 
wile down your impwsions..’ 

These “impressions”- some a few 
paragraphs. others several pages-form 
Ihe body of the hook. and they’= dashed 
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Douglas Fetherling. Can/ Fagan. 

New Fiction from Lester Publishing. 

off with such brie that they’re hard to stop 

reading. Criss-crossing the country. 

Lafeni8re lets loose 0” topics like ioterra- 

cial dating, the American South, the 

shaagefndtsoffame,aod blackcelebrities. 
written in his familiar&z-ovocareur style 

- patt Bukowski, part Baldwin - his 

SIxam of rhetoric wiu leave you giggling. 
He flirts aod toys with us, playing on prej- 

udices and giving voice to taboo state- 

lneots, such as: 

One day the whites will be 

replaced by the blacks. The blacks 

will be the worst imperialists the 

world’s ever seen because they 
suffered so much. Never let 

people who’ve been through hell 

role the world. 

I don’t know a single white who 

doesn’t start salivating when the 

issue of interraciaI copulation is 

raised. & long as there’s at least 

one taker, 1’11 have work in 
America. 

Here and rlsewhenz. the author is an 

opportunistic poet blessed with a 

philosopher’s insight into the complex- 
ities of the truth. He sits back. observ- 

ing the Rodney Kings and Magic 

Johnsons of the world, then stands up. 

ready to cash in on the follies, foibles. 

and liberal pretensions of the white peo- 
ple around him. 

But the final image in the book - dtat 

of a smiling Blackman, ouffined in so 

typical garb (Yanciig io his Reebok shw 
. agrcen and yellow beret sitting lightly 

on his head”) - hinis at something mom 

dangerous: “And what about that green 
thing he’s holding? Is that a handgrenade 

or a piece of fruit?” This obvious nod to 

Langston Hughes’s poem “Harlem” 

(“What happens IO a dream deferred? / 

Does it dly up/ lie a raisin in the sun? . 
Or does if rxphde’!“) reveals the anger 

beneath the satire. Laferrikre might be 

funny. cynical. and playful, but he’s 

nobody’s fool. The truth about the 

American Dream. deferred or nor, is not a 

pretty sight. 
The thought and craft that went into 

Why Must a Bid Wrifer Wriw Abortr 

Srs:’ is absent fmm Laferri&‘s second 

new book. the more traditional Dining 

with rhe Dicrmor. Set in Port-au-Prince 
during Duvalier’s rule. the book is basi- 

cally a childhocd memoir that’s longing to 

be a political allegory. 

The year is 197 I, and young Daoy is an 

obedient child, raised by his mother and 
aunts, absently doing his homework and 

dreaming of the day when he can visit the 

house across the street. (This house. 
headed by a woman named Miki. is a vir- 

tual palace of estrogen, inhabited by a 

harem of Haiti’s most beautiful young 

women.) When his friend Gig6 casuates 
a member of Duvalier’s secret police, 

Daoy flees for his life. thinking he’ll be 

tracked down. and camps out in Miki‘s 
house. Over one weekend. he wimesses 
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these women as they claw their way 
through men, sex, relationships, money. 
and each other. 

As the tide suggests (mcidentally, the 
original French title was Le go& des 

jeunesfilks), Lafarihre. is comparing the 
country’s repressive political climate to 
thesocialhehavicwofagmltpc&omen. 
It’s not acomparison chat hold9 up well. 
Certainly the women are rambunctious: 
they talk about sex, they curse, they spy 
on each other, and they’re constantly 
arguing. One of them even pounces on 
Dtmy and says, “I’m going to eat you 
alive.” But it’s odd, and in questionable 
taste_ m compare them m the terrorizing 
Tonton Macoutes. 

The problems with plausibility are 
compounded by the book’s rather pas- 
sive and uninteresting narrator. 
Laferribre’s books ordinarily have a 
strong central consciousness that puts a 
funky spin on ordinary events. 
Unfortunately, we’re not given much 
access to the young Dany’s thoughts. 
Them are too many scenes where seven 
women talk, argue, and complain. And 
even after 200 pages, these women 
remain pretty indistinguishable, with nei- 
ther their speech nor their physical 
appearance creating any individual 
Sparks. 

Only one section comes alive. In ‘The 

House Across the Way,” we’= given a 
reflective passage where Dany looks 
across the street, imagin@ the ordinary 
details of his former life. He remembers 
moments with his mother and snatches of 
convetsations with his aunts, and unravels 
a story about his phila&ring father. It’s 
aperfectpieceofwtidn~gentlynuanc~ 
lyrical. and psychologicaUy aw Sii one 
of Dany’s aunts is named Gilberte, and 
the chapter begins wirh the words “I slept 
poorly last night,” the word Proustian 
seems not out of place. 

It’smobadthercst ofdw bookdoesn’t 
achieve this high standard. 0 

An intimate, vivid account of 
living, travelling and reporting 

on coups and customs in 
West Africa from a uniquely 

Canadian point of view. 

Available at your hourite 
bookstore-ask for it! 

-PRES 
ISBN 0919001-88-2 * $1695pb 
Diihihuted hy Nimbus Publishin 

T CAN’T HAVE BEEN EASY 
to write the first full-scale hiogmphy of 
Robertson Davies. actor. dramatist. 

editor. novelist. academic. Nobel and 
Booker Prize nominee, iconoclast, late 
bloomer, and national treasure. Davies is 
now 8 I and, counting his first appearance 
on stage at the age of five in Thamesville. 
Ontario. has been hugely productive in 
astonishingly varied ways for most of 
them. So long and prolific a life makes the 
searching out and assimilation of the vasl 
amount of documentation assembled here 
a major undertaking. 

As Judith Skelton Grant observes, if 
Davies had stopped witiig in 1961, when 
he became Master of Massey College, he 
would have been only a minor figure in 
Canadian literature. credited with plays 
and articles, enlightened editorship of the 
Pcwrborougk Esaminer. and the elegant 
but comparatively slight novels of the 
Salterton nilogy. It was not until 1968. at 
the age of 55. that he began Fifth 

1 

ROBERTSON DAVIES: ! 
MAN OF MYTH 

by Judii Skelton Grant 
W6~735pys$35dOdl~IE?NWllBm73, 

Reviewed by Mary Mihr 

Business. 6at novel in the Deptfotd tril- 
ogy and basis for his subsequent literary 
reputation. The crucial questions for his 
biographer. and the ones most read will 
he interested in. are. Why did it take so 
long? and. What prompted this spectac- 
ular new development? 

TogetattheanswershsstakenGmntJO 
yearsofreseaxhandinterviews.Morethan 
70 of these interviews were with Davies 
himself, and his comments and stories am 
among the best pans of the hook. We are 
never likely to get more verbatim Davies 
input to a biography. There are. however. 
hazards in dealing with a living subject. 
especially one who has an exceptionally 
retentive memory hut whose cm&e imag- 
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ination can often subtly shape what he 

remembers. Grant’s approach is to tread 

delicately, balancing Davies’s exuberance 

with scholarly factual checking, often in 

footnotes that setup acontinued but muted 

coanteq~ointThisistmdnderstandablytactFul 

but,likemuchelseinthebiography,ovedy 

respectf& later interpreters will want to 

pmbe more deeply into delicate subjects. 

sachashismaniageorthediscontentundex 

his regime at Massey College, which 

receive only positive treatment here. 

Given, howaver. that Davies apparently 

dreads confronting painful memories, he 

seems remsAably open about deeply felt 

formative influences lie family back- 

ground and early ralationships. Some of 

thiscankgwxdatfmmTheManticore 

orMtrthenmd Walhitq Spirits. as can his 
distaste for the narrowness of pre-war 

Ontario from What’s Bred in the Bone. 

What Grant’s biography pmvides is a solid 

mass of data on experiences traumatic and 

improving, Welsh and Scottish forebears, 

schooldays at Upper Canada College, 

Queen’s, and Oxford (where he was 

known as “the Isis Idol”), a pai7iculsrly 

poignant romance in the 1930s. the 

Petwbor-orrgh Exumi~wr and Little 

Thea~Canadian publishingandjoumal- 

ism. Jungian psychology. 

There is also. thanks to access to 

Davies’s work notebook< and diaries care- 

ftd charting and exhaustive discussion of 

almost everything he has written. minor 

and major. This is heavy going at times. 

partly from sheer bulk. panly fmm a style 

that can turn very leaden in its anxiety to 

get everything in. The main phases of the 

lii- rhe theaue, newspaper editing. aca- 

demic life. the three trilogies- are dealt 

with thematically. which makes fororderly 

development within each section but 

sometimes obscures Davies’s characteris- 

tic manysidedness, more ofren simultan~ 

ous than consecutive. 

The pattern that emerges, howevrr. is 

ckar. and it is a more tormented one than 

public appearance might havesuggested. 

Davies’s life has been a long and some- 

times anguished effort to shake off 

parental dominance. (Even now. he says. 

he can still hear Florence and Ruperr 

Davies giving their opinions on what he 

is doing.) His morhrr. like Dunsran 

Ramsay’s. was”fearti11 and lifedenying.” 

and his”Three Fathers.” Rupen Davies. 

Tyrone Guthrie. and Vincrnr Massey. 

kept him postponing for publishing. the- 

atre. and academe his fullest self-rcaliza- 

don as a novelist. The need to construct 

defensive masks lies behind the fascina- 

fion with performance that is one of 

Davies’s major rhrmes bur which. as a 

chamcrer trail. has led to accusations of 

arrogance or role-playing. Only later in 

life. with years ofexperience behind him 

and inspired by his study of Jung. has he 

been able to confront and integrate his 

warring inner forces and lind Ihe true self 

that creates: the novels. 

lt’saconvincing thesis.a littledefensive but 

h~~p~ssivelysubn~tiared.~thou~. withat 

least one moie novel in the works. all the evi- 

dence isn’t yet in. Nevenhelns Grant’s biog- 

raphy. for its sqx auld detail. will be indi+ 

pensable for anyone working on Davies or 

simply fascinated by his creative processes. 

Keeping in mind that.wanother iconoclast. 

Lyllon Strachey. put it.“Discretion is not the 

betrerpart of biography.” 0 

~0~2oS_S,s~~~~S~,SSS~ 

Reviewed by Memo Summers 

s 

KY LEE’S FIRST NOVEL, 

Disappearit~g Moon Caf& gave 

msnyxeadarstheirfirstknowledge 

of the colourful past of Vancouver’s 

Chinatown, a world of single men. of 

exploited labour. of missions to gather the 

bonesofdcadChinexandshipthemback 

hometoChinaThetewasawonderful,and 

often poetic, immediacy to the scenes of 

that novel, and Lee emerged as a writer 

born to make language dance. 

Her new book is differ- 

ent: still well, worth atten- 

tion. but different. 

First off. &//.rf/aticcl- is a 

collection of stories. not a 

novel. and Lee handles the 

two forms very differently. 

Secondly, most of thechar- 

acters in the new work are 

not Chinese . although 

many seemed to this reader 

far more exotic than any- 

thing encountered in the ear- 

lier work. 

Ti-e three bellydancer sto- 

ries of the title involve char- 
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acters whose lives in one way or another 
revolve around that of Seni, an erotic 
dancer of apparently formidable amac- 

tivams. There is her manager, of whom 
Seni says: “‘Al and I go back a long road 
ofyou hurt me, so I hold out on you. Old 
friends, so to speak.“There is a former 
woman lover, who writes of Seni in lsn- 
guage that is lush, adoring, seotimental. 
Them are “the trailer park girls,” women 
who work as dancers in good times, turn 
mpmstitmioni&ad.Asoneofthem~ 
“‘We all getting on. We more Iii house- 
wives. Same 01’ fellas over and over 
again. Only they stay longer. brawl less. 
sleep mote and pay more.” 

But the strongest stories in the COIL%- 
tiO”,forme,W.EMtthekllydan~S~ 

ries, but “Safe Sex “and ‘Nancy Drew 
Mysteries.” In “Safe Sex.” a young 
woman has a supematmal experience, a 
visitfmmaphantomher,whikdjngon 

IheTsawwassen~.Thenanatorsays, 

I have simply decided that this is my 
story of enchannnenrt Which is not 
thesameasaf%tytale.InfaitytaLes, 
the heroine lives happily ever after, 
a&r beingreleased 6om her 
enchantment, but1 don’t believe 
thar I thinkthe poor sap spends her 
lifenyingtogetback. 

In’NancyhewMystedes,“a~ 
story, a disturbed and isolated young 
womao has been living as the mistxss of 
arichman,a“~wcanan”intheoldway. 
Sheisnowpregnant,f,andiohiding 
We leant in another story, “Blooded in 

B&l:’ that herfearis well founded. She 
is now being stalked by a hit man. 

llterearelesbiire1apsinmtof 

thestoriesinthiswU~tion,andtheaurhor 
depicts an amazing variety ofwomen. We 
meet old women and young women, 
depressed victims and noisy brawlers. 

As them is an art in writing stories, so 
there is an art in assembling collections. 

DAVID WATMOUGH 

Watmougb gendy probes social convenrious 

about families, sexuality, friendship, and loyalty 

in this entertaining novel feamring his \hitty and 

” ,...I v .I”..., .I insightful protagonist. Davey Bryant. 

“Davey Bryant is the Everyman of the gay world. 

There is rich. challenging experience in every 

volume.” --JANE auLs 

ISBN 1-55152-008-7; $14.95 

ARSENAL PULP PRESS 
Disoibuted by General Distribution Services 

What do a Canadian farm woman and a Brazilian 
plant coUector have in common? An enigmatic 
death, a monkey and a destiny. Liberty Hall and 
Acacia Aranha are worlds apart, but share the same 
dreams. Death brings them together in the city of 
Maoeus on the Amazon River, but pales beside the 
river journey Libby and Acacia a~ compelled to 
take--a journey of mystery and revelation. 

