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WELCOME TO THE RANKS

Presenting this year’s winner of our award for first
novels and yet another reason why it's foolish fo make lists

THE LIST OF **100 major Canadian novels that emerged from the
University of Calgary conference in February was predictable in
most cases, peculiar in some, and, more to.the point, is probably
already out of date. The sheer volume of new Canadian novels now
appaaring each year suggests the Calgary list will have little endur-
ing validity — even as a guide for indecisive and ill-informed
teachers.

Mot only new novels but also new novelists. In the past two
years some €0 first novels have been published in English Canada,
40 in 1976 and 20 [ast year. Tt would be astonishing if among those
60 new voices there js not at least one writer of the calibre of
Laurence, Richler, Atwood, Davies, Callaghan, or MacL.ennan. It
would be more reasonable to predict there are half a dozen. So if
Maleolm Ross, general editor of McClelland & Stewart’s New
Conadian Library (and the man who organized the Calgary ballot-
ing) intends to use the list as the blueprint for a pruned-down NCL,
he may wind vp looking pretty foolish by 1980. Too much is
happening.

Which leads uvs to the second anpual Books in Canada Award
for First Novels, open 1o any first Canadian novel published in
English during the calendar year and carrying 2 prize of $1,000.
The five judges on this year's panel were again impressed by the
high quality of most of the seven contenders on the short list.
However the winner by a clear majority was Oonah McFee's
Sandbars (Macmillan), an, evocative novel of an Oitawa Valley
childhood during the 1920s and 1930s. Ms. McFee, a former CBC
employee, now lives in Toronto and is working on the second
novel of what will be a tetralogy. She will be presented with a
cheque for $1,000 at a ceremony later this month.

The other novels on the short list were: Child of the Morning,
by Pauline Gedge (Macmillan/ Dial Press); A Small Informal
Dance, by Helen Levi (Queenston House); Sidehill Gouger, by
Shane Dennison (Doubleday); f Do Remeber the Fall, by M.T.

zelly (Simon & Pietre); The Invention of the World, by Jack
Hodgins {Mzcmillan); and The Abramsky Variations, by Morley
Torgov {Lester & Orpen). .

This year's judges were: bookseller David Stimpson, manager
of the U of T bookstore; freelance critic Anne Montagnes; novelist
David Helwig, who has been contributing a regular column on first
novels to these pages; Douglas Hill, who teaches English at
U of T's Erindale College; and associate editor Pier Giorgio Di
Cicco for Books in Carada. Here are theit comments: -

Douglas Hill: Judged as a national team, as in some Olympic
Games for first novels, these books would place fairly high. There
are always going to be spectacularly good first books, somewhere
in the world, in a given year; if this Canadian contingent parades
no stars, it conceals no disasters either.

It's hard to dismiss any of these novels. Each has some virtues:
the immediate brilliance of the glamour entries {which can fade
over the long haul) is balanced by the tendency of the more modest
books to discover strength in the stretch. The result, for me, was
some disappointment from the novels I approached with the high-
est anticipation, pleasant surprises from the others.

If thera’s a flaw common to them all, it's self-indulgence, an
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endemic failure of rigorous self-criticism, There’s too much dead
air, too much easy writing, too much cheating. Somebody — an
editor certainly, the writer preferably — should have noticed when
the jokes were flat, the lyricism forced, the insights hackneyed,
the assumptions flabby. Faults such as these, of course, are practi-
cally the trademark of first novels; still, books do now and then
appear without them, and one always hopes.

I Do Rember the Fall has a pleasant crudity, some good
lines, but its humour doesn't hide its thinness. Sidehil! Gouger is
more interesting, with a rurel atmosphere and a sense of adolescent
adventure reminiscent of Dennis Sears or W.O. Mitchell. It’s
finally not much more than a grown-up, sexy Tom Sawyer. The

L—.
Oonah McFee
Abramsky Variations has one memorable character in Louis
Brahms, and when he’s onstage the novel is tight and often mov-
ing; at other times Torgov’s vision is reductive and preachy. 4
Small Informal Dance is a curiosity, a quite minor piece of local
colour (small-town Manitoba) that's almost perfectly executed.

Child of the Morning was a surprise, a powerful act of imagina-
tive re-invention. It's one of the handful of reaily pood hkistorical
novels I've read, founded upon solid research and imtriguing
sexual-political questions, Ultimately it's held back by the condi-
tions of the genre; the prose and the emotions never quite escape
the overwrought, fervid pictorialism of period romance.

Choosing between McFee and Hodgins is difficult. The fnven-
tion of the World is complex and ambitious, filled with bravura



scenes and effects. Hodgins can talk, for sure, and his rhetoricdl
energy often carries him elong; but there’s a lot of bullshit in the
bool:, too. His attitude towards his two main characters is pre-
tentious: they are not, on their own, as attractive or as deep as
Hodpgins seems to think they are; and he doesn’t offer enough, in
style or insight, to convince me of their unique worth.

Sandbars could have been tightened up — could have been
shortened by dozens of pages, and pulled back from ils lunges
toward emotional overkill and sentimentality — bnt even with
these excesses it gives the impression of a work distilled and
concentrated. McFee is precise, subtle, and uncompromising in
her pzrceptions; her attempts to isolate the joy and terror implicit
in memory proceed by an intricate layering of detail, image, and
association. The act of remembering is subject and form alike; the
texture is densely vivid and evocative.

Sandbars, then. for me.

Anne Montagnes: A Small Informal Dance is so much better than
any other novel I've read recently — first, last, Canadian or even
Black American — that I'd give a lot more than this award if I
could to encourage Helen Levi to write more. Still, it is literary, a
gentle though worldly comedy of manners with several heroines
and no hero, so I tried out my giggles, put thrilis, and critical
excitement on some friends.

From hip teen high-school dropont to hard-living urban
academic. they too became totally absorbed. This small-town tale
of life, death, and love is *“‘funny,” *‘fresh,” and “‘about us.”
Mrs. Andrews, settling the world over tea with her neighbours and
her cleaning woman, laying in eggs and bacon for an invasion of
sons, and worrying about a moral approach 10 a young unmarried
confidant’s pregnancy, stands quietly and contentedly o a level
with Hagar Shipley.

Beside the good sense and humour of A Small Informal Dance,

Pauline Gedge's Child of the Morning becomes bubbly, .

veell-artificed costume drama; Oonah McFee’s nostalgic Sandbars
drags: Shane ‘Dennison’s funny, fey Sidehill Gouger side-slips
realitys Morley Torgov's The Abramsky Variations overshoots its
dynastic structure; Jack Hodgins® The Invention of the World
out-blarney's a normal attention span; and M. T. Kelly's poor-boy
anger in [ Do Remember the Fall screeches.

I'm quite taken aback and charmed to see Helen Levi construct
such good literature out of our ordinariness. Is 4 Small Informal
Duanee what we should have been doing all along — Leacock with
baHs? Never mind the vast myths, guilts, politics, and melo-
dramas. A nation that wants to produce a ¥ar and Peace must first
knov: What Men Live By. This comedy in the manner of a modem
IManitoba Jane Ansten may just be the kind of grassroots cosmo-
politanism we can wing off with.

David Stimpson: The seven first novels that were short listed say a
great deal about the state of fiction publishing in Capadz. Three
titles from Macmillan, two of them the only novels worth consider-
iny for the award, and for the second year in succession, nothing
from McClelland & Stewart.

