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Lmin Altamonte is a Toronto illuruamr. 

Pat Barclay is a frequent wnvibutor to 

these pager. Jinnean Barnard is a Toronm 

writer. Tim Bowling is a pat living in 

ladner. B.C. David Campion is a Calgary 

phomgtapher. Clive CockinB is a 

Vancouver writer. Anne Collins is a writer 

and editor currendy on sabbatical from her 

job as senior edimr of Saw&y NighL Loma 
Crozietis new collection of poetry. 

EverythingAnivcr otthe light will be published 

by McClelland 8 Stewart next spring. 

Michael Darling is a titer living in 

London, Ont Anne Denoon is a Toronra 

writer. Charlene Diehl-Jones teacher in 

the English deparrmentatrhe Universiq of 

St. Jerome’s College in Waterloo, Onr Rfta 

Donovan’s latest book is Duby circus 

(Cormorant). Brian Fawcett’s most 

recent book is Gender Wan (Somerville 

House). Maureen McCallum Garvie is a 

miter living in Kingston, Onr Helen 

Ha&eel is aToronm writer. Debbie 

Howl&t is a Halifax writer. Joe Matt is a 

Toronto cartoonist who wires Peephow 
(Drawn&Quarterly). Eric McCormack’s 

latest book is The Myxterium (Viking). Janet 

M&&aught&s most recent book is btch 

Me Oa Catch Me Twice (Creative). 
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Elaine Kafman Naves is the author of The 
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Perry teaches in the visual arts deparrmenr 

&York University. Btan Regal’s latest 

book is The lmoginmy Museum (ECW). J. R. 

(Tim) Btrubhers’s morr recent books are 

Cm&an Qmric (McGnw-Hill flyerson) and 

How St&s Mm (The F’onxpine’s Quill). 

Fred Sharpe is a Tomnm puzzle enrhusi- 

M Robin Sk&on’s mosr recem book is 

Wrestling the An@ C&aed hems 

1947-1977 (Beach Holme).a revised edition 

of an earlier publication. Carolyne Van 
Der Meer is a Montreal writer. Paul 
Watson is a Tomnm cornpurer illuscamr. 

Ted Whittaker is the custodian ofthe 

Church of the Holy Trinity in Toronto. 0 
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G LEN DOWNIE’S INFERIOR 
and irresponsible review of Mary 

Dalton’s Allowing the Light (Brief 
Reviews, Summer) is asking for it. His 
temerity lmows no limit: Dalton, he con- 
cludes, “may yet have sometblng to learn 
6um thosecmnplex poems she dislikes so 
much.“Butdiscemiognzad~ofBiCmay 
have noticed the two refutations of this 
slUttessrightinthesissuc.Oothefac- 
ing page of Downie’s piece is George 
Elliott Clarke’s survey review. This is the 
samcGeorgeEUiottQarkewhoelsewhere 
come Mary Dalton’s m m Yeats’s 
myth-makiog. And then the&BiC’s own 

scrcmiipimus &fence: Dalmn’s insightful 
rcvlewofPatrlckFriesco’sselectedpoems 
(“Memory’s Fiery Circle”). These telling 
conjunctions have the flavour of some of 
the poehy in Allowing the Light. 

Howsadthatyourreviewermissesthe 
gentle humour of“maiden attd dragon* or 
the satire-sons ressentiment - of 
‘Handy Helpers” and ‘“Thirteen Ways of 
Looking at a Memo.” Instead, for appre- 
ciatiott we have to settle for yet another 
writer who tries m pass off as critical acu- 
men that bigotry that can only pat the ale 
Newf on the head for a “tndy distinctive 
voice” so long as Newfoundland itself is 
the subject. Thiskind of dismissive short- 
handist&ctiveofGlenDownie’ssnmted 
poetics, not Maty Didton’s. 

I74 

ICHAEL COREN (“WRITERS 
and Politics,” Summer) has “an 

coormous problem” with titers who aUy 
themselves with political part&. Truth lies 
witbtheindividual, benobly asserts, as he 
decries writers’ connections with the 
politicalpaI&commonity,wmmuae,col- 

lective. club. union. or association. He 
leaves religious institutions off the list. 

This is ao astonishing omission fmm a 
writer who’s closely allied with a rather 
substantial community -in 1993 Coren 
was associate editor of a leading Catholic 
journal. 

Coren bemoans the writer who gives 
part of his or her soul “man organization 
that stands for all sorts of policies and plat- 
forms”: he champions individual thought. 
But ax the attitudes revealed in Coren’s 
writing the fruits of long years of deep pri- 
vate reflection? Or m they. perhaps, the 
result of his association with a repressive. 
misogynist, homophobic institution? 

Coren would rather writers spent their 
weekends in dusty libmries than at political 
conventions because there are “no political 
dictates in libraries.” Has he nevuseen an 
imprimatured book. ao encyclical, a policy 
statement fmm his pope? 

Coren. in his vanity, appears to think 
that while he can subscribe m the tenets of 
a dictatorial organization and still maintain 
his status as a fre.+&inking writer. no one 
else is capable of the same feat. 

lQtwwl ~ypssed 

[I 

N HIS ARTICLE ON LITERARY 
activity in Ontario, Douglas Fetberlii 

devotes a skimpy half-paragraph to 
Ottawa’s writing scene. but the city has 
many more centres that those you men- 
tioned. Try the Ottawa Poetry Group (in its 
tbii decade), the TREE reading series (a 
dozen years old). Gallery 101 (avant-garde 
stuff), Cunadian Forum, the Jury Room 
Workshop. Ar&coura Algonquin. the fme 
Agawa Press, the Writers Independent 
Native Organization (W.I.N.O.). 
Possibilities magazine (for writers of 

colour), CAA Ottawa. a whole set of ex- 
cellent bookshops . . It goes on and on. 
The past president and the Ontario rep of 
the League of Canadian Poets both live 
here-they could have told you 

And that’s only poets! What about rhe 
many novelists. children’s writers. play- 
wrights. essayists. you name it’? (You fea- 
tured Rita Donovan. for example. in the 
same issue.) And by the way, people don’t 
“come and go” in Ottawa. they live here, 
ordotheirfirstsignifieantworkherebefore 
(very!) regretfully moving on (Sandra 
Nicholls. who wrote the May poetry col- 
umn. Carol Shields. Isabel Huggan, 
Margaret Dyment. spring to mind ). 

Tell your researcher m make more than 
one phone call next time! 

c3 
OLY MOLY, AND GEE WHIZ. 
as Roz in The Robber Bride might 

say. I really am an evil creature, to suggest 
that I find a good deal of Canadian writing 
about sex tiresome and uninteresting. 
However. I didn’t say (as Gordon Phinn 
suggests in his letter) that “only the sinful 
enjoy sex.” I think everyone and every 
thing should enjoy sex: there’s no point in 
it at all if it isn’t enjoyable. My complaint 
is that so many writers make it seem dis- 
mal. a punishment rather than a pleasure. 
It’s too dangerous a sport to play about 
with unless it’s really good fun. 

I wonder how Margaret Atwood will 
feel if she leams from Mr. Phinn that she 
hails “from a time when the sex drive was 
denied and the orgasm constituted a virtual 
mystery.” Whatever age Mr. Phioo may 
be. he obviously subscribes to the peren- 
nially renewed belief by adokxents every- 
where that they alone discovered sex. and 
all of humanity before them lived in igno- 
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rance and fmstmtion, and thought babies 

were found under cabbages. 

Wayne Jones, in his letter, claims that I 

implied that“one of the purposes of art is 

toteach:‘whereasartshouldnorteacb but 

excite.(InfactIhadn’tsaidawordabout 

the purpose of art, but I suspect it has a 

great many different ones.) I suspect Mr. 

Jones is confusii teaching with preach- 
ing.Mos~peopledislikekingpreachedat 
(well, some obviously like it, or the TV 

evangelists would be out of business), but 

I think art teaches willy nilly. sometimes 

for good and sometimes for evil. 

Remember Merlin’s speech In The Sword 

in thestone: 

The best thing for distorbances 
oftbespi&...istoleam. 
That is tbe only thing that never 
faik....Youmayseetbeworld 
about you devastated by evil 
lunatics, or lolow your honour 
trampled in tbe sewers of 
baser minds. There is only one 
thing for ic then -to learn. 

I submit that this is high art and that iI 

teaches an immensely valuable lesson. It 

should of course be read in its entirety, but 

it’s too long to quote in full. 

Which brings me 10 another point: I WBS 

criticizedforomitiingvariousauthors. for 

keeping the discussion “shockingly minia- 

ture in scope.” and for only discussing 

white women writers. The reason is that I 

was asked IO keep each arricle to abour 

2,500 words. which makes it tough fo be 

encyclopedic. 

For Ms. Cmsbie: I didn’t have to”tatfer 

my thesaurus”to find words like tedious. 

wearisome. dull. etc. They’re a fairly nor- 

mal pars of the average vocabukuy. where- 

as “tattering a thesaurus” is surely an un- 

necessarily picturesque figure of speech? 

As for my “purse-mouthed distaste” for 

four-letier words - what I object lo is their 

overuse and abuse. Here’s an example 

from Manin Amis: 

It’s easy to see what fucked me up 

. . my mad fuck ofa fatherkjlled 

my sister.. . Someone fucked up. 

Who the fuck are they, anyway, 

char they won’t tick me? U’hat 

made them &k me before? g%%at 

is ir with you &king girls all ofa 

sudden: Fuc!4np geet up or gcec our. 

you fuck . ...” 

Now there’s a writer whoshouoaldk tat- 

tering his thesaurus. I remember a review 

thar praised Amis’s dialogue: so authentic. 

Is it good writing 10 overwork a word like 

that’! What does he mean by “fuck”? 

Doesn’t he know any other words? Can? 

we have a little variety and precision. in- 

stead of this monotonous repetition? 

The effecl, as I said in my article. though 

none of my critics noticed. is lo rob former- 

ly potenr words of power. “Fuck” (I said) 

was once Ihe ultimate obscenity. the cry of 

someone vied beyond control: now it has 

roughly as much forc?as’dam”or”heck.” 

Holy moly. Ms. Cmsbie. is that so ter- 

ribly purse-mouthed’? 

Now a real piece of dishonesty 011 the 

part of my longest-winded critic. Ms. 

Crosbie lpfers to my “rhapsody over the 

staircase scene” in Gone wirlr rlre Wind. 

and claims I cite h as an “endearing clas- 

sic.” This. quite simply. is a lie. I said, 

“*When Rhea picked up Scarleu and ran up 

those stairs. we knew what was going to 

happen.“That’s a rhapsody? Where is the 

bit about an endearing classic? In Ms. 

Crosbie’s article, not in mine. Such twist- 

ing does not inspire conlidence in the hon- 

esty of rhe critic. 

Finally. more seriously, throughout the 

article Ms. Croabie implies. though she 

doeal. say it outright. tit I am subtly ad- 

vocaringcensorship. and that I”ask you to 

surrender rhe light.” I ask nothing of the 

SOII. If you warn 10 write abour sex. go 

ahead. and get it published. and make a 

bundle if you can. and God bless you. But 

if1 happen to think thiu it’s neithercxcidng. 

entertaining. nor even worth reading. I 

claim the right to say so. loud and clear. 

And if you by to deny me the right. that’s 

censorship. 

c’imn~a Bmndm 

Mmrdm’R cm. 
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BOOK CITY Locations in Toronto: 

2350 Bloor Street West 
at Windemere 

501 Bloor Street West 
at Brunswick 

208 Bloor Street West 
beween Bedford & Avenue Road 

348 Danforth Avenue 
at Chester 

Open late 7 days a week 

wtrnoded Arguments 
0 RAVO LYNN CROSBIE AND B o her ‘*Sexual Positions” (September)! 

Books in Conudu readers not only de- 

to Victoria Branden’s nonsensical opin- 
ions regarding sexuality in Canadian lit- 
erature. Bnnden’s puritanical view of sex 
would leave no room for any depiction of 
the act itself and her arguments in both es- 
says struck me as outmoded and ridicu- 
lous. As Crosbie rightly points out. de- 
scriptions of sex reveal societal attitudes 
and play a vital role in the examination 
and critique of these ideas. Branden’s 
prudish call to eradicate sexual writing 
and sexual language would move us back 
to the dark ages. Sex. whether carnal or 
emtic. brutal or loving, straight or gay. is 
part of the character of humanity, and I 
want to be able to read about it. I found 
Cmsbie’s rebuttal welcome and essential 
reading. 

Correction 
WeapologixtothebiogmpherImB.Nadel, 
whose name was misspelled in the review 
ofhis latest book. L.eonardColwz: A L#2 in 

Art (ECW), in our September issue. 

Clarification 
Insomniac F’ress. whose MadAngelsond 

Amphetumines was reviewed in our 
September poeby column, is not associat- 
ed with HarperCollins Publishing. Books 

in Cmada regrets the error. 

Letters may be edited for kngth or to dekte 

poteIitiu~ h?hls smtementl. Except in ex- 

tmordim7fy circumstances. leaen of more 
t’~anSOOwordsuhotbeaaepied~r!~~b 

limtkn. 
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Y EAR FOTJR OF CANADA’S MOST PRESTIGIOUS 
literary competition for students attracted the usual 

. . flood of entries, proving that there’s no shortage of 
aspiringwriterswaitingtotaketheirplaceinthesun.M~it~ 
possible were: the Book City chain of bookstores in Toronto, with- 
out whose generous support there would have been no awards; 
our final judges, Rita Donovan, John Oughton, and Diane 
Schoemperleq and the staff of BiC. Wa~r ta go, you wimers; and 
our sincere thbks to everyone involved. along with a reminder to 
watch these pages for news of next ye&s contest. 

Teresa Anne (Yracey) 
Walford was born and raised 

Teresfi Anne (Tracey) Halford, 
IJniversity of Toronto 

in Toronto; now 28. she has 
just completed her B.k - ma- 
joring in English and cinema 

rJniversity of Onawa 

Nancy Mauro, 
University of Toronto 

Jennifer Burns, 
Champlain Regional College 
-StLambert 

studies -at the University of 
Toronto, and will be starting 
graduate work at York this fall. 
She is completing the first draft 

of her first novel (tentatively titled Albert0 Bound) 
and is beginning the outline for her second. When 
she’s not busy being overworked as a secretary in a 

. I 
. Toronto, she tries to see maior accounung nrm in 

as many films as possible. 

1 MariaFord, 
University of Lethbridge 

Mat-tine Foumiw, 
Dawsoncollege 

s Thompson Finley. 
’ St Francis Xavier Universii 

/Sinclair, 
Mount Allison Univwslty 
Anita Willis, 

University of Victoria 

Maria Ford, 2 I, was born in 
Penhold, Alberta, went to high 
school in InnisBil, and is going in- 
to her final year as an English 
major in the B.A. program at 
the University of Lethbridge. In 
1994, she served as editor of 
Whetstone, Canada’s oldest lit- 
erary magaaine. Her poetry has 
been published in Whetstone. as 

well as blue bu#bfo and Event. Last year her poem 
“Carnival” won second prize in the University of 
Guelph alumni magazine writing contest In rhe firture, 
she hopes to do graduate work. 

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

Books in Canada October 1994 9 
L __ __-.....- - ..-_- P.. .r _.I_, .,.. L . . . ., ._ _, -,.......__ 1 _.__ ._..__.. ___. . ,_ _ _, 



AWA[aQ W[WW[Ew: $WoffQu F:ocu[QN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

BY TERESA ANNE (TRACEY) HALFORD 

NIGHT AFTER NIGHT I WOULD DREAM OF A YOUNG ORSON WELLES KISSING ME SOFTLY, 

touching me gently, calling me his Little Buttertart. Each night the dreams grew more vivid, more erotic. Soon 

Orson would appear dressed as Barman (from the TV series, not the films) and sweep me into his arms. car- 

rying me through Gotham Ciry to the local bakery/cafe for chocolate cake and herbal tea. As the dreams 

grew in their gustatory and orgiastic intensity I began to realize that my unconscious was trying to tell me 

something-but what. sweet Jesus? what? 

My Telethempist would ask me why these dreams preoc- 
cupied me so. Ifeor, I would tell it, rhac one day Orson 

Welles will tmt@rm into William T. Rikerhm “Star 

Trek: The Next Gettemtim ” 

mumble. never change. always be yourself. The two of us 

would dance off into butterpsby oblivion, never counting 
the calories or worrying about saturated fat levels. 

But why should thii borher you? it would ask. 

It had never seen the show, I could tell. 

Orson, I would mumble, licking the comers of his chocs 
late-smeared mouth, my LittIe Kahlua Truffle, I would 

What do you make of these dreams? asks my Tele- 

therapist (a new serviceoffercd by tvla Bell and MicmsoR). 

Well everything is bliss. then ofrerl’ve been mdwfor 
a while 1 begin to fee! wll. sad. I guess. 

You say that you begin to feel sad.. .? 

. . . . . . . . . ..*.......................*.......*.......................*............................................................. 
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Yes. 
How does that maka you feel now? 

Well, sadagain I guess. 

You say that you feel sad? 

Well, not so much sadness os despair- 

lil;e somerhing is irretrievobiy iosl. 

What do you fhink is irrewlavably lost? 

I’mnotsun?. 

Unfortunately our time has run out for 

today. We’ll be seeing each other on 

Friday. 

Be seeing you, I typed, gesturing the 

“goodbye” sign from ‘The Prisoner” 

although I knew that the words on my 

screen couldn’t see me. 

Thank you for using the Bell-Micros& 

Telatherapist . . . . 

Ye& -yeah, yeoh, I thought. clicking the 

window closed. I didn’t want to see how 

many hoots I had racked up on tbis thing. 

To justify this frivolity I feel that I must 

pause for some didacticism on a fairly ob- 

vious subject: thechanges in technology 

at this point in our history far surpass the 

changes made by humanity on their emo- 

tional and intellectual levels-1 tile 

‘The Ralph Beamergui Show.” The past 

decade produced a generation of mental- 

ly stunted Microsoft dweebs who 

watched a lot of soulless “Star Trek” 

spin-offs but who couldn’t make small 

talk over a piece of chocolate cake and a 

cup of herbal tea. I mused thus in the 

lunch mom. watching my few remaining 

colleagues not yet lost to the virtual ofice 

bond over the invisible wires of their Fig 

Newtons (a vastly improved product by 

Apple, Fig Newtons were a multimedia 

m.+lange of networking LED readouts 

and beeps). The oftice dweehs no longer 

bonded with me because I could no 

longer interface- my on-aircrcdit~ were 

going to my Teletherapist. 

Orson, Orson. 1 cried into the electronic 

wilderness of my dreams. My state of para- 

noia was such that I was afraid I would con- 

jure up Will Riker. PIcase. Orson. find me. 

I would cry. Suddenly. from somewhere 

behind me. I would hear that RKO voice 

and know that I was safe again. I know a 

great little bakery offan alleyway. he’d sdy. 

and off we’d go. satiating our appetites on 

fine pastries baked from scratch. Orson. I 

would weep at the end of each dream, how 

can such happiness exist? Kismet. he 

would say, slowly licking the confection- 

er’s sugar from my toes. 

Well. how are things going for you today? 

I’m tired. I was up oil lost nighf with 

Orson Welles eoriog pains au chocolat. 

And what are pains au choc&t? 

Thin layers ofbrrrferpau~ surroundit~g 

n chocotite cmre and dwed G/h cmfw- 
doner’s sugar. 

I see. Was this another dream? 

YLX 

You have frequently been dreaming 

about Orson Welles. Why do you chink 

drar is? 

What have you always had for Orson 

Welles! 

1 ntean. I ilovr nllvays been cmracted fo 

Orson Welles. 

You say that you have always been at- 

tracosd to Orson Welles? 

Yes. 

Is rhat why you continue to dream about 

Orson Welles? 

Yes. 

Can you &ink of any other reason why 

you would dream about Orson Welles! 

We//. .not m.w. (I did not want to admit 

how much I enjoyed nibbling up the 

naughty dream goodies.) 

And what about William T. Riker! Are 

you still concerned that you might dream 

about him? 

Yes. I’m ofraid he’ll 1)~ 11) French kiss 

me. or rouke me lisren w his trombone. 

Youareafnlddathemightoytofrench 

kiss you or make you listen to his trom- 

bone. How would rhac make you kel! 

My Littlr Nnnaimo Bar. Orson said to me 

- he was dressing these nights ac Nick 

Charles - I hsvr some news. What. I 

asked (dressed 8s Nora). Lrld be so impor- 

tant ss to intenupt our lemon meringue pie.? 

Well. I have good news. and I have bad 

news. he replied. Bad news first. I said. 

Well. I can’t come to see you for the next 

night or two. Why? I asked. horrified. Well. 

hesaid. licking meringue from my knuck- 

les. that part’s actually the gocd news. I’ve 

been told that tbc Cosmic They have found 

the lost footage from The Magnifcenr 

Amber.wns. It’ll take a couple of days to 

update my files. Who will They send in 

your place? I wanted to know. Orson had 

no answrr for me. They hadn’t told him. I 

would definitely be on my own tomorrow, 

hoping that Sandpeople Inc. would find a 

suitable companion for my early morning 

REM. They should. I pay them enough. 

Perhaps They had finished the Patrick 

McGoohan tiles. but I doubted it. I would 

have to wait it out orjust plug in and hope 

for the best. 

That night I clicked the cable intoplace.just 

slightly behind my left ear. Please. God. 

please let it be Patrick McOoohan or. per- 

haps better, Spook in the middle of his sev- 
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Stmies for eweryone 

EETH By Fred Stenron 
SBN l-55050-060-0) $14.95 
z&s ti-om rhe cellar of the NHL. Meet 
rrrlngrtarDougBurns_whowon’tn’sk 
S teeth for his team - and his eqwlly 
‘elrd teammater 

IANY PATROLS; 
MliniwenccsofrConservPtionORicer 
y R.D. Symons 
SBN 1-5505C!-O73-2) $14.95 
ales 6um a life of a conservation of6ar 
lttllng a rogues’ gallery of poacherr. 
reauaao and wld-heuted adwxates 
~‘~pKlgWS”. 

MERIQlS By Robert Mullen 
iBN l-5505&063-5) $14.95 
re Journey Prize nomlwated author digs 
!neath the surface of contempanry life 
) reveal centwle.wld yearnings Stories 
:andene things. 

HE INVISIBLE POLLY McDOODLE 
I Mary Woodbury 
iBN 1-55050-062-7) $4.95 
r kidr al2. the uime-butin’advenlur 
a doodler whose art evnr her local 

claim. 

IITATIMG ART By Marlls Wesseler 
iBN 1-5505tM72-4) $14.95 
la starler of two women. sisters-In-law. 
vxa dreams take them beyond their 
isbands-one a couch Potato, the &her 
nrorkahollc 
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en-year rut. I hadn’t dreamt him in years but 

it should still lx in my liles somewhere. I was 

almart too nervous tosleep but didn’t want 

to take anything that would inhibit my REM. 

I could hear whispers. it was dark. Who’s 

there? I asked. Come over hue. said a voice. 

we want you to join us. Join you at what? I 

ded, feeling my way over lo the voice in the 

dark. A dim light came on and I screamed: 

it was Rikerand Kevin Cosmer nude, reading 

7he Finn aloud toeach other. the resr of John 

Grisham’s oeuvre lying in a pile at Kevin’s 

feet Whatdo you want with me? I screamed. 

mming my head so as not to bum my retinas 

with their image. I could hear one of them 

scratch a hairy pan then laugh. Come join US 

Riker called, you can read all the women’s 

parts. There’s no place like home. there’s no 

place like home. I chanted over and over 

again, eyes shut. I opened them. I was still 

there but now 1 was tied to a chair- Kevin 

and Rikersitting in fmnt of me with a diag- 

nostic manual held between them. Chapter 

One, Rikcr read. licking his fleshy lips. How 

toDetemrinewhenYouNeedroRunoLewl 

Three Diagnosdc. 

Yousay~~~sisadiflerentrypeofdream! 

Yes. I wouldprefer to call iro ldghmmre. 

Why would you prefer m call it a nlghc- 

mare? 