“brilliant in its language and imagery” 
-Leslie Krueger, ThP Glob: ci Mnil 

and it must be said that Ihe stories in this 
collection do not always do much to 
enhance one another. They are not all 
equally accomplished. aod the reader 
comes away with the feeling that perhaps 
less would have been more. That said, one 
wan& toadd that Sky Lee is a bold writer. 

one whose talenr appears to come accom- 

panied by a certain recklessness. 
I would heartily recommend 

Disqywarit~g MOOCH CufP. the novel rhar 

established Sky Lee as a writer worth 
watching. Be//~&u~r. though less satic 
fying, shows that she still is. 0 
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HAT THE FIRST TWO 

T poets chosen for Oxford’s new 
series of Canadian “selecteds” 

bothawvomen isafairretkctionofwhere 

poetic energy has been mnning strongest 

in recent years. But these books in no way 

represent a literary “movement” While 

Roo Borson’s work extends the aheady- 
long modem lyric tradition, Erin MouSs 
explorations of the postmodem sensibility 
are unique in English-Canadian poetry. 

-..._.I..“._. _I . _..-.-._.---.-..- 

NIGHT WALk 

UHE GREEN WORD: 
SELECTED POEk’lS 

byE& Mow6 . 

Reviewed by Colii Morton 

As.clectedvohtme.evenfmmapoetin 
mid-,shouldgivethemaderabroad 
enough overview to see the poet develop 
ing over a period of years or decades. 
Night Walkdoesn’t really provide that. 
Withonlyafewbtiefandtentativepoems 
from Roo Borson’s first two books, the 
selection gives the impression that her 
sureness in A Sad Device (198 1) arose 
quickly. Memorable lines and sensuous 
image.~captureawholescuingettingand mood. 
Birds, flowers,rabt, the night sky. Borson 
obsessively reworks these traditional 
images BS objective comAat.ives for a per- 
vasive melancholy or ennui that she 
observes both within and among the peo- 
plesmund her. Her strongly visual poems 
arelikemuggyCaIifomianights. weighed 
down with sensation, “saturated with con- 
sciousness,” often immobiimd by it. 

The titlepoemofher 1989 book Ituenr. 

or the Weight of the World. adopts a 
refreshingly personal. even confessional 
tone. For the most pan. though, both her 
highly wrought free verse and prose 
poems hold the world at a distance 
duougb technique. Elegantly ornamented 
sentences mute emotion (a poem caged 
“Lust” is. ironically, written in the sub- 
junctive). 

Borson serves up hauntingly beautiful 
images throughout: “The moon: a hoof- 
print in ice”(fmm A SadDerice): “After 

dark the flowers let their other scent into 
the air. as if thinking aloud” (from 77re 
Whole Night, Coming Home). But by the 
evidence of Night Walk. it is difftcult to 
say whether her writing will gmw beyond 
the field she has aheady cultivated very 
intensively. 

The Green Word raises a contrasting 

question -not whether Erin Mour6 will 
coruinue m develop, but how Far her read- 
ers will be able to follow her. Already she 
has moved to the edge. where commtmi- 
cation often fatten. Combii everyday 
situations with highly intellectual sbuc- 
turea. her poems set out to desnoy the dis- 
tance, which Roe Borson so caretidly pm- 
serves. between subject and object. 

For instance. in “Seebe.” a poem from 
WSWt 1989). Mom15 sets up the r&er for 
a lesson in poetics by describing in some 
detail a dramatic incident. then abruptly 
derailing her narrative: 

No writer can give more than a partial 
accounting ofevents. Most acknowledge 

the limitations of subjectivity and work 
with them, whatever ambivalence they 
may feel. Yet Mow6 seems to be trying to 
escape this ambivalence. to achieve 
unmediated expression. To this end she 
disrupts language to dislocate me reader 
from the hierarchical subject-object 
assumptions of traditional syntax. 

Her poems do what she challenges her- 
self to do in a passage (not included in T/w 
Green Word) from Furious f 1988): ‘To 
use a kind of compression, socompressed 
that the Iii between the image/phrases 
break down. but the whole poem still 
retains its connection.” Her poems fre- 
quently dispense with narrative and syn- 
tactic links, engaging the reader as a par- 
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tlcipant in creating meaning. In the pro- 
cess thepoem’s%ubject”becomes not so 
muchthe’meaning’tobederivedbutthe 
act,thereader’sac5ofmakingthosecon- 
nectlons, supplying those links. 

The Green Word shows how consis- 
tcnffy Momdbas challenged rhe reader to 
participate in making connections, how 
furiously she has compressed experience 
fmm the very beginning. The earliest 
poem in the book, from Empire. York 

Srreec (1977), employs in a simpler and 
thus more readily observable way some 
ofthe techniques of her newesl work. The 
poem,“HazaxloftheOccupation.“holds 
io suspension two, due% or more patterm 
ofwordssndimages.Achild’ssnnissev- 
ered, “flesh as thin as words”; a table 
breaks; shllgles fly off a moE “words 
rearmr@‘meanlng on the page; ill the 
poet herself, “the hummingbird refuses m 
/land on the roof.” parallel thoughts and 
actlonsengagetbereaderintheprocessof 
creating metaphor, not as a mere part of 
speech but as the organizing force. the 
structure of the poem. 

Asimilarpmcesscanlxfoundworking 
in the poems from Mou#s most recent 
book Sheepish Beoury, Civilian Love 

(1992). but on a larger scale, requiring the 
reader to perceive and synthesize more 
disparate information, inch&g text fmm 
facing pages (as if that were possible) 
simultaneously. Disparate subjects are 
“pulled thru” similar syntactic patterns 
until those pattems become not merely 
carriers of meaning but the ierrain of 
meaning itself. 

Theonusrestswiththereadcrtodothe 
carrying, to interact with the texl and 
become a poet in tbe act of reading. It’s a 
rigorous workouF it can leave you breath- 
iess,headredin&readymrelaxint0aR03 

Borson poem and let the sensations wash 
over you. My advice is m buy both books, 
altcmatebehveenthem,andwntinueread- 
ing until Oxford brings out the next books 
inthlsseries. 0 

by Gary Boire 

Gary Boire’s lively, illustrated 
biography celebrates the life 

and career of one of Canada’s 

most prolific writers. 

ISBN 1-55022-185-X 0 514.95 pbo GDS 

Available at better bookstores near 
you-ask for it! 

T IS DIFFICULT TO WRITE 
about Israel withots incurring criticism 
from, and/or creating controversy 

among. Jews and Arabs. Because the 
groups are so highly polarized. the chance 
of being politically correct - in both the 
old and new sensesofthe word- is slim 
at best. Bmnwyn Dminie’s MyJerrrsak-IX 

Seculur Aciwrww in rhr Ho/.v Cie is an 

often embarnwiily honesr accounf of her 

life in Israel for two years. My Jerrcsalew 

is cogent and insightful as a travel/guide 
book. However, a fair, carefully written. 
and responsible cultural critique it is not. 

Dminiewritesengagingly-evcnifher 
“reflections” M occasionally insipid and 
a little long-winded. they’re worth the 
breath. Also. the sense of history she 
weaves intoherbook is readableand inci- 
sive. However. to comment on Israel one 
has fo be meticulous amund Le issue of 
identity politics: one has 10 clarify the posi- 
tion of the writing subject. Dminie accom- 
plishes this to a fauk. caricaturing. at times, 

NY JERU=LEi% 
SECUL6aBADVENTlJES 

IN PWE WOLY CITY 
by Bronwyn Dtainie 

Doublcdq.M~a. s27.ss~~%Nox52.%~~ I, 

Reviewed byJuliejenkinson 

Arabs and. especially. Jews. Consequendy 
M~Je~rrsufenr is rife with unwmuwdgen- 

eralimrions. Herexpeclationsofwhatshe 
arbiharily terms a Thii World counny are 
sometimes shockingly ndive: so what if you 

can’t tind bagels “in Jerusalem. a deeply 
oriental town”? At times h’s hard m believe 
that Dminie. married 10 the Middle Eastern 
correspondent for hhr Globe oruibfuil and 

a cultural commentator for the Globe her- 

self. has brought link more Ih.an diaristic 
observations to bear on Isnel. 

Mosl disturbing in M.r Jrrrrwlen~ is 
Dminie’s seeming intolerance for”other- 

ness.” She attempts to justify her lack of 

tolemnce by stating “we”- itself agen- 
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emlization-‘~iadistsntpartsofthe 
world in such w, clumsy strokes. full 
of blurry generalizations and simplistic 
dichotomies; up close, the realities are 
invariably mote complicated and more 
iotetes~ unfommately, this awsreness 
&csMtseemtoguideDminieinhercom- 
mentary, bet unjust criticism of others. 

Livinginadi&entculhue.especially 
one with such complex cuhwsJ and polit- 
ical differences, with hopes of recreating 
one’s own home comforts, is unrealistic. 
However,Drainieaodherfzmilytiedtheir 
best tocmulatemiddleclass Westem stao- 
dardsbymovingiotoacushyspot,thcpar- 
adisal neighbourhood of Yemio Moshe. 
one of the loveliest. most exclusive parts 
of the city. Their house, although she 
claims her neighbows might disagree, 
“was the best house on the best sheet . . . 

clearly more perfect than all the others.” 
While she tries, too, to enmesh herself in 
the culture and “experience” the lifestyle 
of Israelis and F’alestinians, she ends up 
fcclingappallcdbymuchofwhatgoeson 

-particularly when it comes IO ultra- 
onhcdox Jews. Her criticism is sometimes 
immature and sarcaslically cruel. For 
example. when describing ulbOrrhodox 
Jewish women. she comments.“they had 
removed their head scawes and replaced 
them with nasty. sharp-edged hats that 
emphasized all the worst features of their 
highdomed foreheads and round moon- 
like faces.” Her references IO their recre- 
ational activities, theirgarb. their manner- 
isms. their sense of material values. arc 
derogatory. Although al the beginning of 
the story she claims she is a”non-practis- 
ing half-Jew. on her mother’s side” (her 
mother is Jewish and her father is 
Anglican). what becomes apparent in Iwj 
Jcrrrrolem is Drainie’s insecurity about her 
relationship to Jewishness. Arabs. mind 
you. don’t escape unscathed either, espe- 
cially the women. whom she sees. for the 
most part. as”giggly. shy and bland.” 

Stereotyping does allow Drainie to be 
witty. Religiouscustoms and the must-miss. 
that is tosay.over-visited. tourist amactions 

‘THE PRODIGAL HUSBAND: THE ’ 
TRAGEDY OF HELMUTH AND 

HANNA WXRALJM 
by Michael Harris 

~~wo~*48o~s~~~s~,s~ss~ 

Reviewed byjack Botren 

r MAY THINK YOU’VE 
read this story before. It’s the 
one about the millionaire from 

London, Ontario, named Helmuth 
Buxbaam who hired a zonked-out lowlifc 
tomurdcrhiswifeinaplansobiisnd 
cruel that it inch&d Buxbaum as a will- 
ing eye witness. ‘No, honey, please, not 
this way,” the victim, Harms Buxbaum, 
saidtoherhusbaodinthemomentbefore 

are skewered robustly. She takes the roman- 
tic out of clich&l romanticism very well. Of 
theChuchofNativity shetitcs.“it issim- 
ply agloomycavemousbamuammed with 
ornate hanging oil Imnps and soot-covered 
wall decorations . the scene completely 
unbelievable and verging on the silly.“MF 
Jemwdmr is aged guide book to guide one 
uwu.r from the plethora of commercially 
packaged holy sites. 

Ln concludiig her story Drainie reflects 
on a shocking encounter with an Arab 
“friend” who declares that.% the Koran 
says. we mutt kill the Jews all the Jews 
in the world.” Drainie bravely confronts 
him and tinally “comes oui’ as a Jew - 
and nc11 a half-Jew either. His harsh con- 
fession/belief. it seems. may havealtered 
hersenseofherreligiousself.That isn’t to 
say she experiences a reconversion: at the 
book’s end. Drainie can be found in a 
medieval cathedral in southwest France 
with Gregorian chants swirling around her 
head. praying. as the Bible enjoins her to. 
for the peace of Jerusalem. 6 
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the hitman shot her &ad. But Helmuth. 

in the words of another lowlii who was 

along for the hit, “didn’t blink an eye.” 

You probably have read the story 
bafore.. When Buxbaun~ wanton rriai for 
first-degree murder in October 1985, it 

was, from a media point of view, the 

Paul Bernard0 case of its decade. 

Newspapers covered it at length and in 

detail, and shortly after the end of the 

trial, which lasted four months and 

brought a guilty verdict, three quickie 

books recapitulated the crime and the 

courtroom proceedings. But you’ve 

never read the story in the way Michael 

Harris tells it. Harris has been so thor- 

ough in his nsearch, so meticulous in 

accounting for every gruesome minutia 

and every loathsome character, so prc- 

cise and graphic in relating the tale that 

reading The Prodigal Husband is the 

waking equivalent of getting stuck for a 

couple of days in a nightmare. I think I 

intend that as a compliment. 