J had great difficulty choosing between The Invention of the
World and Child of the Morning, but eventually decided for the
former. It's a surprisingly mature work for & first novel, very
ambitious in style and 1 predict a dazzling future for Jack Hodgins.
It"s probably the best novel of any kind published in Canada last
year. Child of the Morning is a rarity, a beantifully written histori-
cal novel. very much in the tradition of Mary Renault,

The remainder were of little interest. Sandbars is a great bore;
Sidchill Gouger is billed as a comic novel and is not, The Ab-
ramsky Variations has some good passages but is uncomemcmg'
and I Do Remember the Fall is appalling. /
Fier Giorgio Di Cicco: Oonah McFee's Sandbars gets my vote
for the best first novel of this short list. It is moving, unpretentious,
and not out to entertain. It is a “*serious™ novel — serious about
itself; the author is-trylng to come to terms with her past and her
present and doesn’t pretend to know the outcome of such events.,
The novel postulates; it doesn’t tell a story. McFee catches the
process of being human with an urgency missing in the other six
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SPRING HIGHLIGHTS

TRUDEAU
GEORGE RADWANSKI

Based on eight bours of
interviews with the Prime mlsler
and extensive research, G. Rad-
wanski, Ottawa editor and national
affairs columaist for The Financial
Times of Canada, hes produced a
tough, objective inside account of
our nation’s politics. This book is a
revealing psychological profile of
Pierre Ellioft Trudeau — the man all
Canadians recognize but few Cana-
dians know, $14 05
TWO WOMEN

DORIS ANDERSON

““With the publication of her first
novel, TWO WOMEN, ex-Chaile-
laine editor Doris Anderson joins
that coterie of authors writing about
the position of women in today’'s
society . . . this is a book which will
probably be widely read and espe-
cially enjoyed by women ... once
you start reading, you're hooked.™
Quill & Quire $9.95

TAXI!
True Stories from

Behind the Wheel
JOHN JOHNSON

The toles that this experienced cab
driver has o tell are astounding —
and they are all true! This book gives
the low-down not just on the taxi
business but on big-city life and the
people who inhabit its night-time.
$9.95

Shocial CAnmouncomont”

Macmillan of Canada
is proud to announce that -

SANDBARS
by
Oonah McFee
is the winner of the

1978 Books in Canada Award
for First Novels

“*A remembrance of things past . . . with
exquisite sensitivity and a sense of poignancy.
The most impressive novel of this season
— and maybe others too . .."
William French, Globe and Mail
$11.95

?ﬁ Macrniilamn

The Macmillan Company of Canada Limited
70 Bond Street, Toronto M5B 1X3
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The jadges (from the left); Pier Giorgio Di Cicco, Douglas Hill, David Helwig, Anne Monstagnes, and David Stimpson.

novels. The advantage is that McFee is being autobiographical;
characters in the other novels have a hard time believing them-

selves, or arc too easily believed. They are being ‘‘invented.’**

McFee admits implicitly that she lives in a world that first of all has
invented her. There is something in that premise that engages me
immediately. .

I Do Remember the Fall is fast-moving, realistic, and stays
with its realism. The characters are unfortunate, as are their cir-
cumstances. They do a lot of coping, only to survive, The main
character comes out at the end, sorrier but wiser. I expected more.
Kelly's language, however, has sponk, He is, line by line,
genuinely satirical. He has a poet’s eye for the nuances in human
behaviour, but omits a generosity with any of his characters. So I
withheld my own.

Pauline Gedge has made a monumental effort with Child of the
MMorning. She bas gone a long way to invest an Egyptian Pharoah

A CANADIAN BESTSELLER at $1250

NOW...
TH—HE A FULL-SIZE COMPLETE
PIONEER

T oLy 85,95 |
YEARS
1895-1914

RARRY BROADFGOT '

A superb oral history

of Memories of Settlers

Who Opened the West
With 24 pages

of photographs

Also in Paper:
SIX WAR YEARS
1939-1945 $5.95

TEN LOST YEARS
: 5595

Thoe Canadian Paparback Publishor
330 Stezlcace Road East  Markham, Ontario L3R 2M1
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with life. The guess-work is good for ore haif of the book; the
style is buoyant, replete with exotica, but the mature Hatshepsut is
not half as interesting as the child that she was. She becomes
predictable and pompous. She strikes no tragic chord.

A Small Informal Dance remains just that. I wish Levi had
applied her polished style to a crucial human condition and not to
the trials of a small-town menagerie. The characters in her novel
are not new to me, nor had I forgotten them, nor had I forgotten
anything similar in myseif.

Jack Hodgin’s style is an experience in itself, but it exhaustsin a
novel of such length. His language is Joycean in its sweep. His
swaggering characters start off heroic and become tiresome. They
are larger than life to start with, so they have a hard time becoming
human for me.

Sidehill Gouger is a comic novel that tries by tuens to be deadly
seriovs. It succeeds at both, leaving me at a stalemate emotionally.
It is a tour de force, and never lets me forget it. Individual seg-
ments, such as Ross’s brush with death, are extremely well hand-
led. I would have liked to take them on their own.

The Abramsky Variations I3 ingeniously shaped and the points
are well made. The language is sparse, informative, and pointedly
humorous in the right places. There is a benevolent spirit behind it,
and what emerges is a decumentary of a kind of human pature. But
Torgov is too removed from his characters.

Finally, and again, Szndbars succeeded in moving me. It tells in
Iess than astonishing language how life succeeds in astonishing uvs
without going out of its way — without our courting (he extra-
ordinary, without the disguise of puppets too easily handled.
McFee's novel is based on those dimensions, and it is believable,

David Helwig: Reviewing first novels is a good deal easier job
than picking a single one as the year's best. Each of the novels on
the short Iist had something to offer the reader, but they varied so
widely that it was hard to find grounds for judgement. How to
compare Pauline Gedge's Child of the Morning, an exciting amal-
gam of intensely felt historical material with highly romantic and
perhaps slightly stereotyped dramatic moments, with the small and
disciplined and amusing, but slightly too comfortable world of
Helen Levi's A Small Informal Dance? Or to compare Jack
Hodgin's The Invention of the World, a novel with brilliant mo-
ments that never add up, to Morley Torgov’s flawed but enjoyable
book The Abramsky Varlations, which almost throws away the
possibilities inherent in its vignettes. How value Irish mythology
beside Jewish comedy?

The only solution, for me, was to throw myself entire into the
arms of personal response. That is, after all, what I value in each
of the books, the moments that come alive, that excite me in one
way or another. Each one had some of these moments, but the only
book that moved me, that seemed to offer the truth of an imagined
world strongly enough that I still remember the emotion I felt
while reading it, was Sandbars by Oonah McFee. Not a perfect
novel, any more than any of the others are perfect, it is the baok
that made me feel most deeply the lives of its people. O



Every novelist was a first-novelist at one point. Even
Margaret Laurence. Here she, Audrey Thomas, and newcomer
John Clute recall the ink, sweat, and tears shed in their -

INITIATION WRITES

by Phil Surguy

IT HAS BEEN calculated that, in the United States, the average
first-novelist is 40 years old and that his or her novel is the third he
or she has written. Which means, averages being what they are,
it's possible there are a few American first-novelists who are
around 60 and have already written a dozen or so books. I recently
heard of a Canadian writer, a creative-writing professor, who is
rumoured to have written 40 novels and had only one of them
published.

Statistics Canada hasn’t yet got round to measuring writers, but
random observation suggests Canadian first-novelists are generally
somewhat younger than their American counterparts. At any rate,
th: three writers whose first novels are to be discussed Tere were
all under 40 when the books were published. Furthermore, by
wildly stretching the point, each novel can be said to have been the
first its author had written. Margaret Laurence was 34 when This
Side Jordan was published in 1960; Audrey Thomas was 35 when
Mrs. Bload came out in 1970; and John Clute was 36 when The
Disirheriting Party was published in England last year.

In a telephone interview from her home at Lakefield, Ont.,
Laurence said she statrted This Side Jordan in 1955. She was in the
Gold Coast (now Ghana) where her husband, an engineer, was
working. Earlier she had done about 100 pages of a novel that she
Ieft uncompleted. Then, almost two months to the day after her
son was bom, she began to work on Jordan. She worked at night,
starting afier dinner and going till 2 a.m. She called those her
**Cinderella hours,’”” and said she continued to be a night-time
writer until both her children were in school.