Because rhar ‘s what ir was. A horrible ex- 

perience. The rest of rhe dream MIS o reod- 

ing of the diagncwtic numunl while Kevin 

Cosmerchon~ed bloke Ir So. Nowl’maJmid 

f0 fall asleep. 

You say rhac you are afraid co fall asleep! 

Yes Isrl ofroidro huw tmod~erdreotn like 

that I don ‘I rhink I’ll use the cable ronight. 

What will you do if you don’t use the 

cable? 

Well, I guess I wi// have 10 dream on my 

own for o change. 

Ur&rwnately our rime.. . 

Ye& .woh, yeah I thought. I looked over 

my shoulder to see if my boss was monitor- 

ing my screen. The camera was pointed at 

one of my colleagues. I knew that I shouldn’t 

have my sessions at the ofice but I had sold 

my home computer to pay for the therapy. 

All I had lel3 was my dream cable. 

I closed my eyes tight and thought to my- 

self, Surely to goodness you should be able 

to dream about Orson yourself. without rhe 

aid of the cable. 

Tom Cruise was standing over me holding 

acontainerof instant. sugar-free, decaf. mi- 

cmwawble butterscotch- Ravoued cappuc- 

cino crystals. Hi. he said, care for some boil- 

in-the-bag Kraft Dinner and a cappuccino? 

Orson Welles walked by. holding hands with 

Peg Bundy, eating a fruit roll-up. Orson. how 

could you? I wept. He ignotwl me. Auntie 

Em. Auntie Em. I cried. 

I went to work the next day bleaty-eyed and 

grumpy. I lyped good morning to all my col- 

leagues and began to sort through my mail. 

My Teletherapist bill was there. I had used 

up all my credhs well into the next month. 

I was going to be cot off afier tomorrow’s 

session. Fine, I thought. perhaps Orson will 

be back tonight. I know that I’ve paid my 

dream cable. 

My Little Fudge Brownie. he called to me. 

I ran into his arms. smelling the -on his 

breath. Wesharedabowlofchocolategela- 

o. using the same spoon. Orson. I said, lick- 

ing the smears From his lips. my Ctie Lane. 

did you miss me? Instead of replying. he 

licked some dripping ge/aro from my wrist. 

I see, I said. you simply haven’t been eating 

well. My Godiva Chocolate. he said. I have 

some good news and some bad news. The 

bad news first. I said. feeling coldcreep up 

my shoulders and the blood drain from my 

face. Well. Angel Food Cake, he said. 

licking biscotti crumbs from the corners of 

my mouth. that part’s actually the good 

news. They have restored The h4ogri/cenr 

.4mbersom to its original glory and because 

ofthat. 1 have been movedintoanewlevel. 

second from the top. in other wo&. my rates 

have quadrupled overnight. This visit is a 

free bonus. Orson. I cried. tell me you’re ly- 

ing. I can barely afford you already. I !umv. 

he replied. moving on tosome timmisu, but 
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surely you could take anotherjob? I wept 

bitter tears. 

Well, howare things going for you today? 

Jusrfrgging o&iy. 

what do you mean when you say that? 

Oh, nofhing. (I looked at my clock tick- 

ing away in the upper right comer of my 

scree~onlyminub%leliblmyb3stsesslon 

for a while) 

Is there something in particular you’ve 

been wanting to talk about! 

NO. 

You have nothing in particular that you 

want to talk about! 

iVo.(Isatforafewofthoseptecioosmin- 

ofes, not hitdng the Eoter key.) 

You seem hesitant 

Yes. 

Is there anything you would like to dis- 

cuss about our not meeting for a few 

weeks? 

No. (Again I waited a few minutes.) 

Unfortunately our rime has run out for 
today. We’ll be seeing each other in three 

weeks. 

Be seeing yo& 

I felt cold ana sad. I decided that I would 

at least try another few evenings to see 

what I could conjure up in my dreams. I 

was too embmassed to discuss my prob- 

lemwie any of my colleagues. I couldn’t 

interface and most of them wete too oer- 

voos to talk to each other in person. I 

thought that at the very least I could type 

a few mails to some of my wllcagoes while 

we worked if only to pass the time. 

Hi, Ityped, howareyou today? 

What? 

Isaidhi What’s up? 

Why, is something wrong? 
No, jut wondering how you are. 

I have almost finished this report_ 

That’snice. So, what? new? 

Well, I don’t have a lot ofworktoday af- 

ter this is done 

GoodSo...let’sgoforngelatoaftcr- 

wanir. 

A what? 

II&m ice-cream. 

Why? Do you have some work for me 

to do? 

No. jusr lhought maybe we could bond in 

perSOn. 

Why? What’s wrong with this? 

Norhing. Jusr being silly. 

I closed my computer and leanqi over the 

wition. Hey, I said, can you believe that 

we’vebeen sendingeachotbermails when 

we’re ooly 27 inches away from each other? 

Well, I hadn’t thought about it much. 

Me neither. Have you been here long? 

About IO years. 

Me too. I didn’t realize that it wss you sit- 

ting on the other side. 

I always come in the back way: it’s more 

efficient. 

Well. I said, how about acoffee? 

I’ll try. l’m not very good at this person- 

to-person thing. 

Last night I dreamt a dream. I tied to ran 

on the sidewalk but became winded. the 

sun was too hot and the pavement sent 

painful shock waves through my hips. 

I had to rest before I began again. 

The trees were incredibly lush and every 

one of them had a purring Cheshire Cat in 

it. Suddenly I was floating in thesoothing 

water when someone approached me in a 

canoe. bringing with him two hotcocoas. 

The wind caught and lifted his hat. It was 

Orson. I tugged playfully on his ox. Drink 

up. be said. helping me draw my arms over 

the edge of the c~lme. here’s plenty more 

where that came from. What ever hap- 

pened to your office dweeb? He styles him- 

self after Riker. I replied. we we= doing all 

right until I noticed that every time be leti 

a room. he cocked his head to the left. 

ORon simply laughed his rich laugh and 

passed me an almond croissnnr. 

1 just love a happy ending. 0 
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BY MARIA FORD 

m&her you grew poppies like weeds 

didn’t mean to of course 

so careMy planted eighteen that first year 

ey - teen you pronounced 

when they bloomed beneath a select 

bay window you weeded between 

cultivated the splash of crimson visitors 

commented on 

the next spring they grew eve~here 

any soft spot of soil i would lie 

naked in fields of lusty poppies 

dream dreams of pollen 

huge blood petals spotdng 

my skin as they fell nipples 

wounds 

aghast at the mutiny m&w 

you pruned them uprootad rhe red 

celebration dmpped goblet heads into pails 

for compost cried inm your soil black hands 

left ma parching under hot sun 

i salvaged the executed dried them in a iar 

corner rolled rhe dmusand dark seeds 

like lost periods through grass 

said prayers for rain 
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not tall enough 

to pick soggy leaves 

out of bird baths 

I held out cupped hands 

cradled they wept 

through fingers 

when she food-coloured the 

plastic rock waterfall 
blue 

tie sky disappeared 

thickwaxed leaves 

like plastic hoya 

flowers lipstick red 

five-year-old lips smeared 

wkh orange pollen 

wishing 

they made blue 

for eyelids pink 

for cheeks 

when tickled 

geraniums 

throw confetd 

pansies smirk 

the soiled faces 

of fat-cheeked boys 

hours a day 

through singing flowers 

she pruned searched 

for drooping peals 

to snip 

held monarch butcertlies 

velvet wings fluttering 

like eyelids 

in marigolds 

lady slippers 

sheshowed me 

Cinderella 

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

BECOMING 
CANADIAN$: 

delphiniums 

toppled clarinets 

lashed again 

to the green sake mey 

stand 

back co back 

periwinkle blue daring 

to nod in breeze 

I pull weeds 

along the walk 

not even ants 

nodce 

Pioneer Sikha In Their Own Words 
By Smjkt SinghJqml 

A A moving 
account of the 
struggles and 
tr&-+hs of 
pioneer Sikhs, 
and the effect 
history has 

THE NEW ANGLER’S 
GUIDE TO 

CANADIAN FISHES 
kitchen corner 

the yard a book 

in front of her 

lost in petals 

hours 

die like sparrows 

againstglass flying 

into skies 

when the painters 

speckled tigerlilies white 

she turned her head 

weeping for lepers 

where the willow died 

a space too big 

for rhe smiles of grandchildren 

shaded corners fill 

wirh words 

silences pile 

into hedges 

step over drem 

to leave 

nicotine fed daffodils 

choke heavy heads 

brown stems wimer 

she snaps off their moudts 

palms hem like wings 

holds them out 

to fly. 

By Fredai&J. Wooding 

_ A must 

the game 
fishes found across Canada. 

1.%m7.*13.S. 7x10. %Z%cloth 

DEEJAY & BETTY 
ByAlWl~CillMtWl 

DeeJay and Betty don’t know 
each other, but they’re both 
growing up abused and 
neglected in small BC towns. 
Years later they meet, and see 
their chance to end the cycle of 
pain and humiliation before it 
begins again. 

1.%017.1127.6x9.S18% paper 

HOW A PEOPLE DIE 
ByAlan+, 

A m-issue of a controversial clac 
sic, Hau A People Die is the story 
of an investigation into rampant 
poverb, alcoholism and abuse 
on the Kwatsi Indian reserve. 

165017-10~a * $14%paper 
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uooks in Canada October 1994 I5 

- _--..:,. ..-.-__ .,..._ ~.. .l.....-.~.-E _~._._ .._. -...-._.. 



.., 



BY ELAINE KALMAN NAVES 

With major awardr and earb accesses a/ready behind her, J&year-old 
Karen Conneliy looksfor neur worlds to conquer 

NOT LONG AGO, A PACK OF MONTREAL WRITERS GATHERED TO TOAST ONE OF THEIR 

own. He had just launched a book, a good one -one that awn held the seeds of popularity. There 

were readings, a well-attended launch party at a literary caf& apparently brisk s&s of the book. and 

then adjournment to a nearby Greek resewrant for a lace dinner. Some 30 of us grouped ~~rsel~e~ 

around tvw tables, the celebranr and his closest friends around the larger one. Entering witi a group 

of soagglers, I ended up at arable of IO. In our overlapping jobs and avocadons. we included poets and 

publicista. editors and journalists, fiction and non-ficdon writers. 

Talk veemd back and forth about winning and 

losing, At our table were some who had been on the 

short list in their respective categories in the 
Saturday Nigbt/CBC Literary Awards and others 
\vhohadbeennominatedfortheN~onalMagszine 
Avurds.Tberewerewryjokesaboutthecondition 
of being perennial bridesmaids and best men. 
AIthougbIhadnotmentionedthe fact that I would 
shortly be interviewing Karen Connelly - who. 
four years ago at the age of 2 I had won the Pat 
Lowtber Prize for poehy and in 1993, at 24. the 
GovemorGenemI’s Awardfornon-fiction-it ap 
pexedta becommonknowledge around the table. 
Barbs suddenly flew fast and furious. 

“Ask her why she pronounces Calgary 
‘Calgahry’l” 

“And ask her where she got that cute little 

nose ring.” 

“She’s vqv ambitious.” 
Right. And therest of us aren’t? 
“Writers:‘SaaIBelIowoncesaid,“seklom wish 

other writers well.” 

I’mnottrying to point any lingers here, because 

as I sat waiting for ConneUy to arrive at Else’s. a 

trendy cafe in Leonard Cohen country off SI. 

Laurent Boulevard (with Leonard’s own 

“Democracy’s Coming” pulsing through the room). 

my own feeling5 were decidedly mixed. I had loved 

Touch thr Dragon (Turnstone). Karen’s journal of 

heryearspentinThailandattheageofl7.1hadalso 

been touched by the honesty and freshness of her 

two collections of poems. T/w S~IIU// b4twd.s in My 

Body (Kalamalka! and This Bri.$mv Prison 

(Brick). and impressed by theiraccessibility and ar- 

resting. imagistic language. Still. 1 did wonder about 

the choice of such a young person for the counny ‘s 

premier non-fiction prize. particularly in view of the 

snub to Jane Jacobs’s S~.srcvw o~Su~-viw/ (Rmdom 

Howe). a work of serious scholarship and synthesis. 

And-to Lx quite honest-l felt personally put 

on the spot IO be interviewing someone young 

enough to be my daughter. Over the course of the 

past year. it has been my good formne to meet some 

world-class witen. And. while awed by a William 

Trevor or a Margaret Drabble or a Marie-Claire 

Blais. I found none of them personally threarening. 

All my seniors. they had earned their fame over a 

lifetime appvznticed IO writing. 
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Connelly’s career trajectory, however, 
itianldyunsettlingfmmthevantagepoint 
of a struggling writer at midlife who still 
dreams of being “discovered.” To put it 
simply: llle my buddies in the Greek 
restaurant, I felt envious, and envy laced 
mytongueasIblunderedoverthef%%.ba- 
sic questions. 

Lest anyone’s sitting on titerhooks. 
hcrcarothesnswerstohvovitalonesatthe 
outset Mispronouncing the name of her 
home town is “one of my little personal 
quirlrsIsayitwrong,bf~whateverrea- 
sonI’mgoingtokeeponsayingit I figure 
ifyouspesklivelanguages~sh,?bsi, 

lapsed Catholic. and her mother. a 
Jehovah’s Witness. Kwen. too. was raised 
in that fundamentalist sect. sn upbringing 
that set up a great store of bitterness and 
alienation in her. There so references in 
Touch the DIZIROII to% deranged old god 
with a white beard” requiring “serious cer- 
emony and secret incantations.” 

When Karen was 16. her oldest sister 
died at the age of 24. s nagedy that marked 
her deeply. 

Thr Small Words irr My B&. which is 
being reissued later this year by 
Gutter/Steel Rail Press. reels with the pain 
of her troubled childhood: 

kepr a sort of regularjournal and had a lit- 
tle binder full of awful poems and read a 
lot.” She had an early love of the exotic 
and was inspired by Rudyard Kipling. A 
little later. she discovered that the library 
of her junior high had a poetry section. 
“And so I just went and I slowly read ev- 
ery book of poetry. I was about I4 when 
I started reading T. S. Elior and certainly 
I didn’t likr everything .__ some of it 1 
thought. Whar the hell is this? But some 
of it I loved. One poem that really anwed 
me was ‘The Love Song of J. Alfred 
Prufmck.’ It blew me away.” 

Torrch the Dru.~o~~ is much more a book 

Spanish, Fmnch, and Greek], you’re al- 
lowed to say words wrong.” 

As for the nose ring, with its tiny black 
bead, she acquired it while working as 
writer-in-residence last year at the 
University of New Brunswick. At a tat- 
too and piercing establishment called 
Skinetics, at the Ommocto armed forces 
base. David Adams Richsnls got a tattoo 
there, too, sheconlides. She recommends 
the place. 

Ineveraskedherabouttellambitious. 
Her-speaksforitlf. Andifanyone 
has any llluslonsabout the lucky breaks in 
Karen Connally’s life, that’s just what they 
are. Illusions. 

She was born in Calgary ln 1969, the 
third of five children, in what she calls “a 
family of rednecks and bricklayers and 
landscapers.” Her father had a serious 
drl&ing problem and was absent for long 

stretches of time. Religion was a major 
bone of contention between her father, a 

At the age of 16. while still in high 
school. she won a Rotary Club scholarship 
and spent a year in Thailand. The distilla- 
tion of that experience resulted in Touch 

the Dragon. The book’s fit% sentence. a 
description of Canada from the air. tells us 
we’re navelling with a lmet: “A view of the 
body of mountains: deep sockets of aqua- 
marine. blueveinsslippingoverclii-sides. 
stone edges splintering from the earth lie 
cracked bones.“On the lirst page she tells 
us.‘“fhere’salmost nothing towriteyetbe- 
cause I know so little.” 

Yet every instinct led Connelly to 
write. From the age of I I. she says. “I 

of discovery than of selfdiscovery. A sense 
of wonder pxnwates it. a5 the young wom- 
an who felt so alienated in her own land is 
taken into the heart of another culture. 
Revelling in both languageand experience. 

Cmnelly lays before us the country’s many 
injustices and cruelties. yet still makes us 
tumble vicariously in love with the place. 

Thsiland”*gavemeanaszingeducation 
in bzauty.~‘shesays.sippinghercappwino 
and dabbing at her nose ss she fights a cold 
“And I’d neverreally experienced anything 
like that before. And it wss also such a sur- 
prise to me to receive such generosity - 
bomthcpeople,liomtheplace...itseemed 
rhat everything was a gift.” 

The year came 10 an end and Connelly 
returned to sn unhappy tmnsitional time in 
Canada. Her parents’ marriage had broken 
up just before she IeR for Thailand; her 
mother was now living on welfare and 
Karen still had high school 10 finish off. 
She did so. but then leli a_& at the first op 
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A NOVEL 

Brian D. Johnson 
Set in Quebec, soud~em Italy and dtc Caribbean, 

this is the chronicle of one man’s freefall odyssey 

through the head and heart of personal darkness. 

From the radical polidcs of twbttlent 1970s Quebec; to 

Jama Bay and a &is triggeted by a bulldozer-driving 

sabotear; to Sicily and volcanic islands fertile with 

sex and death; events conspire to bring about the 

professional and mental demise of the Anglo 

joumalist narrator. Tbii is a dark and exquisitely 

sensual meditation on the nature ofsaniry. 

1-895897-21-I . quali~paperkack - J1.9.9S 

A Patrick Crcan Book 

w SOMERVILLE HOUSE PUBLISHING 
: DISTRIBUTED IN CINaDa q ” TCloMls ALLEN % SON LIMITED 

From the acclaimed literary TV show Imprinr. comes 

an inspired collection of nineteen daring and often 

controversial interviews with some of the world’s mosr 

sign&ant writers. Selected and edited by the show’s 

producer Leanna Crouch, the interviews by Canadian 

authors Barbara Gowdy, Margaret Atwood, Susan Swan 
and others present thought-provoking encounters with 

Leonatd Cohen, Anne Rice, Salman Rushdie and 

Germaine Greer. among a star-studded cast of 

international literary lights. 

I-895897~IPX. qualiry papcrkack . $19.95 
A Patrick Crcan Book 

pommity - an au pair job in Spain. 

Onccagain she was rescued by another 

country and culttue. 

TbirkhigbmF&m 

Connelly Lived in Spain for a year and 

ahalf,sheddingtheaupoirjobafterafew 

months, leaming Spanish. “‘going horse- 

back tiding on cliffs,” teaching English, 

and\vlidogpoc!q.Andwod&lgon7-ow/t 

the Dragon, which at that point consisted 

ofavastandf~esscompendiumoflet- 

ters and journals. 

The fast thing I had to do was choose 

wvhIchmatedalIthottght wasgoodenough 

to go into a book So I basically chose the 

things I was really interested in and the 

things that I thought were good enough to 

say. In the mornings 1 would work on the 

book. And I had tiis puny litde typewriter 

and I just basically typed all the stuff that 

I had into it. So that was the first draft.” 

Connelly still had no idea of form and 

tried altemately to fictionalize it tmd to turn 

it intoessay form. (“It’s very hard for me 

to fictionalize. because I think my own 

voice is so stmng.“) She stru@d with the 

self-imposed discipline of the task she had 

set.“lcried witiog it sometimes. it wasw 

hard to sit still long enough. I guess I’m al- 

ways like that, but rhe younger I’ve been. 

the more volatile I’ve been. So it was very 

hard for me to sit the whole time. I had had 

a few poems published but I didn’t know 

what I wa$ doing. I didn’t know if it would 

be published. I had all this material and I 

was spmding all this time writing .aod wit- 

ing and writing. and thinking: What if no 

one ever publishes this’? What if I’m just 

doing this:‘” 

In the meantime. The Snroll Words in 

MyEo& had been accepted for publication 

and Connelly returned to Canada. She 

bought a computer. fed the Dogon into il. 

and tightened it up before beginning to 

send oat exwpts to publishers. Key Paler 

asked to see the full manuscript. then sent 

her a two-page rejection letter explaining 

why they wouldn’t publish it. 

Connelly chuckles now in re!mspect. “I 

was really disappointed-like. What do 

you mean. you wet to know how much 

rice the country produces?” 

Then Turnstone Press, in Winnipeg, 

asked to see the whole manuscript. She IP 

members when the letter of acceptance ar- 

rived, and gives a mock shriek. She was 

back home in Calgary. there had been a 

chinook and great mounds of snow lay ev- 

erywhere. “I just have this memory of my- 
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and ?I . 

is a careful observer of agin 
B 

, of the process of unfolding 
ecommg. Her characters. al of them approaching old age, 

positively vibrate with new life, wirh rediscovered sexuality. with an 
almost adolescenrjoy in discovery.” 

- The Tmlo Slar 

“Sensitive and beautifully crafted. this.. . collection of 
short fiction by a gifted Canadian author offers 

mamllous enlertainmenr.” 

- The Co&q Herald 

Xertrude Story, by sheer breadth of vision and 
technical tirruosity. has achieved a 
writers like William Faulkner and J” 

lace among 
qma Woolf.” 

Thistledown Press Ltd. 

self jumping up and down on my front 

porch.. . My mother was so pleased.” 

Touch the Dragon has done nmstone 

proud. At the time of writing. 10,000 

copies hadalready been sold and another 

5,000 were about to he printed. 

TheGovemorGenemI’sAwardhastm- 

doubtedly bolstered those sales. For 

Cotmelly, even being short-listed for the 

prize came as a tbtmderbolt Because the 

book was published in 1992, she had not 

even knowa it WBS eligible for the 1993 

awards. She was delighted to win 

(“shocked” is how she pats it), bat certain 

tensions have since tempered the glory. 

“Rightnow, I feel a lot ofpressures as far 

asmy writing goes tbat Inever felt before. 

SoIdon’tresJy liketbatvety muchat all. 

Ifthe&sanytbingthatb@resmetoleave 

Canada tight now it’s that” 

Ittfae5bytbedmeyourtbisshewill 

begoneoncemore-thistimetoGteece, 

where she spent live months two yean ago. 

ShecallsGwk a”foolishly. ridiculously 

complicated” language. but mastered it by 

spending enormous amounts of time with 

villagetx on the island of L&xx. Her thirst 

for foreign cultures will probably result in 

travel books about both Spain and Greece. 

although at present she is working on a 

“book of tales.” 

In it she uses Gypsy mythology. folk- 

lore. .aod characters. Connelly gives aaoth- 

er mock shriek when I point out. pre- 

dictably. that she’s a bit of a gypsy herself. 

Never mind the lilting voice. unmatched 

dangling wrings. and. yes. tbal nose ring. 

Herappetiteforrheexotie.herneedtokeey 

on moving, prompt the inevitable camp- 

ison. 

Sixtttmswious.“I just think tbal really 

wenllshare such anaftiity fortbeGypsy 

people, even when we don’t know very 

much about them. and even when our ideas 

of them are very romantic and not corwct. 

as the Gypsies would know. Generally 

speaking. they’re not a very popular peo- 

ple. But zx a mce. they’re agreat metaphor 

for humanity in general. I just view all of 

humanity as a big Gypsy camp. We don’t 

know why we’re here ._. now especially. 

more than ever, our homelands m getting 

more and more confused. our cultures are 

getting less and lessgmsp&/e. It’s so hard 

to hang onto anything. Our history is more 

and more mysterious . . I thii everybody 

identifies with them even if they lead the 

most sedentary lives imaginable.” 

This is a Karen Coanelly wise beyond 

heryean.whosutfaceselusivelyintbetw+ 

hour interview. Then’s also the Connelly 

quite full of herself who airily informs me 

oftbe irony ofherhaving totakeE@shlit- 

eratw and social sties when she returned 

to Canada from Thailand at I7 (“they were 

the only courses that I knew everything 
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about already before I eve” took them”). 
There’s the m-tongued Conoelly who 
dlmpleswbmIsmmbleovermyqu&ions: 
‘This is good for you . . I’m glad!” 

Later, she worries about the impression 
she’s made. At theconclusion of our talk. 
she a&s me how long the article will be 
and when I tell her, seems a bit shamed. 
‘Shitthat’sreallybig!“Butthensheadds. 
withgentdneanxiety.“I hopeyou’rego- 
log to make me sound intelligent.” 