Helmuth and Hanna met in Canada. 

although, speaking of nightmares, both 

had survived childhoods of terrible depri- 

vation in Eastern Europe during and after 

the Second World War. As a couple. the 

two appeared to share the same funda- 

mentalist values and ambitions -hard 

work, lots of kids, religion. But when 

they made their fortune fairly quickly in 

the nursing-home business. Helmuth 

veered in fresh directions. Family and 

church were okay, but now, with all the 

money he’d accumulated. really dispos- 

able income, he decided that kinky sex 

and cocaine were more his speed. 

Nobody, not even Buxbaum himself, 

whom Harris interviewed extensively, 

seems able to explain his switch from the 

sober life to the high life. Whalever the 

reason, Buxbaum was hardly subtle 

about his conversion. In no time. almost 

every hooker, pimp, and drug dealer in 

London knew about the easy pickings 

from the weird guy with the fat wallet 

by Marco Adria 

An illustrated biography of 

Canada’s best-known and most- 
admired radio personality, the 
host of CBC’s “Morningside.” 

ISBN l-55022-166-3 0 $14.95 pbo GDS 

Available at better bookstores near 
you-ask for it! 

and the lust for coke and babes. And 

when Helmuth casually elected to rid 

himself of Hanna - the principal moti- 

vation seems to have been the poor 

woman’s failure to warm up to 

Helmuth’s suggestions of oral sex - 

several regulars at Kelly’s Bar on the 

seamy side of town stepped forward for 

the job. The deed was done. in daylight. 

by the side of a main highway outside 

London. and the guilty parties were so 

clumsy that the cops didn’t need 10 be 

Sherlock Holmeses to solve this one. 

Harris is especially effective B1 

describing the trial, making the book, 

among other things. requisite stuff for 

courtroom junkies. The eloquent Eddie 

Greenspan represented Buxbaum at per- 

haps the most famous fee in Canadian 

legal history. a million bucka plus a quar- 

ter-million bonus for an acquittal. 

Greenspan. despite .some brilliant scram- 

bling. didn’t collect on the bonus. and it 

was after the guilly verdict. after 

Buxbaum soured on Greenspan. hired a 

new high-profile coun%l. Clayton Ruby. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .._......................................... ., 

and launched an appeal. that the legal 

manoeuvring grew even more inniguing. 

At the trial. Greenspan had never 

raised an insanity defence. partly because 

Buxbaum forbade it. partly because 

Greenspan’s psychiatrisrs didn’t think 

Buxbaum was insane within theCrimiial 

Code definition. At least that was 

Greenspan’s story. Ruby said Greenspan 

had it wrong. He said that his psychia- 

trists tested Buxbaum and found him to 

be mad as a march hare. Ruby used this 

assessment to ask the Ontario Court of 

Appeal to gram a new trial where things 

would be done right the second time 

around. The relationship between Ruby 

and Greenspan got testy. The Appeal 

Court turned Ruby down. So did the 

Supreme Court of Canada. Buxbaum 

remained in prison. and the case was 

tinally over. 

There’s just one thing I wmt to know: 

are Greenspan and Ruby still speaking? 

It’s the only question about the 

Buxbaum case that isn’t auswered in tbis 

remarkable and disturbing book. 0 
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Part histoly, part journey into nlemory 

and myth, 771~ Not! Icclnrafr?; is a collage 
of photos, e.ssays, stories, personal his 
tories, folklore, and early newspaper 
reports ~ploring a singuku segment of 
the North American community-a 
people who, in 1675, letI their island of 
glaciers and volcanoes to establish The 
Republic of New Iceland on the sboms 
of Lake Winnipeg. 

Availableat better btwkstores new you- 
Ask for it! 
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.A 
EN JOHN BENTLEY 

Mays began his CitySites 

column in the Globe and 

Moilawltileback, Iwassomewheteouthe 

dark side of sceptical. Why did we need 

this overly effusive cultural-tourist, an 

American to boot, ar-speaking his sensi- 

biitiesowraci~ racked by economic cri- 

sis and a visible loss of will? Obviously, we 

needed a critic with background, politics. 

and some edge. Why not John Sewell? 

Why not George Baird? why not, well, 

I J’ I I 

anyone but Bentley Mays? 

I think it was the piece on Toronto’s 

buried waterways tincluded in Emwld 

Cip) that started to change my mind. It 

made me acknowledge that. as a new- 

comer to Toronto, I’d been leaming thiigs 

from his columns I couldn’t find else- 

where. and that Bentley Mays was consis- 

tently pulling off one of the most difticult 

tricksa writercan takeon: teaching while 

offering his readers sensory delight. From 

the beginning he’s seemed equally com- 

fortable with architecture. history, and 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

geography. and he’s surprisingly astute 

about the shortcomings of urban planning. 

Best of all. he does his research with obvi- 

ous delight and. frequently. with inspin- 

tion. Even his occasional outbursts of%en- 

sibility” are grounded in a testable laud- 

scape. The CitySites columns wuStiNte a 

journalistic accomplishment of which both 

Bentley Mays and the Clohp bmin-trust 

ought to be proud. 

Bentley Mays may have accidentally 

invented a new and extremely timely lit- 

erary gem-e. It’s somewhere between urban 

travel writing and criticism. Its newness 

lies in the fact that it is written not to attract 

tourists to the city (or to help them navigate 

a jungle), to pmpa_wdize prideful ameni- 

tiec.or toaggrandize aset ofpolitical wis- 

dams. but to create a more knowledgeable 

familiarity in those of us who live in 

Toronto. It’s a rare and citizenly thing to 

try. and other cities ought to be envious. 

There’s a bonus here. The columns 

have been terrific. the book is better. No 

longer constrained by column length. 

Bentley Mays has tleshed out thecompo 

nent essays to their natural dimensions. 

Given the author’s well-known loqua- 

ciousness, this might have resulted indis- 

aster, but it hasn’t. Mostly we get mote 

and sharper detail. not blather. and even 

the occasional outbursts of blather am 

witty attd kind of charming. I could name 

dozens of memorable essays, such as the 

centrepiece essay on Mies vsn der Robe’s 

Toronto-Dominion Centrr (a.k.a. the 

Dark Towers). which manages to be 

kindly toward and insightful about mod- 

ernism at the same time, or the essay on 

the imprint the glaciers have left on the 

landscape (“The Shape of the City”). but 

those are merely my personal favourites. 

I think it’s better to simply point to the 

general richness. and let readen tind their 

own delights. 

The essays m wt out under 16 overlap- 

ping headings. beginning with climate. 

landform. and pioneer history. then mov- 
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ing tbmugh depictions of contemporary 
cityscap&mdconcl~v&hawand@ 
ing valedictory address about rhe future 
that condudes the book. It’s an ordering 
thatinvitesreaderstorambletbmughthe 
booFsF0gesrathertgome-sEpakmg 
hunting for a single conclusion. 

Suchan~isapappropriate.Thisis 
abookwithathousandusefulinsi@s,~ 
nouncements, and observations, and 
nartlinglyfewcon&sions. Inthatway. it’s 
likeTC¶Xltoikelf-in~tligh~sUq7ds- 
ingly generous, and in love with life. 
EnnmldCi~isdesdnedtobecomeboth 
anu&anamenityoniao,andquite~ 
siblyalitemrydassic,thekindthatreaderx 
willvisitandmvkit1exFectxpealobechecking 
backwithmycopyforakmgtime. 

John Sewell’s Housing and Homes: 
Housing for Canadians isn’t going to 
become a literary classic. It is turgidly 
written and so bunfened by the ideological 
“factoids” and rhetoric that have been 
killing social democracy that one’s eyes 
glaze over by about page 20. It invites 
readers to dump it on that ever widening 
shelf reserved for books about vimtous 
causes that we somehow just don’t give 
a shit about Doing that, however. would 
be a serious mistake. 

Seweuis,argmbly,themosxiIltel&nt 
functioning social democmt in the coun- 
try, and Housing and Homes contains 
some very unorthodox and unbureau- 
cmticideasabouthousing.Hismostinter- 
esdng (and un-social democratic) ideas 
concern munici~zoningpraclice. which 
has long been the exclusive province of 
brain-dcadbmeaucmts. SewelI wants to 
end the practice of designing (and con- 
hulling) neighbourhood design so that 
they will look good to real estate agents 
driving clients up and down the streets. He 
\vanfstigopeIlcduptooencourageseo 
and units and asymmetrical design, and 
while he stops just short of scrapping the 
building code, what he has to say, if you 
can penetrate the dreary pall of his prose. 

Tran§-Border citizens 
edited by Rod Dobell 
& Michael Neufeld 

New Release. 
A fascinating look at the sweeping 
changes faced by North American 
democracy as we approach the end 
of the 20th century. 

Ask for it at your local bookstore. 

TRANS- 

Published by Oolichan Books for the North American Institute 
ISBN O-88982-142-9; $12.95 pb; Dist. GDS 

Distributed toboukston3by~Dishibutionsenrices. 

A comprehensive account of the 1993 Clayoquot 
proteslsz the Peace Camp and the Blockades; lain- 
forest ecosystems: the April 1993 land-use decision; 
co-opted ecology; civil disobedience; collusion 
among the police, the co&s and the corporations; 
environmental lights; 199l ongoing cleatcufs in the 
Uayoquot (with photos). 

“No subject more important, no volume more 
comprehensively interesting. Wonderful!” 
-C/m&m Ruby, crimi~u~l Inn?pr 

ISBN O-92187&29-9 - 59.95 pb * 259 pp 0 Disk G DS 
Available at better bookstores near you-Ask for it! 

is the most imaginative look at housing to 
come from a polirical figure in many 
years. His proposals for rebuilding the 
suburbs also echo some of the mosl radical 
thinking in urbsn design, and ougbr fo (but 
probably won’t) make Le development 
industry stop and think. 

So here’s my advice. Skip the first and 

last 50 pages of this book and chew your 
way inlo the meat of his arguments. The 
rewards are wonh more than the uouble it 
takes. And for fun. imagine what would be 
produced if we oxld lock SewelI and John 
Bentley Mays togeerher in a comfortable 
room for about a week and tell them to 
come up with P plan lossve our cities. 0 
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ONE ON ONE: THE IMPRINT 

BNTERVIEWS 

edited by Leanna Crouch 

S~ervilloHourr2l’)lng4519.95pp.r~ssN ts9sssrwzq 

Reviewed by Dan Bortolti 

5 
JNCBFFIRSTWBh’TONTIiB 

.: air in 1989, TVOntario’s 

“Imprinl” has benefited from 

being based in Toronto along with 

Herbourfront’s IntemationalFestivaJ of 

Authors, an arrangement that has allowed 

the show to interview writers from all 

over the globe without incurring travel 

expenses. Reflecting this influence, One 

on One comprises 18 interviews, ah but 

three of which feature writers from out- 

side Canada. 

The dominant figure in One on One is 

DsnieU?ichler, the show’s hcstuntil1993. 

His interviews with Satman Rushdie and 

tbe Uruguayan writer Bduardo Galeano, 

probably the strongest in the collection. 

not only reveal Richler’s own insightful 

reading of his subjects’ novels and essays. 

but provide the context necessery for an 

audience that may not have read this work. 

By contrast, Guy Lawson. the present 

host of “Jmprint,” is a former lawyer 

without an extensive background in liter- 

ary journalism. In Lawson’s tone contri- 

bution, Douglas Coupland stings him 

after a particularly contrived question 

about types and archetypes: “Oh. you’re 

getting all university on me.*’ Leonard 

Cohen is more kind IO a star-struck 

Barbara Gowdy. despite her gushing 

(“You’re undeniably successful. Your 

albums sell in the hundreds of thou- 

sands”). and her requests for him tosing 

the lyrics to her favourite songs. 

Clifton Joseph does his best with the 

punk singer Henry Rollins. whose inclu- 

sion hem is suspect: “I never had much 

time for poetry.” Rollins confesses, “I 

was always more interested in literature.” 

By contrast, Joseph’s lengthy interview 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

with the novelist and Vietnam veteran 

Larry Heinemann is the most emotional 

in the book. as the author describes how 

the horror of the war has infomred his 

writing, 

Leanna Crouch’s editorial efforrs rue 

largely successful, though the placement 

of photos is less effective than it might 

have been. Ratherthau allowing the phc+ 

tographs to communicate the personal 

dynamics of the interview. they lapse into 

CariCaN~ more Often thm not. unflatter- 

ing shots of open-mouthed. pursed- 

lipped. or wildly gesticulating authors 

appear with ill-chosen anddecontextual- 

ized captions. An image of a pensive 

William Golding bears the caption ‘The 

answer. I think. is I don’t know”; su exas- 

perated Rushdie is placed alongside 

‘That’s my pmblem.“These photos serve 

not to complement the text but to remind 

the reader that this is still television, where 

intelligent discourse is next to impossible. 

Crouch has also chosen to include the 

occasionat bracketed editorial comment to 

describe the manner in which a question 

is posed or an answer delivered. This gloss 

is simply obrrusive when it interrupts the 

interviews with “[pause while the camera 

operator changes the video].” but it is 

effective in Richler’s conversation with 

Martha Gellhom. the gCyear-old chain- 

smoking warjoumalist: 

Richler: You did this for sixty 

years. Looking hack at it, have you 

made more than a squeak? 

Gellhorn: [puffs on her cigxette] 

NO. 

Richler: Has it done any good? 

Gellhom: [blows out smoke] No. 