A draft of the novel was completed in Africa. The family moved
to Vancouver in 1957, Another draft was done there and the manu-
script was finally sent off, in 1958, to Atlantic, Litle-Brown. This
was still the 1950s, remember, and Laurence had handly con-
sidered sending her book to a Canadian publisher.

The manuscript sat in Boston for six months and then, as most
first novels do, it came back. However, it was not accompanied by
the usval rejection skip. Instead, an editor had written several pages
of detailed criticism. The novel chronicles the social and psychic
turmoil experienced by several Evropeans and Africans during
Ghana's last days as a colony; and the gist of the editor’s remarks
was that Laurence had been grossly unfair to her British colonial-
ists. Het personal dislike for these people had gotten in the way of
her fiction.

after mach rethinking, Laurence decided the editor was right.
She scrapped and rewrote all the European chapters, humanized
her British characters, even the ones for whom she had no sym-
pathy. That was the final draft of the book. Today Laurence de-
scribes it as “*a promising first novel and no more than that.>* Yet,
if the bool: is to be slighted at all, that can only be done reasonably
in the Hght of her subsequent achievements. In This Side Jordan,
the clarity and precision of her language is already quite evident.

The central, unifying vision of the novel, though, lacks the reso-
nance and persuasive power of, for instance, The Diviners; but the
characters are all comvincingly realized people, particularly
Nathaniel Amegbe, a schoolmaster whose partial education has
isolated him from his tribal past without providing him with a clear
idea of his place in the New Africa.

But this isn't a critical article. It’s an account of how three first
novels were written and published. Early in 1958, Laurence sent
the revised manuscript to McClelland & Stewart. Jack McClelland
wrote back that he would publish the book if he could find a British
co-publisher. He asked if she had any ideas. She said to try Mac-
millan. (“They were the only English pubhsher I knew.”)
McClelland followed her advice and eventually, in 1960, after
some revisions suggested by each of its three publishers, This Side
Jordan was brought forth simultaneously by M & S in Canada,
Macmillan in England, and St. Martin’s in the United States.

Audrey Thomas’s first novel is also set in Ghana. Mrs. Blood,
to cram it into a very small nutshell, is the story of the last weeks
of a young woman’'s doomed pregnancy. The main physical set-
ting is her hospital bed. There is also sdme pronged observation of
life in a compound for the European faculty members of a
Ghanaian university. But the central concerns of the book are the
woman's inner experience of her pregnancy, the threat of a mis-
carriage, her marriage, and important episodes from her past life in
the U.S., Canada and England. And one of the things the book
does most vividly is communicate a sense of the true meaning of

'Margaret Laurence says: “If the advances

for my first novel had been any smaller, |
would have framed them, not cashed
them.”

the statement that women, by their very nature, are more familiar
with blood and pain than men are.

Thomas was raised in upstate New York. She graduated from
Smith College in 1957, married in [958, and emigrated with her
husband to British Columbia in 1959. She received an M.A. in
English from UBC in 1963; and then she and her husband and their
two daughters spent the next two years in Ghana, at Kumasi’s
University of Science and Technology.

In a telephone interview from Montreal, where this year she is
teaching creative writing at Concordia, Thomas said she had start-
ed writing short stories while at college, but didn't seriously begin
trying to get published until she was in her mid-20s. She wrote
dozens of stories and bad all of them rejected, except one, which
was bought by the Addantic Monthly shortly after she arrived in
Africa.
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Indizn Movement. Johsnnu Brand | examines historical precedent and
s ligates the murder of Anng M cun-em altitudes to show that French
Aquash. 2 Canadiun Indizn, in South ebeckers share beliefs
Duaota and the cover-up that lol- ﬁéﬁﬂ' which transcerd their parti-

sam Jifferel

Fowand.
Mlzech publicotion  Papor £565 Clath S12E5 | Asilablo novy hrriis Cloth $15.00
Joz abnen | City
Davidson - for Sale
JoaDnidzen ! . Henry Awbin

sndJahn Deverstl

Who r thi~ man? How and why did
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govemment, the TOI{OPFOSIIKI!I the
r'cd..r.:'l NDP, lee Momis and *An eye-opener for readers all acrpss
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That acceptance initiated a process Thomas calls “‘the glass-
slipper technique of getting published.’ Robert Amussen, the
editor-in-chief at Bobbs-Merill in New York, saw the Atlantic
story and wrote to her in Ghana, asking to see more of her work.
She sent him some stories. He liked them, and the end result of
their correspondence was a contract by which B-M agreed to bring
out a collection of Thomas’s stories if she wrote a novel for them.
Before then, she had never considered writing longer fiction. «

The stories, Ter Green Bottles, were published in 1967, and it
was then up to Thomas to provide the novel. She wrote most of 2
first draft and showed it t0.Amussen. “'I had been trying to write a
conventional novel. He was very encouraging about it, but it
wasn’t right.”” So an entirely new book was in order and she began
work on what becamie Mrs. Blood. However, the book really
didn’t get going until a year and a half later. With the aid of a
Canada Council grant, she then wrote the first and only complete
draft, doing one half at home in Vancouver and the rest on Galiano
Island. When she was finished, Amussen came out 1o see the
results.’ His only recommendation was that 30 pages should be cut.
That was done and the novel was published almost at once, early in
1970.

John Clute was born in Toronto in 1940. A banker’s son, he
spent his childhood and adolescence in all of Canada’s major cities
and Chicago. After Ingh school he lived in New York for three
years, and worked six months on a Caribbean t'relghter Then he
spent four years (1964-68) in Toronto, where ke put in some time
at the U of T. He also did a new-fiction column for the Srar until he
was fired by Peter Gzowski. Apparently he was not quite on the
wavelength of either Gzowski or the Star’s readership. *‘And,** he
adds, ‘I was incompetent.”™

His first novel was 2 long, naturalistic work written in 1963-64.
Four Canadian publishers turned it down. Then he heard through
friends that Roberts & Vinter, an English firm, were looking for
stuff like his. He sent the book to them in 1966 and they accepted it
right away,, It was one of the last things Roberts & Vinter dld
before going bankrupt. The book never appeared.

Still, on the strength of that novel, plus a synopsis of what
became The Disinheriting Party, Clute won a Canada Council
Jjunior felloyship in 1968. He and his wife Judith moved to Lon-
don in 1969 and lived there until Iate last year, when they returned
to Toronto.

In London, Clute worked as a publisher’s reader, published
some short science fiction and criticism of that genre, and did three
consecutive versions of The Disinheriting Party. The new book
elaborated several minor characters from, and is a direct evolution
of, the unpublished novel. An excerpt from the middle version
appeared in Michael Moorcock’s New Worlds Quarterly in 1973
and was subsequently bought for French translation. And the next
version was sold, late in 1973, through an agent, to Allison &
Busby, who were already Tamiliar with Clute's short fiction and
criticism. Then, after the sale, on his own initiative,.Clute substan-
tially revised the third version of the novel.

On the namative level, The Disinheriting Party is the story of
Gregory Smythe, an American shipping magnate whose fear of his
own mortality has moved him to hate, stunt, and savagely repress
his four children. By stopping their growth, he hopes to stop aging
himself. The story is told from the extremely private points of view
of several severely demented people (one of whom contains, and
speaks for, three different personalities), and yet the book, unlike
so much experimental writing, is accessible to an unminitiated
reader; it is, for the most par?, always clear who is speaking and
what is at stake for them. Moreover, also unlike run-of-the-mifl
avant-garde fiction, Pariy is not just another bound volume of
academic mannerisms. Instead, Clute has Jmagmed and crafted a
personal mythology that is not only mterestmg, but also nngs true
as genuine reflection of lived, felt experience.