“‘Aren’t you really intdigent?” 

‘~fcourseIam.ButI&n’tnecessarily 
sound really lntelllgent. Some journalists 
pick on the fact that you said *like’ 
11 times!” 

Chameleca-like, Connelly showed me 
glimpses of her many faces: sassy and 
opinionated, emotional and vulnerable. 
WheoIaskedaboutthedeathofhersister. 
herthroatworkedperceptibly. Yet. as we 
parted in ti ofElse’s, COMelly hugged 
me impulsively, apparently having forgiv- 
en me my probing questions. 

There’s something about coming in on 
thegmondfloorofawritcr’scareer,I’ve 
decided, that canmatch the thrill of meet- 
ing an established author. To hear Karen 
C4amellyrecall ao early. graphic memory 
is m tour the mind of the genuine article. 
Her father was a hunter, and she has “in- 
credible memories of coming into the 
garage and these two skinned deer were 
hanging from the rafters. Who knows, 
maybe that was my first memory. Very. 
very evocative. Those memories still 
mean so many things m me. What my 
father was and what we all are; how we 
caobethedecrandhowwecanbetbefa- 
ther and how we can be the flies that are 
buzzing at the window to get out . . . . 

‘The smell of the animals comes back 
now,thesmeUofdeer,theklegshalfhacked 
off. We played with those legs, you know 
-they%ejostlikesdcks,they?esoslender. 
Onceyoocutthemoff,iiumthekoeesmthe 
hoof,tbey’reteallythin.Itsooodssoawful, 
butmmeit’squitenonml.” 

Set in contemporary Ireland, the narrative 
arcs back to the 50s, in Canada and Ireland, 
andtoViiafterthefallofSaig_on. 

“. . . the book’s spell is cumulative. 
Form evokes a dozen vivid voices.” 
-Quill & Quk 

i ISBN o-920953-73-5; $14.95; GDS 

DAYS & NIGHTS ON THE DAYS &NIGHTS 

A NOVEL BY DARLENE BARRY QUAIFE 
Winner of the 1989 Commonwealth 

Writers Prize for Bone Bid 

Distributed by General. 

Memory and writing are inextricably 
lied. “You write to remember. At least. 
I write to remember. In some ways. it 
seems that the experience is not complete 
unless it has teen written down. for me. In 
some ways it’s quite bii, that a tbiig is 
somehow not really lived until it’s on 
paper. Even when something sari ofsrcrvf 

happens or something that I don’t want 
other people m know about .” 

I say goodbye to Karen Connelly on the 

comer of Roy and deBullion streets in the 
heart of Plateau Mont Royal. Saul Bellow 
notwithstmdq I lind myselfhupjngher 

back and -to my surprise -sincerely 
wishing her well. 0 
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BY STAN ROGAL 

JEAN COCTEAU ONCE SAID. “TOTHEYOUNG. OLD 
jazz appears new.“Similarly. to the uninitiated perfor- 

mance poetry appears to he a ’90s phenomenon. But his- 

torically poetry has been closely linked to an 

orallperformative tradition, whether as recital. song. 

thealre, or storytelling 

It’s doubtfol there has ever been a time when poetry has 

not been perform& in one way or another. What i.s new. I 

think, is that the media have finally recognized that not only 

ampoetspe&mdngtheheirwork invsried andvarious venues. 

bat there is an ever increasing audience. This makes poetry 

a very sexy topic. 

Butwhatis~thing~perform~ncepor~,wd what 

makes a performance poet? That depends on who you talk 

to. TheVancouverwriter Shti-D Wilson feels that the term 

“pe&nmance”isaconvenient label for reviewers and critics. 

Infsct, on the backcoverof her book Swcnr (Arsenal Pulp). 

sheisrefemxitoasao’aCtion”poet. Lillian Allen.aTomnto 

writer,prefers to call herselfan”action”or*dub” poet. She 

timIs the term ‘performance” to be slightly pejorative and 

too easily taken to mean simply %ntertaining.” For her. a 

poem is first and foremost a political act: her use of perfor- 

mance techniques is instrumental in conveying her 

words and engaging her audience. 

In recent interviews I’ve been asked to comment on 

similar issues: does concenuation on the performance 

aspect negatively affect the quality of the work. or. 

when does the perfoonance shift from poeby to. say. 

theatre? These are the wrong questions. They imply 

that there are some kind of objective criteria with 

which to compamnentalize poets and their work. It’s 

the sort of thinking that has kept poetry trapped in 

institutions forthe past ZOyearsorso. and tends toelbninate 

personalities from the experience of the text-the person- 

alities of the audience members as well as those of the poets 

themselves. It is exactly this type of resnictive thinking that 

many poets are fighting against. feeling that it is theirjob to 

bring poetry back into the workaday world: to loosen it up 

a bit. to make room for improvisation. ad lib. anecdote. 

change ofmood. change of rhythm. and so on. Says Allen. 

“It shouldneverbe a matterof being betteror worsethanthe 

w&en page-it’sjustdif that’s all.“What isalsodif- 

ferent is that once an audience member has seen and heard 

a poet, that person can never read the work the same way 

again. A live experience can alter both the sound and even 

the interpretation of the poetry. 

There is another side to the coin. nammlly. Many poets still 

do “straight” readings. without the histrionics and without 

any intention beyond conveying their words as simply and 

directly as possible to the audience. Still others hem and haw 

and fumble their way through a wading and are quite happy 

when they get to sit down. As to whether his is a performance 

or not. I tend to agree with Clifton Joseph, “dubzz/poet/at 

large.” who uses the phrase “the spoken word” to include all 
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live ttadiigs. A petformsnce occurs, then. 

\vhentherelsapoettEadiageadingfoanaudience. 
Onccthat fact is settled. what varies is the 

type or form of the performance. and this 

will depend solely on the style of the poet 

and the dynamic that occurs between the 
poet and the audience. The main objective 

is to get the words off the page in order to 

creatcadlaloguebetweentbepoetandthe 
attdIenee;tocrcateasenseofpresenceaod 

community, to give the poetry life - 

somethingtbatabookuonlydoioavery 

limited manner. poetry becomes ao action: 

it becomes, lo essetxe, a verb. AlIen states 
that she bad been”reluctaot to commit her 

She&D Wilsonalsoseeksout rhythms 

and sounds to enhance her work. She re- 

cently did two Toronto readings: at 

Harbotufmnt she was accompanied by two 
jazzmusicians: at theIdlerPubshe wasso- 

lo, but asked the audience to iniugine the 

two musicians playing alongside. That sin- 

gle suggestion opens a door. giving sn au- 
dience the opportunity to help creare the 

poetic experience. For Wilson and numer- 

ousothers. jazz is the music of choice. pofi- 

sibly because it is based on improvisation. 
Dub poetry. on the otber hand. spraog di- 

rectly from the sounds of rzp. But there 

is no shortage of alternatives-I’ve been 

Paul Dutton. et al. have been out there tfo- 

in.q if for years with mixed results. And 

there have always been those few line folks 

who have been willing to put in the time 
and effort to orgaoize literary events. Too 

often though. the venues have been insti- 

tutions such as universities and libmries. 

These places appeal to a vety small cross- 
section oftbe populace: in short. it’s pue!q 

tbr the converted. Since these venues have 
been the rule rather than the exception. it 

is little wonder people conclude that pceny 

is for a particular elite and that it is some- 

how above the cmwd. But anyone who has 

flipped rhmugh even a couple of books of 

ILillian Allen Jill Bat&on Clifton Joseph She&D Wilson 

poetry to the page over the years because. to readings where poets were backed by 
forthemostps&tbepoemsarenotmeant guitars, cellos. percussion instruments. 
to be still.” In the foreword to her recent taped electronic sounds. record playem. 
book, Women Do This Every Duy eumpets. and even a kazoo. 
(Women’s Press), she says she wanted 

. ..toworkwithaformwhoseaim 
was to increase the dynamism of 

poetry, m increase its impact and 

immediaq a poetic form that 

could incorporate many aspects of 

other art forms: performance, dra- 
ma, fiction, theaue, music, opera, 

scat, a capella, comedy, video, sm- 
rytehg, and even electronics. It 
was poetic ammunition, an artistic 
calltoamls. 

SOMEWHERE near the end of the ’70s 

I was hearing a rumour that the ’80s were 

going to witness a Renaissance in poetry 

similar to the Beat Generation of the ’60s. 

It never happened. If the change is indeed 
ccctming in the ’90s. is there anything spe- 

cial or different either about the time or the 

type of performance poetry that might ac- 

count for its growing interest sod popular- 
ity? I don’t think so. Persistence obviously 

plays a big part. Al?er all, pacts like Liiian 

Allen. Clifton Joseph. Sheri-D Wilson. 

poems or who has attended a reading or 
two knows that nothing could be further 

from the truth. Most poetry is very acces- 

sible: most poeby deals with very casy-to- 

relate-to human concerns and experiences: 
much poetry is oRen even light and humor- 

ous. Foranyone with an adventurousspirit 

and a desire for something more challeng- 

ing. there is ample divenity. 

More people. especially more young 
people. are writing poetry sod sx treating 

poeby as a serious endeavour. not as a hob- 

by or a pastime. They feel that poetry is 
vital: that they have things to say through 

the the medium of poetry and want 10 get 
their words out IO a larger audience. They 

unashamedly call themselves poets. Many 
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Three generations of the Lopez 
family and their neighbours 
pursue the objects of their desire, 
driven by the ever present, 
gnawing hunger II . . 

-. .- ._ __ -. 

for love. 
The Mercury Pres 

ISBN l-55128-015-9; $16.50 pl 
Disllibutedby GetlelalDishibuiionService! 

have been or are gohg to university and 
tbayareliredoftbeinstitution,tbe 
ghattoiZaIioIlCFfp~lly.TlEyaW3kotiIad 
of being told that poeby doesn’t sell, that 
nobody reads it, tbat poany is something 
people do when they can’t write a novel. 
It’s the poets themselves who are. gmbbiig 
poetry by the shoulders and shaking new 

life into it: who are going out there and 

making it work. 

Fortc&ngtbezhasbntbemisleading 

image of the gentle poet sitting alone in an 

Yticortowersomewhere.roosensidveand 

Fragile to exist in the real world. too caught 

up in abstract thoughts to ever dart attempr 

something as mundane as promoting their 
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work or organizing a reading or pkmning 

an event. Not so now. As Allen says. 3 

was time to eliminate the middlemen.” 

And so the poets have taken to the 

streets and set up shop in restaurants. 

pubs. coffee houses. church basements. 

community cemres. icr-cream parlours 

-any place that will have them: any 

place thal shuws sot~e imcrcst: any place 

that doesn’t reek of academe: any place 

suitable foran infomu.l gathering where 

one can enter with an open mind and t&x 

over a cup of cotTee or a beer. The poets 

do their own advenising and promotion: 

they sttppon other venues: they start up 

small magazines and presses. The best 

part is that they are having fun doing it. As 

inwythingelse. iftheorganizersandper- 

formets uen’t having a good time. neither 

will the audience. 

In Toronto. the poet Jill Bat&on has 

lately been dubbed”the high priestess of 

pceuy pmmotion.~’ She organizes the pop 

alar Poet’s Refuge series. which runs once 
a month at the Free Times Cafe. Tbrottgh 

MuchMusic she is producing 30 poeny 

videos to be aired on the station: she also 

set up a poetry “slam” at this year’s mck 

music extravaganza. Lollapalooza. and 

she took advantage of the Fringe Festival’s 

invitation to bring-your-own-venue. 

Bat&on rented a yellow school bus for two 

weeks and created the Poetry Express. 

Imagine. if you will. six poets travelliig 

around the streets of Tomato performing 

tbeirpoehy toacaptiveaudienceof fellow 

passengers. The poets. each of whom per- 

formed a IO-minute set. were given the 

choice of using the bus sound system or 

bcing”intimate and interactive”-setting 

themselves in rhe aisle and spe.akingdircct- 

ly to the passengetx Either wtty. everyone 

must put upwitbtherockingofthc bus.the 

tic. the weather. the city noise. and even 

comments from passersby. There was a 

mix of styles .aod voices: ils the weekly en- 

tertainment magazine e.w reported. “. a 

sound poet.aq4qxmk poet.aCeltic poet. 
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and hvo confessional poets in the tragic 
\~.“somepcetsfaredbelErtbsnothe& 
buk more importsnt, there was an entbu- 
siastic and appreciative audience. 

Everyone had a good time. 
Cliffon Joseph will be doing a special 

Spoken Word show for TVOntario’s 
YmprinQqram. He was an organizer 
of Iast year’s International Dub Poetry 
Festival, which brought in 5Opoets from 
around the world, and he’s also involved 
with Spoken Word festivals taking place 
in Toronto and Vancouver. (These two 
cities am the hot spots, although perfor- 
mance poehy is catching on in other parts 
of lhecoenhy, too. This past sommer, the 
BanffGmaeforthe Artshostedthep 

grsm Action Poetry ‘94. And Montreal’s 
Wordapalooza, organized by Former 
Anderson, was JiIl Bat&on’s model for 
lhe poehy slam at L.olIapalooza.) 

Tomnto’sScmaminHlghParkhasmo 
successfolly for hvo years now thanks to 
the poets Matthew Remski. Peter 
McPhee. and their friends. The Scream 
takesplacecmtbesfageofDreaminHigb 
Park, which features a play by 
Shskespeareeach summer. People bring 
picnic baskets, sit on the grass, and watch 
and listen as nearly 20 poets and fiction 
whers perform into the night. 

She&D WiIson is in the process of set- 
ting up a West Coast reading circuit 
stretching from Vancouver to Los 
Angeles. For my part, I coordinate the 
IdIerPubReadingSeriesinTomntoev~ 
Sunday. Now Inio its fourth year, the se- 
ries plays host IO about 150 readers per 
year.of\vhom8Oto90percentarepoeIs. 
Acmsstbecounhy,alrtlvevenwsare 
maliingthescene.Most(ifnotall)ofth~ 
are being organized by poets. 

In one interview I was asked if this 
Interest in performance poetry was just a 
passing fad. Hardly. I thii that this is the 
tip of the iceberg. In the United States 
there’s acrsze forlivereadings, with major 
bookstores puking in food and beverage 

Lesley-Anne Bourne 
author of Skinny Girls and The Story of Pears 

for the Ah- Canada Award (Canadian Authors Association) 

Elizabeth Kmhi h Judi Pennauen 
author and illustrator of North CounM~ Sprig 

and Jackie Lewis & Cindy Crew 
author and illustrator of How I Got My Dogsled 

for Our Choice selections 
(The Canadian Children’s Book Centre) 

Jocelyne Villeneuve h Stan Bevington 
author and designer of Marigolds in Snmu 

for Honourable Mention: Poetry 
(The Alcuin Citation for Excellence in Book Design) 

Acontempomy journey to a place called 
“thenoah”,whelE!spa&eltiisserved 
“Itslian Style” and local economics sre bssed 
primarily on the sale of dew worms. 

Unwin “keeps his senses of invention and 
imnyclosebyashestudiesdmnlmds, 
fishermen, dismissed police officers, and 
web cases.“-Quill &Quip 

ISBN 0-920953-77-S; $12.95 pb; GDS 

facilities as well as setting aside ample not 10 mention a steady stream of porenrisl 
floor space to accommodate readings. customers. Doesn’t this make more sense 
Why do this? Because live readings sell than filling the aisles with remaindered 
books. Ask almost any pt and you’ll hear copies of “how-lo” books? Toronto’s 
the same story: they sell more books them- Longbow Books has convened its tbrmer 
selves through readings than through office/storage area into “The Green 
bookstores. On a broader level. readings Room,” a bistm with a stage for readings 
bring an informal vibrancy to the stores. snd book launches. .Sarrr6! 

._. 

Books in Canada October 1994 25 

-. _____.. 



_-.- ---. _..-.--_-.. .-^ . _. __*. _. ._~ _._.__-_ _.._.. --.- 

Essays by Tz.porab &&man, Brent Ingmtn, R.B. Hatch et al 
A cnmprehensive account ofthe 1993 Clayoquot protests: the Pnrc Camp and rhc Blockader; ninforert ems.ys- 
tems: the April 1993 land-use decision; co-opted ecology; civil disobedicncc; connections among the police, the 
cants and tbc wrpuntions; cnvimnmental tights; 1994 ongoing clearcuts in the Clayoquor (with photos). 

“No subject more important, no volume mmc comprchcnrivcly interesting. Wonderful!” 
-Ckyfon Rub3 m’minalLnuyrr 

89.95 O-921870-29-9 paper 6%9 220 PP 

story by Linda Rogm; ihtrations by Rick Van Krugel 
A wnrm-hearted adventure novel shad by a rambunctious girl, P dyslexic whiz-kid and a First-Nations boy 

who uses his shamanistic powas to work mincle~fmm curing warts to turning a nasty teacher into a parrot. 

This time it is the kids who use common sense and the adults who learn from them. Over 40 illustrations. 

For ages 7 to 12. 

ISBN 0-921870-27-Z 125 pp. $7.95 pb 

Distributed by Cenetal Distribution. For more information, please cmnct RONSDALE PRESS 

3350 West 21rt Ave., Vancouver, B.C., V6S I(37 Canada 

Tel: (604) 738-1195 Fax: (604) 731-4548 

Open-mike venues am also big in the 

United States. Cities such as New York. 

Detroit, Chicago, San Francisco, and L.os 

Angeles each have well over a hundred 

such places. Anyone ten walk in with a 

handful ofpoems end have a chance for a 

quick shot in Eont of an audience. There 

are poetry sweatshops and poetry slams 

going on constantly. Poets are on the 

move, and the audience is following. 

Lillian Alleo calls poetry “‘portable”: she 

saysit’s‘AatopT~ut;m”Whattit- 

ezay form suits our fast-paced age better 

than poetry? Poetry uses a compact Ian- 

guage and most poems are fairly short. If 

listeners don’t Iii one poem, they may 

like the next. If listeners hate a particular 

poet’s work they will surely love another 

poet’s work Bear io mind, mo. that there 

are some wonderful poets who read their 

work terribly and them are some terrible 

poets who read their work magnificently. 

I see this present awareness and popu- 

larity as just the beginning-but the &- 

ginning of whrrl. I’m not quite sure. It all 

depends on who and how many get in- 

volved. More venues and more events ere 

necessary: poetry publishers, distributors. 

and sellers have to pick up the ball and stan 

mooing with it. And the media have m be- 

gin taking poetry seriously - not just 

pump it up when it’s in fashion to do w. 

Poetry has always been there to shake 

tbingsup when they get toodull ormore- 

strictive. 

It’s probably we that much of the pop 

ularity of performance poetry is its enter- 

tainment value. But that isn’t to say that the 

work is shallow. Lillian Allen insists that 

‘The work of rhe poets extends beyond 

merely creating ;irt; we tie our poetry and 

our convictions into the community. We 

orgenizz. we network. we participate. we 

protest, we celebrate. we build communi- 

ty.” And Sheri-D Wilson emphasizes. 

“Content has to be at least as important as 

the form.” I have always thought of the 

word e~,rtertuin as: to entertain an idea or 

concept: to consider something new. This 

needn’t be w arduous process but should 

be an activity that is stimulating and plea- 

surable. Even if we are to believe Bill 

Kennedy when he writes that “Poets have 

become stand-up comics.” perhaps that’s 

allf0rtbete.s~ Perhaps it’s time tojokeand 

ram end rave and holler and have a bit of 

fun with poeIT. 

what’s importent is that poetry is shed- 

dig its academic boll and chain. The work 

is getting out to the people and it is finally 

up to them to decide what they like ‘and 

what they don’t like: what books to buy or 

not buy. A dynamic is being set up: a 

dialogue between pxformer and audience. 

Pwtty is flexing its celebmmry muscle and 

asserting ia presence es a personality. It is 

definitely wu rlwrr nod happening. It will 

become what the poets and the audience 

make it. 0 
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BY ROBIN SKELTON 

oil 
OST CRIME FICTION DEPENDS 

u.3 
wiling may not he wholly snlisfaclory slylislically: 

W for its success upon our belief in an “r- his opinions about rhr murders are also mther un- 

de&universetbatcm only bedisrupt- satisfactory: his vitality and ebullience. however. 

ed temporarily. The return to order is achieved by are delightful, and the social comedy is hilarious. 

the punishment of the villain 

andaceremony0fpurif 

that may take the form of a 

family reunification. a wed- 

ding, sn act of generosity, or 

even an altered will. All this is 

“bvi”us,butintlE’9osthings 

appeart”becbanging;theuni- 

verse that is disturbed by vil- 

lainy is not necessarily “r- 

dered at all, and may even be 

grossly corrupt. 

Thiscanbesaid,chewIidly, 

of William Deverell’s deli- 

cious novel Kill All the 

Lawyers (Random House, 

338 pages, $27.95 cloth), for 

everyone in the story appears 

to be morally imperfect and 

definitely self-serving. A 

kwyeriskiUedshortlysIIerhe 

has astonished everyone by 

successfuUy defending an un- 

doubtedlyguiltyclient.Aseo 

ond lawyer who has a similar 

success is shot at, and the legal 

community begins to think 

tbat someone out there is af- 

tempting town& undesiible verdicts by sentenc- 

inglawyers todeath. Brian F’omemy, whose recent 

momentofgloly has given hi the opportunity lo 

take time off to write a novel, disappears to Costa 

Ricawhembestudies Widgeon’s how-to book. T/w 

Arrofrhe Whodunit. and writes letters fo his wife. 

hismUeagues,andothersaLxwttbescenehehsslefi 

~ndabouthisownhedonisticexistence.The letters 

are such as to suwt that the detective novel he is 

This is s brilliantly wrought novel. ingeni”u%en- 

tertsining. and continually surprising. The denoue- 

ment is marvellous. Deverell descrws an award for 

this one. 

The social scene of John Lawrence Reynolds’s 

new novel is also fxlinm orderly. Solitary Dancer 

tH.arperCollins. 156 pages. $22.95 clothi brings us 

Joe McGuire again. bul he is not merely in his usual 

uncomfortable stale of mind: he is addicted I” pills 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ..~....... . . . . . . . .._.................._......_............... 
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would rather not have heard, artefacts that 
ammxmnf&fabIyvaloabIe,snda8restdeai 
ofmen!alaadphysiwl~isconaortDesthal- 
sojoinsthepar&,sndtbohelesultisaralerhat 
has a kind of Gothic inkashy without the 
usual Gothic impedimenta. The plot is 
pleasingly complicated and the chamctets 
are a8 interesting and fully rendered. We 
coulddowilhmomRosaiieCaimsskxies. 

GllianAdamsisanotherwomandetec- 

tive whom it is usually pleasant to en- 
counter. In this new novel from Norah 
Kelly, she has left Vancouver to visit 
Cambridge, England, where she eocmm- 
ters some Bad Chemistry (Harper- 
Collins,~Z~~,$24cloth).Abrilliant 
young research chemist is found dead in 
herlabomtory aad Giian, whwe lover is 
a detective chief inspector at Scotland 
YaldJbldshelselfiovesligatiagtheaime. 
ThesettiogishandledweU(thougbamap 
could have helped those unfamiliar with 
Cambridge), and the academic games are 
well played. 

Peter Robinson’s Final Account 
(Viking,318pages,g18.99paper)isoneof 
his most formidable novels. Set in the 
Yor!&ire Dales and in Leeds, the tale is 
splendidlycontrived. Amaoisfotmd&ui 
in a barn, his head blowo otX He has been 
takenthuxbymaskdmen,wearetold,and 
slaughtered. He was aratherdu8 accoun- 
taot who had msrried the boss’s daughter 
but,IospecmrBanksdiscovem,onhisfre- 
qamtakocesfmmhome“onbasii’he 
had a different personality and name. It 
seemstberemaybesomemononey-launder- 
inggoiogo”,andvastamountaofmoooy 
maybehiddansnmewhereorother.Gnce 
agaiaBaoks’sdtake.shimm 
the solution. and once again his sense of 
compi~&~~ snd his understanding at%- 
tion for his fellow beings keep the book 
alivewhhhomanwamxhqoalikdaiways 
by wzy hamoor. peter Robinson is a fme 
wri~aodthisisastmngaodfascinatiog 
novel. Like William Lkverell. he should 
havesnaward. 0 

,..........*............................. 