Lie “lmptinr” itself. 0~ on 0~ is not 

a seamless production. but it is a largely 

engaging forum for the discussion of con- 

temporary writing. And like”Imprint.” it 

is at its best when Richler is in rhe inter- 

viewer’s chair. 0 
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CT 
AY MACPHERSON WAS 

lured to Canada in 1935 by the 

Lo ffer of a job as a physiothera- 

pist at a Montreal hospital, which paid the 

grand sum of $40 a month. She planned 

to stay “for a year or two.” In 1982. she 

was awarded the Order of Canada. This, 

and other subsequent honours, came in 

recognition of a 

lifetime of 

activism for 

world peace and 

women’s equsl- 

ity. For the last 

50-odd years, 

she has travelled 

the world, from 

IvkiiwmGnxce 

to Russia to 

ChkmVii 

organizing and 

participating in 

innumerable 

by the writings of Sidney and Beatrice 

Webb: in Canada. as an overworked 

physiotherapist coping with Ihe. plio epi- 

demics of the early 1940s. she came into 

intimate, daily contact with human suf- 

fering. in a form that she could readily 

comprehend. *’ I always hated and feared 

being physically hurt. or knowing that 

others were 

marches, dele- 

gations, com- 

missions-and a few inspired stunts - 

mittees, com- 

all of which are described in When in 

Doubt, Do Both. 

Macpherson dates the genesis of this 

autobiography to the year 194 1, when 

she acquired a used typewriter and, in 

order IO improve her typing skills, began 

kepingare.cordofheractivities. Butthe 

book also includes accounts of her mid- 

dle-class childhood in provincial 

England. her training in London, and her 

adventurous early years in Canada. These 

chapters. which show an indomitable 

personality in formation, are in some 

ways the most engaging. As a student. 

Macpherson had already been influenced 

being hurt.” 

she writes in 

her preface. 

This “led to the 

conviction that 

violence. 

oppression and 

war are unac- 

ceptable. I 

don’t think I 

understood 

mental distress 

. as easily.” 

After her 

marriage 10 

1943, and motherhood in 1944. she 

Brough 

found herself in Toronto. a University 

faculty wife. By 1949. she had taken a 

Macphenon in 

time-honoured route to political action 

for women: rhe Home and School 

Association. Later came the Deer Park 

Residents’ Association. the Association 

of Women Electors. the University 

Settlement Board. as well as a very unof- 

ficial but highly enjoyable series of con- 

vocations called the “Ladies’ Liquid 

Lunches”-during which all mention of 

children. religion, and (usually) politics 

was banned by common agreement. 

Eventually. she would head the Voice of 

Women as well as the National Action 

. . . . . . . . ..*.......................................................................... 
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OF COrdTEMPORARY WRlTlNG *ORO*D 

“The future ___ admire[dl for its 
iconclasm and global perspective.” 

- The Globe & Mail 

FALL ISSUE 

0 South Asian women writing in 

Canada & US 

0 Iranian women in Iran 

0 Yvonne Vera on Nigerian 

author Buchi Emecheta 

0 Joseph Conrad & Sudan’s 

modern masterpiece 

0 Political drama in Montreal 

plus stories. poems & 

book reviews 

at bookstores now 

PO. Box 69%. Sin A Tomnlo M5W 1X7 

Coming this Christmas from 
Delselig Enterprises Ltd.! 

Tales From My Llttle 
Black Bag 

John lbberson 
l-55059-093-6.6 x 9. pb.. 160 
pp.. $18.95 

Dislribulcd By: 
Tcmcron Books Inc. 
Calgary. Alberta. Canada 
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Committee on the StatuS of Women. 

Macpherson’s very English modesty, 

her breezy sense of fun, her enjoyment 

and tolerance of others (along with a tal- 

ent for hard work, of course), seem to 

have been her greatest assets. As presi- 

dent of VOW, she discovered she “was 

able to get along with almost everyone. 

And it struck me that this was not some- 

thing everyone was able to do . . ..” She 

insists on giving credit wherever it is due, 

and rarely has a truly unkind word for 

anyone-even a polar opposite like 

Barbam Amiel, who when they met had 

just suffered a miscarriage, “and of 

course we had to feel rather sony for her 

(maddening!).” Though this admiible 

inclusiveness makes the book an invalu- 

able repository of names, places, and 

dates for anyone interested in the history 

of female activism, it may create a some- 

what blurred effect for the casual reader. 

Anotberofhertraits, Macpherson herself 

is the Jirst to admit, is an innate aversion 

to introspection, which, she reports, 

inhibited her during “consciousness-rais- 

ing” sessions. This tends to make her 

allusions to her apparently complex, and 

potentially fascinating. private life 

impenetrably opaque. 

Though she ran several times for fed- 

eral office (once as an independent. later 

for the NDP). she clearly found the 

horse-trading required by party politics 

distasteful. Preferring to remain an adver- 

sary of power. she recalls wirh relish hav- 

ing been temporarily barred from the 

United States as a subversive under the 

McCarren-Walter Act. and on another 

occasion “flung into a Paris jail” (along 

with ThCrbse Casgrainl. When asked 

“what she had been up to lately” by the 

Governor General as he presented her 

with the Order of Canada. Kay 

Macpherson was happy to reply: 

“Revolution.” 

In The Gilded Ghetto. Sydney Sharpe 

takes up the subject of women in 

Canadian polidcs where Wlre~r in Douhr. 

Do Both leaves off. Sharpe includes a 

brief. useful history of the advent of 

female suffrage for the benefit of the 

young (or the forgetful), but her main 

concern is the present. largely unhappy. 

lot of those women now in offlice. With a 

combination ofanger. wit. cynicism. and 

. . . . . . . . . . . . ..a....................*..... 

muted optimism. she unveils some of the 

political and parliamenr;lry rituals that 

regularly remind female members they 

are”tmvellers in astmnge and alien cul- 

ture.” drawing on a fund of hilarious yet 

appalling anecdotes supplied by a long 

list of politicians. (Unsurprisingly, those 

no longer in office are the most candid.) 

Sharpe’s style is punchy and enter- 

taining, and some of her views are 

provocative. The venerable notion that 

the female ethos has a naNr&y edifying 

effect on public life may be implicit in 

Kay Macpherson’s world view. but 

Sharpe is wary of this concept. insisting 

that women’s claim to power should rest 

on their simple right 10 equality. and 

never mind “gender solidarity.” She 

also shies away from dx idea that m- 

ingful change can only come duough the 

election ofself-designated feminists.sug- 

gesting instead that a female “critical 

mass” - perhaps one-third of those 

elected. of whatever stripe-is the key. 

Currently. women occupy I8 per cent of 

the seats in the Testosterone Tabernacle 

(as Sharpe affectionately calls the House 

of Commons). the highest percentage to 

date, and whether this tigure represents 

success or failure is of course a matter of 

interpretation. Two male champions of 

women in politics emerge in her account, 

and they make strange bedfellows: Brian 

Mulroney and Bob Rae. Her analysis of 

the Kim Campbell debacle. entitled 

“Tinkerbell Spell.” is astute and disturb 

ing, whatever your opinion of our lone 

and fleeting Female prime minister. And 

just in case you fondly imagine that the 

days are gone when a member of parlia- 

ment (it was Judy LaMarsh) could be 

asked by a member of the press. “Are you 

a politician or a woman’!” Sydney Sharpe 

is here to remind you that one of the ques- 

tions posed to Campbell in Macleun’s 

after her defeat was: “Have you found 

love?” 0 
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w N ASKED TO LIST 
his interests for an author 
bio, Peter Unwin 

responded with “The north. all sports. 
especially baseball, hockey, kayaking and 
pretending I know bow to fish. Love of 
animals, especially bears. wolves and 
undetdogs.“Hisdeacripdoniscetiakdyno 
less than accw for abnost all of these 
things -including his mildly funny 
attemptathumour-amretlected in The 
Rock Fanners. 

_- ..__. 

THE ROCK FARMERS I 

by Peter Unwin 

I-oRcaNT STQWIE5 

by Daniel Jones 

Meuy.IWprges$l’LSO~a(EBN 1521280116) 

Reviewed by Ctdyne A Van Der Meer 

primarily adepiction ofrural life in the 

small commttnities of Nottbem Ontario, 

thisslimvolumeof20seais~~ 
~its~~coverss‘~oldtoldwimabarely~~ 
pressed hilarity.” Indeed, Unwin should 
have completely suppressed bis hilarity, 

forhishumooroftenftofa-e.IntheIitle 
story,“TheRockFarmers,“hesharea the 
fmer points of fanning rocks, but over- 
writes his humour to the point that rock 
farmingisnolongerpotm!iallyfonoy,bot 
rather ridiculous. His approach in “The 
EastBangoQ!alweCes”issimilar. 
Inhisbidtocreateabelievablesmall-town 
culture, he exaggerates, resoldng instead 
in brash stereotyping. It would seem that 
Unwin wants to be viewed as a comic 
writer,buthisrealsuengthasastoryteller 
lies in his ability to create rich, sharply 
detailed prose., full of intense images. 

III at least half of the stories in this col- 
lezIion,unwinfocusShiaenelgyonbeing 

a serious teller of tales. In ‘The Womao- 
Hater of Bark Rapids.” we enter the men- 
tal landscape of 4Syear-old Paul Horton. 
who has a deep hatred for women, panic- 

ularly feminists. He sends letters riddled 

with invective to the only four women he 

knows, then realiis afterwards that he has 

made a grave error. Unwin is not only 
capable of conveying to his readers the 
deep shame Horton feels: he also makes 

us share that shame. 

This vividness and strong engagement 
are found in several other stories as well. 
particularly “La Vida.” “Cloudberries.” 
and “Meeting on the Road.” Unwin’s 
flashes of brilliance an? numerous in these 
selections. indicating that perhaps his forte 
is the portrayal of real-life-rather than 
exaggeratedly absurd-situations. 

On the evidence of The Prop/r One 

Knows, Daniel Jones’s writing is more dif- 
ficult to categorize. Jones. who suffered 
from depression for many years. took his 

own life last February. Perhaps this collec- 

tion of short fiction represents a commen- 

tary on his troubled life. 

Clearly a writer of the highest calibre. 

Jones here weaves a unique blend of tech- 

nical genius and acute vision. This is no 

great surprise: those who knew him were 

struck by his razor-sharp perception. He 
was hard on himself and hard on others. 

and this ability to squarely face reality is 

what makes his book so powerful. 

In ‘The Poet% Wide.” Jones zooms in on 

-1 

a would-be poet’s jealousy of his wife’s lit- 

erary success. “who I Am”deals widt the 

nsmuor’s realization that he is an inel%ctive 

teacher. ln”ATom Ligament.” the protag- 
onist confronts his consuming alcoholism 

and his inability to love.These stories share 

a common element in Jones’s work -his 

capacity for revealing the baseness of 

human nature. the tme weakness often lurk- 

ing beneath airs ‘and faqades. He writes in 

the present tense. which lends a distinct 

immediacy to the stories. Essentially. we ate 

rhere. watchii; we are part of the action. 

Jones’s shrewdness can often be inter- 

pretedasakindofcmelry. Inthes~ory”ln 

Various Restaurants.” he admitted it:‘The 

stories are about people I know and have 
known. I reveal much abouttheirpersonal 

lives. Other pans I make up. but only as it 

suits me. There is a cmehy involved.” It is 

this very cruelty that brings Jones’s stories 

tolife. 0 
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Ti your luck plq4ng SCRaBBLPwith one of 100 famous Canadians. 

Monday, November % 1994.7115 pm 
Wastin Harbour Castle Hotel 

Proceeds will rupporr the 

Canadian Give the Gik of 
Literacy Foundation 
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For more inPormation,call 4 16-631-4545 

~AULQUARRINGTCIN’S NEW 

novel, Civilization, ties a wild- 

and-woolly look at our confusion 
ofimageandr&!y-notintheworldof 

multimedia, but back in the early days of 

film. The book’s tide&em to agrandiose 
epic of the silent screen, and also to the 

rickety scaffolding upon which we 

hum;msactootbizarreandridiculousdra- 

mas. All of this is handled with a light 

touch, as the narrative bounces hack and 
fotihlikeajumpycamerabomthedaysof 

the”Wws,“givingesalookataawof 

starxlnlckzaldes. 
The story unfolds as a tale inside a 

tale. Thorn Moss, former riding act and 

cowboy-film star, is whiling away his 

time in prison - for what crime, we’re 

onccrtain - by writ.@ a memoir called 

Civilization, titled from the aforemen- 

tioned epic. A felon he may be, but star- 

&m has its privileges. Thorn wears silk 

prison garb and when he asks the warden 

for writing materials, he gets an ornate. 

pen-laden desk in his cell. He also gets 

instam feedback from the warden on the 

pages he’s jusr wrirlen and we’ve just 

read. Thorn’s creafion is a story after all. 

like the rwo-reel westerns that were his 

specialty. But a tale inside a book aboul a 

film is a sly nod lo the ’90s. and 10 our 

mediajumble of licrion and reality. 

Thorn’s adventures in the World (the 

name of a gargsnluan tilm studio) begin 

when he and his buddy. Jeff Foote. geet 

bounced off a moving train after a disas- 

trous card game whh Ihe pulp novelist 

(and soon-ro-be-scriptwriter) I. D. D. 

Jensen. h’s because of rhis mishap that 

Thom and Jeff end up working for 

Caspar Willison. a movie direcrorcasr in 

the D&Me/D. W. Griffith mould. 

Willison makes Thorn a star and intro- 

duces him 10 Ihe woman who’s 10 be- 

come his one true love. rhs incom- 

parable silent-screen star Tbesba Doone. 

She and Thorn make a tine pair until he 

learns rhrt boss Willison has no pact for 

him in his epic. Civikuriorr. A majordis- 

appointmem. since this is IO be a”break- 

through” movie. no mere flicker. one 

which tells the stories of Crete. the 

Aztecs (fcaturinp Thesba as a human 

sacrifice). and the Bible. However. 