So first novels do pet writien and some even get published. What
happens next? . .

The Thomas Wolfe myth of the unknown genius who roars out
of nowhere and electrifies the world with his first novel is, if the
ads and stories in glossy magazines are any indication, still alive in
meany arcas. The reality, of course, is much more prosaic. A bit of



cash and further obscurity are most first-novelists’ only rewards for
their years of labour. Margaret Laurence says: **If the advances for
my first novel had been any smaller T would have framed them, not
cashed them.™ .

For the sad truth is publishers are niggardly when it comes to
new fiction and the public is largely indifferent to it. There was a
time. in the Jate 19505 and early 1960s (probably inspired by the
enormous success of The Catcher in the Rye), when the phrase “‘a
brilliant first novel'’ clamoured from paperback covers as fre-
quently as **a nationwide best seller*’ does today. Those ddys are

Audrey Thomas says the Imporiance of

publication. . . was that “it made me realize -

[ could write a novel. it fortified my deter-
miiation o go on.” .

long gone now, But in Canada new writers are relatively fortunate.
Various forms of federal and provincial aid are available to finance
one's actual writing, and the Canada Council is generous with
funds for publicity and reading tours. The trick, though, is still
getting published in the first place.

The ways of doing so ara varied, Margaret Laurence was by no
means part of any literary crowd. As a result of a story in Prism
magazine, she had met Ethel Wilson, who provided her with valu-
able moral support, but she had no contacts in the industyy itself.
Her novel went in, as they say, over the transom, and her talent
was immediately recognized (which is fairly unusual; there are
dozens of stories of outright masterpieces that went to innumerable
houses before finding responsive readers). Audrey Thomas was
Tucky to have attracted the attention of an editor and a firm who
were still prepared to help develop a new author. And, by working
hard, John Clute established a little niche for himself, a base, in
London's publishing world.

On the difficulties of getting one's first work accepted, Clute
says: “*A trusted publisher’s reader has a virtual negative veto over
the manuscripts he sees, but nebulous positive influence. In g firm
of any size, it's an uphill fight for any desk editor, except a
whiz-bang, 10 get anything unlnown published.”* On the other
hand, it shou!d be pointed out that most readers and editors want to
Dbe whiz-bangs. Their careers depend on their finding and develop-
ing winning books. Whether they have the acumen, political
power within the company, financial resources, or energy to do so
is another matter entirely.

The Disinheriting Party came out quietly last summer in a print
run of 1,000 clothbound copies and 500 quality paperbacks. It
received positive notices in most of the important London papers,
was damned by reviewers in Colchester and Bristol, and by Octo-
ber had sold slightly over the break-even point (which isn’t bad at
all, if one bears in mind that Christopher Isherwood's first novel is
supposed to have sold six copies — five to relatives and one to a
complete stranger). In Canada, however, there was trouble. The
book was to have been distributed here last fall by Nelson, Foster
& Scott. It wasn’t. And, in terms that echo cries of first-novelists

for the past 250 years, Clute accuses the Canadian firm of .

**damaping. incoherent incompetence that, in a just world, wonld

suffer criminal sanctions.’” N,F & S has since become part of-

General Publishing, who will release the novel in the next month
or 50, though the exact date is still in question.

Audrey Thomas was having her third baby when Ten Green
Bortles was published in 1967. So: “‘I was more excited when
Mrs. Blyod came ont. In some very ironic way Lthink it’s my best
book. I'm very fond of it. The women's movement hadn’t really
got going when 1 first conceived it. There was an innocence about
it. That is, it vasn't sophisticated. Literary sophistication now
tends — or tries — to get between me and my work,”

Mrs. Blood received & fair number of good reviews and sold
respectably. That reception occurred mainly in the U.S., however,
In Canada, both the story collection and the novel were handled,
with litdle enthusiasm, by an agency. Thomas had to wait until the
books were out of print before she could reclaim them. She even-
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tually did, with the result that Talonbooks brought out a new
edition of Mrs. Blood in 1975, and last year Oberon reissued Ten
Green Botles in conjunction with their publication of a new
volume of Thomas’s stories called Ladies and Escorts. Further-
more, that abandoned novel, the one that ““wasn’t right’* in 1967,
was hauled out of the drawer, rewritten, completed, and published
by Talon and Bobbs-Menill as Songs My Mother Taught Me in
1973.

In the Thomas Wolfe myth, publication of the young genius’s
first novel is followed by a spectacularly glamourous lifestyle that
is soon overshadowed by debililating pressure to wrile an even
better second book. Again, real life is somewhat different. In her
case, Thomas says, I didn’t expect any changes. I didn’t want
things to change and was afraid they would.*” The real importance
of the publication of Mrs. Blood was that **it made me realize I
could write a novel. It fortified my determination to go on. I was
determined ¢o find the time to write. I couldn’t go back.™

Margaret Laurence was under no illusions that the earth would
start spinning in a new direction as soon as This Side Jordan
appeared. In 1957 she had been in London with her college friend
Adele Wiseman, whose The Sacrifice had been recently published
to great critical zcclaim and almost no response from the book-
buying public, ‘I had always imagined publication would be the
moment of truth, but Adele taught me that the real joy is in the
doing of it.”*

Laurence says Jordan “*got middling reviews and sank without a
trace until it resurfaced in NCL two years ago.” Some reviewers
complimented her for writing like 2 man. Her day-to-day life

didn’t change much. In fact, for years the Vancouvér papers, when

they noticed her at all, even after she had left town, always re-
ferred to her as *‘the Dunbar housewife and mother of two."

The essential meaning of the publication of This Side Jordan,
Laurence says, was that **it gave me confidence to go on, gave me
contact with other writers and people interested in writing. But [
had always known I was a writer. I would have gone on anyway.”

Clute and Thomas would also have **gone on anyway,"” and that
is the key to the only important generalization that can be made, in
terms of this article at any rate, about these three authors and their

John Clute says: “A trusted publisher's
reader has a virtual negative veto over the
manuscripts, he sees, but nebulous posi-
tive influence.”

first novels, Of course, it's tempting to speculate on the fact that
pregnancy is an important element in the plots of all three books,
or that This Side Jordan is not set in Canada at all and Mrs. Blood
and Tke Disinheriting Party are only fleetingly concerned with
this country. But what concerns us here is the conclusion that, as
Laurence and Thomas's remarks in particular suggest, publication
was gratifying but — in a fundamental sense — irrelevant. That is,
Laurence, Thomas, and Clute were committed writers long before
their first books were published and they would have continued to
write, regardless of how the publishing industry received their
work.

Naturally, all writers want their work to be read sooner or later.
Acceptance by a publisher is 2 wonderful morale booster and the
attention of a good editor can help a writer clarify and extend the
direction in which their fiction is headed. Publicists and the
media may fry to surround author’s lives with an aura of glamour
and excitement, But the lot of all serious novelists has always been
and always will be a life of nearly incessant writing. Hard work.