Don’t forget to give us at least 6 weeks notice 
and to supply both your old and new addresses! 

Send to: Books isr Cm&a, I30 Spadina Ave., Ste.603, 
Toronto, Ont. M5V 2L4. 

Books in Canada October I994 29 

_. -._. -- .__- _ _--. . . . . . _...-._.. . . . ._r ..,” . _, .--_ .., -- .-...-._ . .~.---.-,-- 



ai-,- 
ClJL-ULlJRE cop . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

BY BRIAN FAWCETT ,*2 _ :g?. ., 

,y.’ 

^ 

WASN’T TERRIBLY SYMPATHETIC 

to Jobn Ralston Saul’s Voltaire’s t3a.watrrLr when 

itappeared two years ago. At frst it seemed like 

justanothwn~path gum-gizmo. in the tradition 

of, say, Oswald Spengler’s Decline of& Wesr. Saul 

a.9xibe4lthesowceoftheexcessexoftherccentpan 

and the present to the intel- 

lectual universe root- 

din-Sand 

toknowbatany singl~cunspilacyexpkulation 

forLhewUectivemwwe’reinisboundtobeanin- 

tellechaxl contraption requiring secret police and bu- 

reawracies-of-the-very-wise in order to operate. 

Mdes,itconMedwithmyown(equaUypmvable) 

sin~se conspitacy explanation - that the griz- 

zly bears are trying to take over the world. 

The chief weakness of Vohaiw’s Basfards was 

that Saul’s somewhat elusive “‘general theme” was 

a lot less compelling than the incidental and anec- 

dotal evidence he brought in to demonsnate its ver- 

ity. In fact. the book’s thematic portentousness tend- 

ed to overwhelm the frequently fascinating anew- 

dotal information in order. I suppose. to keep the 

general theme on track. It made Saul’s ideas seem 

a lot loonier than they actually we. and personally, 

it made me forget just how much I was leaming 

from him as I perused the tine detail. 

Among Saul’s more srartling insights in 

Voltaire’s Basrards is that the goal of the Cartesian 

enterprise has teen not just to auttoritatively ascribe 

prior knowledge. but to inscrihc it as well -and 

to mask the inscriptions from its users. He also hints 

that the universe of assumptive knowledge we now 

live in has turned out to be as deep and powerful as 

the ocean-and as narrow ‘and dangerous for the 

unwary as a darkened New York City alley. 

Voltaire’s Barrards gave o sense of how fecklessly 

we have been swimming in those depths. but it 

didn’t provide what is now most needed-a new 

lexicon and a map with which to make it through 

the alley. 

In The Doubter’s Companion: A Dictionary 

of Aggressive Common Sense (Viig. 33 I pages. 

.%X99 clothi. Saul gives us a substantial psn of the 

lexicon. I’m not sure whether it’ll help make him 

the Voltaire of the late 20th century that he’d like 

to be. but I’m dead sure he’s written the most 

entertaining and useful book of this publishing sea- 

son, and maybe well beyond that. It’s meant to be 

the clarifying footnotes to I-i~ltair~~‘s Bcrstmls. bur 

without the general theme that tried to pave every 

detail into a single road. The Dnrrbw’s Companim 

is much easier to follow and sharper in i&detail. 

Actually I can’t recall ever having as muchfior with 

a book as I did with this one. leaping l?om definition 

to definition to see what indignity Saul would per- 

petrate on which set of fools next-or what new 

insight he was going to deliver. 

SomeofhisNK)orsodetinitions.whichrun from 

one sentence to several pages in length. are just 
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plain winy, like his explanation of where 

auissants come from, and the ckcumstan- 

daUyhilariousdiscussionofdandmtT.But 

Saul’s wit is always laced with acid. This 

0ccasionaUy leads him to tbe politicaUy ir+ 

co”ect,butmomoftentotheupmariously 

funny.Yetmostoftbetbne-evenwhen 

he appears to be indulging his own wit - 

he is penehatb@y accurate. And on the 

c”xialsubjectofecn”o”lics, beisdeadon. 

Saul’s greatest gift is a first-rate nose 

for large-scale bullshit, and in The 

Doubter’s Companion he uses it to sniff 

out the vast lies that he seemed merely to 

casf a reasonable light on in Voltaire’s 

Bostmris. His is arare giiI in this country. 

which has, arguably, fewer than a dozen 

writers who possess this kind of nose at 

all. And none of them quite have his nose 

for the big stuff. 

The Do&w’s Companion isn’t pe&ct. 

One would have to share Saul’s mark- 

able and unorthodox intellectual range to 

edit him properly, and this may be why 

someofthewdd”gislsthsnua”slucent. 

Inadditio”,hecsnbeinq?atie”M”damh. 

andafewofbisgagsendupheingsmoth- 

eRdhytbeinitablecog”itiveshortba”dhe 

usestomoveideasFromoneplacetoan- 

other. He also suffers from a vaguely 

Oedipal hatredofMargamtThatcher,one 

that leads him to some frivolous -or at 

least excessively fanciful -definitions 

whcneverthesuhject ofGreatBritainap- 

pearsonlhehodmn.Andofcou~~.heisn’t 

exactly qualified 10 make the sweeping 

pmnouncements he does. 

Which brings me to the purpose of this 

rave, and my assignment as Books in 

Canada’s culhne cop. The mission of an 

expertocmcy like ours is to prevent intel- 

ligentcidzens~penetmtingtbesteriIe 

webofsddMideasandinteUecmalhahits 

thatexpertsandtbeirmastembaveusedto 

conshuctthepresenGma”ity.Closemthe 

core of both Voltaire’s Bastards and The 

Doubter’s Companion is the i&a that our 

presentsocie.talrelkmceonexpeniseistbe 

“A wonderful book about bard work and quiet heroism.” 
Vlrglnia BykId. Alberta Report 

“The photographs are immediately engaglng, vividly 
detailed, attention absorbing portraits of men and 
women In their work environments and in their homes 
and mrdens.. ” 

Nancy Tousley. G.lgary Herald 

Winner of the 1994 Gold Award for Excellence in Printing. Alberta 

Gallery of Superb PrMng. The book contains vrtraits OF more than 300 

peopie with accompanying stories providing a social. culfural and indus- 

trial history of miners and mines. 

Cambria Publishlag ISBN O-9697023-0-2 
Box 61083 Kensington PO I 2 x 9. Hardbound 
Calgary. Alberta T2N 456 224 pp. I54 duotones and maus 
Ph/fax 403 270.3547 $39.95 Includes CST 8. Del 

most malevolent outgrowth of the coven 

inscription of assumptive knowledge. 

What Saul is practising in these hooks - 

and implicitly demanding of us - is a re- 

furn lo common sense. By “common 

sense”hedcesn’tmeanquai”t f&reand 

cracker-barrel nuisms, but a more deliber- 

ate and civic-minded genemlism thai we 

rarely see nowadays. TIM Doubter’s 

Companion is. lint and finally. a civic- 

minded work-exacdy what an anist in 

a democracy is bound by the terms of cir- 

izenship lo produce in a time of crisis. 

Saul’s generalism is also precisely what the 

great writers of the past pmclised, and a 

sharp rebuke to the specializations that 

conventional novelists. poets. and play- 

wrights have settled for. Thar T/~he 

Doubter’s Comptmiorr (and for that tier, 

Volwirr’s Bastards) is much more exhil- 

arating to read than 99 percent of our “OV- 

els and poems is perhaps the best proof of 

just how successful Saul’s p,roject is ss art. 

Still. let me go a step beyond that and be 

brutally clear about what I’m suggesting 

here. Experdse and srt are natural enemies. 

‘IheyaFXOb%XuseeXlX”&Ope”It&yS% 

crtxy while seeking contml and power. and 

art operates by clear. public language in the 

service of free expression and wholeness. 

It seems to me that most of today’s writ- 

ers are all tcoprepaced to plead specialist’s 

rights for what they do-and to punish 

anyone who rransgresses the declared 

boundaries ofthe specialry. They take it as 

agiven that the purpose of”serious” liter- 

ary srt is to illusbate the range and Fragility 

of human sensitivities. and nothing much 

more than that. It makes most of our dred- 

out iiction not much more than a quick. 

cheap holiday from the mess looming over 

our collective heads, and our poeny little 

more than soulful drool. 

Of course, these same writers can be 

heard whining about how insensitive the 

insbuments of political control have be- 

come, and they whine much louder about 

the plight of suffering authors. Evidently 

it never occurs lo them to do what Saul has 

done by insisting that the world is compre 

hensihle through s renewed common 

sense. and by refusing to step into the trap 

of specialization. Maybe rhey should re- 

consider what they’re doing. And lo. Uzhr 

Doubter’s Componiotz just happens to be 

an excellent place to start. 0 
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EADING - BY WHICH I MEAN 
kzwinting in - the eight mamrllously 

impressive, profoundly compelling, and 

darkly h&inous stories that form Alice Munro’s 

eighth book. Open Sm-ets. I am led to remember 

a mistake that I made years ago in high school 

when 1 read my first two novels by Thomas Handy. 

now probably 
..-... .__ ._.._ J my favourite 

OPEM SfxRlxB novelist. I as- 

by Alice Munm sumed that thr 

tWXhlda~2wpr8s~99dalh~0*nJ6B96, real story. the 

Reviewed by]. R (Tim) Struthen real action. 

was captured 

in the relative- 

lysholr&etdXs 

of dialogue-a mistake that allowed me to race 

by all thecomplex passages of description. Now 

I pay attention to everything-a lesson that seems 

especially helpful in reading short stories. where 

the most innocent suggestion can acquire grave 

significance if the reader is patient and alert 

enough to sense it. 

A mmparison between Munro and Hardy would 

seem to be invited by ‘Canied Away.” the opening 

slory of Open .Secrm. Louisa. a commercial nav- 

eller “for a company that sold hats. ribbons. hand- 

kerchiefs and trhnmings. and ladies’ underwear to 

retail storer.” secures a new and assuredly different 

job a the local librarian becausr the former librar- 

ian happened IO die on a day when Louisa was 

passing through town and because Louisa suddenly 

felt that a change in her own life might be oppor- 

tune. At one point in ‘%arried Away” Louisa re- 

marks that Thomas Hardy and Willa Cather la nov- 

elist who previously figured in the story “Dulse” 

in Munro’s fifth book. The Moons qfhpitrr] are 

her “favorite authors.” Although some people ac- 

cuse Hardy of”being gloomy.” Louisa states. she 

herselfmnsiden him to be”vety we to life.“Liie 

Hardy. in onr magnilicent volumeof fiction after 

another. Munro is able torxplorc with increasing 

gnvenessand love. with increasing precision and 

wonder. the complexities of the human condition. 

This is not to say that Munm’s writing in Open 

Secrets or earlier books is without comedy. 

Indeed. comedy plays a very important -even 

ritualistic - mle in her stories. In fact. I would say 

that imaginative play and verbal play represent a 

crucial, if sometimes underestimated. factor in 

Munm’s work. Consider the following passage. 

fmm the story “Spaceships Have Landed.” de- 

scribing the friendship of two country girls. Rhea 

and Eunice: 

. And the worst thing was when Eunie 

launched into accounts that Rhea found 

both boringand infuriating, ofmurders 

lUalbf~~r--.---_.._r4 

ThlsYearia@walemby~tiU~r~6 

Tile Poetry of Uwaadolya I%dvrm, 
Volumes One and Two 
c!3reabyf4~~ad~~----ll 

night Honourable MenbflTdprlBlkr_-I9 

The Cunning MaabyR&awn D&o-_---.-41 

The Other ceanuy byJ&nuEaaallen 42 

Natgaret Ahwed’s FalpTale Seaual PaliUcs 
byhamnklnwilwn, -- 42 
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O-0 
ISTORY, WRITES THE 

philosopher Paul Ricoeor. is the 

telling of stories from the past 

forpnx.tttpurposes.BiographersofLmtis 

BieIcouIdwrIteavariationonthaebistury 

is the telling of stories from the past to 

soothe present consciences. For instance, 
when the military and western historian 

GeorgeF. G. Stanley first tackled Riel in 

a pamphlet for the Canadian Hislorical 

Society in the 19%. he considered Riel a 

‘Sad, pathetic, unstable man. who led his 

foIIowets inasoicidal crusade and whose 

briefglory~~uponadistomonofhisto- 

ry.” In the Red River uprising and Ihe 

Not&W&Rebellion, Riel resisted on be- 

half of his “primitive” people (the M&is) 

“what for wanf of a better word may be 

temxd progress.“The M&is execution of 

the ontario Changeman-Ihomas Scott was 

the aggressive display of an “inferiority 

complex.“and Riel’s own banging was in- 

evitable, a side effect of the march of civ- 

ilization. 

Stanley came back to Riel again. at book 

length in the 1960s. as if the M&is leader 

were a moral sore tooth he could not leave 

alone. In his preface, the historian had the 

grace and the intellectual honesty to admit. 

“When I wrote [that] pamphlet . I 

thought I knew all the answers: now that 

I know more about Riel. I am less cenain 

what the answers ore.” But Stanley still 

judged Riel to be strange and pathetic. 

Though far more sympathetic by the time 

he wrote the entry on Riel for the 

Cunodicer Encyfopediu in the 1980s. 

Stanley still viewed the killing of Scott as 

the “colossal blunder” by which Riel 

brought himself to the executioner. 

Was Riel a madman? Was be a martyt? 

The questions still loom so large because 

the government of Canada hanged him for 

treason and has never succumbed IO pres- 

sure for a posthumous pardon -even 

though “founder of Manitoba” is now as 

often attached to Riel’s name ar ‘l&4.” 

Historians keep rising to the questions. 

and providing answers that in hindsight 

seem alarmingly Hnvoured by their times. 

Another academic biographer. Thomas 

Flanagan. perhaps intended his Louis 

David Riel: “Prophe: of the NW WorW 

(1979) to restore Riel to sanity by placing 

his passionate SpitiNdity in the “context” 

of its times. But. in Flanagan’s hands, Riel 

became almost a cult leader. who held 

dangerously autocntic religious beliefs: 

once again a telling of the Riel tragedy 

made his death at tbe end of a govemment 

rope seem almost self-inflicted. 

By the record of his biographers. there 

is one more element to add to Ricoettr’s 

definition of history: the telling of the 

past for present purposes when the pre- 

sent is ready to listen. Finally in Maggie 

Siggins. not an academic but a Governor 

General’s Award-winning journalist. 

Reel has found his mainstream champion. 

The aim of Riel: A Life of Rewlution. 

quite simply. is toexonerate him. S&ins 

b&eves the old questions (madman? 

manyr’? mmderer?) are a distraction: Riel 

was asassinated by the state because, as 

the only leader who could rally the M&is 

against the overwhelming and exploita- 

tive stream of En8linLspeaking immi- 

grants. he stood in the way not of progress 

but of land speculation. 

From the broad brushstrokes of her 
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and disasters and freakish events 
that she had heard shout on the 
radio. Rhea was infuriated because 
shecouldnotgetEuoiemtellher 
whether these things had really 
happened, or even m make that 
distinction- as far as Rhea could 
tell-mherselt 
Wii &at sn the newq Eunie? Was it 

a stmy? Wm tberepmpk acting it ilr 
frontofamiaopba2co~ullaitn- 
pmhg? Eztnie! Wzs it realm was it 

ai%+ 
It was Rhea, never Eunie, who 
would get fratied by these ques- 
tions. Etie would just get on her 
bicycle and ride away. “Toodeley 
oodeley oo! See you in the zoo!” 

Purenonsense-or is it? Does Eunice 
possess an understanding of the indivis- 
ibility of hutb and imagination, seriouc 
ness and play, the natuml and the super- 
Mural, that surpasses Rhea’s meagrely 
realistic, literal-minded understanding? 
Does Eunice represent some kind of 
metaphor, or an alter ego. for the a&t? 

In “Spaceships Have Landed” it is 
Eunice who, in the words of the title of 
the first story of Open Secrets, is 
“Carried Away.” But so is Rhea -first 
emotionally, then geographically, and. 
near the close of the story, witbin view 
of death itself. And so is the reader, in 
this particular story and throughout the 
collection. “Spaceships Have Landed” 
begins with a reference to Eunie’s disap 
peamnce. As we learn later, a spaceship 

the path and out onto the old t%r- 
grounds. They took her to their 
teent. But it seemed to her that she 
neversaw that tent once from the 
outside. She was just suddenly in- 
side it, and she saw that it was 
white, very high and white. and 
shivering like the sails on a boat. 
Also it was lit up? and again she 
had no idea where rhe light was 

How real. how magical. In story after 
story, Munm reveals tbe exbilaratingchar- 
acterof life itself. with all its surprising but 
inevitable interventions. Such inrerven- 
dons may t&e the form of a death. unrx- 
peeled visitors. an unusual lener. wbatev- 
er. Such occurrences pervade the stories 
in Operr Secrtvr. fmcturing each charac- 
~er’s --and each reader’s -expectations, 
rendering easy accommodations with life 

has indeed landed and Ernie has been 
suddenly transfigured: 

It was two boys and a girl who 
took her. They looked about nine 
or ten or eleven years old and they 
all wore the same kind of oudit - 
a kind of seersucker sunsuit with a 
bib in &mt and straps over the 
shoulders. . . . They cook her along 

coming from. . . . Some singing or or art impossible. Moreover, from these 
humming might have been taking inrerventionsotberactions unfailingly un- 
place, getting inside her head, fold. Increasingly in Munro’s later stories. 
something pacit$g and delight- I believe. we see something of the quality 
lid. rtld everything got to seem thal Eudora Welty (an acknowledged in- 
perfectly normal. You couldn’t in- fluence on Munro) admired in William 
quire about anything, anymore Faulkner: “veracily and accuracy about 
than you would say, “VVhat is that the world” that reveals both tie comedy 
teapot doing here?” in an ordinary of being human and what Welty terms 
kitchen. “that comedy’s adjoining terror.” 0 
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minisededke opening (a recreated jail- 

house interview with the condemned 

mao) to the foretold conclusion in which 

Riel mounts the scaffold, Riel stands for 

anidealofprogmssofhisown,groonded 

in the democracy of the M&is buffalo 

hon~tempenxlbyhisfineeducadoninthe 

classics and his familiarity with the law. 

Earlicrti&s onRiel didn’t have a hope 

of perceiving the nahxe of community 

Riel was proposing, Siggins argues, in 

one of the few passages in the book in 

whichshewrestleswithwhatRielmeans 

rather than what happened m him: 

It is only -tly that our society 

has slowly taken off is blinkem of 

prejudice and come m under- 
stand, oken with shocked amaze- 
ment, that Native cultures have 
their own uniqueness and value. 

So, in Siggins’s account the push that 

bittheRedRiverdisnictinthelate1%CJs 

was not ofcivilizadonbot ofshoddy mad 

contractors and greedy speculators con- 

niving with the Canadian government as 

thoughmbbingtheodginaJinhabitantsand 

scttl~(whetherM&is,half-breed,French, 

or English) was a right conferred by the 

god of the 6ontier. Thomas Scott, a violent 

mcistandobnoxioosno-accoont,istbeone 

who brings his execution on himself. 

ThoughSigglnsdocsn’tgosofazastosay 

that shooting him was a smart move on 

Riel’s part, she m&es a persuasive case 

that Riel’s provisional government be- 

lievcdithad the authority m sentence him 
to death for treason. And that the hot 

OmogebigotrythatRinOntariointbe 

wake of Scott’s death was fanned by men 

with land interests and oppommistic am- 

bitions in Riel’s Red River. 

Siggiosisatherfinestinthesections of 

the book that describe Riel’s first stand in 

Manitoba (for one brief shining moment 

amu&cialCamelot),andhisuglyandre 

pcated betrayals by politicians and early 

Is the 

Canadian 
tradition 

of tolerance 
on the wane? 

Canadian “entxcprcneus” of the West such 

as Charlie Mairand Dr. John Schultz. She 

is incisive also in slicing the mydu away 

from the M&is rebellion at Batoche in 

1885, and dcscribii the Onawa-condoned 

desbuction of M&is communities; her pre- 

vious book, Revenge ofdze Land. was a 

wonderful schooling in the grabbing chi- 

caneries of Prairie settlement. 

But the portrait of Riel himself is less 

persuasive, though Siggins cites many 

passages of his voluminous journals and 

poetry. and devotes far more pages to his 

personal life than any other biogmpher has 

done. Perhaps tintemporary eyes that 

allowed her to see the value in M&is cul- 

ture did not work quite as well when it 

came to the “intimate” portrait her pub- 

lishers asked her m draw. This reader, any- 

way. could find no empathetic window in- 

to Riel’s profoundly emotional religious 

life, for instance. Siggins diligently men- 

tions its components (ultramontane 

Catholicism married IO M&is spirituality 

and the Riel family’s deeply personal re- 

lationshipto theirGod). but doesn’t make 

the parts add up to the Riel who became 

“the prophet of the New World.” A letter 

written by someone else on the subject that 

she includes as an appendix comes closer 

to plumbing the meaning of religion in his 

life. And to describe Riel in his Montana 

days as a Che Guevara suikes a false note 

when you realize that he was also stomp 

ing for the Republicans. Siggins is mostly 

willing to give him the benefit of the 

doubt. which is refreshing in its way. but 

sometimes strips him of his edges. He 

dumped a lianc&. ignored for a decade the 

sister who had made the -males1 sacrificer 

forhim,and fora timewent rigbtoutofhis 

head: it stems a too-glib reflection of our 

times to say he behaved this way because 

he was under so much stress. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ..~..................................._..................................._................. 

Books in Canada October 1994 35 

___.. “-_.G~---..~-..x. _._.-._ ..-, ._--_ ..-...--. . _ _.. _ ._. 



_.-- _--, ~..~~~~ .._ ~~.~~ .__ .--_ _--._~ .____. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ..-............................... 

On the scaffold Siggins draws Riel in 
largely symbolic strokes. As he climbs 
the steps, he comforts his confessor, as 
only hemes ever seem able to do. Then, 
as the noose is lifted over his head, a 
whisper comes from Jack Henderson, 
the hangman: ‘Louis Riel. you had me 
once and I got away from you. I have 
you now and you’ll not get away from 
me.” An Orangeman and friend of 
Thomas Scott, Henderson is there to 
take personal revenge for Scott’s “mur- 
der” and his own brief imprisonment 
dmingtheRedRiverresistaace.Thee.x- 
hachilling touch is that Henderson was 
paid $50 to do it. In Siggins’s telling. 
hate and greed literally tighten the mpe 
around Riel’s neck, and blame at last 
finds the proper resting place. 

A personal note: for me the most an- 
nihilating sentence in S&ins’s bookde 
scribes a small detail of Riel’s execution 
--“A strong cordon of Mount& was on 
hand to keep anyone from drawing 
near.” My paternal great-grandfather 
waspattofthatcordou.Hewasnotonly 
a Mountie but as Orange as they come, 
and proud of his part in the hanging of 
Rlcl.HeexenbroughtbackapieceofIhe 
rope; how he got it and what it probably 
meant to him is something that makes 
his great-granddaughter queasy. (It’s 
hard to accept hate as your heritage, as 
the only intersection between your fmily 
history and the larger history of your 
counay.) In my father’s boyhood, the hate 
had already leached away from the rope; 
it had become colomful, part of what 
Granddad did in “taming” the West. By 
the time I was a child, the rope was lost, 
not even a keepsake any more; that there 
had once been a piece of this rope was 
something my father only mentioned to 
me as I was writing this review. My great- 
grandfather brought it home so his family 
woaldneverforgct$ecookln’tknow that 
what they would finally ‘?emcmber” was 
a great injustice. 0 

HIS u IS THE BOOK THAT 
Mordecai Richler would have 
published 30 years ago had he not 

been too busy at the time writing novels. 
In 1962 Richlervisited Israel and wroteup 
his experiences in a journal that was pub- 
lished in a three-part series in rMuc/ean’s 
under the title’This Year in Jerusalem.” A 
revised version appeared in Richler’s lirst 
colknion ofessays, Hunrrilg Tigers Under 

Glass (1968). the working title of which 
was This Year in Jerusalem. The idea for 
this “new” book then. not to mention a por- 
tion of its contents. has been around for a 
long time. 