Thorn finally makes the casl when his 

riding skills snag him the part of the bib- 

lical Elijah. His fiery chariot ride is one 
of the descriptive gems of this book. 

Reviewed by Cam/e Giongmnde 

There’s more to come as Ihe camems 

roll - srraighl into rhe prison where 

Thorn is doing time. Here the narrative 

works like the focusing ring of a cam- 

era. making Ihe mory he’s writing con- 

verge with the real and imagined 

presem. As pan of his epic. Willison is 

going 10 film a condemned man acting 

the role of himselfas he firs1 murders his 

wife, then steps up to the scaffold for a 

live hanging. Al [his point. feckless 

Thorn stans to realize the kinds of gods 

we worship and desrroy. raised on the 

screen and made in our image. 

Cidkurion is P comical read. taking 

dead aim a~ Ihe dark side of our obses- 

sions wirh media and stardom. No 

doubt it would make an equally tine and 

fimny movie. 0 
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HolwKl unlverstiy Pt8ss 
rdlhn”“*cBwA.n2z 

Helmut Brauss 

Explores thii unique com- 
poser’s tumultuous life and 
discusses the best of Reger’s 
piano music. 

S7495 se. ISGN 1435176-56.5 * 313 pp. 
OnGm occasfon of Yikbail S. Gorbachev’svirftto Cagawin March 1993. 
a conferencewar held all-bhe Uniuen’~ cdCa~ar(on the future of feder- 

this volume. highlfghled by lhe presentation of the 
former Smriet presfdent txplorm the t~anslom~atfonr that have been 
occurring in Eumpe. India. Australia and Canada as federalism is forced 
to come ID terms wftb such challenger as global economic change; 
nlhnic, religious and racial natianaliM;aboriginaI and Mher human rights 
issuns; and entimnmental dogradation 

UNIVERWV OF WGAftY PRESS 
Orders UBC Pmrr 

r!D IKlrrls lmlFss 
P.O. Box 30 

uelph. Ontario, Canada 
NIH 616 

DEELEY 
Motorcycle Millionaire 

FRANK HILLZARD 
Romnnce, motclrcycle 
racing, biker gangs and 
k-wish yachr parties all 

figure prominently in 

this biography of 
Trev De&y. 

155143.023.1 (cloth) $27.95 
l-55 143.0258 (paperbock) $14.95 

CHRISTIE HARRIS 

Ser in Vnncower, 
tlGs is n new juvenile 

novel from this nwlri- 
nwnrcl winning iluthor. 
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IN HIS WLNDY introduction to Salurday 

Night Lives!: Selected Diaries 
(M~leuand&stewalt24oQsges,~.99 
cloth) John Fraser says solemniy, To have 
such a forum was a privilege and I hope 
readers do not feel I abused it.” Well. of 

course he abused it, and dtc Diaries that 
pillaged the editor’s privilege were the 

most fan. Here we csn read again about 

Fraser’s agony at having to buy his wife a 

bra and about his collection of hymns. In 

fact when theSahuday Nigh1 Diaries m 

cpmted horn tbe magazine, it becomes 

dearthattheverybesta~~~atoffer 

Real diary entries, in other words. 
Other, less welcome impressions of 

Fraser'sSo~~ay AVgbf also emerge The 

Diaries reveal an editor with a far too 

hearty allegiance to School, Church, 

Monarchy, Mulroney, and various 

Captains of Industry. Looking back at 

.Sufur&vNighr during Fraser’s tenure. the 
effects of these hue Toronto bourgeois 
biases were glaring. From 1988 to mid- 
1994, Saturday Night’s coverage of key 

aspects of Canadian life was appallingly 

feeble. andin the anzas of sports and pop- 

ularculturethemagaziaedcsexvedafailing 

grade. Fraser contrived to construct a 
Canada in which baseball. television. and 

popular music barely existed. Readers 

madegiddybytbeminutewmkingsofthe 

Governor General’s office and in awe of 

the sons and daughters of established 

media stars were right at home. 
ItisstiUashockmmadhe&owFraser 

praised and defended Brian Mulroney. 
Mindyou,itisn’tasqrisetobeunmoved 
by his satiric suggestion for Atlantic 
Canada, a dubious play on Swift’s A 

Modest Pmposal. That Dimy ermy wasn’t 
very funny the fust time.. Many others sre 

genuinely funny. moving [on the subject 

of China). silly. or sly. They’re almost 

always engaging because Fraser is such a 

fogey. and full of il. 

John Doyle 

ONE OF OUR leading critical journals. 

Ess~yson Canodinrr Writing. has recently 

celebrated its 20th anniversary with a 

meaty double issue(#lil-7.398 pages.%14 

paper). As Michael Darling’s candid inter- 

view with co-founders Jack David and 

Robert Lecker makes clear. EC% was con- 

ceivedasa lively alternative 10 such rermi- 

nally stodgy competitors as C~nor/iurr 

Lirrr-ururc and .Srrrd;cs ill C‘oncrdimr 

Liwufurr: and if it hasn’t always lived up 

to that promise. ECU; has provided a forum 

where critics of all persuasions engage in 

vigorous scholarly disputarion. 

Other highlights include Lecker’s 

authoritativesweyof”Privacy.Publicity. 

and the Discourse of Canadian Criticism” 

and Linda Hutcheon’s characteristically 

acute observations on “Eruptions of 

Postmodemity: The Postcolonial and the 

Ecological.“Somexlf-indulgent autobi- 

ographical meanderings by George 

Bowering and a jargon-heavy essay by 

Gary Boirr: on sexual abuse could have 

been omitted without great loss. however: 

and in a class by itself. not unexpeaedly, 

is John Metcalfs”WinnerTakr All.“a 

withering critique of Morley Callaghann’s 
prose sryle that unfortunately fails to 

acknowledge most of the othercritics who 

have had similar insights. Metcalf may feel 

that he is one of a few voices crying in the 

wildemess, but he is in fact pan ofagrow- 

ing chorus rather than a marginalized 

minority group-andasthis issue amply 

demonsnares, it is ECWthat hau been in the 

vanguard of the contemporary reassess- 

ment of the old CanLit verities. 

Robin Britt 

MEMORIAL UNIVERSITY 
OF NEWFOUNDLWND 

Department of English 
Language and Literature 

Writer-in-Residence 
The Department 01 Enghsh mvdes apphcations 
lo, the pos,bon 01 Wrder-m-Aesldence lo, 
Wmter Semester 1995 The Writer-m- 

fished wrders whose work IS deemed 10 be of 
great merd. Tfw Wrder-Mfesidence conlinues 
his or he, wramg p,ofecIs. while making lime 
avadable to students. to writers wdhin the 
University. and m Ihe wibng community at 
large There may also be the opportunily 01 
leaching a crealwe writing course for exlra m- 
munerabon. Those wishing to be consldsred 
Ior the posdion are asked to wte to the ad- 
dress below. Please Include a typed aw,&fg 
ydaz copses of major publications would be ap- 
precialed. Deadline 101 apphcations: November 
14. 1994. The remuneration lor the posidon is 
set at $1’2.000 (excluding any additional remu- 
neration resullmg from leachmg a 13week 
course m crealivewrding al the rate ol53.519). 

Head 
D~partmemolEnglirhLanguageandLi~rabre 

Memcwfal Unlvsnily Df Newfoundland 
St. John’s NF 

AlE 587 

Use the electronic hwy & have 
a healthy life in a “Fundv” N.B. 
village. &acious 4 bed home. 5 
Acres+/- Income potential for 
B&B. 3rd fl. apr or studio. $99k 
For info/pack w/video call 506- 
882-2203. 

Barn converted to writer’s 
studio IofrIaparcment available. 
Located on IO0 acres of woods 
81 water 90 km. east of 
Toronto. Year-round access 
on paved roads. Flexible & 
amicable terms to suitable 
individual. Self-contained; 
peaceful private haven. 
Photocopier/fax equipped. 
Steven Wiggins, P.O. Box 7, 
Orono. ON LOB I MO; (905) 
797-3394. Evenings are best. 
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BY MARY DALTON 

BATCH. THESE BOOKS. ONLY IN THAT 
theycomebundled~ogetherforthereviewer’scon- 
sumption. A m&nge of moods and methods. 

PelerOrmshaw’sThePurityofAnns(Thistledown.64 
pages, $7.50 paper) appears in Thistledown’s New Leaf 
Editions, devoted to first books. Ormshaw’s is an authentic 
voice. He recounts the pleasures of football: ponders Billy 
Bishop and war. shares observations of Cambridge and of 
various facets ofIsrael. His plainness lets him get away with 
what might otherwise seem coy. as in the tides “Picking Up 
Mom,” “For Mom and Her Birds,” “Dad’s Chevrolet Bel 
Air.” Wile some ofthe poems are predictable, others move 
beyond the descriptive to release fresh perceptions, as in 
“Running,” which juxtaposes the consciousness of a man 
running, exhilarated, at night, and that of a woman in whom 
he (unwittingly and unwillingly) inspires termr. Another 
pOem that goes past surfaces is “Son,” about the world of 
Haasi Eichmann, son of Adolf. Several of the Israel poems 
explore past horrors and the ambiguities of fear and vio- 
lence in a country at WBT. “Blood Rituals” is about recon 
ciliadon, about coming to terms with an anti-Semitic branch 
of the family: 

Tbtirbmt&uilimtr&wymtriips 
agaimt tbepkm wbm tbe nails dtwe tbm 
imjim too banimpray. 

Ymr mke~gmndpmmts dmm 
rmd their batA will bejmum, opening 

armmd the rinrRnca oftbeirwmmdr. 
Tbeirbodierm light in their deaths 
wiugradrMuy kam to ahen inym~hw~z arm. 
andym wiUnxk tbtm IikeJmx 

(“Blood Rim&“) 

Another lirst book, Heather Bmwne prince’s Knowledge 
in the Hands (Goose Lane, 93 pages. $12.95 paper), cele- 

brates the sacred in the rhythms and rituals of country life. 
Hers is a quiet music, marked by a simplicity and clarity of 
language, and the honed quality of her lines. OccasionsJly one 

gets a sense of ashiving for effect. ss in ‘*a stoned mouthing” 
(“Here is the Smell of Smoke”1 or when the loon’s”white I 
ringed eye” is said to”[misuess] a field” (“within the blood”). 
But far tno~ often the poems succeed in creating a contem 
plative world. The poem that takes up almost two&is of 
the book.“A White Gift,” identifies a barn with meditation: 

“A White Gift” circles on itself. repeating images and stan- 
zas. slowing we down. The grandfather is theguide in this 
place of “integrity in the barn. I In all things that remain”: 

As the poem unfolds. the egg becomes time. “A White 
Gii conveys the slow power and sensual delight of “knowl- 
edge in the hands.” 

Jason Holt’s Feeling Fine in Kafka’s Burrow (AB 
collector publishing, 78 pages. SlS.95 paper) is an imag- 
inative universe away from Ormshaw’s and Browne 
Prinw’s territories. The tille sug&csls something of Holt’s 
procedures wilh language: he disrupts its syntax and 
idioms, weaves clich6. neologism. and archaism with 
philosophical tag and lyrical image. lo create a kind of 
murmuring meaninglessness thal forces a reader to be 
carried by rhythm, to be aware of language as a sytn- 
phony of mttmutrings. There are no poem titles; the book 
consists of stanzas that foollow one another like waves. 
The structure proclaims whal tbe shaping of Ian&uage 
does: no climax. no hierarchy. no progression. Holt. sn 
“idiosocratic promelheist.” finds no solace in love. in 
nature. in work, or in poetry: “lying in sheets i wait I ready 

In be cut into whatever pwnm / you wish to look tbrough.‘Now 
and lben the pccms show Hall’s yottlh: one can hear 
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Housman’s young man at two-and- 
hwlty. But this is an intdigent and inw- 
erent book that does new things with 
words (in Ashbery and Donlan territory); 
it is. moreover, a book with a supple and 
assnmdmusic. Holt tinds ways to feei tine 
in Kafka’s borrow. 

Jason Holt Is dixxyiiy edectic in his 
dismaotiing of language. Ray Fiip. in his 
new book, Plowers in Magnetic Fields 
(Gnernica, 128 pages, $12 paper). dis- 
plays an equahy dazEI range of refer- 
ence in his poems-snapshots of the 
tawdrbtesses and contradictions of con- 
temporary culture. His poems roam 
Quebec, Vermont, Lithuania. America. 
At times I’m reminded of Paul Durcan. 
ImlatBTs pop stmeaiist (%4onty Python’s 
Flying Circus Fights the Royal Canadian 
Air Farce,” “If Charles Manson and 
MauriceRichard MarriedTheir Eyes”). 
Fiip’s strength lies in his Whitmtmesqne 
exuberance; the danger lies in poems 
becoming rant, mere message: 

ElectTonic miQora cauosa 

Daiagmindlurbasinlu. 

G-wd eamsp the ecv.qkm 

It%b Par-man mile pmimue. 