John Clute is well into preparations for his second novel; and he
will soon retum to England, where he will finish writing a critical
study of Michael Moorcock for Allison & Busby and continue his
work as the associete editor of a science-fiction encyclopedia.
Audrey Thomas has just finished her seventh book of fiction, a
novel entitled Inrertidal Life. And after a long period of exhaustion
that followed completion of The Diviners, during which she
thought she might be **written out’’ as a novelist, Margaret Laur-
ence is embarking on yet another new novel. &
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ESSAY

YOU AND 999 OTHERS

There’s no limit these days io the business of
limited editions, and an old business it is too

by Paul Stuewe

by

IN HENRY JAMES'S shont story *‘The Abasement of the North-
mores' 2 widow creates a unique memorial to the shade of her
departed husband. Convinced that the world®s faiture to recognize
his abilities is a temporary omission that will soon be rectified, she
assembles a book of his letters to her, has just one copy printed,
and then orders the printer’s plates destroyed. She imagines that
when she dies this singular record will be reprinted and her

busband's reputation at last established. But the reader of the story

js left with no such delusions. With perhaps too evident isony,
James has assigned her the name of “*Mrs. Hope.™

Mrs. Hope may not have been much of a judge of literary talent,
but she was on the right track in creating a limited edition of her
husband's work. Although her *‘first edition®® of one copy may
seem a bit foo limited, it has its real-life counterpart in the first
printing of Robert Frost's Twilight, which consisted of one copy
for Frost and one for his fiancée. In the limited-edition market-
place, where hyper-sensitive suppliers strive to meet the ever-
changing demands of cultivated taste, truth is often at least as
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strange as fiction; and in a game where today’s collectible is
tomorrow's unsaleable, there are degrees of calculation and anxi-
ety and sheer living by the instincts that belie the staid public
image of commercial publishing.

. In the beginning, all editions were in effect limited by low rates
of literacy and the slow development of printing technology. The
medieval scribe copying out 2 manuscript by hand was in little
danger of flooding his market, and even after the invention of
movable type (1450) the average size of editions remained quite
small. High per-unit costs for labour and materials plagued the
publishing trade until the beginning of the 19th century, and as a
consequence the phenomenon of *‘subscription editions’® domi-
nated the pre-1800 period. Under this system, a writer or publisher
would solicit prior subscriptions for the book in question, usually
on a basis of 50 per cent down and 50 per cent on receipt. Thus
much of the work of such now-famous authors as Alexander Pope,
Henry Fielding, and Samuel Johnson first appeared in limited-
subscription editions of this sort, although we must remember that
here *‘limited'" refers to what the market would contract to absorb
rather than the modern practice of the deliberate creation of rare
books.

The momentous changes brought about by the industrial revolu-
tion included dramatic advances in printing technigues, and con-
pled with increases in population and rates of literacy they made
possible the manufacture of large editions selling at reasonable
prices. Once the preserve of an educated or affluent minority,
books now became available to everyone from nouveau riche

‘merchants 10 working-class people infected by the Victorian ethic

of self-improvement, and those accustomed 1o treating them as
rare and precious artifacts were horrified at their transmutation into
the objects of mass-production and mass-marketing principles.
The é[itist response to the homors of popular literature finds a
typical expression in John Ruskin’s preface to the first edition of
his Modern Painters (1850):
But when the public taste seems plunging dezper and deeper into
degradation dzy by day. .. while it vents its ribald buffooneries on
the most exalied truth . . . it becomes the imperative duty to all who
have any perception or knowledge of what is really greatin art .. . to
come fearlessly forward...to declare and demonstrale, wherever
they exist, the essence, and the authority of the Beautiful and the
True,

The pemposity and self-conceit of such sentiments collapse of
their own accord, but for our purposes it is sufficient to take them
as representative of an aesthetic reaction thet contributed much to
the development of the modem limited-edition book. The Pre-
Raphaelites refined Ruskin’s effusions into codes governing their
daily lives, considering that natural objects could through moral
uplift and sensitive cultivation be made into things of beauty; and
sympathetic fellow-travellers such as William Morris and Emery
Walker applied these principles to the making of books by printing

-
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original and classical manuscripts in sumptuous — and limited —
editions. Morris’s Kelmscott Press edition of The Works of
Geoffrey Chaucer is unquestionably one of the most beautiful
books ever printed, and it demonstrates that there is an argument to
be made for the painstaking, small-scale production of legitimate
works of art.

But for every William Morris there were many more fast-buck
artists with their eyes on the big money. The more innocuous of
these attempled, with a gratifying lack of success, to establish a
market for limited editions of the work of such moderate critical
enthusiasins as George Moore and H. E. Bates. A somewhat more
pernicious breed represented by Francis A. Niccolls & Co. of
Boston cranked out editions of standard authors **Limited to One
Thousand Copies,’” limited that is until the firm’s salesmen finally
disposed of No. 1,000, at which point the presses began to roll
apain with vet another No, 1. And then there were the outright
criminals, of whom John Payne Collier and Thomas James Wise
were among the most notoriows: Collier for his by-subscription-
only The Plays and Poems of William Shakespeare, which in-
cluded several inventive additions to the text (invented by Collier
himself), and Wise for his systematic forgeries of spurious Yimited
editions of English poetry, based on his observation that collectors
would spend large sums for books that purported to be both first
editions and limited in quantity.

It is to some extent tempting to excuse such practices on the
grounds that they take advantage of impulses of greed and
possessiveness that seem to beg to be exploited. The lust for
Jimited editions appears to be a textbook case of what Thorstein
Veblen identified as ‘‘conspicuous consumption,’” in that the
ovmnership of such rarities is first and foremost a sign of one's
ability to afford them. Even where a limited edition has been
signed by the author, how much pride can one take in a signature
that has about as much meaning for its owner as ¢he *‘autograph'*
on a movie star’s publicity photo?

The market for limited editions, nonetheless, remains a healthy
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one, and the post-1967 growth of the Canadian publishing industry
has seen a good deal of activity in this area, McClelland &
Stewart’s Jefferson Press division will handle only limited-edition
books, and one of its imprints, the Arctic History Press, has re-
cently issued its first title. The Exploration of Northern Canada,
500-1920: A Chronology by Alan Cooke and Clive Holland is
being offered to the appropriate professional and academic folk by
direct mail, and could well represent the first step in a more sophis-
ticated matching of product and market in limited-edition publish-
ing of the futare,

But developments in this field have not been confined to the larger
fry among Canadian publishers. British Columbia’s Blackfish
Press, for example, offers three different versions of Al Purdy’s
On the Bearpaw Sea: you may have it in **Classic Laid Baronial
Ivory paper bound in Spanish Weave covers,’” or in a sigred and
numbered edition on “*Classic Laid Chatham Tan paper with
Japanese bmdmg and Mulberry covers,” or for the real high-
rollers there is a **special signed and numbered issue of 25 bound
in calf-skin."’ Remember the good old days when your only choice
was between paperback and hardcover? If this keeps up, we'll have
to take slong an interior decorator evuy time we go to the book-
store.

In the case of McClelland & Stewart’s deluxe limited edition of
Tom Thomson: The Silence and the Storm, by David Silcox and
Harold Town, you might want to take along an armed guard and an
insurance agent as well. The $1,000 price tag on this monument to
fine book production may seem a trifle steep, but when you con-
sider what it’s buying, it begins to look like a potentially sound
irivestment. The 135 signed and numbered copies include an origi-
nal lithograph by Harold Town, and are bound in hand-picked,
hand-tooled leather stamped with real gold; the endpapers are silk,
and the paper is a special antique English stock. In addition to the
glitter, a lot of thought went into some of the details: the canvas
slipcase recalls the painter®s working material, and the plates were
cut by hand to conform to the actnal physical dimensions of
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Introducing SCHOLASTIC

FunCraft Books

— 8 new “Un-Typlcal” Activity Boolts

Scholastic’s new FunCratt titles feature-
easy-to-read directions, vivid full-colour
illustrations and a unique format
presenting kids with hundreds of
dynamic, original projects — all of them
meticulously tested and guaranteed to
workl

Eight eltciting titles!

T You won't find activities like these In a

typlcal children’s crait book. Eight
different FunCraft titles designed for
youngsters from ages nine and up,
include activities like a haunted house
peep show, the Flying Hawkeye
Devastator, Rollek the flashing robot,
sand paintings and T-shirt design. The
projects become progressively more
challenging as each book goes on, so
kids are given a_great opportunity to
increase thelr craft skills. And they're
only $2.50 each!

SCHOLASTIC BOOK SERVICES, 123
MNewkirk Rd., Richmond Hill, Ontario,
L4C 3G5
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Thomson's paintings after deterioration and chance had taken their
toll. It's a distinctive book in its own right, not just a trade edition
with 2 number and signature added, and as such it must be admired
as a beautiful example of book making.