The idea came to fruition af- 
ter Richler made a ENtII visit 
in 1992. with the intention of 
locating friends and relatives 
who had made ali+ - emi- 

grated to Israel. The suucNre 
of the book. which in its con- 
stant and frenzied oscillation 
between past and present re- 
sembles nothing so much as 
that of Richler’s later novels. 
allows for the juxtaposition of 
the author’s perceptions of w 
pie and places he encountered 
30 years ago with updates on 
their present-day situations. 
Richler fills in the gaps with 
some potted history lessons and 
sketches of the major Israeli 
political leaders and move- 
ments. but this is not a panicu- 
laxly political book. In rhat re 
spect, it differs svikingly from 

O/z Canodu! Oh Quebec!. which earned 
Richler more notoriety than perhaps any- 
thing else he has written. This Year in 

Jerusa/etn does take the Position. however 
tentatively argued. that the Palestinians al- 
so have a right to a homeland. but this is 
an opinion shared by many Jews. and is 
unlikely to bring down on Richler’s head 
the same howls of execration that greeted 
his comments on Quebx society. 

There is another element to the book 
that has little to do with the history of 
Israel but everything to do with Richler’s 
intenzst in it. Missing from the 1962jour- 
nal was any sense of Richler’s own past, 
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his personal involvement with Zionism. 
And this is precisely the aspect of the 
book that will likely prove to be of most 
interest to Canadlanrcaders. Hls publish- 
ers do not mislead when they indicate in 
the Catalogulttg in Publication data that 
d@matysu&ctofthebwkis‘Xichl~. 
Mordecai, 1931- Biography.” 

In some ways This Year in Jerusalem 

is a sourcebook for Ricbler’s fictional 
world of St. Urbain Street. Here we en- 
cotmter the models for many oftbe char- 
acters in Son of a Smaller Hero, The 

Appretzdceship ofDuddy Kmvitz, The 

Street, and St. Urbain’s Horsenlan, as 
well as his earliest literary influences. 
There’s Rlcblcr’s mammal grandfatber, 
Rabbi Yudel Rosenberg (“the Genius of 
Skaryszewe?), autbor of The Goiem of 

Prague and Other Tales of Wonder. 

Rlcblerdevotes an entim chapter to the 
reprinting of one of his graudfather’s 
stoties, and mentions that the old man 
had once taken him on his knee and 
drawn him a picture of a horseman. His 
militantly Orthodox paternal grandfa- 
ther, Sbmariyabu Richler, who “once de- 
nounced me before an assembled court of 
aunts, uncles, and cousins as a Shabbes 

gay” and then threw the young Mordccai 
out of the house, is almost certainly the 
original of Nosh Adler’s grandfather, 
Melech, in Son of a Smaller Hero. Uncle 
Israel and Aunt Vera, once starperform- 
em in New York’s Yiddish tbeatre, rep- 
resented the glamorous world that attract- 
ed the young J&e Hersh in St. Urbaia ‘s 

Horseman. Mr. Sullivan, his mother’s 
only gay boarder, gave young Motdecai 
a copy of George Eliot’s Daniel Deronda: 
” ‘Among other delights,’ he said. ‘you 
will find that one of the chamcters is your 
namesake.’ ” 

Most fascinating of all is Richler’s 
Baron Byng classmate, here called “Jerry 
Gmxfald,” who introduced Mordecai to 
Iiabonim, the Zionist youth organization 
that gave him his first and lasting impres- 

The 

compelling 
biography 

of one of 
Canada’s 

best-loved 

poets 

sion of what Israel should be. In his bold- 
ness and vulgarity. his desperate and ftuit- 
less drive to be a somebody. Jerry is 
Duddy Kravitz, and also in some aspects 
tbe elusive Joey Hersh. the Horseman of 
St. Utbain. Richler recalls his last conver- 
sation with Jerry in 1981. in words that 
might have come out of-or. perhaps. 
more precisely, gone into - the mouth of 
the middle-aged Duddy of St. U&in’s 
Horseman: 

Hanna Rosen, 1 knew her before 
her nose job. Boy, what a pair! I 
don’t mean hers. I mean them. 
Hershey and Harms. He gmdg- 
ingly pours me a drink. “This isn’t 
ordinary scorch, I’d like you to 
know. It’s a single malt.” Glen 
tucl&lec~rror whatever. “Twenry- 
one years old.” And she quickly 
slips a coasrer under my glass, I 

might leave a watemlark on her 
antique table. for two cents I’d piss 
all over it. 

This Yearbl Jerusalem is not the book 
to turn to for informed or impassioned in- 
sights into the stBle of contemporary 
Israel. Richler is not. as Jonathan Raban 
has detibed Saul Bellow. “an intellectual 
hippo” wallowing in idea. As a writer, he 
is more the equivalent of a skilful tilm 
editor, someone who takes images and di- 
alogue and puts them together in such a 
way that his audience cannot miss the 
point. without him having to actually 
tn& one. This is also the w of the satirist. 
whose moral position may always be in- 
ferred from what he castigates as inunoml. 

Richler’s view of the Israelis. not unlike 
his opinion of Cluladians. is that no one 
whose views am too self-regarding should 
‘scape whipping. 0 
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u HERE ARE SIGNIFICANT 

events you miss in your life, and 

regret. For me, it’s not a” occa- 

slo”I&eWodstockortheRolli”gsto”es~ 

recent concett in Toronto, but the chance 

to hear Gwendolyn MacEwen read. 

Everyone says she brought magic IO her 

perfotmauces, andno wonder. Magic was 

not a party trick for her but a mysterious 

presence she sensed in the world, be it in 

Egypt or Canada, Jerusalem or Toronto. 
..-_-.. ._ ..__. .-_-. .- _..., 

THE Pazaxlr OF 

GWENDOLYN MACEWEM 
Vdutne C&e: The Edy Vears 

editad by Matgaret Atwood 
and Barry Cailqhan 

Reviewed by Loma Cmzier 

ForyearsIhadbecntigherworkwith 

thcattentlonayoungpcetpaystoamaster, 

but by the time I was invited to a festival 

atHarbour&ontwhereshewasalsoon the 

pmgra”x,shedIdnotshowup.Therewere 

rumours in the audience of stage frighL of 

alcohoIism,ofabadlove~theimage 

Iamleftwithisthelightontheslageafter 

the brief introduction, and no one there. 

The next best thing to hearing her is to 

sit down with her poems and be reminded 

of the vatic power of her words. Seven 

years after her death, Exile Editions has 

published a two-volume selection of her 

work, including a shott excerpt from her 

novel. The lint volume begins with au in- 

troduction by Margaret Atwood; the sec- 

ond, with one by Rosemary 

Sullivan. who has just com- 

pleted a biography of 

MacEwen. These. along with 

the notes that inbnduce the se- 

lections from each of 

MacEwen’s books. establish a 

context. Their brevity ensures 

they won’t interfere with the 

reader’s own Esponse to the 

poeny. but they provide dimc- 

tional signs to help us follow 

this amazing poetic journey. 

which began when 

Ma&we” was 16andended 

when she was 45. 

As you would expect from 

a collection that draws from 

all of the published books, 

the poems are not of equal 

quality. There are apprentice 

ship pieces hem. such as “For 

Alick MacEwen: d. 1960.” 

which show us too little about rhe subject 

or the poet’s stance. In fact. the poem’s 

evasions and abstmctions make the last 

lines’*(...itis/timetospeakthctruth . . . . 

I it is timr)” unintentionally ironic. 

Poenx like this aside. MacEwen is a 

lyricist of the highest order: there is so 

much intensity of feeling in her work that 

you wonder how the lines can contain it. 

One way they do is through their music. 

Her poems are so perfectly sounded that 

many of them. such as ‘The Children Are 

Laughing.” become incantatory. 

Even in her narmtive pieces. MacEwen 

is a lnuse pact, a poet of inspimtion who in- 

timately shares her wi&ranging intelli- 

gence and the exuavagaru creations of her 

imagination. Though her poems are ulti- 

mately optimisdc in their engagement with 

the world and their insistence that 

Solnething survives in the midst of 

Nothing. the word”i%ukness” is ubiquitous 

in the two volumes. Appropriately. her last 

poem concludes: 

Iburl 

Herataacdon to dark mnxmticism could 

seeln precious in the hands of a lesser poet. 

but Ma&we” laces her intensity with a 

playful wit and sexy humour. One of my 

favourite couplets comes from rhe collec- 

tion Brmhfastfor B&xx-inns: “0 baby. 

what Hell to be Greek in this country / 

without wings, but burning anyway.” 

For me. MacEwen’s considerable tal- 

ents all come together in The T. E. 
Lm~nce Poem. well represented here, 
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thoughIhavetowonderattheexclusion 
of “GhazaIa’s Foal,” one of the skongesl 
pieces.Inthesequcnceshesli@nsidethe 
skin of T. E. Lawrence and speaks his 

words in the charged language of poeby. 
It doun’t get any better. 

Perhapsthemostshikingqoslityofher 
work, and the one that is most enviable to 
young writers, is the confidence of her 
voice. She never doubted her prophetic 
role. and her ambitions were huge; in 
1966 she claimed ‘T waot m consmax a 
myth.” She felt she was born IO be a poet 

In her first major collection, she writes 
“Gwen, I the small one, whose first salt 
scmamlheraIdedmomaodbormwedex- 
cellence.” 

Reading these two volumes. I was re- 
minded of John Eerger’s statement that 
poehyiscIoscrtoprayerrhanitistopms2. 
With Gwendolyn MacEwen, the marvel- 
Ious sekssuraace of her voice is an ex- 
pression of faith in poetry’s ancient, irre- 
vocable power. 0 

ANADIANS WOULD BE 
even more ignomm of their his- 
tory than they’re widely lament- 

ed to be ifit weren’t for journalists of the 
Pierre Beaon school writing popular his- 
tory. Schods have failed at teaching it and 
academic historians rarely deign to write 
forthemasses. So whenoneofourschol- 
ars emerges from the. cloister offering his- 
tory in plain Iangoage without footnotes, 
he is to be commended. 

MichaelBliss, a professor of history at 
the Unksity ofToronto, merits praise for 
hlscontrlbution-andforopenioghimself 
to criticism from his leamed peers. Some 
wiU likely chide him for unscholarly con- 
duct as a popularizer. Bliss’s review of 
Canada’s most important prime ministers 
is aimed at a general audience in order to 
counter whahat he feels is a pervasive low 

level of knowledge about Canada’s polit- 

ical and c?onstiNtiOnd evolution. Gthercol- 
leagues will doohtless tap his lack of po- 

litical correctness in writing’*history from 

the top down” with these profiles of our 
great (and not so great) men. But he is on- 
daunted and unrepentant. offering a simple 

justification: “Individual prime ministers 
0fCaoadaare. like it or not. the mast pow- 
erful people in the country.” Touch6 

The 10 profiles in Right Honourablr 

Men me interpretive. analytical. and 
largely self-contained. Through them 
Bliss aims to discuss some arguments 

about the thematic evolution of our pol- 

itics. “Rig& Honoumble Men.” he writes 

in the introduction. 

is about rbe movemenr of histoty, 

politics, and power from the top 

An 

idiosyncratic 
look at 

Canada’s 

largest 

metropolis 

_.------ 

RIGHT HONOURABLE MEI& 
+he Descent of Canadian PoIii 

ff-om Macdonalc! +.o Mulroney 

by Michael Bilks 
l4alp&ok3lopuersm+%h~00025xl7~7) 

Reviewed by Clive Cocking 

down in society, as an elite-driven, 

deference-based British ralonial 
system has matured into a chaotic, 
individualistic North American 
democracy. 

He concludes (noting the fate of the 

Charlottetown Accord) that a new pop- 
ulism is forcing leaders to recognize the 

limits to power. 

It sounds good. But (in common with 

hissubjects) Bliss doesn’t entirely deliver 

on his promises. The profiles do stand 

alone - unforhmately -m the promised 

thematic discussion emerges only errati- 
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liehd /t, ml. 

cally.l'hebooklacksa&stenf.unifyi~ 

line of argument or discussion. 

what it doesn’t lade is stmng opinion. 

Blissisnottimidinex~ingjodgements 

aboutourpdmeministers. AttbarMcighen 

he puts down BS ‘born to bc a lieutenant. 

Mt a pened,” and Brian Mulroney ‘ought 

tohavebeenbominBc&natmut 1900- 

bewooldhavemadeagIrishmayor.” 

Not surprisingly, there’s adegnz of histor- 

icalrevisioaismbere. Witbanomberofhis 

subjects, Bliss criticizes the inteqetations 

of earlier historians and presents his own 

somewhat different slant 

This adds a bit of spice for the general 

rcaderaadmaywell stirupdebateamong 

academicbistorkms-if they haven’t al- 

readybeatditallbef It’snotsorprising 

that Bliss would rate Mackenzie King and 

Pierre Trudeau as our two greatest prime 

ministers, but it is surprising that he would 

not also include Sii John A. Macdonald. 

He’s placed ia the second 

rank with Sir Wilfrid 

Laurier. Sir Robert 

Borden. and Lester 

Pearson. To Bliss. it 

seems. Macdonald’s 

scandals and pork-bar- 

telling politics outweigh 

his role as nation-builder 

in establishing Confed- 

eration and building the 

transcontinental railway. 

It comes dangerously 

close tojodging Macdonald 

by contemporary political 

standards. 

On the other hand. 

Bliss’s attempt IO elevate 

the reputation of 

Mackenzie King is debat- 

able for different reasons. 

Atgreat length, Blisscrit- 

icizes the ‘shabby” vest- 

ment Cal. C. P. Stacey 

gave King in his book. A 

Vrry Double Life: The 

Priwte World of Muckewie Kirtg. which 

was the first to reveal the prim prime min- 

ister’s contacts with prostitutes. mlation- 

ships with married women. and involve- 

ment with spiritualism. Attacking Stacey 

for “vulgarizing the image of the man who 

was Prime Minister of Canada from 192 I 

to I930 and 1935 to 1948.” Bliss argues 

that “King’s life is not a Jekyll and Hyde 

epic” and that he was a success both as a 

politician and a human being. 

Most Canadians likely grudgingly ac- 

cept the ranking of King as a great prime 

minister, mostly for his political success in 

governing so long. Few will find credible. 

as asupporting reason. Bliss’sdepiction of 

King as a social reformer. particularly 

when the text makes clear he pushed 

tbmugh old age pensions only under pres- 

sure from Pmgressive Pity and left-wing 

MPs during his 1925 minority and in the 

1940s brought in unemployment insurance 

and family allowances wcounterthe rising 

popularity of the CCF (forcnmner of the 

New Democrats!. And not many 

Canadians (outside Quebec) can yet feel 

anything but contempt for his weak. waf- 

fling (“Conscription if necessary. but not 

necessarily conscription”) leadership dur- 

ing the Second World War. Bliss may suc- 

ceed in encoumging his colleagues to re- 

habilitate King: but from the point of view 

of the rest of us. Mackenzie King will 

probably remain a boring. timorous. weird 

man who happenrd to he one of our most 

politically successful prime ministers. 

This is not really a new debate. That’s 

one of the key problems with rhe book: the 

paucity of new perspectives. The unity 

struggles of Laurirrand Borden. and their 

success in advancing Canadian indepen- 

dence: thr populist appeal and incompe- 

tence of Diefenbaker: the failure of 

Pearson. the 8reat diplomat who lacked the 

necess;uy toughness of a prime minister: 

the controversial greatness of Trudeau in 

fighting separatism and reshaping Canada 

with a new Charter of Rights+lominated 

constitution: the political sleaziness and 

constitutional d&+&s of Mulmney - it’s 

all hem. but without rhe emichment of new 

political or biographical insights. Bliss. as 

expected. recounts Macdonald’s troubles 

with drink. but other revealing anecdotes 

ax skimmed overtsuch as the possible af- 

fair between Laurier and his law partner’s 

wife) or confined to footnotes (such as 

Pearson’s testy relationship with hisever 

~xitical wife. Mqon). material that would 

ptxzsent rounder. more human portraitsof 

our prime ministers. 

Bliss also fails to adequately elaborate 

his cennal theme: that Canada has evolved 

toward a new populist democrdcy. The his- 

torical basis of the trend. with its major 

turning points. is not clearly described. 

Only scant mention is made. for example, 

of the populist Pmgtxssive movement that 

bedevilled Mackenzie King’s lirst term. 

Pan of the agrarian reform movement that 
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swept themes, the Pmgressives fought 
to cut down big party politics and rennm 

control, and tbmugh intmducingelements 
ofdinxtdemocmcysuchasnxallaodini- 
tiative. This movement permanently io- 
fluenccd the political baditlon of westem 
CanadazoutofitgrewtheUnitedFarmers 
of Alberta, Social Credit, CCF (NDP). 
and now the Reform Party. What Bliss 
seems to regard as “‘new populism” is not 
that new in the West. 

Michael Bliss has achieved his basic 
goal. Readers with scaot knowledge of 
Canadian history will likely find Righr 

But those familiar with ou;history will 
not learn much new about our key 
primeministers. It’sdisappointing that 
Bliss did not aim higher: with more re- 
search and analysis he might have pro- 
duced a significant conhibution to our 
historical literature. 0 

T 
IS NEW ROBERTSON 

Davies novel belongs ostensibly 
to the murder-mystery genre. A 

saintly Anglican priest drops dead in the 
midst of areligious service. Did he die of 
nati causes, or by poison? Few readers 
will have lrouble guessing the resolution 
mthismatterearlyo”inLhebookAndit’s 
nz.aUy not that important-the untimely 
deathisn’tmuchmoretbaoapmtextfora 
certain Doctor Jon Hullah, a Toronto 
physician, to write a secret journal about 
(among maoy other things) his lifelong 
friendship with Father Cbades Iredale, the 
dead priest’s assistant. In the course of 
Hullah’s narration, he makes numerous al- 
lusions to that infamous, little-read classic, 
Robert Burton’s The Anatomy of 
r%f&nc~zo& (1621). an eqclopedic, ever- 
expaodingwmk(msixeditions.eachsub 

Part three 
of the 

epic saga 
of the 

birth of 
Camelot 

stantially longer than its predecessor). 
Under the guise of analysing a peculiarly 

Renaissance malady. Bunon. witheoor- 
mous erudition. dissected and satirized 
every aspect of his world. 

Doctor Hullah emulates Burton’s 
Amxom.v in a number of notable ways. His 

L _. 

THE CUNNING MAN 
by Robertson Davies 

wza.-wd8ze~;s29.93dcdl 

Reviewed by Eric McCormack 

narrative is just as long as rhe Anoron~. II 

is just as erudite-like Bunon. Doctor 
Hullah has opinions on any number of 
subjecn(music,~acting.clothes;~r- 
chitechue. and Freudian psychology). It’s 
just BS unabashedly digressive, with mini- 
essays on the history of Toronto. on 
Anglican ritual. on Platonism. on dteams. 
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“etc.. etc” (as Burton was fond of saying). 
It’s~ironicinlone(there’sevenaminies- 
say on irony its&?) - not much is sacred. 
eve* less is spared. 

Doctor Hullah even cootcmplatcs writ- 
ing his own Anatomy. which he plans to 

entitle, in honourofBurton, The Anatomy 

ofFiction. One ofthe most amusing psrts 

of The Cunning Man consists ofhis notes 

on this project: 

I’m going to apply modern medi- 

cal theory M the norable characters 

ofliterature. Why did Micawber 

lose his hair! . . . What did Jane 
Eyre, as a gwemess in a gentle 
man’s house, get to cat? . . . We 
!ioow thatJane Austen was fond of 
~0% does it show up in any of her 
heroines? . . . What conclusions 
canwe draw about tbe menswal 
cycle of Emma Bovary? . . What 

was the dcnral condition of the 
crew of the Peqmd? 

This send-up of postmodcmism contin- 
“es inlemliaently over the cotaxe. of many 

chapters. 

But The Cunning Marl differs from 

Burton’s book in seveml significant ways. 

The Anatomy ofMd~znd~o/~ is. of course 

not a novel and .so dces not have to concern 

itself about a plot. If the plot of Thr 

Cunnifrg MUII is a little confusing at times. 

we forgive its putative author, Doctor 

Hullah. He’s a physician. a&all. and .sees 

himself as a sucial hisuxian and ~~mmen- 

tator, not a novelist. 

Which brings me to the matterofchar- 

acters. Burton’s Anoto!ny has only one 

“‘character”-DemocritusJunior. itsec- 

centric. gsrrulous. witty. at times acerbic 

narrator (arguably the spokesman for 

Burton himself). Doctor HuUah is cettainly 

as garrulous as Demoxitus Junior. and cat 

be witty and acerbic. Here. forexample is 

what he says of the interviewing tech- 

niques of Esme Barton. a journalist who 

plays a minor. but important, part in the 

novel: ‘She . does not dig very deep. be- 

cause if she did so she might blur the clarity 

of the ‘story’she will eventually write for 

her paper.‘.” He is incisive on the perils of 

teaching the arts at universities. “. . where 

there are so many people. young and old. 

who love art less than argument.” 

“I HI 
ABGARETATWOODAND 

THE OTHER COlMTRl’z : Alice Munrc have made sub- 

Patterns in the Writing of stantial contributions to 

&lice 9Jattnw Canadian literature. Equahy prodigious is 

by James Carsallen the criticism-essays. reviews. articles. 

KW.~mp~$ls~~tlss?,ltIt6s~ conferences. etc. -devoted to analysing 

Reviewed by&man Barnard 

and interpreting the works of these two 

writers. Two recent books. James 

Carscallen’s The Otire~ Counm~~ Patterns 

in the Writing ofAlice Muwo and Shamn 

Bose Wilson’s Murgarw Ahmod's Faity 

Talc Sexual Politics. stand apart from 

much of the existing Munro and Atwood 
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But Davies’s narrator differs from 

Burton in one very noteworthy way: 

Doctor Jon Hullah is a snob. and proud 

of it: “... in my experience snobbery 

sometimes means no more than a rejec- 

tion of what is truly inferior.” In his jour- 

nal. and in his conversation. he rarely 

stoops to use an ordinaly word where he 

can find an imprcsnivr one. He’s a con- 

summatr name-dropper. He has a vague- 

ly condescending air towards everyone. 

and often sounds like some P. G. 

Wodehouse caricature of the English up 

per classes - a pompous Bertie 

Wooster. He reveals no hidden depths - 

in fact. he’s complacent enough to fit the 

17th century bettrr than Burton. 

Well. there you have it. For me. at lea% 

The Currnbrg Mun is a brilliant portmyal of 

a type-the old-tbshioned Toronto snob 

the test of Canada loves to hate. Doctor 

Hullah is otten amusing and knowledge- 

able and astute. The best of company. At 

other times. he makes us squirm at his pre- 

tensions. “A very queer duck. indeed.” 

says one of his female friends about him. 

halfadmiringly. It’s hard todisagrec with 

herjudgemmt. 0 

treatment of the respxtive authors’ works. 

The deceptivr simplicity of Munro’s 

short stories is unmasked in Carscallen’s 

study of patterns in her writing. 

Cars&en’s disclosure of me intricacy and 

complexity of these patterns - in struc- 

ture. character. naming. images. etc. - 

draws the reader both into his text and back 

to Munro’s stories. Tite O&r G~~rrn~ will 

appeal to readers who want to learn about 

Munro’s work without wading through 

diJEcult theoretical language and concepts 

that leave them feeling bewildered and be- 

leaguercd. In his foreword. Camcallen 

states that he has “tried to write in plain 

English”and has”not countedon knowl- 

edge that ageneral reader would not pos- 

sess or have readily available.” 

. ..a....................._..............,. 
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SerurlPoliks,W~nexaminesAhvccd-s 
wicofusingfai+kms&wmditioa- 
al pattems and make political statements 

aboutmale~reladonshipsandFQwer 

politics. For example, Wilson writes that 

Atwood displaces the original 

plot line so that the silent or 

margioalized sobtext of the 

female experience is central . . . 

she makes the daughter and 

mother’s feelings and motiva- 

tions in [the fairy tale] “The Girl 

without Hands” the focus of L.+ 

Before Mm. 