(“Piano Nobile of Earth”) 

Jay Ruzesky, in his second book. 
Painting the Yellow House Blue 
(Anansi, 88 pages, $12.95 paper), casts 
a transforming eye on everyday 
moments. Roxes~/‘s skill is apparent in 
the section “Come Out Wherever You 
Arc.” in which overheard bits of speech 
are plumbed for their implications. 
There’s nothing flashy about Ruxesky’s 
t&niqne; a scmpulousness and an atten- 
tiveness to human mystery give his writ- 
ing its depth. In”%& Lake” bata fly about 
as a woman watches two men doff their 
shirts for a swim at dusk: 

~VE~POETRY~~~~ PENUMBRA PRESS 

Elizabeth Kouhi Jill Solnicki 

Naming The Fabric of Skin 

I%tWMBBAP~PoBTBYsBruBs PEWMBRA PRESS POEtRY %JFS 
ISBN O-921254-679 #36 ISBN o-921254-660 #38 

Distributed by General Distribution Services 

DOUGLAS FETHERUNG 

A gathering of Ferheding’r poems from 1965 to 

the present, a series of intimate, finely crafted 

conferrionals imbued with the sensuality of being. 

“Fetberling’s poems are nom t&m underground, 

inreliigence reports t?om the counnies of noit- 

metancholic, exacting, and sviish.” 

_HABON THESEN 

ISBN l-55152-013-3: 312.95 

Liv3EmlAh iR!mP PWESS 
Distributed by Genenl Distribution Services 
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Susan M&faster in Learning to Ride 

(Qusny, 64 pages. $12.95 paper) is less 

preoccupied with twmce than Rozesky. 

l-his bookdelights in energy verbs, the ten- 

sion and speed of rid@ The poems enact 

various aspects of horse riding and caring 

forhorses.Ittthepmcesstheequestrian is 

often linked with the emtic. or with orher 

human relations. McMaster’s lines are 

pttlsiig, muscular: 

lx?, I\? abwliy ptt?nm&?d 

tbeurrinmlt~, tbruattamd 
wo.rt tmmubi$s m nrcetyort 
here, 151~ ticb with tbe kttzz 
of tbe ntm-ttingfi~, 
&led witb the pleasun 

ofraqingwtttdjw~yot~coat . . 
c’wmling up*? 

Thisbookwodcstecausetbeenqyand 

discipline that McMaster praises in tbe act 

ofridingsbealsodisplaysin herlies. She 

exults in 'a whole new language, lof heat 

and sweat 1 power and flow.” in “the 

ttncoded strophes /of pulse and breath” 

(‘Gaming to Ride”). 

One of the most powerful -and dis- 

turbing - books of the group discussed 

herr is Lii Rogers’s Hard Candy (Sono 

Nis. 80 pages. $9.9.5 paper). A stark con- 

uast to M&laster’s exultant sensuality, the 

persona in many of the poems of Hurd 

Candy is a woman paralysed. tortured. 

attendant upon her own mutilation. Hard 

Candy is full ofelegant. glittering poems. 

csnying terrible ironies. Violence and psin 

shimmer with a frozen glamour in these 

lines: the woman of these poems is split.cut 

off from the saving aspects of self. A 

woman visits her in her sleep; her husband 

calls her the rain: 

Sbr is dcof nd dtiwtb 
and necdrghs m see. 

(“Holdinga Suitcase”) 

Elsewhe~~.theht&xtdtigwessstbeone 

who”‘gives/his wifeared pedicure/every 

Saint Valentine’s Day” (“Red Pedicure”) 

and as”the one/ who neverforgcts/to write 

her wme in the medium of his choice” 

(“Mysterious Ink’?. Violence haunts the 

world of these poems: in the marriage 

poems: the poem of an Inuit boy, son of a 

carver, abused by the priest: the paem about 

the two-year-old murdered in Liverpool: the 

collage of New York violence. ‘The Word 

for Bread in New York Time.” 

The dark humour of Rogers’s finely 

wrought poems is buly hearrowing. Hard 
Cand.v includes even that recognition of 

itself: 

The Chicken hn~att. tr pybic 
with car& rutd a tennrp. 
took tbepwt’r bmzd in bnouw 
and mki bersbr ws appnwubing 
beawn liken prrdamrfib. 
eating berny in&&- The Bched, 
emoting the mtmd in exqtdsite ink. 
tnmspwing tbr colorn ufsnmr. 

(What the Chic!41 Woman 

Told Her”) 0 
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The World Health Organization estimates 

that by the end of this century 

40 million people 

will be infected with 

“Today. the only way to 
prevent the spread of 
this disease is through 

I the ALIDS virus. 
education and prevention.” 
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BY MAUREEN McCALLUM GARVIE 

NANAFlXRWORDTOTHEFlLEONARTHUR 
Moss (Lester, 216 pages, $22.95 cloth). Douglas 

Fetherliog o&es that while thejungle io Aphm B&o’s 
1688 novel Oronooko was dense with Behn’s actual expe 

rience, the tropical wilderness of Daniel Defoe’s Rohirrrorl 

Cru.w.5 was no less compelling for beiog imagioary. ‘This.” 

says Petberliog,“is a long-winded way of saying that the first 

part of The File on Arthur Moss is set as it were in Defoe’s 

Vietnam.” Fetberling’s ionginq Saigon, a place of bars. 
dro&nGIs,aodmassageparlours. is humidly substsmial. 

It is 1970 and Arthur Moss, a rich man’s son who loathes 

repoltingbutlovestheromanceofthepress, is on hissecond 

tour of Southeast Asia as a correspondent. His anti- 
. . 

Amenauusmhas caught the attention of US intelligence, and 
the book’s56 sectioos are supposedly taken from a US con- 

sulate file: agent reports, dispatches home to Toronto, sod 

transcriptions of noctomal tape recordings in which Moss 

beseeches God “humbly to protect us fmm Americans. to 

deliver us t’ium the decay they call vitality, from the show 
businesstheycallcultureand~mthedisordertheycall~- 

&mbotisonly~m~order....“~~atealsoletters 

from an acmzss-filmmaker named Jemmie Ramboulin, 

whom Arthur meets while she is in Vietnsm making a doc- 
umentary on a Canadian priest. 

Though Fetherling has written a great many books (his 

memoir, Trav&~ Night, appeared io the spring). thii is his 

fust work of f&on As he him&points 01% it’s less a novel 

tbaoanoveUa(%&mpleblackcccktail dressoflitemture~‘). 
The tone is “‘mock-serious.” the characters. except perhaps 

for Arthur’s dying father. only real BS in “he was a reed char- 

acter.“Jemmieiopartico~fails tojell. despite all her space 

cadet letters; though she is appantly a beautiful woman who 
bates her bmasts io Playboy, we see little more of her rhan 

her%oceles-triangle” face aod”V-shaped smile.“She and 

Artbtucany onastiked association tbat they tinslly consum- 
matebackioTomoto,beforeherCheshinxath~acheryspurs 

tbem&ocboly Moss timber into a private hell as a TV enter- 

tainmenteolumnist The~lihoodofsuchanarrativebeing 
compiled from covert sources is beside the point; The File 

on ArthurMoss is a diverting, idiosyncratic foray into pam- 

noid fantasy. 

The Sri Lankan setting of Funny Boy (McClelland & 
Stewan, 316pages. $17.99 paper). Shysm Selvadumi’snovel 

in six stories. is of the Aphra Behn sort, drawn vividly from 

memory. Readers of Michael Ondaatje’s Running in the 

Fmni/y know Sri Lanka as a shmoingly beautiful country of 
flamboyant eccentrics, complex racial mixing, and hagic ten- 

sions. Fuirrrn~y Bo.v further rounds out our understsndmg with 

a porbait of a prominent Tamil family. obsztved by a bright. 

sensitive son. 
Unwilling to play with the rough boys. forbidden to play 

with the girls. Arjie spends much of his time in adult com- 

pany. providing Selvadorai with a point of view thmugh 

which to piece together a world of politics. love. and death. 

Arjie’s great-grsndfather was killed in a racial clash decades 

before: now Arjie’s businessman father tries to blind himself 
to the inevitable explosion. His mother has a devastatiog liai- 

son with a Burgher (a Sri Lankan of Dutch descent) jour- 

nalist. 

Meanwhile Arjie grows up, a boy with “tendencies,” 

exploring power and sex in a love affair with a schoolmate. 

Some passages Seem unnecessarily attenuated-such as 
Arjie’s struggles with a tyrannical though politically allied 

headmaster, or the story of Jegan. a Ttil Tiger sympathizer 

and the son of a boyhwd tiiend of Arjie’s father. But the tit- 

ing is rich, fluent. and exciting; this is a remarkably mature 
and accomplished book. 

Flight from Sri Lanka rakes Arjie to Canada. as it took 

Selvadurai to Toronto, the setting of Gary Fagan’s The 

Animals’ Waltz (Lester, 288 pages, $22.9.5 cloth). Fagan 
has already published non-fiction and short fiction: tbis is his 

first novel. It’s told in the fiat person by Sheila Harsh. daugh- 

ter of the mattress king “Honest Abe” Henb. After her pm- 

posal to write herd&s on an obscure Viennese poet whose 
slender volume she found oo her mother’s shelves ~135 tumcd 

down, Sheila quit university and moved downtown. commut- 

ing to the family business upon Finch. But Hersh’s House 
of Mattresses is in a slide, Sheila’s widower dad is starved 

for love. ud Sheila isn’t exactly blooming. The key to all 

these problems lies in that mysterious book of poems. 

The Animals’ Waltz is full of cleverness and good ideas, 

but has problems in tone and balance. The Toronto half. with 
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Aunt Ettie and Uncle Lou at Mattress 

Mart, occasionally verges on Milton 

Be&-style slapstick. The dance of inti- 

macybehvecxtfatheraoddattghter,tbatold 

Oedipal tag, is sometimes played straight, 

sometimesforyttks.In~hvothingslcok 

up; Sheila searches in Vienna for her poet 

and makes peace with her late mother as 

\h2llagwithhcrfathw,~~“,~~l~llls 

with being Jewish. She also finds a man. 

Fagan’s choice of a female narrator is 

risky; I tend to believemen have mote dif- 

ficulty seeing life through women’s eyes 

thantherevease, andSheiladcesn’t quite 

ringInte.Fatberattddattgbterinvidngnew 

partnersforasleep-at~e~viennese 

hotel seems psychologically off-base, and 

Fagan also fails to generate any real erotic 

tensionbehveenSbciJaandhe.ryottngman 

ti Bathurst Manor. 

As in Carol Shields’s Swami, or A. S. 

Byatt’s Possession, the work of a dead 

woman poet lies at the heart of The 

Animals’ Waltz. Unfortunately the exam- 

pleshetemademeside.withSheila’sthesis 

advisers. So too in Endless Bay (Metcuty, 

176pages,$145Opapa).LatttaFabbum’s 

pastiche of the 8rcat romantic Maritime 

writer Charles D’Amell is crucial to our 

suspension of disbelief. In the tmdhion of 

JaneUtqttha&it’sastotyoflitemtyghmta 

and ecstatic passions set against a thor- 

oughly late-2&h-century backdrop of a 

disintegrating marriage, sodomizing 

priests, and academics accused of sexual 

assault by lesbii students. Its protagonist. 

RheaNotthway,bascomelatetoacademe 

and is now researching D’Amell (n6 

DarnelI), a Cape Breton version of L. M. 

Montgomery or Mam de la Roche. His 

one novel, Leonora, caught the popular 

imagbtation, yet nothing much is known 

about him. Rhea leaves her horrible hus- 

band for the summer (perhaps petma- 

nently), and goes to Cape Beton, where 

she locates the house in which D’Amell 

lived and wrote. Meanwhile a much 

yottngaclassma@,Abal~Heam(whose 

Mi’Kmaq mother happens IO live in the 

same village), follows to help her in her 

research. which so far has amounted to lit- 

de more than trying to pump D’Amell’s 

tight-lipped relatives for information. 

Despite warnings from Ah&ml’s mother 

and clear evidence that Abeltml is dattger- 

ously unstable. Rhea exploits him for her 

own academic iuld se:xual ends. 

Fairbum’s style iscuriously Edwardian. 

and despite intermittent flurries of de&p- 

lion. the imagery is often out of focus - 

with the exception of a wonderful skelch 

of tbe second-hand bookshop where Rhea. 

Abelard. and Damell firs1 intersect. The 

final passage has considerable punch. but 

the victimization of the young Mi’Kmaq 

by the white woman is distasteful. and 

though the nam3torsporadically recognizes 

the extent of her culpability, I’m not sure 

that the book does. 

It’s stretching it to view James 

Fontaoa’s No Cause of Death (Mercury. 

288 pages, $15.95 paper) as a first novel: 

it is actually mte crime. but at some point 

in the publishing process a decision was 

ma& to present it as fiction. a police pro- 

cedural “based on a true story.” George 

Broderick. the murder victim’s husband. 

quickly identifies himself as rhe chief su4 

pecSandovertherestofthebookthec~~ 

of his life is relentlessly unravelled. 

Fontana. an Ontario Criminal Courts 

judge. is no styli% and much of this reads 

like court transcripts and newspaperclip- 

pings. I finished it. but hated myself after. 

The reader slogs along with Detective 

Sergeant Bob Mancuso and his team 

through tedious police work such as trips 

to Eastman Kodak in Rochester to analyse 

colour values in slides of the bath-oil-filled 

tub in which Anne Broderick’s body was 

found. Fontana might have put George 

Broderick’s ruin in context -how could 

a man who after his retirement from the 

navy quickly established himself as man- 

agerof the Ottawa branch of a large life- 

insurance company spiral downward so 

precipitously into lying. swindling clients. 

browbeating his daughter. and sexually 

exploiting his son’s liancee? We’re left 

wirh shards of facts. a verdict of guilty. and 

a frustrating sense of inconclusiveness. 

Life’s like that: liction owes us closure. 

Division of Surgery (Women’s Ress. 