Another Jimited-edition art baok definitetly worth having is
Helen Dovr’s The Art of Alex Colville (McGraw-Hill Ryerson), of
which 125 copies retailing at $150 each were issued in 1972. The
interesting thing here is that although it is now out of print, a few
years ago a copy sold at auction at Sotheby’s of New York for
5400, even though at that time the book was still available from the
publisher. So before paying through the nose for a **rare’’ limited
edition, you might query the publisher as to the existence of unsold
— and therefore almost certainly cheapet — copies of the book in
question.

Although the detuxe Thomson and Colville books are likely to
appreciate in value, history suggests that today’s highly touted
Timited editions often become tomomow’s expensive bookends. Tn
tha 19205 and 1930s, the Canadian poet Wilson MacDonald was at
Jeast as well thought of as Al Purdy is today — Rabindranath
‘Tagore described MacDonald’s The Miracle Songs of Jesus as
**one of the greatest religions poems of our times®" — but this did
not protect his work from a near-total eclipse in both popularity
and resale value, even though leather-bound and hand-colored 1i-
mited editions of his books sold briskly at one time, The major
American [iterary journalist of the 1900-1920 era, James Gibbon
Hunelzer, fell into the same category with the book publication of
his Intimate Letters, issued in a limited edition of 2,050 copies
that proved to be about 2,000 more than posterity could absorb.
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Pethaps the saddest case on record is that of the German
theologian Jobann Schmidt's Prolegomena to a Personal Reading
of a Pamphlet by John Lyly, printed in a limited edition of 10
copies of which exactly one was sold — to his mother.

Changes in popular taste obviously affect the long-term value of
limited editions, but even more important is the fact that limited
editions have a much greater lifespan than the average book. No
one knew that first editions of the early books of Stephen Leacock
and Sinclair Ross would ever be valuable, which meant that many
perished by attrition before serions collectors became interested in
them; but the typical limited edition is issued only after a writer
has achieved some degree of success, and thus it is marked
“‘collectible’” as soon as it appears. Compared to the average
book, a limited edition is much less likely to be sold, destroyed, or
donated to the local nimmage sale, and this means that they have a
nasty habit of enduring into an age when their anthors have suf-
fered a serious decline in reputation.

This is not to say, however, that you shonld completely avoid
limited edilions. Sometimes they arc the only way to acquire a
particular work by an author one admires, or the book as an object
may be especially gratifying. But if you have any thoughts of
putting money into limited editions as an investment, better you
should essay some safer form of speculation — say commaodity
futures or penny mining stocks. Remember the case of poor
Johann Schmidt, and poor Johann’s mother; ard to retusn to our
opening exhibit from Henry James, remémber that where there's
life, there may also be Mrs. Hope. OJ

Period and fulil stop

Joy Carroll's costume epic and Doris Anderson’s : '
case history have one thing in common. Read on . . .

by I. M. Owen

Proud Bleod, by Joy Carroll, Dell, 603

Two YWomen, by Doris Anderson, Mac-
millan, 240 pages, $9.95 cloth (ISBN 0
7705 1653 X).

BERNARD SHAW, reviewing Beerbohm
Tree's 1396 production of Henry IV Part 1,
said: “*Mr. Tree only wants one thing to
male him an excellent Falstaff, and that is
to get born gver again as unlike himself as
possible."” That same advice must be given,
with greut regret, to Doris Anderson and Joy
Carroll if they are to become excellent
novelists; though in fairness to Joy Carrol| it
should be added that the pursuit of that sort
of excellence is probably not her aim. In
Proud Blood she has in fact triumphantly
succeeded in writing an ideal Dell mass-
mrket paperback, a goed thick one that will
be readily picked up in airport or railway
station at the start of many a long joumney,
thanks largely to its blurb, which like the
book is precisely suited to its purpose;
Front cover: **Eternally joined ... for-
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ever divided ... they lived 2 covenant of
forbidden passion.””

Back cover: *“They were children of a
velentless destiny whose strongest desires
were their greatest sin. ... A sin against
blood, a sin against pride. She had been
born to the golden opulence of Montreal’s
ruling class, he to the stormy-ambitions of
the rival French. But the dawning passion
that shocked their Victorian society grew
amid the tumult of star-crossed loves and
twisted desires, of human frailty and human
greatness; grew into a towering love that
survived his faithless hungers and her fiery
will —1o blaze unquenched fora lfetime."”

Inside: ‘*A HOUSE DIVIDED ... Hannah
Court and Armand 5t. Amour — their
passion was the scandal of the decade, their
marriage a glorious monument to enduring
love ... Marc St. Amour — a men of God
tormented by the most forbidden flame of
all ... Venetia Courr — the legendary
Beauty destroyed forever by one man's
greed, she became a shade in the etemnal
night of madness ... Angela Court and
Beau Dosquet — their tempestuous love

blossomed in secret meetings, grew until it
could destroy themboth . . . These unforget-
table characters, and many others, are
woven into the rich and wondrous tapestcy
of PROUD BLOOD.”

With a blurb-writer like that, who needs
reviewers? Or, to Iook at it from another
point of view, with a blurb like that who
needs to read the book?

These two books have nothing In com-
mon except a certain woodenness of dia-
logue that marks the born non-novelist. [ am
not the first to note {for chapter and verse,
see Weekend magazine, March 4) that the
Tives of the two women of Doris Anderson’s
title embody many of the leading concerns
of Chatelaine under her editorship. There’s
nathing wrong with that inherently, or with
the author's setting out frankly to write a
novel with a message, to wit: ““Women are
strong and resilient and able to cope.””

- Many novels start out that way; but in the

bestof them the characters take on life undey
the novelist’s hands, become individuals
rather than representatives, and acquire a
will of their own that determines ¢he course


http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Joy+Carroll
http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Doris+Anderson

M e e e e A SR B e e S PP L UL LU L P S8 g L PRI

the new spring season from

PEARSON: His Life and

LA g i World
McGRAW~HIILL by Robert Bothwell
AT {Prime Ministers of Canada
]P Y [C:RQON ; Serles)  THE MAKING OF THE
b+ P GO BOY! .
Memoirs of a life general editor W, Kaye Lamb CANADIAN MEDIA
behind bars  Portrays both the sirit of the by Paul Rutherford
by Roger Carcn  Pearson years and the personal- A speculative survey of the hist-
3 ity and pobtics of “Mike™, a man oty and significance of the com-
» foreword by Pierre Berton whom ;;?ng found too dlggp o munications media in Canada
; I have read a good manybooks 1oy, yell, butwhommostfound  with emphasis on the daily press,
d les about life behind g oy
ETHE CANADA SERIES an_ artic L t - 2 el “so utterly likeable a person.” magazines, radio and television.
ly pe X
To mclude twelve books on the pnson lkﬂ.uﬂ, but .th'E document l.avishly ilustrated, in mpil'ls “payt Rutherford hl'il‘Bl 1o his
provinces and territories packedwith by a multi-loser, is far and away with the format of ii:' & 1 study a thoroughness and a
information, beaufifully ilustated  the best [ have yet encountered. o i successful sense of balance that is a credit
arddrs e or aickaceesstouial - Thisio his it book butcartainly  feries.  $1495 io his professian, which is
moterial, Ta ether i - o ph " )
a complete scumsoi informalion on ;::,l;ss last.” Fierre Berton Alsa a“% s Life and history.” Toronlo Globe & Mail
Canczda today, whether read for %:S?o @ an $12.95
et e gl huu:r“m;?: CABBAGETOWN by P. B. Waite
Fall, 1978, and Spring and Fall, 1979. by Hugh Garner BORDEN: His Life and Warld c&%ga;ﬂs 20\1{’1\1103f
This i a quality paperback edi- by John English ll:lIcKee kol Years of
ONTARIO tion of what is generaliy regarded MACKENZIE KING: His'Life and by Alice Gibson Sutherland
by Anthonv Hocki as Gamer's finest novel. A Warld f ot W. Hotso
v ony . ng . . Canadian classic, it remains the - by J. L. Granotstein OIBW_ ord by . '_’ n,
Today, Ontariois Canada’srich-  definitive novel of the Depression ~ President of the Canadian
ost ince and also the most I preparation: Aviation Historical Society
P ated. Thi i and the people of the part of LAURIER: His Life and World
ropviated. This book contains Toronto that was North by Richard Clipplingdale Tells in words and over 100
accurate, up-to-dafe information  America's largest AngloSaxon il 1978 bhck-and-white photographs the
on the sﬁngraphy. hs:o?nd eo?n- slum.  $4.95pb story of every winner cfm‘d;m
omy, and government, and also to 1977 of the Trans-
Qntario’s social and cultaral MURDER HAS YOUR %%‘{IQT‘A;?“NG TOO Trophy, also known as the
atmosphsre. It lrag:sihestmyof NUMBER Revised Edition McKee Trophy, awanded annu-
o tine pesaamt and provides by Hugh Gamer by Wayne Beach and Iyle R, alyforoutsiandingcontributions
} !:vlm'e ights on what makes That gravel-voiced, tough- Hepburn to the development of aviation In
l.:_ua e m3 th h of talking, veleran Detective Newly revised io incorporate Canada, $19.95
::: p:lom n:ess_eggm ouse Inspector Waller McDumont of  c},nqes in tax law and tax rates,