Wilson reveals the hundreds of fairy 

tales and motifs that occor and recur in 

Ahvood’s writing and, most interesting- 

ly, in her artwork. (A number of 

Ahvood’s drawings and illustrations arc 

reproduced in the book, which includes 
21 colour plates.) 

The appendix of Morgorer Atwood’s 

Fairy-Tale Serual Politics demonstrates 

the comprehensiveness of Wilson’s re- 

search. It provides a long list of “Tale 

Types,” including “‘Wild and Domestic 

An&Is” and “Supemahaal or Buchaoted 

Husband (Wii) or Other Relatives” (one 

of my favomites). and “Motifs” such as 

magic. under which the subjects range 

from ‘Transformation: man to crow” to 

‘Magic Shoes Bear Person Aloft.” 

Carscallen’s findings about Muoro and 

Wilson’s discoveries about Atwood are of- 

ten similar. Carscallen suggests that 

Munro’s writing incorporates tmth and re- 

ality in a system he calls “sense and sen- 

sibility.” ForCamcallen.‘Sense is a rela- 

tion in which twoelements. while mmain- 

ing distinct and different. join neatly to- 

gether at the same time.” For example. 

troth “fits” reality. But sensibility is the 

‘tiorld, or anti-world.. in which there are 

no truces or COnStiNtiO~S, no games with 

rules no ‘fit.’ ” 

Sensibility casts into doubt the’*relation 

of image m meaning.” Wilson writes: 

As in the Grimms’“The Robber 

Bridegroom” . . Bot& Hu1-m breaks 

the fictional frame supposedly sepa- 

nting dream or fiction and reality, 

suggesting the “uoth” of fiction or 

multiple stories of “rmth.” 

Carscallen and Wilson so-west that for 

both Munro and Atwood. reality as we ex- 

perience it is a combination ofsense and 

sensibility. fiction and truth. 

The two critics also suggest that the 

writing of Munm and Atwood resonates 

with othcrsmries. Hismry. myth. the Bible. 

folklore. and other sources provide”‘con- 

textual resonances.” 

A major distinction between 

Carscallen’s and Wilson’s work is the way 

in which they treat the concept of the ao- 

thor. C.arscailen maintains that “When it 

comes to work< of literature an author’s 

conscious intention is not what matters.” 

Accordingly, his analysis is tent-based. 

Wilson places grc2xer vtiue on the autis 

interpretation of her own work and thus in- 

cludes quotations from taped interviews, 

phone calls. and letters in the surfeit of in- 

formation she provides about Atwood’s 

work. I wish she hadn’t. In describing one 

of Atwood’s paintings. Wilson writes: 

“Atwood says the woman in Plate 4 is 

Mary. Queen of Scats. Anne Boleyn. or 

‘someone like that.“’ Or. referring to rhe 

untitled collages in T/u, Jmmals of 
Susanno Moodie Wilson quotes Atwood 

as saying that she “did the watercolourbit 

and used the otherstuFfas collage materi- 

al.” Wilson’s snalyses and interpretations 

are invariably more informative than 

Atwood’s casual comments. 0 
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AYBE IT’S ALL THOSE 

years I spent a* a close 

observerand sometime partic- 
- 

ipant in the groves of academe. but I 
found Mmdie’.~ Tale. he new novel by 

Eric Wright. decidedly delicious. In 

William Moodie. the young Cambridge 

graduate with an M.A. from Canada’s 

“Simcoe University” (where he re- 

searched a thesis on “the insect imagery 
of Keats’s ‘juvenilia’“). Wright hascre- 

ated a protagonist who can conduct the 

reader through the convoluted maze of 

academic life just as surely as a clever 

guide can lead a party of fishemlen into 
the wilderness and bring them out again 

well entenained and perhaps wiser for the 

experience. It would not be all that sur- 
prising. in fact. if Moodie’s Talc became 

an underground handbook for anyone 

contemplating-or currently enmeshed 

i in-an academic career. 
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“Dynamic in its raw gesturer I 

into the social noise that 1 

engulfs us. This is just the / 

kind of building material I 
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Hard up for ajob and willing to tackle 

anything, Moodie becomes a teacher of 

business correspondence and remedial 

English at “the W. C. Van Home 

Institute of the Technological Arts.” 

There he rises rapidly as the Institute 

sprouts wings and metamorphoses into 

a “real” university. 

William’s surprise at his own success 

helps make him as likeable to the reader 

as he is to neatly everyone he meets: 

we] had always suffered from a 
chameleon-like appearance of 
receptivity to ideas, and even 
ways of life, that were unthink- 
able to him. Religious maniacs 
sensed a conveq lechers invited 
him to hunt in pairs; travelling 
ladies found him safe, while 
across the carriage, maveIling 
salesmen winked at his cleverly 

concealed saty-riasis. All the 

world claimed him as kin. 

Well. olmosr all ihe world. When 

William is appointed Vice President 

Academic, for example. the dean of con- 

sumerstudies (a former cabinet-maker) 

resigns in a temper to return to teaching: 

He did nor wish, he said, to 

work for some voong asshole 

who knew nothing from nothing 

except about story books. Next 

thing, he said, they would all be 

teaching U’innie-the-goddamn- 

Pooh. 

En route to the top. William encottn- 

ters eccentric colleagues (such as the 

Anglo-Saxon specialist who got his job 

by concealing his past and who obses- 

sively stitches quilts in his spare time. 

and the 42-year-old male virgin whose 

visits to a psychiatrist have rather spec- 

tacular results). makes friends with an 

enterprising student who has the worka- 

day world totally figured out. and ac- 

quires an agreeably unentnngled sexual 

life with an ambitious young woman 

from “Clothing Design.” 

Then. following a section of the novel 

appropriately headed “Snakes, and 

Ladders.” William’s lifejourney makes 

a sudden sharp turn. Ahead lie action 

and fulfilment ss he finds the answer to 

the “immigmnt’s question” and encoun- 

ters the “real” Canada. 

Wright approaches this novel with an 

ironic detachment and a satirical eye wor- 

thy of Stephen Leacock. When he moves 

into William’s discovery of himself, how- 

ever, Moodie’s Tale becomes genuinely 

adventurous. Maybe. in the process of 

writing it. Wright became as interested in 

his hero ss is everybody else. 0 
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T 
HE TITLE OF JOAN 

Barfoot’s new novel is a synopsis 

of the story. Two childhood 

friends, now nearing 70, look back on theii 

lives and choices while arranging a visit 

with one another. But it is not rhnt simple. 

Charlotte has remained single and is look- 

ing back on one particular relationship. a 

decade-long affair with a married man, 

Andrew, that took place 30 years ago. 

Claudia, recently widowed, is examining 
L .- .._. .---- 

CHARLDTTE AND CLALPDIIA 
KEEPING IN TOUCH 

by Joan Badcat 

Reviewed by Rita Donovan 

hcrmaniagetothephilan&ringBradley. 

This initial irony-that one liiend’s ro- 

mantic adventures were of the sort that 

made the other’s marriage a minefield - 

is an indication of the pointlcounterpoint 

design of the book 

StylisticaUy,thecbapWMl~behWea 

thepointsofviewofCharloaeandClaudia 

antiMlela&ap~whenthewomenlinauy 

meet.~stylehighlightsbotbthemengtbs 

and \veaknesses of tbe novel. 

Atlhstitisenticing:thereaderdipsinto 

the mind of Charlotte, then Claudia and 

then weighs lheirtboughts. The technique 

allows the authortodisplay the blindspots 

in each character’s understanding of the 

other. As well, individually, the women 

have astute comments to make on the na- 

ture of love and on their choices in life. 

Chadotteismorepmgmatic,orsoitwould 

seem 6um her decisions and observations. 
yetsheistheonewhostoatherfomwr 
lover’s house, hiding in the bushes hoping 

to get a hint of how Andrew’s life turned 

oat. Claudia, tbetmditional wife and moth- 

er who maintains a home for her four 

daughters in the midst of her husband’s 

cruel lies, is revealed to be farcooler and 

more practical than we might ever have 

imagined. Indeed. tbe most interesting 

revelations in rhe bouk are thou in which 

the women imagine one another’s lives in 

light of their own experiences. Claudia 

writes to Charlotte: “You are .so lucky. not 

to have to hold on to certain feelings 

thmugh sheer will. In for the long haul, it’s 

so nrcessn~.” And Charlotte thinks of 

Claudia’s marriage: ‘*. Bradley didn’t 

care enough about Claudia’s reality to 

temper his.” 

In fact. Claudia neatly opens up the two 

principal avenues of choice she and 

Charlotte have taken while confronting 

one of Bradley’s countless mistresses: 

I understand you’re in the midst ofa 

romance, and that does, I expect, 

tend to obscure thevision somewhat. 

But I hope you cm see that I’m in the 

middle of a marriage, which is some- 

thingqoitedit&rent . . . 

Still. it is clear that Claudia and 

Charlotte find they have much in com- 

mon despite their choicer. Ironies. paral- 

lels abound. 

Unfortunately. the stmchue of the novel 

begins to creak under the weight of all 

these manipulations. The narrative5 of both 

Claudia and Charlotte are relentlessly pre- 

sent-tense and stylistically interchangeable. 

As well. something that might be men- 

tioned once. or~xuched if repeated. isjux- 

taposed, bumped up against, and overlaid 

to the point where it actually distracts the 

nxder. When Charlotte thinks about saints. 

for example, Claudia follows soon tier - 

too soon after- with a reference to sainti. 

This is perhaps meant to simulate the psy- 

chic connectedness of the women. but the 

reader Sees the author at work. 

Claudia’s reference to her “secret” is a 

mow important example. She actually has 

one. a big one. and wc have it dangled in 

front of M. It is supposed to play off the 

childhood secrets the girls used to share 

(theirbreast size.etc.).The trouble is that 

the word itself is bandied about too often 

and too lightly by the women. CharloW is 

described as being a %ecrcf’ (to Andrew’s 

wife). Charlotte nnd Claudia talk about the 

“secret” to keeping a maniage going. All 

of this diminishes the potential ofclaudia’s 

real secret. which. when revealed. is mere- 

ly stark in its ugliness. 

In the final chapter Claudia visits 

Charlotte and the rhythm of the novel 

changes. Two points of view must now 

slumonrchapter(althougheach rctainsin- 

dividual segments). and the effect is that of 

asplirscreen. withthereadershiliingback 

and fonh at an accelerated clip. 

Emotional whiplash? Pernaps that’s it. 

Yet drspite their closing comments on 

friendship and their proposed “sort of like 

a marriage-only without the sex” living 

arrangement. Charlotte and Claudia seem 

possibly less self-awm than they were at 

the beginning. This is tco bad. Each had im- 

portant things to say about love, sexuality, 

and aging. but somehow the mom they ex- 

plained the lers they convinced. 0 
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IYil 
Y HEART SANK AS I 

@ read the first page of 

fJwomnwn WilL for1 Immedi- 

ately found myself inside the head of a 

Vancowerneuulogist Dr. Andrew Eisen. 

ashepmpa@inAugwt 199l.minf~ 

SaeRoddguezthatshehad ALS. Though 

Lisa Hobbs Bbnie’s rendering of the doc- 

tor’s state of mind may well be accurate 

andbawdonblsow”accoont,I’veaIways 

had a personal aversion m this omniscient 

style of repow. 

FortanateIytberestoftebookconcen- 

trates on the thoughts and emotions of 

Rodrlgw.zhers&,wboiscreditedasco- 

aathor.Bimiealwpmvideaacomple&and 

fairacwantof the complex legal, medical. 

social, and ethical issues raised by 

Rodrigaez’s fight for physician-assisted 

suickie, one that should cause the knees of 

bothrIght-t&feandright-toxlieadvocates 

to pause In mid-jerk. In the process, she 

demonstrates a truth that probably eludes 

most of us. as it certainly did Rodriguez 

when she began her battle: “the law is not 

. [al benevolent social care-giver: nor 

does it pwvide sanctuary for personal suf- 

fering.” But it is Bimie’s unflinching yet 

respectful tmatment of the pamllel public 

and private agonies of Sue Rodriguez thar 

makes the book wly haunting. 

when she w% diagnosed. Rodriguez was 

the41-yeawldmotherofaseven-year-old. 

She was civilly but firmly estranged from 

her mother and siblings. her marriage to a 

younger man had ended six months earlier. 

andshehadjusl lost herjob. She wasacom- 

plex, demanding person. whose identity. ac- 

cording m her grief counseUor Iwho spoke 

with Biie at Rcdriguez’s insistence). was 

“‘based on anger.“despite her public meta- 

morphosis into a stoic Right-m-Die poster 

girl. (That Rodriguez would later. on tele 

vision. describe the aforementioned Dr. 

Eisen as”ixW and “insensitive” may ex- 

plain why Bbnie felt it necessary m docu- 

ment his inward compassion.) Uncommon 

UW shows that Rodriguez’s struggle was 

motivated. at least in parl by a deep need for 

control. recognition. and perhaps even a 

kind of love that eluded her in life. She her- 

selfsaw itasamatterofpuxonalaumnomy, 

Kl 
ERE ARE TWO SLIM. 

._ owlish volumes proposing 

sweetly reasonable solutions to 

emotIonaUy governed crises in our social 

and intelIectaal Iife. 

Peter C. Emberley and Wailer R. 

Newell’sBonknrprEducnrio,lisnotmedi- 

agnosIsandpmwiptiotheCanadianed- 

ucational system requires. Many public 

schools are adequate. passably teaching 

reading, writing. and math and doing a 

prexty good job of fostering uxlperation 

and of discouraging violence and racism. 

But the authors look at the public schools 

from a certain height. They decry de- 

streaming, for example. on the grounds 

that little star-scrcwers will be fmsbated by 

having m learn at the rate of the less intel- 

and understandably viewed the legal inter- 

ventions of pm-life activists and physicians. 

theCatholicChurch.advccatesforthedis- 

abled.and-tmkindcstccutofall-afew 

fellow ALS ptients. 8~ pESUmpNOUS and 

possibly even vindictive meddling. Despite 

tremendous emotional pain and physical 

~rl 

and. when neoxary.herallies,suchasJohn 

Hofsess. founder of the Right to Die 

Society. 

Bimie became close enough to her sub- 

ject to weep as she returned home after 

their final meeting. in which Rodriguezm- 

vealed that her suicide was imminent, but 

she pulls no punches when describing 

Rodriguez’s tmgic end. Almost to the day 

ofherdeath,shenumacd herragc: towards 

her mother (who could not even bring her- 

self to speak to her daughter on the tele- 

phone during her final weeks). her husband 

(who had returned to live in the family 

home. but found a new girlfriend during 

his wife’s last months), and ‘tiosc ins&u- 

rions” - such as the law - “that would 

contain her.” But whether Sue Rcdriguez’s 

final acl was the product of resolute 

courage or angry despair. or of both in 

rqual measure. Lisa Hobbs Birnie’s 

achievement is 10 show her as fully human. 

And the power of Uncon~tnot~ Will is the 

poses for eac?;reader: “What would I di. 

in her place?” 0 

L. _.--_ 

&UNKRUPTEDUCATION: f 

me %)tcllne of U.iberaf : 
WucationinCanada 

by Peter C Emberlayand Wailer R Nawaif 

lJnwllrL4~~~~94&ll~lx95&wT~cl 

YWE ROAD TO EQUITY: 

Impoliic keys 
by Eiian Lee Crowley 

Smd*rr17lpyer*l,.95prprtlPBNOTmSblOX) 

Reviewed by Ted Whittaker 
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ligentandmayhesaddledwiththe~po”- 

siblury ofbelphtg them along. 

This is a crock. Parents who want to 
make sue their didkums’ abiities are be- 
ing Fully developed provide an extra 
mental stimulus at home. Many teachers 

are thrilled, not threatened_ by smart stu- 

dents and give them extm work to do on 

their own. In Toronto, the cumnt stress 
on co-operative learning and team initia- 
tive is more salutary than malignant. 
Very few students deprecate those who. 
even if they cannot understand every- 
thing, at least try to, and work hard any- 

way. And big achievers often find their 

way into “extended French” or even 
“French inmwsion.” This is streaming 
by another name. 

Civilization and the dangers to it con- 
cem Bmberley and Newell greatly. The 
middle third of their book is a poaed his- 

tory of western educational thought: 

. . . Canada was a Victorian fouod- 
ing, not an JMightenment found- 
ing. The primacy of rights was 
mitigated by a certain primacy of 
groups. To see this, we can com- 
pare Thomas Jefferson’s opti- 
mism about the joint progress of 
scientific and moral eniighten- 
ment with George Etie~e 
Cattier’s altogether more 
Burkean and Hegeliao notion of 
orgaoicism in both the natural 
and social worlds, implying that a 
pattern of historical community 
most sometimes take precedence 
over the universal righa deduced 
by Newtonian reasoning. 

teachers. But, the authors claim. they re- 

ceived a moral education. 

The last few chapters of Bcrnkrrrpr 

Educmiotr take us back to the foundations 

of Canadian rducalion. They are the 

bwk’s most convincing pages. a gende ar- 

gument against what Emberley and 

Newell fear mosl - what Lhey consider 

progressive education’s millenarian thirst 

for individual perfection-and in favour 

of the ideals of symmetry and bahnce. 

Despite the horrid possibility that the 

heads of today’s teachers are tilled with 

Marx. Freud. Levi-Strauss. the Frankfun 

school, the structuralists and the decoo- 

snuctionists (against all this I’d give long 

odds). kids in school are shown how to 

behave monlly.They still learn to think. 

if they pay atrention. They can’t spell. 

their grammar is bad. and they don’t 

know where a far-offcountry is unless 

some TV-illustrated crisis is occurring 

there (score three for Embrrley and 

Newell): their knowledge of the past is 

woeful. but so was mine at their age. 

They are a lot more sensitively aware of 

other cultores than kids used to be. For 

all its goofiness and misplaced enthusi- 

asms. progressive education is doing 

something right. 

In 7/w Rocrd 10 E&y. Brian Lee 

Cmwley would debunk what he considers 

social superstitions: men’s violence is 

worse than women’s violence: disadvan- 

taged minorities need and deserve firma- 

tive ‘action to right the wrongs of social. 

economic. and educational inequality: men 

earn more than women. an instance of in- 

equality that musl be rectified: the 

Canadian constitution is a political instm- 

meat to help right these and other wrongs. 

agitation that alters the perception ofjw 

tier and thereby the political climate. He 

observes that pay-equity advocates. judg- 

ing from the perceived absence of an ab- 

sfract, just. and equitabledistribution of 

income. illogically posit discriminatory 

injustiL_ where income isconcemed. (I’d 

hate to hear him on rhe subject of wel- 

fare.) And where language and ethnicity 

are at issue. he would have ourconstiru- 

tion do sweet nothing: 

The practical solution is tore- 

notmce substantive visions alto- 

gerher every idea of what 

Canada is and can be is recognized 

implicitly but solidly in the still and 

quiet air of a delightful constitu- 

dmal silence. 

The comllary pmposal that there can 

thenbesmioimalistgovemmentandlegal 

system to which each citizen may equally 

and freely appeal against force and fraud 

is a facet of the Big Lie. We do not live in 

a from-the-beginning situation. We are het- 
erogeneously linked, wirh greatly varied 

aaxss to power. with widely disvte ini- 

tiatives and desires. 

Rather than genemusl y countenance the 

levelling. regulatory. public powerof gov- 

ernment to discourage mischief and suc- 

cow fnilty. Cmwley would merely sup- 

plant this limction by general access to the 

lice market’s oppommities. (The last chap 

terof The Roadto E4ui~xunnwizes the 

thought of another DWM. the free-market 

economist. social theorist, and Nobel lau- 

male Friedrich Hayek.1 

Privileged citizen of a young, impmb- 

able. fommate country largely owned by 

Thai ignorance of these Dead White Cmwley’s mildly q&lied libertarian- foreigners and in grave danger offrac- 

Males is general today does not prove ism allows him 10 admit the limited ture.Cmwley remainsimpmbablyopti- 

much about the schooling of children. worth of pressure groups. but he blithely mistic about the force of voluntary asso- 

Nineteenthcentury children liiel y didn’t insists that the law must treat everyone ciations -especially markets-for the 

learn a lot about the great DWMs either. equally and individually. However. laws general good. “when they operate against 

exceptastheirthoughtswliltcredmea- are often made to benefit their makers the backdrop of a proper set of legal 

grely through the words of classroom and are changed as a result of collective institutions.” 0 
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LYNNFITE D’ANNA’S personal struggles 
have clearly played a valuable role in her 
developmentasanovelistSheclaimsthat 
writingherfUstbooksingmenomore.fa- 
cilitated her inner healing and helped her 

and substance addiction. Although less 
personal, her second novel, RagTime 
Bone (New Star, 183 pages, $16 paper), 
echoes with similar preoccupations. It de 
picts a complex web of relationships and 
sexual discovety, and is compelliig in its 
drama, moving in its honesty, and satisfy- 
ing in its outcome. 

D’amta focuses on three main female 

livesbemmedeepiye&tgledInaworld 
wherehomosexuai and heterosexual pas- 
sionscoKde,Pearceand.%geshareanin- 
timacy until Pearce abandons her. Taking 
advantage of Sage’s vulnerability, Rita 
pursues her, only to learn that Sage’s indo 
cisiinaboutherse.xuaiolientationwill1ead 
to perpetual conflict. Each character has 
s~~eitheremotionalorsexualabuse 
as a child. A lack of affection or stabiity 
later leads them to rely, even if only for 
briefperiods, on alcohol or drugs. D’atma 
c&s a convhtchtg story, knowing where 
to draw the line between what is realistic 
and what is sensational. 

A maatcr of dialogue, D’anna creates 

over-iudulgence, a primary emphasis on 
graphic sexual detail, seems an unueces- 

Cardyne A. Van Der Pleer 

Rtctuum C~IMYN’S The Limit of Delta Y 
over Delta X (Goose Lane, 202 pages. 
$14.95 paper) is au uneven coRection of 
13 short stories, written in prose that is at 
6meapre&eandexac6ng,atothersheavy- 

handed and labouted. In “Ladies’ Bali,” for 
example. we learn too late that David is 
mourning his lost youth; it’s never made 
clear why David quit baseball as a child. 
or how the game is relevant to his adult life. 

David’s final epiphany: 

His cheek felt chiiled against the 
scoffed bill ofsand, the cool, 

packed earth of his childhood. The 

sting of the hardball was io his 

palm again. He stretched, reaching 
for his boyhood again, mourning 

the long, dry span of lapse. 

“A Trsnsaction” is equally unsatisijdig: 
only in the final paragraph of the story do 
wediscoverthat the mysterious”she” who 

the story’s beginning is the daughter of 
Dixon Carlisle. themain character. Ratout 
on his back in metaphoric agony, Dixon re- 
rdizes”It was never going to be the way it 
was. His daughter was not coming back. 
She was dead.” 

To be fair, Cumyn has a good ear for di- 
alogue; and both “How Do You Expect to 
Make Your Way,” an examination of the 
cyclical nature of child abuse, and 
“Anyone for Anything.” a briliiant glimpse 
of what the neighbours are up to, show 
how effective his work can be when he al- 
lows his characters to speak for them- 
selves, nther than foisting hisown weighty 
conclusions on us. 

Debbie Howl&t 

‘I% Saskatchewan writer David Carpenter 
describes his new book, Writing Home 
(Fii House, 177 pages, $14.95 paper). as 
a miscellany of essays bound together only 
by his conviction that “all . . writing, all 

consciousness. is in some way defined by 
the place we call home.” The tide of one, 
“Geopiety,” is ihtingly borrowed from re- 
ligious terminology and reflects this rev- 
erence for place. In it. Carpenter relates 
Dennis Lee’s notion of Earth versus world 
to the agesold concept of ems vs. logos. 
Another essay examines prairie writing of 
the 1920s and ’30s for evidence of matri- 
archal vs. patriarchal viewpoints. 
Elsewhere. Carpenter talks of the role of 
writer vs. author. Concern with the balauc- 
ing of “each” and “world” forces. in their 
many foma, runs duough the book. 