222 pages, $ I X9.5 paper). hy Donna 

McFarlane. also draws directly upon life. 

but the writer’s skill in lictionalizing it is 

much greater. McFarlane. a Toronto 

writer. has had 12 abdominal surgeries in 

IO years for inflammatory howel disease: 

the centi chtacrer of her novel, Robin 

Carr. has undergone I I. Ulcerative colitis 

and Crohn’s disease are hardly the stuff of 

glamour. and McFarlane and her publish- 

ers don’t prettify it. But an otherwise 

healthy young woman attacked from 

within by inherited disease is as good a 

metaphor for the human condition (in fact. 

it is a human condition) as struggles with 

wtu, international terrorism. AIDS, or a 

broken hean. 

Division oj3wyyq has the requisite ele- 

ments of an absorbing novel: love. sex. 

suspense. httmour. The writing is candid 

and pritty. It rakes risks. McFarlane’s cen- 

bal character is atuactive and utterly famil- 

iar. Othercharacters tend to besomewhat 

shadowy. yet appropriately so; they come 

briefly inm sharp focus and then fade again 

as fear and pain drive Robin back within 

herself. Every movement away from the 

hospital and the operating theatre toward 

life (in the form of lovers. a new apartmet& 

neighboun. an ecstatic swim at the family 

cottage) is matched by a hean-chilling 

yank back to death’s door. The Imt section 

in which Henry Morgentaler makes a 

cameo appearance. at first seems at odds 

with the pmxding ntuxdtive. hut the urgent 

considerations it gives rise 10. of changed 

expectations and quality of life. make it 

work. Though hardly a stocking stuffer, 

Division of Surgery is one of those rare 

books from which you learn something not 

merely of a factual nature. 0 
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BY DIANE SCHOEMPERLEN 

k u HE REI’ELLING OF LEGENDS AND 

folktales continues to be a popularpur- 

suit in children’s books. Ideally these 

modem renderings of old stories bring new layers 

ofmeaning and ali& sense of wonder to timeless 

themes. Of course the success of such books 

dependslargelr upon both the dumbity of the old 

story ss well ss the skill of the individual 

writer. In other words, sometimes it 

works and sometimes it doesn’t 

enemy band. Many days pass and then Chinook 

has ;~dream in which she sees Red E& gravely 

wounded on the battlefield. She goes out into the 

prairie to search for him. She never retllms - but 

that winter, an arch of cloud appears in the sky and 

suddenly e werm wind blows down from the 

mountains: it is Chinook still sighing and search- 

In La Diablesse and the Baby 

(Amtick, 32 pages, $15.95 cloth, $5.95 

paper), Richard0 Keens-Douglas retells 

a Caribbean folk-tale, sbettcd by delight- 

ful, richly colonred illusnations by Marie 

Lafmnce. The book begins with some- 

thing of a disclaimer, assuring us that 

‘LToday’s children are, of course, aware 

that there are no hoofed cmanues such as 

La Diablesse, or Pied Pipers who steal 

children and disappear inro the moun- 

tains.” La Diablesse is a tall, beautiful, 

“immaculalely groomed” woman with 

one human foot and one cow foot. 

Because she has no children of her own, 

she ties to steal other people’s babies. 

One stormy night La Diablesse manages 

to weasel her way into a country house where a 

grandmother is singing a lullaby m e crying baby. 

This grandmother is no fool and msnsges to outwit 

La Diablesse and keep the baby out of her 

clutches. As it turns out. the nsrrator of the story 

wss that very same baby. Although this book is 

intended for the five-to-seven age gmup, even my 

nine-year-old wss confused by this ending and he 

wesn’t sttte what“knmactdately groomed” meant. 

From The Royal 
Canadian Mounted Police ( 

In Chinook (Pemmican, 32 pages, $9.95 

paper), Shstyn Marston retells the Native legend 

of how the chinook wind came to be. According 

m the legend, Chinook’s beloved young husband. 

Red Eagle, goes off to lead a war party against an 

ing for Red Eagle. This ratherexpensive little book 

is illustrated by Anne Hsnley. whose watercolottr 

renditions of landscape and sky sm quite attractive 

(although her version of the chinook arch is not 

particularly accurate). Her human figures. how- 

ever, are poorly done. with uniformly muddy 

brown features. squinty eyes, big lips. and bigger 

cheekbones. The story might have been more 

effective had it first been explained that the chi- 

nook wind is en actual phenomenon in the West 

-not all readers will know this. 

Sonja Dunn. in Beauty and the Beast Rap 

(Moonstone, 32 pages, $7.95 paper), has rewritten 

the old fairy tale in s modem rap version for six- 
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to nb~syearolds. Call me old-fashioned, 

but I found this less than satisfying. The 

magical qualities of the original tale are 

lost for me in the monotonous repetitions 

and awkward phmsiigs Dunn has used m 

keep within the rap rhythm. Susan 

Datrach’s iIloshations of Beauty in tennis 

clothes and big hair are equally dismay- 

ing. My son just rolled his eyes and said 

he liked the “real story” better. 

Beyond (or beside) legends and folk- 

takes. many children’s books attempt to 

present history in a manner suitable for 

young readers. llte history of the RCMP. 

for instance, is mld in Marc T&o’s first 

picture-book, The Royal Canadian 
Mounted Police (Marc T&o, 28 pages, 
$22 cloth). It is an interesting story - 

who knew that the fust recruits for the 

RCMP were actually teachers, farmers. 

studems,attdlumberjacks? Positively dis- 

posed towards the RCMP, the book skims 

over any difBculties they have had along 

the way. Louis Riel is covered in two sen- 

tences, summed up by the statement: 

‘lbeM&is wantedtheiowncounny. but 

their dream was not m come true.” If the 

bismtical backbone of the book is rather 

weak, the iiiustrations are quite enchant- 

ing. T&o is a Fmttco-Ivlattlmban design 

attistbestlotownforhiswodionT&hts. 

postcards, tableware, wallets, magnets, 

and backpacks. His illustrations are bold 

and bright, in a uniquely simple style. But 

both my son and I wished the human lig- 

ures had been given facial features - 

their blank white (for the white men, who 

all have moustaches or beards) and brown 

(for the Natives, who ail have feathers or 

braids) faces may work well on T-shirts, 

but they seemed odd in a book. 

Josephat A Prairie Roy’s Story (Red 
Deer College Press, 32 pages, S 14.95 

cloth) offers a more complex look at part 

of Canadian history: the hardships 

endured by immigrants at the turn of the 

century. JiiMcGugan tells the sad story 

of Josepha, a 1%year-old boy from an 

unspecified European country. Unable to 

master English, Josepha is frustrated and 

humiliated at school. Eventually he 

leaves IO work for a dollar a day bagging 

grain. The story is actually about the 

friendship between Josepha and the nar- 

rator. a younger classmate. When 

Josepha leaves school. they exchange 

heir most prized possessions. The bouk 

begins with the boys’ parting. then 

flashes back through time to Josepha’s 

problems - this may be confusing for 

younger children. Murray Kimber’s 

illustrations are dramatic and brooding. 

dominated by the intensely coloured 

Prairie sky. Stylistically McGugan uses 

far too many sentence fragments and 

unnatural. stilted rhythms. perhaps 

meaning to convey a sense of an earlier 

time. Ultimately the story sinks under 

the weight of its wooden language and 

melancholy message. 

Perhaps I’m comparing apples IO 

oranges but no book could be more unlll 

Josephn than Marcia and Richard 

Vaughan’s Bon Voyage! (HarperCollins. 

32 pages. $13 cloth). This lighthearted 

book is set in the present day and it’s very 

funny. Dan Hobbs’s illustrations are a 

perfectly hilarious match: bright. clear. 

and quirky, featuring funny-looking kids 

with skinny arms. bulgy knees. pinpoint 

eyes. and big noses. A young girl and her 

brother. Baxter. must earn $6.7.5 lo buy 

Benjamin Brown’sold red wagon. Their 

mother tells them to earn the money 

themselves so they open their own back- 

yard travel agency. For SO cents a trip. 

they take their friends around the world 
- sort of. The Turner twins go on a 

camel ride in Egypt (they are pulled 

through the sandbox on a rocking horse). 

P.J. skis the Swiss Alps (she skis down 

the teeter-mtter, which has been covered 

with soap flakes). Anasfasia Andrews gels 

to visit the leaning tower of pizza boxes 

(though she wants her money back when 

it falls on her head). Finally they send the 

neighbourhood bully. Bruno Kombobski. 

on a one-way nip to Mars. Ahhough this 

book is intended for the three-to-seven 

age group. its exuberant good humour 

delighted my son as well. perhaps the best 

thing about being nine is that sometimes 

you’re a bi8 kid and sometimes you’re a 

little kid. 

He was equally delighted by Linda 

Rogers’s Frankie Zapper and the 

Disappearing Teacher (Ronsdale. 125 

pages. $7.95 paper). a novel for 8- to I2- 

yew-olds. II begins: “FrankieZappercan 

change the channels without touching 

nothing.“Thnt’s not all he can do. Fmnkie 

Zapper is a First Nations boy with 

shamanistic powers. Much to the delight 

of his friends Jen and Odie. he can also 

turn their mean teacher. Mr. Smith. into 

a parrot. This leads to a series of hihuious 

adventures. Despite its fantastical ele- 

ments. the book is firmly grounded in 

contrmpoouy reality. These kids are real 

and so are their problems: divorce, 

dyslexia. bad teachers. Rogers is also a 

critically acclaimed poet and her brilliant 

use of language sets this book far above 

most written for this a8e group. It is rich 

with humour and surprising imagery. For 

instance. when Odie and Jen get into a 

tight. Ro8ers writes: 

Jen was really crying now. She was 

making awful moo sounds. Her 

i&e, pushed into his, because she 

landed on top. was plum coloured 

and her nose was dribbling. Odie 

thought she looked like a 8-rape 

that had sprunga leak. 

The passages about Frankie Zapper’s 

dream visions in the Big House are 

remarkable. Rogers is acutely sensitive to 

the child’s point of view. especially when 

writing about Frankie’s difficulties in 

dealing with hisown powers. Engagingly 

illustrated by Rogers’s husband. Rick 

Van Krugei. this book is a must-buy! 0 
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OME, MONTHS AGO I WROTE 

acolumn attacking the recent wave 

of revisionist biographies that are com- 

mitted to nothing other than making as 

muehmoneyaspossiblefortheirauthors 

and publishers. I condemned the record- 

ing of irresponsible and unfounded 

rumour as ifit were fact, and I said that 

such books did biogmpby and literature 

a bad service. But that was only one half 

of the equation. The other is more posi- 

tive. At its centre is the idea that intelli- 

gent, open-minded, and objective biog- 

rapbyisnoronlyaverygoodddngbutis 

also quite inevitable. 

The practitioners of the genre, these 

locksmiths these spies who peep tbmugh 

the paper curtains of a literary lie, have 

always been around, but it was Lytton 

Stmchey at the turn of tbe century who 

transformed the att If there was a pivotal 

moment, it was when Strachey revealed 

thatanEnglishnoblemanbadpassedgas 

while bowing to Queen Elizabeth I. 

Humiliated, theman d all the way 

to France. On his return, many years 

later, the poor wretch went to see the 

queen and the monarch’s first statement 

was that she had “quite forgot the fart.” 

Nothing would be the same again; or to 

put it another way, the winds of change 

began to blow. 

Since then literary biography has dealt 

forthemc6tpartwitbreve&gpmtiously 

unrevealcdhuths.Writbetbedetsils 

of Hemingway’s suicide, the fact of D. H. 

Lawrence’s homosexuality, the way in 

whichF. Scott Fitzgerald wmte his fiction 

or, most recently, some of the details of 

Graham Greene’s personal and profes- 

sional life, we have been told a great deal 

moreaboutlitemtureandasaconsequmce 

have a greater appreciation of its content 

and of its creators. The two. of course. are 

intertwined. A biography sets a work in 

context, places its author in time and space. 

A novel such as To the Li,qhrlrousc. for 

example. cannot be properly understood 

by a reader who is not familiar with 

Virginia Woolf’s definition of feminism. 

with Edwardian attitudes toward women. 

and indeed with Bloomsbury’s ambiva- 

lence toward Virginia Woolf. 

The vitality and the importance of biog- 

raphy also concern the fundamental direc- 

tionofmodem litenture. lffine writing and 

fine reading are to survive we must oppose 

and defeat those critics b&ing out like lit- 

tle Ob@rg~~~pp~~~~illre~s thrt the wrhren 

word is all that matters and that we should 

not. must not, study the life of the author. 

Of course, it comes as no surprise that 

it has become fashionable to criticize lit- 

erary biography. In Toronto last year I 

head a rather sad, under-achieving young 

man ask Andrew Motion, the biographer 

of Philip Larkin, why he wrote biogra- 

phiesadding”aftesall.you’vegot alife.” 

The question may have been ill-informed 

and pompous but it did reflect the views 

of those who know no bener: biogmphen 

live vicariously. they are unable to write 

fiction or poetry themselves. etc. In 

essence the usual and tired complaint lev- 

elled against critics, that they are eunuchs 

who envy the lusty. Not true. Many biog- 

raphers also write novels and some. Peter 

Ackroyd being a consummate example. 

have reached the highest levels as both 

biographers and novelists. 

The issue is even more germane in 

Canada, where there is no strong tradition 

of literary biography. Most of the authors 

who write biography do not attempt 

another and only dip their toes in the tidal 

waters of this swelling sea-the Toronm 

Slar books columnist Philip Marchand’s 

life of Marshall McLuhan and our very 

own Paul Sturwe’s hook on Hugh Gamer 

are two appropriate examples. There sre 

reasons for this. I well remernhern widely 

known Toronto literary ligure proclaiming 

thar it was wonderful “that at rhe 

Harbourfmnt Reading Festival the writers 

got on so well with the biographers.” By 

“writers:” he meant. of course. novelists. 