Taca. Gamer's bestselling Deathin _ ggpecially the changes in divid- ~ [RVING LAYTON -
QUEBEC Don Millsis called tothescaneof  ,n4 tay credit and RRSP rules. edited by Seymour Mayne
by Anthony Hocking a UICIO:IS Lnu!r;ier in rl!;aﬂl_ r:laty “Far the price a belter invest- %(U:nttncals\:iﬁ on Canadian )

s U = prove o be his mos [ H TILEers {(!
Quie s oot ZZe B O SIIR e n bkl be TS

o 1 . : : police mystery.  $9.95 $6.95 pb Gnarowshi .
bzhind the headlines to investi- p Ftom his carly days as an un-
e e reaoisy FOOLSAND WISEMEN:  THEDELANEYREPORTON wn poet, to the present, 23 a

uchec ers.h . i,  Theriseand fall of theonebla  RRSPs silver-haired and firey patriarch
Cfa‘r;‘ad:ans “l,a:n::a ;;3:‘2;;,8 union by Tom Delaney of poetry readings and writing

ot orly their palical thinking 0 David Jay Bercusan Provides an explanation of the classes, Layton has seldom falled
but evary aspect of their culture  Qut of the horrendous period  Registered Retirement Savings to astound. This collection of

and of the economic and social from 1910 to 1920 there arose a  Plan, the ground rules, the differ- ¢riticism brings together the

environment which surrounds dream for the westem labourer ant kinds, the types of annuities, opinions of many of his fellow

them. $8.95 of ane bigunionembracingevery  and advice on investing in kiterary stars — both

hl(.‘amzld‘iian !Iﬂhmker rhzgardlesz‘o! ngPs. %Iso oor-n‘;ins & buyers’ Y critics a;;*ll;';:-

. is trade. This is the story guide with up-to-date statistics 95 he

E’EEFEA%OI?AI"'.FW'NG' those who were dedicated and on the performance and $6.95 pb

f' :nlg ang “";' " 9:““ those who were not — the wise  ranking of most

g“"ég afﬁ-:::er @ coumtry men whom caution and conven-  awailable plans.
d " c T tion ruled, and the fools who §5.95 pb

In this book, enhanced by maps, dared to see the worker as a R

tobles, dravings, and photos, power in his own right. 16 pages

and an estensive list of useful of photagraphs.

addresses, an experienced and $12.95

articulate part-time farmer

sharas the knowledge that

enables him to lead a pleasantly”

dual bfe: cily professional and

productive country

landoumner.

April, 1978, Books in Canada 13




of their stories. In this way the novel
transcends the case history and becomes a
unigue creation. Mind you, case histories
are important, and may be interesting. But if
I'm going to read them I'd rather read real
ones. And if I'm going to read a novel I'd
rather read a real one too.

Julia. the more interesting of the two
women, is divorced and supports herself
and her 15-year-old son by working as an
editor in the trade division of 2 publishing
house. In fact she effectively runs the
trade division, without of course the salary
or the title to match the work. Here, right
away, is an example of the dangers of the
case-history approach to novelizing. This
siluation recognizably comresponds to one
that the author was in at Maciean-Hunter

»some 20 years ago. Transferred to the
‘Toronto book-pubfishing world of today (or
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of 20 years ago, or of 30 years ago for that
matter), it ceases to comespond to any
recognizable reality, 2s a long line of
women from Irene Clarke to Anna Porter
can testify.

‘The other woman, Hilary, represents the
successful businessman’s wife, who spends
her time shopping and entertaining friends
who are friends only because they are
business connections. She is beautiful,
charming, and on the verge of alcoholism.

The plot starts with Julia’s becoming
pregnant by Hilary"s busband and consider-
ing an abortion. It comes 10 an improbable
climax when Hilary attempts sunicide and
accidentally kills her huosband instead.
Julia, who has by now outwitted the men in
her office and pot the title and the salary, is
now free to have her baby. Hilary, we

gather, is recovering rapidly from her

traumatic experience (as, we are suddenly
told, she had remarkably recovered from the
experience of being raped just before her
wedding), and #s showing signs of collect-
ing another man at any moment. Resilient
indeed.

I sq admire Doris Anderson and what she
has déne in the past (she made a woman"s
magazine into something I could read
without feeling like a peeping Tom) that I
greatly dislike having to say that she is no
novelist, and hope she won’t put me in this
position again by writing another. Mean-
while, to end as [ began with the words of
the blessed St. Bernard, patron of review-
ers: “*My criticism has not, I hope, any
other fault than the inevitable one of ex-
treme unfaimess.”* O

Someday her prince will coine

With eyes clanking like steel balls, Sylvia Fraser’s
unpleasant lovers try to make the earth move, It oesn't ‘

by Doris Cowan

A Casual Affair: A Modern Fairy Tale,
by Sylvia Fraser, McClelland & Stewart,
287 pages, $12.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710

| 3180 7). .

SYLVIA FRASER'S new novel, A Casual
Affair, is aconfused, frustrating, and finally
unsuccessfol piece of work. She subtitles it
A Modern Fairy Tale and prefaces it witha
long quotation from The Arabian Nights.
A penie. imprisoned in a botile, longs to
be released. He promises, ““Whoscever shall
liberate me, him shall I grant his heart’s
desire.™ But 400 years pass and no one
liberates him, His hope turns to anger and he
cries out, ““Whosoever shall Eberate me,
him shall [ slay.””

Fraser tells the story of a love affair
beteeen a diplomat and an artist. She calls
them “*sophisticated people” and clearly
intends their story to stand as an archetypal
modern cenflict: the pragmatic sensualist
versus the romantic idealist. The man is the
evil penie. who no longer believes in the
dream of liberation. The woman sees her-
self as a misunderstood scullery maid, who
is really a princess. She tries, through her
love, to work a miracle: to save the genie
and herself. She fails, but somehow
emerges as a winner anyway — liberated
through loss, apparently. At Jeast, I think
thut is the explanation; it's not easy to
follovs the emotional events of the narrative,
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which is punctuated with fairy-tale para-
bles.