Caqxnteradopts”the plainstyle”mre- 
Rect his belief that “book-talk needs to be 
restored to the common reader.” Short. 
lively opinion pieces and literary criticism 
alternate with personal memoirs. There’s 
a captivating account of a visit to 
Saskatoon by Raymond Carver and 
Richard Ford and the goose-hunt they am 
t&en on in a virtual hurricane. 

Carpentercastsahesheyeondte work 
of many Canadian writers, including 
Atwood. Richler. Davies. Laurence. 
Mitchell. and Sinclair Ross. The “wilder- 
ness” writing of French-born Georges 
Bugnet. an early settler in Alberta. is also 
explored for its geopious wisdom. 

If subtlety is occasionally forfeited in 
the interest of plain talk in Writing Home. 

what is never lost is an honest passion for 
writing and dre piace that David Carpenter 
calls home. 

Helen Hachsel 

Sta THOMAS BEECHAM, guest conducting 
the Toronm Symphony in 1956. made the 
rate gesture of spontaneously turning to the 
audience and telling them “h’s always a 
pleasure for me to conduct your orchestra. 
It isoneofthebes-nainedorchesuasinthe 
world and I hope that you appreciate your 
gmat conductor. Si Ernest MacMillan.” it 
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is doubtful fhat the audience did then or 

that Canadian music lovers remember 

MacMillan with sufficient fondness even 

today. But BS a conductor of the Toronto 

Symphonyfor25ycarsandoftheTomnto 

Mcnd&sohnChoirforlSyeatx.ssacon- 

servativc composer of music in diverse 

genres, as an estimable organist and pi- 

anist,asaprolificw&er,aspdnciiofthe 

Toronto Conservalory of Music and dean 

of the University of Toronto’s Faculty of 
Musii.andasanartsadminislratorofsem- 
inal import, Sir Ernest MacMillan 
(18934973) exerted more influence on 
the musical life of this country than any 
Canadian before him. 

In Sir Ernest MacMillan: The 
Importance of Being Canadian (Uni- 

versity of Toronto press. 320 pages. $35 
cloth) E&m Schabas, the former principal 
of the Royal Conservatory of Music, fails 
dcspiteallofhis admirableresesxh(and 
his fondness for exclamation marks) to 
give us a fully satisfactory sense of 
MacMillan. Music lovers (and who else 

reads biographies of conducmrs?) would 

especially like to know what made 

Macmillan’s interpnztations special and 

how they di&red from readings by other 

conductors. Nevertheless, Schabas’s hiog- 

raphy, with its dry but lucid prose. and its 
admiring but reasonably objective stance, 
does offer a coolly fascinating document 
ofthccultural,politieal,andacademiclife 
in which MacMillan succeeded so well, 

and m which the conductor/adminisbamr 

conhibutcd so prodigiously. As an infor- 

mative history of the ZOth-century 

Canadian music scene, and particularly of 
the TSO and Toronto conservatory, 
Schabas’s work will serve as a valuable 

document. Andineluctably, most readers 

will come to recognize that MacMillan 

was much mom than an earnest leader of 

now stylistically outdated Bach passions; 

he was a precocious musician of lare intel- 

ligence and cogent force. 

Richard Perry 

IN Swerve (Arsenal Pulp. I52 pages. 

$12.95 paperi. Sheri-D Wilson catapults 

pozby our of its snicnnes. placing it noisily 

on siage. Lines here are barely comained, 

and &s readers we juggle shifting fonts. 

propelled by the impetus of complex 

rhythm and rhyme. 

This book includes highly theatrical 

performance pieces: “Hung Drawn & 

Quartered,” which follows Mea Culpa 

Carmen and Lord Trustworthy as they 

“circumnavigate shifting oceans of hu- 

man bondage in their Reladon-Ship.“and 

‘Taboo X Two.” featuring Salmon and 

Boeing Bird in telepathic near-misses. 

about which “The key word is CAMP. 

and I do mean IT UP.“The writing is ki- 

netic and engaging. though the political 

edge sometimes gets overwhelmed by 

commotion. 

In her “Poem-o-logues.” Wilson’s 

tough wit finds a clearer social posiiion- 

ing. “The Brain Wash” challenges the 

deadened imagination and conscience 

that precipitarcd the Gulf War media 

event. “The Mamas of Dada” has an 

overtly feminist agenda: 

Wilson is passionate and provocadve. 

never dour. Sn.~rtr swerves. but it doesn’t 

miss. 

Charlene Diehl-Jones 

FOR YMRS. the plight of the Prairie 

famler has been well documented in the 

mainstream media. but economics is 

generally the major focus oi such smries. 

With ed and mabel go to the moon 

(Oolichan. 76 pages. $I I .9S paper). the 

Winnipeg-horn poet Aaron Bushkowsky 

attempts a more meaningful analysis of 

the situation. and the result is a highly 

rcadahlr and moving series of linked 

poems. 

By concentrating on Ihe relalionshipof 

one married couple 10 their Prairie farm 

and roexh other. Bushkowsky accom- 

plishes much more than P journalisric 

record of economic despair: his compas- 

sionate. detailed portrairs of his charac- 

ters’ inner lives reveal a world of simple 

dignity. small joys. and occasional 

heartache. in which the land itself acts as 

a third person. Indeed. rhe way the poet 

captures this intense relationship between 

the couple and rheirrnvironmenr (in po- 

emsauchas”dusting”and”mabel’rsun- 

set”) shows considenble artisny. The ef- 

fects he creates are suhrle and quiet. in- 

verted with the same shimmering still- 

ness as rhe Prairie itself: “the mirage 

ranges/rearranges floats soRly/acmsc 

pastures.” 

However. this stillness also keeps the 

poems from rcnching a high level of lyric 

imensity.The unpuncrualed style. while 

uchieving mme nice rhythms. sometimes 

becomes prosaic. And the poet’s use of 

simile and melaphor rarely results in a 

truly memorable line. 

Nevertheless. Bushkownky’s honesty. 

his ability 10 engage the reader in the 

lives of his characters. his Hair forcol- 

loquial language. and his obvious affec- 

don for the subject ultimately give eli 

ul~dntohrl go NJ tlrc tz1001r an emotional 

depth that overcomes its few srylistic 

weaknesses. 

Tim Bowling 
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BY MAURICE MIERAU 

A 
S WE ADVANCE FURTHER INTO THE 

n nasty ‘9Os, there seem to be more and more 
Canadian poets who don’t have a very clear idea 

why they are writing poetry, but continue to publish rclent- 
lessly.And intbealxenceofna!ionslism, tradition.talen~or 
passian,theti~pressesmUon,spendinglheirgrantmon- 
eys with the regularin, of Gemm trains. 

Laurence Hutchman’s Foreign National (Agawa, 78 
lwges$10.95~)fitsihemouldofcompetentbanalitythat 
exhaus!sthelanguageand theattention spsn.There is inter- 
esting material in Hutchman’s exploration of his past. but 
there doesn’t seem to be any dedication to poetry BS sn im- 

hastotellusthat‘theangelmseinaBiblicalvision,’~incase 
wemiss therefexence. Dogged litemlism has a way of infect- 
ing even simple attempts to reproduce dialogue, as in 
“Frank,” which is set in the Billy Bishop Legion in 
Vancouver: “I regretted . . . resented the absence of family 
/sndsolookedtofhem”acharactersays.?hisstifflyartificial. 
sospoperaticdialogueissoflatonihe~eit’salmost funny. 

In’The Farm” Hutchman Lxxrows his language from a 
tourist brccharez “Follow the river among the gold gleaming 
i~~/tothequietshoresofRinceEdwardCounty/north 
tothlsmcky land.““A Child’s History of Stamps”attirudi- 
nizesinthemostobvious,mmaoticway: “Yet it was not the 
faces,butthepoliticsofs~~:/IheHungarianRevolution 
palntcdlon faded brown cloth. blood staining the print.” 

“Don’t overdress words,” someone mouths in “The 
Weight,” and this obsession with avoiding the ornate and 

Everything here is reducible to prose. and often it comes 
prepackaged that way to save the reader the trouble of de- 
coding it. It’s not that Hut&man can’t write. either. “Elegy 
for Clara” has some eloquent moments. and the last poem 
of the collection, ‘Midnighs” contains some elegantly writ- 
ten prose: “Already the drum of the clock is fading and the 
piano plays soffly like a cardiogram.” The real question is 
why this isn’t part of a larger piece of prose. Occupying a 
poetic form should be a bit lie a military exercise, canied 

idence of commitment here. 

Ln Katherine Beeman’s epigraph to Direct and Devious 
Ways (The Muses’ Company, 80 pages, % IO paper) she 
quotes -apparently with a straight face-a young John 
Berger on “the world stmggle against imperialism.” The 
back cover also informs us that Beemao is% active mem- 
berof the Confederation of National Trade Unions.” so we 
know rhat we’ll be neated to some obsolete ideology recy- 
cled as Art Just as second-mte novels often make excellent 
films, though, obsolete ideologies can still take on new life 
as poey. While this may be rme in theory. Beeman is pre- 
occupied with her intellectual clich& at the expense of any 
pwy that might otherwise have resulted. 

Ln “Dietent positions.” Beeman describes “the first time 
at seventeen . . . no words other than what I’d read in 
Seventeen or the Ladies’ Home Jourtroll They weren’t my 
words dissatisfied with the forms and the words but 
knowing no others.” Here Beeman sets up an opposition b+ 
tween the bourgeois, inaofhentic language of.Sew~nr~~f~, etc., 

poetic grittiness of her real-lifeexperience. Funny thing is. 
poetic grittiness sounds just as inauthentic and cli&d as the 
magazines did: “Sweet surges of the sea against stones. fill- 
ing the canals.“This is a familiar intellectual contortion of 
the left, and it is rooted in a deep contempt for popularcul- 
turez unfortunately the IelI has no oxygen of profundity whh 
which IO 611 the popculture vacuum. 

In “Winning prizes” Beeman tries to write a 
pcem about Sylvia Plath -atask that is fraught withdanger: 

The banality of the language suggests nolhing so much 
as banality of feeling. Beeman stirs up more excitement for 
Milton Acorn in “Choices for the evening” than she ever 
could for Plath --“Now you sha rhe ground I with Viion 
/and with Brecht.” Holding up Milton Acorn this way is a 
comparison that will surely only be made in Canada, but at 
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least there are signs of life here. 
lllesiredleAypom~~io~T0 

Roque DaIkm,” where Beemao notes that 
‘~~OIUtiM/issaiousbusinessladanger- 
oos game. /Poetry, more so.” Sheltered 
North AmerIcao “revoh&maries” are al- 
waysdeI@tedtohearlhatsomerevolulion- 
arymarlyr aisowmtepoems.Itmakespo- 
ehy seem relewmt, and that’s comforting. 
even though it is a relevance entirely alien 
to OUT own shopping-mall culture 

JudithKmuse,IikeLHutchm~ 
shows a definite talent for prose and no 
commItmentatalltothegenreshe’svxit- 
Iog in Half the Sky (Cotem, 88 pages. 
$9.95 paper) has the characteristic 
monotonyofwhatsomecritics havecalled 
tbe‘%idesxcdot#mw&whichappcu- 
entIy refers to titers sod readers whose 
attention spans are too short for anything 
but one-page poems. 

“‘Haods”isaveryprosaicmeditatiooon 
a”phobia”aboutbaods that is vaguely tit- 
erslyilnigin:“MioeabIIrlJrawoman, 
with stumpy lingers prone to/puffiness. 
NotgracefoIOrIMgoalIed,mther/haods 
builtf~workhardwork....“Therearea 
few pieces, such as “Reasons,” that are ef- 
feetvebewuseofsimpkrepetitivemr- 
ical stmctare: “because I em three years 
older than you I because my mother says 
she lies you I because I’m not scared to 
live alone . . ..‘I But there are many more 
poems-Iike“Scsre,“SharIog the Rem,” 
and “Wmgs”- that make you wonder 
what made the writer and editor call these 
veryshortstodespoems.Ioafewcasestbe 
poems are not even good anecdotes. 

Krause does have potential as a short- 
story writer. “Conoections” is dire and 
amusing, almost like Raymond Carver as 
&redthmughRotertAItmao: 

Anne Cimon’s No Country for 
Women (Mosaic. 96 pages. $10 paper) 
suffers from some uneven editing, but here 
is a poet who occupies her form with some 
assurance. Especially in the first section 
there is some gnHiog~ard language, as in 
“Curl of Smoke”: “A wisp of smoke. a 
wish of love. /curls in the present/leading 
to the future unknown.“But Cimon hits 
herstide after the first few pages. She has 
ao enjoyable dry wit. and she is often mov- 
ing; the language can be simple, repetitive. 
and even anecdotal, and she still makes it 
work. I quote “Emily and Others Lie” in 
fall here to show Cimon’s epigrammatic 
wit and concision at work: 

Tracks in the Snow (Oolichan. 78 
pages. $1 I .95 paper) is something like 
Ralph Gustafson’s 30th book of poetry: it 
has that sureness of touch that comes from 
real talent and much practice. 

Gustafson’s world view is starkly but 
not suffocatingly pessimistic. In 
“Sufficient for the Day.““we are on our 
own. rattled into oblivion.” Even when he 
deals with folk materials. Gustafson 
doesn’t romanticize: in “Snorri’s Saga.” he 
describes how an Icelandic poet is’ixt . 
down in thecellar. unarmed./Defemeless. 
Poetry useless this time.” In the face of this 
bleakness, Gustafson still has a poetic en- 
ergy reminiscent at times of William 
Carlos Williams: 

Barn convened to writer’s studio 
IotVapartmenr available. Located on 100 
acres of woods & water 90 km. east of 
Toronto. Year-round access on paved 
roads. Flexible 8 amicable terms to 
suitable individual. Self-contained; 
peaceful prince haven. Phomcopierk 
equipped. Steven Wiins. P.O. Box 7. 
Omno. ON LOS I MO: (905) 797-3394. 
Evenings are besr 

Solution to Acmstic 165 
‘“Canadian politics had been reduced almost 
entirely to symbols and illusion. sening to 
confuse and confound the public. What the 
political and business leaders said they wt’e 
doing more otten than not seemed out cd step 
with what they actually did.- 

Above the Law by Paul Palaqo (M&S) 

Philip Gardner’s Talking to Ghosts 
(Breakwater. 63 pages. $9.95 paper) is 
more old-fashioned than any of the other 
books in this review. Gardner. an expaei- 
ate Englishman who’s now teaching in 
Newfoundland. reads almost like a ’50s 
modernist: his work is bound up in a rich 
linguistic past. The collection has a bit of 
agrab-bag feel to il. but there is adefinite 
commitment to the form. 

Gardner’s ear for language is musical 
and sensitive. In “For Earle Bimey in St. 
John’s” he writes: “Lays of a last / 
Wandering minstrel, wreathed I In the 
spring leis of our applause” It’s a pleasure. 
in the self-denying linguistic desert of 
Canadian poetry. to see someone using a 
word that sends you IO the OED as “leis” 
did for me. Gardner has chosen not just a 
difficult word, but the perfect one--and 
that’s the only excuse allowed. 

While some of the work here seems in- 
trospectively nostalgic in a way that shots 
out the reader, there is also much IO enjoy. 
Gardner has done the tight thing with his 
ghosts, bringing tbem into the present with 
the richness of his language. 0 
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BY MAUREEN McCALLUM GARVIE 

f E 
VERY WORD HAS ITS GHOSTS - MEMO- 

ries. mirrors, and scraps” declares an epigraph in 

Diane’s Schoemperlen’s In the Language of Love 
(JiarperCollins, 32Opages. $24 cloth). out of such “scraps” 

crafted chapters, each drawn in order from 100 stimulus 

words of a 1910 psychological test-words such as ‘child.” 

“s~~:‘“carpe~““seissors,““sleep.”A chapter may focus 

inatanypoint inthelifeoftbecentml character. a youngish 

woman named Joanna (Schoemperlen began her career in 

the West before mtuming to Ontario; Joanna takes a similar 

path); yet the narrative advances steadily. taking us through 

to a sense of resolution. 

Following several fme books of short stories (the last, The 

Man of My Dreams. was nominated for the Governor 

General’s Award), In the Language of Low continues 

Schoemperlen’s preoccupation with the heart. And although 

the last chapter is “Fear,” a final curtsey to fate. this book 

moves beyond the sadly unsuitable men and wry. diqpoint- 

ed women of many of the stories to Joanna’s memories of 

bermotber, father.lovem, husbsnd, and son. Besides the 100 

wrds, the novel makes use of other lists and miscellaneous 

means oforderingchaos, including aself-help book Joanna 

once read that said”being happy was largely a matter of de- 

ciding to be happy.” Not easy in the world these characters 

come from, a post-war Canada of bad weatber and tasteless 

meals, aculture so bansJ that women lie Joanna’s mother 

are angry all the time. with nothing to pass on to their daogh- 

ters but bitterness and the two central cliches of 

Canadiatmess: clean your plate as other children in the world 

are starving, and keep your undenvw tidy in anticipation 

of being hit by a bus. 

J~aleaveshometocutabetterdeal:ac~asan~st. 

love, middle-clssscomfmts. lots of sex. She moves tinm the 

sexual transcendence of a desperate affair to a stable. loving 

maniageand motherhood. A decision to be happy. sn act of 

will, becomes a spiritual shift from a place of sorrow and 

sngertoasrateofgrace.Joannamakesthedeeision,knowing 

she mustpmtect it from a Canadian God who, when he gets 

around to it, may yet ask lxx who she thinks she is. At 320 

pages.ln the Lmguage ofLove is a substantial work. a bid 

to take Schoemperlen closer to the pantheon of Atwood. 

Munro. Shields, and Gallant. My feeling is that. for all her 

skill. she must uldmately move on to broader, deeper ground 

to get there. 

I regret that Charles Foran must put up with two reviews 

by the same critic: I have already reviewed his novel Kitchen 

Music (Cormorant. 343 pages. $14.9.5 paper) in another pub 

lication. Fortunately I admiwd it. though coming to it a sec- 

ond time, I had reservations about its parallel plot-lines. 

Foran’s previous book. Skmhes in Winrer. a memoir of 

Tiananmen Square’s aftermath. was enthusiastically re- 

viewed; his first novel, the stories of a Toronto man, Patrick 

Keane. and his “companion.” a Vietnamese woman named 

Hia Thi Loi, is also impressive. 

Pat and Hia go to Ireland (“Viemam is too difticult.” Hia 

says), to Dingle. the village whew Patrick’s father died 30 

years before. Both seek in an older culture something un- 

available in a new coonay. Patrick accepts Hia’s belief that 

he is emotionally damaged by his fatherlessness; in Dmgle’s 

tented rooms, pubs. and docks. its landladies and fiddlers. 

he finds a past. and a voice in the esoteric fiddle music that 

was his father’s passion. But Hia too has a past to recover. 

a tragic and violent one her escape was made at rhe expense 

of her mother’s life. As Fomn tells this story in counterpoint 

with Patrick’s progress through Celticuttgw. the brilliance 

of the writing manages to impose a cohesion between the 

two. But it is imposed. not organic: pat-t of the problem for 

me is the opening, a puzzling scene of Patrick’s father. 

Michael. batdiig rhe sea and his own wild. destmctive spirit. 

which is fuelled with alcohol. followed by Patrick’s child- 

hood recollection of mangling pop tunes with his Qu&cois 

mother. I was well into the third or fourth scene before the 

tale took hold. 

Surthca Tension (Guemica. 324 pages, $15 paper). by the 

Montreal writer Marisade Franchesci. follows in flashbacks 

the story of an Italian-born woman from her emigration to 

Canada as a child to the point that her son leaves home to 

sNdy in Italy. Tbeearly scenes have agim-aln~~~r Grimm 
-edge. as Margherita’s parents and her cousin Tito suuggle 

in the clutches of a witchy great-aunt to make a life. We 

progress to the greasy agonies of late ’50s teenage mating- 

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

54 Books in Canada October 1994 

-~- -_.-. ._. .__..._~ .-. -__, ___-_. _.-. ___~i . 



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

rituals. and then, unfortunately, with the 
gre.atromattceofMarghedta/Margatet’s 
life, sldrt dattgemusly close to Harlequin 
cottntty.RomanticIhtterludesverge 
otttmveljoumaleseasMargarcttindsttue 
loveinDanie~asubtl~sexyItalianlover. 
But then there’s Steve, her insensitive 
bourgeois husband-a “good man.” 
Guilt makes her too kind: with his nude 
meshttndet~vearattdobsmsiotttomntml, 
Steveisawful,attdthoughhe’sasuccess- 
titlaccottntan~hecsn’tadduptheweeks 
betweenhis wife’s ostensible impregna- 
tion and their son’s bii. (Gucrnica’s 
wpyedhingcanbejustas&ppy.)Tbem 
is, however, promise hetw the scenes of 
sexual abuse -brutal, lascivious men 
pressing attentions on a baffled child - 
are &lfully handled, and itttegrated well 
into the psychology and actions of the 
central character. 

AttttLove’sGtiavJyDattcefReyF%rter, 
281 pages, $18.95 paper), a straight-up 
mystery, is set in Tsehki Jtmction, a tiny 
Yukon community near the borders of 
BtidshColumbiaandATsehkiisnot, 
Love points out, “Carcross or Teslm or 
Bennett...” but a fictional place draw@ 
onstrongmemories.HerWatmnTaskeris 
ayouttgRCh4F’cmporalassissignedtoweek- 
enddutiesinhisoldhometown,buteven 
before he gets there, he finds trouble- a 
Native demonstration outside the local 
mine. Then there’s a suspicious death: 
BlakeMchnym,pony-tailedenvimnmett- 
talist, floats into town in his overturned 
kayek,tangledin&galncta.Thesergeant 
htchatge,dueshottlytoretite,cellsitattac- 
cldental death, but mom incidents follow: 
the looting ofthe doctor’s office, the theft 
of explosives tiom a locked supply shed. 
T&er,atfhstkeetttotmakthecase,isdls- 
mayedwhenhischiefsuspectturnsoutto 
beaprettyNativegirlottthetebotmd8om 
amckypast. 

Love’s story develops through a series 
of cotttittttotts flashbacks as Tasker lies in 
a hospital years later. The switches be- 

tween present and past are so methodical 
they tend to feel mechanical, as does a de- 
nouement that bunches loose threads to- 
gether. But Love’s eye and ear for small- 
town &tail is sure. as is her backdrop of a 
deeply scarred Native community tegin- 
nhtg m heal itself from the abuses of white 
medicine and justice. 

The bears in GrirrIy Dance we agents 

of fate; so too are the polar bears in 
Atttanas Sileika’s Dinner at the End of 

the World (Mosaic.212pages.$l4.99pa- 
per). In his apocalyptic parable. set further 
north and in the not too distant future. 
Sileika conjures a party on the shores of 
Hudson Bay where cats have dmwn up un- 
til the mttskeg is dry enough for travel. 
Tbey are fleeing the heat: the threatened 
consequences of the greenhouse effect and 
the dying ozone layer have come to pass. 
the polar icecaps have melted and theequa- 
torial countries have been fried off the 
map. As the group sits yarning end drink- 
ing gin around a roasting polar bear, with 
a snow machine spewing melting 
snowflakes, the camivalesque mood is 
spoiled by the appearance of Victor, self- 
appointed dustman of civilization. He 

comes dragging a litter of quintessential 
detritus. old Twinkie wtnppzts and aercsot 
sprays, as well as. he says. a can of nerve 
gas sufficient to depopulate the earth. And 
if before dawn he doesn’t hear something 
to convince him life is worth saving. he 
will use it. 