Yet it is vital rhat Canadian writers are 

chronicled. Why. forexample. haven’t we 

heard about two or three rival biographies 

of Morley Callaphan being written, with 

publishers uying IO outbid each other for 

the rights? The reason is that it just ain’t 

happening. The .same is true of most other 

Canadian writers. There is a biography of 

Lucy Maud Montgomery and wother is 

currmtly beii written. but you can be sure 

that an American or English author of sim- 

ikusuccess would have been the subject of 

at least half a dozen biographies. 

Yet Canada requires and desires more 

rediscovery of irs cuhural heritage rhan 

larger. more secure countries. Even now 

the= are writers fmm the past who are slip 

ping into that twilight zone of distant mem- 

ory and will soon be forgotten. Pearls of 

Canadian culture will lx lost. and the neck- 

lace simply isn’t sufliciently longoromate 

for us to let this happen. 

Uldma~ely it is not a question of whether 

we ought 10 have biographies but whether 

we could survive as a culture without them. 

I cannot imagine a governor general 

explaining that he had quite forgot rhe fan 

but I can well imagine future Canadians 

reptting the day rhat the original incident 

was nor recorded. 0 
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When properly filled in, the lattera in the box form a quotation fmm a Canadian book. Find the letters by solving the clues below and writing the 
answers in the numbered spaces proutdad. Than transfer the letters fmm the spaces to the appmprfata squares in the box. The first letters of each 
answered clue form the name of the author and title ol the book (solution next month). 

A. Hindu God 
a---- 67 ,a, 40 142 i,i 

M. Classfc Styna-ComdanGraen _ 
tuna (3 wds.) Y 20 119 II ,2r b8 153 14 

6. Soon afterwards (arch.) j _ _ _ 
18 178 26 128 106 21 51 188 ,io I&, 109 J, 19 en 59 

C. New Brunswick town _ _ _ N. Kind of newspaper (2 wds.) _ _ _ 
4B 12, 3, 100 181 Bi 124 56 I? I?? 126 1 95 IS 167 19 

D. Hyphenated urban area 

-- 81 156 0. Organizad,intheU.K.(2wds.) la; .,~ $1 5, 9 140 

E. Humorist Richard _ ____. -.-. P. Vegetable 
,a, ,a7 IO, 111 24 152 ,52 

F. Walt Whitman’s “Solitary, _ _ _ _ _. _ _ _ 0. Jay Silverheels film (2 wds.) _ _ _ _ _ 
singing ” ,sLT 7; 9, 197. ,x 11, ,,a I46 15, 5 ,111 25 57 iii u es _ _ _ 

(3 wds.) 
%- 15, ?I 1 

G. Hugh Gamer novel _____ R. Conversed 
Iso n 144 28 56 9J ,R 99 x 6, 169 8: n 29 ,lJ 

H. Be present 

I. lmpulsfva 

J. Flower 

--- 
154 12 150 

____ 
66 16, 46 I49 196 ii 

---- 
165 ,9J ,a5 150 

--_ -- 
w 129 ,511 7. 7, 22 

S. Love and Sail Walerauthor _ _ 
(2 wds.) Ir5 53 84 ,20 8 Ia 121 a, 

14 iii loa 

T. David Fannario’s _ to _ _ 
Lose 6, 101 23 115 ,111 s 131 

U. Atwood opus (2 wds.) 
,il 123 36 -97 119 ,a4 11, II 

K. lip (2 wds.) ____-_ - 
I&9 60 50 ,a ,n 86 ,cd 6s 

-- 
180 91 

SOLUTION TO ACROSTfC 166: She wore a dark 

L. r$ssengarS sensation _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 
W 911 157 52 27 52 Jo 168 13 

------ 
7 112 a3 111 125 a4 
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u HROUGHOUT THE 1970s AND 
1980s there was renewed intemst in 

writing about George Dawson. the gwl- 
ogist, geographer, and naturalist who did 
more than almost anyone else to create 
the map of the modern Canadian West. 
In 1989, for example, UBC Press brought 
out a two-volume edition of his Journals. 

Buttbeattentionalwaysseemedlesstban 

he deserved. Dawsott, who’s probably 
still best known by the cities in British 
Columbia and the Yukon that bear his 
name, made tbe official survey of the 
49th parallel. Later, as head of the 
Geological Survey of Canada, he settled 
the dispute about the Alaska/Canada 
boundary. He also explored the Yukon 
with a geologist’s eye, paving the way for 
the Gold Rush of 1898. Authors often 
focus on this last accomplishment 
because of its highly dramatic conse- 

quences. The most recent example is 
probably Michael Gates, whose study 
Goldm Foqmiie Creek: Early Days in 

rhe Yukon is also published by UBC. 
But in true Victorian fashion. Dawson 

was also a botanist, a pioneer of what 
today we would call environmentalism. 
a talented painter, a competent poet, a 
proliiic correspondent. and, in general, a 
pmud all-rounder whose personality left 
a deep imprint on those who knew him. 
When Dawson died in 19OL, one col- 
league remembered that “Klondike 
Dawson was a personage in his own right 
at the Rideau Club in Ottawa- he was 
a gay companion, physical weakness 
never depressed his bright spirits-his 
constamcheerft&esswasasmpiisetoall 
who knew him, more speciaJly those who 
reflected upon the fortitude required to 
bearhis bodily inlirmities with patience.” 
The phrase ‘bodily infirmities” refers to 

the fact that Dawson suffered from F’ott’s 
disease, or angular curvature of the spine 
brought on by tuberculosis, which left 
him underdeveloped and humphacked. 
The disease, which ended his life when 
he was only 50. makes his Geldwork and 
rugged adventures all the more amazing. 
As late as 1870. he was supplied with an 
“invalid’s chair” when visiting London. 
England. 

Dawson’s father. Sir John Dawson 
(I 8X-l 899). was the first scientist born 
in Canada to achieve international 
renown. He did so for his accomplish- 
ment in building McGill University into 
a top-rank institution and also by nit- 
picking Darwin. (Sir John was Christian 
but not an evangelical nay-sayer: as a 
geologist, he could see how very old the 
Earth was. but he simply didn’t believe 
fossil evidence showed that one species 
had led inexorably to the next.) Another 
son. William Bell Dawson (185G-1944). 

was an imporrnnt engineer. The 
Dawsons. in short, were a remarkable 
scientific family. 

In 1962. Louise Winslow-Spragge 
published, in an edition of 100 copies to 
be disuibuted in rhe family. a selection of 
her mt-uncle’s letters and diaries. Even 
today, such keepsakes arc ofren under- 
raken by the old 6lite families. The cus- 
tom is charming, though the results tend 
to have more to do wirh genealogy than 
with historiography. 

In this case, another generation has 
passed now, and the family has made an 
intelligent decision to entrust the use of 
its manuscripts to Bradley Lockner. a 
professional historian and editor. 
Lockner has restored to their original 
length passages shortened in the memo- 
rial volume. and otherwise gone back and 

m-edited and contextualized the material. 
producing MO Ordimq Mm: George 

Dowson. 1839-190/( Natural Heritage). 
It’s a spotty. miscellaneous sort of a book 
-a scrapbook in a way - but a high- 
quality example of the type, with appm- 
priate emendation and other apparatus 
that heighten inteprity without disoacting 
the reader. 

Lockner rightly devotes much of the 
book to Dawson’s correspondence with 
his sister Anna. with whom the scientist 
maintained a special lifelong bond - 
less unusual perhaps among the 
Victorians than it would be now-but 
given a distorted feeling here by the 
exclusion of Anna’s side of the exchange 
(presuming it still exists). 

Dawson was educated first at McGill 
(where his father was already principal). 
and then in England at the London 
School of Mines (where T. H. Huxley 
was one of his teachers). The Dawsons. 
the sons as well as the father. helped 
make McGill famous as a training 
ground for geologists and engineers, 
which resulted in more Canadians enter- 
ing these professions. This conhibuted in 
turn to more mineral rushes. which led 
finally to the Haileybury School of Mines 
(now called the Northern College of 
Applied Arts and Technology). Mining 
education was thus Canadianized. and 
several generations of young Canadians 
in laced boots staked out the future of 
Canada’s extraction industries. A few. 
like Dawson, should be popular heroes. 
Mosr are remembered intmmurally, if at 
all. as part of the folklore of prospecting 
and related activities. 0 

Douglas Fetherling’s The File on Arthur 
Moss (Lester) is reviewed on page 55. 
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u HE CANLIT COMMUNITY IS 

not nearly as rife with careerism. 

backbiting, and hypocrisy as is generally 

believed: some of the behaviour so 

labelled,I’mconvincedd. is simple, unin- 

fonnedgaucheness. Writing is a solitary 

pursuit, after all, so it’s to be expected that 

practitioners of the trade might be sotne- 

what lacking in social graces. In short. a 

lot of us just don’t know how to handle 

those awkward situations that arise while 

schmoozing with our rivals, er. col- 

leagues. What the literary crowd really 

needs, then. is a Miss Manners. So in the 

interests of fulfilling a public service, I’m 

willing to step into the breach and offer 

some suggested dw and don’ts that I hope 

will be helpful. A couple of typical sce- 

narios are discussed below. 

I. Someone who has senf you a copy of 

their latest book. and who has olwa_vs 

admiredyour work. approaches you at a 

wine-and-cheese. 

If you haven’t read the book yet. a sim- 

ple’?‘m looking forward to reading iT’ is 

perfectly acceptable. Try to keep your 

tone of voice pleasant and free of any 

inflection that a paranoid writer might 

interpret as sarcastic, hostile, or otherwise 

less than enthusiastic. Avoid attempts at 

humour: however well intentioned. they 

will inevitably be seen as an indication 

that you’re not taking the book (and its 

author) seriously. If a number of months 

have passed since you received the book, 
the sincerity of your interest may seem 
somewhat suspect to your colleague: in 

that case, you may want to elaborate 

slightly, saying that it’s in your”must- 

readpile,“and listing some suitably emi- 

nent titles in its company. Increase the 

number and eminence of these books in 

direct pmportion to the amount of time 

that’s elapsed. And please note: it’s a def- 

inite no-no to pretend you’ve read the 

book. when all you’ve done is scan the 

blurbs (how did he get htV?l. skim the tirst 

paragraph, and check the acknowledge- 

ments page for your name. 

If you actually Irurc read the book and 

liked it, you don’t ueed any advice fmm 

Miss Literary Manners - think up your 

own flattering adjectives. lfyourteaction 

was mixed. try toaccentuate the positive: 

mention aspects of the book you truly 

liked. If these were limited to thecreative 

use ofpunctuation and the author’s ded- 

ication. it’s best to take a slightly different 

and more general tack. Remember that 

the best response is one that is honest and 

yet ambiguous enough to be construed as 

unconditionally favounble. No one waots 

to lose a friend (let alone a potential rec- 

ommender for future grants) through 

unnecessary bluntness. “You’ve outdone 

yourself!” is pretty safe. for example. 

Alternatively. if you really disliked the 

book and can’t think of any redeeming 

qualities whatsoever. he creative. Use it 

to prop open a window or shore up the 

short leg of the coffee table: you can then 

remark, with perfect truthfulness. that you 

feel it’s one of those esscrrticrl books. 

(You don’t have to say for what.! 

The sundxd procedure in this situation 

is to ignore X. retreat to the corner of the 

room in which fellow members of the 

Wounded Poets Society !a tixture at every 

literary gathetingl have congregated. and 
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complain in an undertone about the 

unfairness of the review to anyone within 

earshot. Unfortunately.ns fascinating as 
this kind of CnnLit history can be to inter- 

ested parties tusually those directly 

involvedt. it’s not that scintillating as a 

topic of general conversation. particularly 

if repeated on nunremus occasions and at 

unrestrained length. And it may give the 

erroneous hnpression that you’tc the rype 

to hold a grudge. (There arc some situa- 

tions in which it is admissible to bear a 

grudge and/or administer a snub of 

varying degrees. but this is not one of 

them: Miss Literary Maoners will discuss 

them in detail at another time.1 

I suggest that you appmach X, pmvid- 

ing you arc under the legal limit of intox- 

ication Engage in the two-and-a-half- 

minute distracted conversation typical of 

book launches. and move on. without 

ever mentioning the offending review. In 

other words. give X the benefit of the 

doubt: he/she may have smartened up in 

the intervening 2Oyears. (And don’t for- 

get -editors have notoriously short 

memories, .so there’s always the possibil- 

ity your nest book will be sent to X. 100.1 

CorrJidcntial to “A Long-Time Faithful 

Subscriber aad Prolijc .Amhor” : Thank 

you for drawing our attention to your lat- 

cst book. There’s no need to supply us 

with the accompaoying list of”intelligent 

reviewers.” as you put it. since we have 

quite :I few ofour own. And although I’m 

sure. as you say. that your mother has 

never shown you any favouritism. we 

don’t feel she would be suitable for the 

assignment. 0 

Barbara Carey’s most recent book is The 

Ground of Events (Mercury). 
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I debated heurtily with the writers of Clayoquot 8, Dissent. 

for pi 
Plotted escape with Yeshim Ternor. Encountered onarthy with George Woodcock. 

And journeyed to Africa with Joon Baxter. Baoks by Canada’s authors are some of the best books avoiloble. 

They’re the boaks we love to read. look for them ot your fovourite baokstore. 