Through the night the pilgrims try to 
save the world with tales of sex and love, 
endurance, corruption. and dissipation 
in Toronto. a Club Med resort, and 
Lithuania. The old Scheherazade schtick 
here works in a way reminiscent of Brian 
Fawcett’s parallel texts. with frame and 
stories reflecting back and forth. The tales 
display the impressive range of Sileika’s 
descriptive powers (a father describes 
putting his child to bed as”uying to force 
a jack-in-the-box with a very strong spring 
into its home”; succumbing to sleep, the 
boy lies like”a soldier shot in the field”). 
The plot. such as it is. involves the willing 
suspension of disbelief--r..e., if they’ve 
run out of road, what are all these trav- 
ellers going to do for gas stations? All 
pedantic cavils aside. a good time is had 
by all. and it’s a great way to use up those 
spare short stories. 0 
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BY JANET McNAUGHTON 
8 

HJLDRFN’S BOOKS TEND TO BE 
regarded BS a backwaterofmainsbeam 
literature. But the mixed bag of books 

that landed on my desk with this assignment 
reflects the current preoccupations of Western 
culture as clearly as any magazine article, televi- 
sion show, or movie I’ve seen recently. All but 
two ofthese seven books address some aspect of 
environmentalism. 

Non-fiction books with an envinmmental focus 
are de rigueurfor the well-equipped child of the 
’90s. much as educadonsl View Master reels were 
in the 1960s. so it isn’t surprising to find three such 
books hen. I must confess a special affection for 
thesubjeumatterofSnakea(KeyPorter,64pages, 
$19.95doth,$14.%~~),byEricS.Grace.Even 
so, Snakes is easily the most enjoyable non-fiction 
children’s book I’ve read this year. Grace conunu- 
nicatcs his deep enthusiasm for snakes in a cam- 

foaable,~p~shllethatrnakesforeess 
reading. Full-wlour photos and occasional line 
drawings lllushatethe book throughout Topics ln- 
elude snake anatomy, evolution, morphology, and 
behaviour. I learned, among other things, that al- 
tbough snakes evolved from lizan% a legless lizard 
isnotasnake.Gracefaltersonlywhenhes~~too 
farfromhls subject. Early in the book he discusses 
dincmus asifthey wemqniles, but dinosaurs are 
nowregardedasasepamteclass ofanimals. This 
one flaw aside, Sykes is a superior offering. 

In Coyotes in the Crosswalk: Canadian 
Wildlife in the City (Whitecap, 7Zpsges, $10.95 
paper),DianeSwansonlooksat IOspeciesofwild 
biiandmammaJsthatmaketheiihomesamong 
people.Thebookisfilledwithinterestingf~~:for 
example, how coyotes have expanded their range 
intoeastemCauadaasotheq&mrsdecllne. and 
lhefactthatnewbmnratsarehelplessforaboutrwo 
weeks.Sidetamglveshortan~~&teaaboutanimals 
lo Canadian cities, including mccoons in Toronto 
aodperegdccfalcousluMontreal,thatbriugthean- 

imals closer to home. Douglas Penbale’s realistic 
black-and-white illustrations and attractive page 
borders add to this book. which will certainly hold 
the interest of young animal lovers. 

The third non-fiction book, Keepers of the 

Night: Native Stories and Nocturnal 
Activities for Children (F~UI House, 168 
pages, $16.95 pa- 
per), by Michael J. 
Caduto and Joseph 

really a children’s 
book at all, bur 
ratherabookmbe 
used by adulrr : 
wortig with chil 
dren. Each 

(! 

r 
ii 
1 ‘. . 

chapter begins ‘..,: 
wilh a Native 
North American 
tale that inspires 
discussion of a 
nocturnal activity. 
followed by ques- 
tions for the chil- 
dren and exhaus- 
tive background 
information for adults. There are also detailed in- 
troductory guidelines, suggested activities. and fol- 
low-up projects. For example. the smry “Moth, The 
Fre Dancer” immduces the study of nocturnal in- 
sects, which children are then invited to explore 
through games and night-time nature walks. 
Because the activities are nocturnal. this book will 
probably be most useful to people working in chil- 
dren’s camps. 

There are two novels in this lor. and the contrast 
between them is instructive. Marion Woodson’s 
The Amazon Influence (Orca. 167 pages. $6.95 
paper) is very much a book of the times. Fourteen- 
year-old Nick Price is the son of an environmental 

From Coyotes 
in the Crosswalk: 
Canadian Wildlife 
in the City 
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EAGLE DREAMS HOUND A DOG FOR 
WITHOUT HOWL A FRIEND 

ISBN 155143016.9 
Mwilynn Reynoldr 
Stephen McCallum 

activist living on ao island off tbe coast of 
British Columbia. The girl who athacts 
him, Allison McKeghnie, tums out to be 
thedaughterofthemanwhonmstbelog- 
gingcompanytbatNii%motherishying 
to stop. The two teenagers seem destined 
m remain apart until both Nick’s mother 

and Allison’s father are subject m a series 

ofhamssingpmnks.NickaodAllisonjoio 
forces to solve the mystery, helped by 
magic6omamedic&sdckthatNiik’sdi- 
vorced father sends him from tbe South 
American mblforcsts. 

In spite of the trendy trappings, this 
book is essentially a mystery and on that 
level it works quite well. All the clues 
point to a logical culprit, but Woodson 
throws in enough suspects and red her- 
rings m keep readers guessing. She also 
creates a vivid sense of place. Her main 
characters am well developed, though the 
secondary ones are a bit one&ensional 
at times. But fundamentally, this book 
makes good reading. 

Also set in B.C. is Catherine Anthony 

Clark’s The Golden Pine Cone (Hartour, 

189 pages, $14.95 paper), a reissue of a 

fantasy originally published in 1950. Bmn 

and Lucy, a brother and sister living in the 

Kootenays. discover a tiny golden pine 

cone with magical powers. An enchanted 

dog helps them realize mat they must te- 

turn it to the spirit Tekontha. the rightful 

owner, lest it fall into the hands of any 

numberofevil lesser spirits. The two self- 

less children set out on their quest. 

encountering all manner of magic along 

the way. This is a completely satisfying 

book. Clark’s magic world is finely de- 
tailed and fully realized. her characters 
wonderfully real. Ifsuch a book were writ- 
ten today, it would no doubt contain an 

overt ecological message. But Clark man- 

ages to convey respect for nature without 

being heavy-handed, and the book bene- 

fits from her subtlety. 

At first glance. Madame de Tou- 

cainville’s Magnificent Hat (Red Deer 

College Press, 32 pages. $14.95 cloth). 

written and illusnated by Sue Bland. does 

not look like a book about environmental 

issues. The story is set in Saskatchewan’s 

Qu’Appelle Valley at the turn of the cen- 

tury. Lucy deToucainville glories in her 

many hats. each decorated with feathers. 

until she learns that millions of wild bits 

are slaughtered to provide feathers for 

women’s hats. After that. she vows never 

to buy another hat. even if it means she 

will no longer win first prize in the annual 

Bonny Bonnet Contest. It seems that life 

will lose its savour without outrageous 

hats. until Lucy learns that splendid 

millhxry can be created without feathers. 

This swightiorward little story draws 
on a footnote in ecological history: mil- 

lions of birds were slaughtered, and some 

species even hunted to extinction. just to 

provide plumage for hats. Children will 

relate to Lucy’s struggle to correct this 

wrong at a personal level. Young readers 

will also be encouraged to know that 

harmful and frivolous waste such as this 

can end. Bland’s illustrations are drawn 

in a colourful folk-art style that suits the 

time period of her story. 

A message. even when skilfully pm- 

sented, can make reading a lot like eating 

food because it is good for you. Kids still 

need books that are light and colourful 

and fun - Jello reading. Which brings us 

IO Robert Munsch’s newest offering, 

Where Is Gab-Ning? (Annick, 32 pages. 

$14.95 cloth, $4.95 paper). Little Gah- 

Ning decides she wants to go to nearby 

people go to Kapuskasing they spend lots 

of money. Gah-Ning tries to go to 

Kapuskasing many diirent ways. finally 

succeeding in the most absurd way pos- 

sible. In a note. Munsch explains that the 

story grew out of his friendship with the 

real Gah-Ning, who lives in Northern 
Ontario. Helene Desputeaux’s illustra- 

tions are. as always. brilliant both in 

colour and design. Among many adults 

who take children’s literature seriously, 

it is now fashionable to dismiss Munsch’s 

work as light-weight and fomulaic. But 

silliness matters in children’s books. and 

repetition works. Wherr is Gnlr-Ning? 

may be just another Munsch book, but 

what we need. 0 
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u HERE’S A KIND OF FALSE 

Risk Syndrome that afflicts the me 

dia when it comes to discussing contem- 

porary literature. We admire fiction that 

takes risks, and for good reason: the will- 

ingness to challenge the limits of accept- 

ability and convention distinguishes a 

serious writer from one content to stay 

within the bounds of a comfortable for- 

mula. And of course we can vicariously 

share in this adventurousness by reading 

the latest book that critics proclaim ‘dar- 

inp” or “fearless.” 

The false assumption is that a writer 

takes a risk simply by dealing with ex- 

treme subject matter, especially if it in- 

volves graphic sex or violence. But just 

chcckoutyourloealnstandortum on 

the TV, such material is a staple of mag- 

azines, films, and talk shows. It’s what 

sells-whether between covers or prc- 

jetted on a screen, whether treated with 

sensationalism or restraint. 

Ofcourse,writerscananddotakesuch 

highly charged subjects and handle them 

In a way that’s insightful and thought-pro- 

voking. But real risk often has less lo do 

with what is dealt with than lrow it’s dealt 

with. Those stylish, witty nanativcs of se- 

rial killers, necmphiliacs, and deranged 

vegetatiancmssdmssers that get awarded 

so many merit badges for audacity a in- 

variably written from a detached point of 

view. In this. they’re perfectly conven- 

tional: the standard mode of Western cul- 

ture is dissociation. You can write (or 

read) about anything, no matter how out- 

landish or homing. if you have suffi- 

cient emotional distance; BS the German 

writer Cbrista Wolf wrote. “. . . those who 

feel nothing have all words freely at their 

disposal.” Given this situation, it’s far 

mote dating LO be graphic aboutfeelings, 

rather than about sex or violence, al- 

though to do so is never seen as risk-tak- 

ing. If done well. such fiction may be 

called “poignant.” but not “brave”: if its 

appeal to the emotions is loo blatant it’s 

likely lo be dismissed as “sentimental.” a 

term that conjures up hurtin’ songs, gushy 

greeting cards. ‘and Steven Spielberg films 

at their most manipulative. In other 

words: inauthentic and cliched. 

“Sentimental” wBs not always a term of 

disparagement: when the word was first 

introduced in English in the mid-18th 

century it meant ‘characterized by orex- 

hibiting refined and elevated feeling.” and 

the exhibition of feelings in fiction was 

not only accepted but fashionable. II 

wasn’t long, though. before the word lost 

its cachet and became an expression of 

derision. (It also became increasingly 

identified with the female sex: one l9th- 

century argument against giving women 

the vote, for instance. was that by nature 

they were prone to”sentimentality.“) 

We tend to draw a distinction between 

sentimentality (false) and emotion (gen- 

uinej. but the difference between them 

isn’t easily defined (Somerset Maugham 

once said that the former is ‘*just senti- 

ment that rubs you up the wrong way”). 

I recently Eread JU/IC cwt. for example. 

and was struck by the emotional rawness 

of the exchanges between Jane and 

Rochester after the existence of Bertha 

Mason has been revealed. Could a 1990s 

writer pull off such powerful scenes. or 

would they seem histrionic and. well. sen- 

timental? 

Nowadays it’s difficult to write liction 

that diidy addresses characters’ intense 

feelings -great griefs and overwhelm- 

ing passions - because empathy and 

emotional engagement have gone OUI of 

style. What’s kept at bay is vulnerability 

-our own. as well as that of the chruac- 

ters. Most modem fiction keeps readers 

at an emotional remove. either through 

irony or circumspection or uninflected 

minimalism. And as in films. where 

there’s a kind of can’t-top-this mania for 

special effects and entertaining spectacle. 

in diction the appeal of novelty has super- 

seded that of engagement. So the latest 

“daring” best seller tends to explore sen- 

sational terrain. but without affect. It’s re- 

vealing rhat Martin Amis admiringly de- 

scribed Will Self. rhe”bad boy”ofBritLit 

whose M.r lclfcr c>f Fnn is a prime example 

of False Risk Syndrome. as “a very cruel 

writer- thrillingly heartless, terrifyingly 

brainy.” Compare this with what the critic 

B. W. Powe wmte of Margaret Laurence: 

. . we read her for the insights 

she has into the people she knows. 

. . . She is not afraid to be old-fash- 

ioned or -gutsy. She is not afraid to 

sound sentimental or confused. 

Her books have feeling. hard-won 

and true. 

r/rc Dh~inns. Laurence’s mast con- 

versial book. was published 20 years ago. 

If it were making irs debut now. I doubt 

that reviewers would regard it as”risky? 

the characters aren’t entertainingly 

bizarre. the prose is unadventurous, and 

even the sexual explicitness is run-of-the- 

mill by contemporary stand.srds. But what 

Ihe novel offers is indeed “feeling, hard- 

won and true.” And in a voyeuristic cul- 

ture that replaces engagement with ironic 

and distsnced (if obs*;sively detailed) ob 

servntion. such intimacy is daring. 0 

Barborn Carey’s most recent book is The 

Ground of Events (Mercury). 
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When pmperiy filled in. the letters 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 provided. Then transfer the letters fmm the spaces to the appmpriate squares in the box. The first letters of each 
answered clue form the name of the author and title of the book (solution next montfr). 

A. Interfered 

G. Effusive one 

C. Cllve Roots title (2 wds.) 

0. Eric Wright novel (4 wds.) 

E. Wyoming river 

P.Putonthe_ 

6. Kind of dot 

H. Jock heavens, for ewmple 
(2 wds.) 

I. Multi-talented one (4 wds.) 

J. Composer Charles _ 

K. Stealing 
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ATE JN 1982, I WAS SURPRlSED 

theNewBnmswickpoetsndlitersrypa- 

to get a letter from Alden Nowlao. 

tetfamilias, saying how much he’d en- 

joyed this or that piece of mine over the 

years. He was by then in his final illness, 

which killed him when he was only 50. 

So this was also one of the last of his in- 

numcrabJe acts ofkbxlness - at least rel- 

atively speaking, for he was a volumi- 

nous correspondent. There are, for exam- 

ple. mom than 12,000 of his letters in the 

Nowlan Papers at the University of 

Calgary library. Literary ones of course, 

but also letters to Gershon Legman, the 

bibliographer of erotica, letters to the 

Globe andMail society columnist Zena 

Cherry, one letter to Barbara Amiel, and 

another fmm John Diefenbaker. There 

are also exchanges with George Richards 

Kingsize Clothes, where he seems to 

have donehis shopping, and with credit 

card companies, with which, it seems, he 

lied to quarrel. 

Such are some of the tidbits to be 

found in The Alden Nowlan Papers, 

compiled by Jean M. Moore, edited by 

Apogonia Steele and Jean F. Tener, and 

published by the University of Calgary 

Press as part of its series “Canadian 

Archival Inventories.” (The book also 

features a fine b&critical essay by 

Robert Gibbs.) In the 1970s. when aca- 

demic institutions had big acquisitions 

budgets, Calgary was among the most 

aggressive buyers of writers’ papers. As 

a result, this series of fat but inexpensive 

paperbacks (the Nowlan costs only 

$16.95) shows the full range of Calgary’s 

initiative, which brchtdes Western writers 

such as Rudy Wiebe, Robert Kroetsch, 

W. 0. Mitchell, and Aritha Van Herk on 

the one hand, and Alice Munro, Brian 

Moore. Clark Blaise, and Mordecai 

But thereby hangs a controversy in the 

Richler on the other. 

fleld of Canadian literary research. a field 

that has long suffered from want of some 

basic tools and standard editions. 

Most cultures have a”union lisf’ofthe 

literary and historical manuscripts held 

in the country’s various public collec- 

tions. Ours. the Union List of 

Manuscripts in Canadian Repositories. 

published by the National Archives, ap- 

peared in two volumes. followed by a 

number of supplements-the most re- 

cent one appeared more than a decade 

ago. In short. the momentum has been 

lost and there seems no hard evidence of 

recovery. What happened instead is that 

from 198 I to 199 I the Social Sciences 

and Humanities Research Council sup- 

ported a program called Canadian 

Studies -Research Tools. SSHRC gave 

money to various institutions (the 

Anglican Church of Canada ss well as as- 

sorted universities) to publish detailed 

“finding aids” to what were once called 

collections or holdings but are now uni- 

versally known asfit&. The University 

of British Columbia. the University of 

Victoria, and more than oneconstituent 

part of the University of Toronto were 

among the beneficiaries, but Calgsry was 

the most ambitious. 

Some people in the archival field 

thought the money too much, consider- 

ing the small number of published books 

that would actually be distributed. They 

felt that the special-collections depart- 

ments of university libraries should do 

with their finding-aids what McGill, for 

example, does with its in-house guide IO 

the Hugh MacLennan papers-simply 

Xemx one copy at a time. on a pure de- 

mand basis. Eventually. these people 

hope. all such information, from all 

Canadian institutions. will form an elec- 

uonic data-base. thus making a reality of 

the old Union List ideal. A study group 

of the Ceoadian Library Association is 

looking into the possibility. 

Until then. we make do with the indi- 

vidual tinding-aids. not only the in-house 

ones like McGill’s for MacLennan, or the 

professionally published ones that have 

come out of Calgary. but also those that 

fall between the two extremes in thede- 

gree to which they resemble books: for 

example. Debra Barr’s Guide to the 

Papers of &or/r t3irtw.v ifi Canadian 

Repositories t 1987). which the 

University ofToronto rare books library 

produced cheaply and neatly in a Cerlox 

binding. 

Personally, I find these guides not only 

uselid but fascinating on their own terms. 

As is thecase with a fully descriptive (or 

“authored”) bibliography. they can pro 

vide shadow criticism of the author in 

question. even a sometimes quite vivid 

shadow biography. Alas. 1 never met 

Alden Nowlsn. But now. reading tbe cat- 

alogue of his incoming and outgoing 

mail. both personal and professional. and 

detailed descriptions of his manuscripts 

large and small. complete with facsimiles 

of his handwriting and typing. I feel re- 

newed sympathy for his life and his 

work. And I cherish the tactile experi- 

ence. which may or may not be lost if the 

whole business of bibliographic guides 

ever goes to CD-ROM. 0 

Douglas Fetherling’s most recent publico- 

tions ore a novel, The File on Arthur 

Moss (Lester). and Selected Poems 

(Arsenal Pulp). 
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,.,lC,,A,=L COREN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . CoREN AT UwGE 

[I HAVE JUST RETURNED FROM 

Britain, where it has happened once 

again. This rim.5 it concerns Alan Paton. 

the South African novelist, author of the 

international classic and plea for racial 

equality Cty, theBelovedCoutqv. Paron 
was the president of the South African 

Liberal Party and WBS long revered for bis 

opposition to apartheid and oppression. 

The white crusader pleaded for Nelson 

Mandela when the ANC leader was on ni- 

al, he was welcomed by liberal-minded 

people evetywhm, given platforms in the 

best universities, churches, and assemblies 

in the world. A new biography by Peter F. 

Alexander, however, reveals that Paton 

was not the knight in shining armour that 

we had thought 

paton was in fact ao authoritarian father 

bitterly disliked hy his children. At the re- 

formatory where he taught. he adminis- 

tered 2,000 strokes of the strap and cane 

ayeartothebtmates.Theywerettified 

of him. He was also chronically unfaithful 

to his wife, seeking oat prostitutes wher- 

ever he could find them. As a teacher he 

usrdsnythingtohithischarges,includmg 

crickethats.Thegirlsintheclasswerevic- 

tints of his cruel, relentless, and brutal sar- 

casm. When he was injured in a chemistry 

experiment in school and driven away in 

ao ambulance, the pupils threw their hats 

up in the air and cheered. 

So, as I say, it has happened again. Yet 

another radical, liberal, socialist, or leftist 

authorhas been shown to be hypocritical 

and dishonest, writing books that preach 

and propound one type of ideal, but in 

their personal lie and private utterances 

demonstrating quite another set of atti- 

tudes. I encountered this in sickening dos- 

es with II. G. Wells, whose novels and 

works of non-liction earned him the rep- 

utation of a revolutionary socialist and 

feminist. In fact he was a racist ald an anti- 

Semite. an abuser of women. an uncaring 

and manipulative father. a plagiarist. and 

a fraud. Wells’s sometime friend, some- 

time enemy George Bernard Shaw was 

another hero of the left because of the 

views he expressed in his plays and es- 

says. Yet when the playwright returned 

from one visit to his beloved Soviet Union 

and a reporter asked him about the forced 

starvation in the Ukraine (millions were 

murdered by Stalin’s commissars). Shaw 

responded by throwing a tin of Russian 

meat at the journalist. 

Both Wells and Shaw were. of course. 

inspired by Karl Marx. father of the mod- 

em concept of class struggle and revolu- 

tion. ‘The Jewish Nigger Lassolle fortu- 

nately departs at the end of this week.” 

Man wrote about a visitor. “It is now com- 

pletely clear to me that he. as is pmved by 

his cranial formation and curly hair. de- 

scends from the Negroes.. The obbusive- 

ness of the fellow is also Nigger-like.” 

Marx went on to defend slavery in the 

West, claiming that there would be anar- 

chy without it. As forJews. this self-hating 

monster asked.“What is the worldly reli- 

gion of the Jew? Huckstering. What is his 

worldly God? Money.“The list goes on. 

It is not only writerson the left whoop- 

emte by such double standards, of coursr. 

but it is hard to avoid the conclusion that 

they do make a habit of it. One of the rca- 

sons for this is that authentic conservatism 

is founded on important notions such as 

natural law. instinctive correctness. order 

and structure. and old but never tired be- 

liefs such as consistency of word and 

deed. The Marxist dialectic and its less ex- 

treme little siblings separateour personal 

from our political life and hence give us 

more room for moral manoeuvre. Thus. 

when Lenin told H. G. Wells that he”did 

not care” how Wells treated his wife as 

long as he wrote books that advocated 

feminism. he personified the attitudes of 

those who separate personal morality and 

political ideology. Brecht knifed a mis- 

tress and threw her down the stairs. but 

championed East Germany and proletar- 

ian drama-he was forgiven everything. 

The lionized Jean Genet made remarks 

about women and Jews that were mutder- 

ous in intent. But Genet advocated world 

revolution. the Black Panthers. and the 

Palestinian cause. and so was somehow 

considered to he on the right side. There 

is a double standard at work. and not only 

in literaure. President Kennedy’s immoml 

actions were hidden by a liberal press 

corps for decades: we know that a Nixon 

or a Reagan would not have received such 

generous treatment. 

In Canada the situation is not funda- 

mentally different. but it is painted in a 

brighter. friendlier colour. less red than 

pink. less black than dark grey. Which 

brings us to those Canadian novelists. po- 

ets. and playwrights who applaud social- 

ism. liberty. and reform in their writings 

but act like utter rep&ares in their person- 

al life. Hypocrites. Should 1 name them? 

Come on now. be serious. One hint of 

such an accusation and this venerable pub 

lication would be awash in libel suits. 

History. however. will judge: and if you 
are really curious. just ask amund. 0 

Michael Core& latest book is The Man 

Who Created Narnia (Lestw), o hiogmphy 

OfC. 5. Lewis. 
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Politics and Democracy 
JACK MASSON WITH EDWARD C. LESAGE JR. 
Focuses on the practice of democracy in 
Alberta’s urban and rural municipalities, rela- 
tlons between these municipalities and the 
provincial government, and the provincial 
governments policy of territorial decentraliza- 
tion of municipal economic activfty.agm.95_er 
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FWeSampras The youngest male 
to win the U.S. Open. Now the 
Winner of four grand slam titles: 
Australia. 1994; Wimbledon, 
1993; the U.S. Open, 1993,199o. 
Said The New York Times of 
Samprar: “It’s just possible we 
have a latter day classic on our 
hands. 

I3 THE ART OF PERFORMANCE: THE MAKING OF A LEGENDARY CLASSIC. 

The Museum Sports Edition 
Watch. A spative interpretation 
of the classic design. Crafted in 
Switxwland. Stainless Steel. 
Quartz movement. 

MOVADQ 
The Museum-Watch. 