‘There are really only two characters: the
man and the women. They are not named.
At first they are simply ‘*he’” and *‘she'’.
Fraser seems hypnotized by the emotional
brutality of her hero; she dwells obsessively
(and unsympathetically) on the coldness
and coarseness of his inner life. Her heroine
is not observed with the same callousness.
She is presented uncriticelly and we are
clearly expected to conclude from her words
and actions that she is entirely innocent,
honest, and vulnerable. But she is armoured
in smug self-approval. After a quarrel with
ber lover’s jealous and suspicious wife, she
congratuletes herself: *‘I wouldn’t demean
myself by engaging in phony social chit-
chat.” She sees herself as a heroic idealist,
when she is really only arrogantly, child-
ishly selfish and demanding. **She did not
want what another woman had, . . . only the
things that other women had never dreamed
of.”

At the beginning of the book, the artist
has come to feel that her mariage is a
prison. Once it was “‘a miracle’” but now
the magic is pone. She requires another
miracle; she summons the hero, explains to
him what she needs, (pointing out that it will
be good for him too) then waits for him to
provide it. Lave is what she wants — to be
rescued, and beyond that, to be the spiritnal

saviour of the man who rescues her. She will
not leave her husband, she says, unless she
**can make it count for something.”” An
impressive rationalization: she will not
leave her husband far selfish reasons but on
ar errand of mercy, to save the life of her
new true love. He resists her interpretation
ofhis life’s problems — he thinks she is a bit
crazy — but. begins an affair with her
anyway. After all, she is beautiful, and he
has been atiracted to her for a long time,
Their “casual affair’’ is a singularly un-
pleasant experience for both of them, and
the hero’s occasionel bouts of impotence
don’t help matters. Their bantering conver-
sations are a trading of veiled hostility and
unfunny jokes. He goads her with inten-
tional crudeness, and she irritates him with
her pious and banal insights: ‘“The surface
of your life is breaking down. You're
getling messages from a deeper truer self*”;
**I speak to the deepest part of you. .. ."
For a time she has power over him,
drawing him into the vertiginous
emotionalism of her life. Fraser describes
him ﬂirtinglwith the idea that the artist is his
“Dream Girl — as comny as that.”” He is
inspired to reform his life; he goes awaytoa
spa where he gives up cigareties and booze,
devoting himself to golf and tennis. He
doesn’t write to her. She is hurt, and tries to
forget him. After six months he returns,
rejuvenated. She realizes that she still loves
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him. and there follows an idyllic time for
both — *‘The Grand Romance.” Then
reality reasserts itself. He gets tired of her
demands; they fight; he hits her with a poker
and dumps her outside the door of their
romantic mountain hideaway. She gets in
the car and drives it off a cliff. End of love
story. She survives and in the last chapter
they meet again. "'It's the damnpedest
thing,”" she muses. “'I set out to change
you, and I'm the one who changed.*’ She no
longer cares. She wishes him well, but she
is free, I think this is meant to demonstrate
her moral superiority. If so, it is unconvine-
ing. and her rekindled, grandiose hopes for
the futvre are unintentionally pathetic.

'This is a frustrating book in that Fraser
afiampts to deal with a potentially fascinat-
ing situation of emotional deadiock. But her
lacl: of perspective on her neive and dictator-
ial heroine fatally distorts the picture. There
can't be a fair fight between these two;
their arpuments are hopelessly uninterest-
ing. They simply state and restate their posi-
tions. The namative Iurches gracelessly
forvrard. By this fime both lovers have
revealed themselves to be thoroughly un-
pleasant people and we are Jeft wondering:
Why dees she love him? And why does he
bother with her?

Fraser's imprecise and self-indulgent use
of lanpuage doesn’t help matters. The wit
and compression of meanings she showed in
her earlier books, particularly Pandora, are
no longer in evidence. Parts of A Casual
Affair are written with an embarrassing
romantic trashiness (**He caught her, arms
strong and safe and warm as she knew they
would be...."). Elsewhere she sploshes
image upon protesque image: ‘*He looked
dovm now as she looked up. Their eyeballs
clanked like steel balls. Worlds in colli-
sion,”” And the saddening aspect of this is
that when she is in control of her material,
Fraser can write well and powerfully. Even
in a book as Jame as this she occasionally
surprises the reader with a fine insight. But,
alas, not often enough. O

ol

L i - PErEr—

From the halls
of Kakapupu
to the shores
of triple pun
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Tzzy Manheim’s Reunion, by Martin
Myers, General Publishing, 326 pages, $10

{

By PETER THOMAS

THIs BOCK would appear to be
a2 fiction-within-a-parody-of-a-fiction,
though the model is the ancient stage-
comic routine of “‘Little did you know that
I knew...." rather than, say, Ludwig
Wittgenstein. For the most past, the Marx
brothers and Spiro T, Agnew are the book"s
true spiritual fathers. The hero, 1zzy Man-
hefm, has made millions out of glue. He is
variously described as ! “the glue magnate,””
‘‘the glue tycoon,” “‘the glue potentate,”
“*a titan in the tacky world of adhesives,™
*the gure of glue’™ — and his *“*sticky
adventures’ need to be watched carefully
*‘lest his accomplishments gluewise come
unstuck.”” He can do an imitation of Jack
Benny and has “‘an aura that was electric.”

Late in the novel, or routine, or scenario,
or ‘“‘material,’ 12 reclusive computer ex-
perts, chaimed together by solid-gold
chains, explain: “*It’s all an act. Our answer
to show biz."” And the potentiality of the
book seems 1o lie here. Is it intended purely
as a send-up of the admanic world of cute
quippery, the tired one-liner, the old cross-
purposes, cross-talk patter, the whole re-
duction of humour to the staler clichés of

- performance? At one point Izzy's wife

Elspeth, a novelist, utters the name **Harold
Pinter'” before clamming (gumming?) up.
The characters within the novel keep the
show-biz or pop-novel idea before us. A few
statements: ‘‘It's like something out of a
movig''; ““It"s beginning to sound Jike a spy
thriller, isn"t it"*? **It sounds like a line out
of 2 movie'; ““you could have your way
with us as in a movie'”; *It would make a
terrific movie™; “*It sounds like a science
fiction movie.” This could, of course, be
Martin Myers selling soap. Butit alsosaysa
Ereat deal about the texture of his novel,
since the humour is so often of that
predictably manufactured sort, typified in
the trade as ““zany,”” in which the formula is
to bring together exotic unlikelihoods. Els-
peth, for instance, was “‘born in Singapore
of a Norwegian operatic soprano’s illicit
liaison with 2 Kurd rebel chieftain.” Izzy's
main collaborator is a witch-doctor called
Kakapupu, the funniness of whose name is
compunded by those of the two tribes with
whom he Is connected in **darkest Africa,”

the Ulululu and the Rikitiki. Kakapupu

. actually bas a gold medal in business
administration from Harvard, though he
speaks parody-ghetto. This latter joke is
repeated twice.

There are numerous ethnicitjes, probably
the most extended of which (excluding
Keakapupu who, being black, is not ethnic)
concerns Cec Potts:

The evangelical subsect that Cec's family
belonged to was an offshoot of a runaway of
a splinter group of a reactionary branch of
an extremely conservative sect that started
out with the name of the Brethren of God,
became the Select Brethren of God in its
reactionary branch, splintered off into the
Select Brethren of a Better God, ran away to
become the Select Chosen Brethren of a
Better God, and finally shot off 1o become

« the Select Chosen Brethren of an Infinitely
Better God.

The ethnic par: comes when Cec marries
a Jew and becomes Rabbi Potts. Relent-
lessly, ponderous as fate itself, the trans-
formation reaches, yea, unto his very Nose.

Is there any “*structure”” by which Rabbi
Potis's conk can berestored to comedy? The
bad joke is a legitimate part of the club
comedian’s act, itself a parody of despera-
tion. But the written word won’t allow this
vnless the tone is controlled with real
mastery, Adjit Sri, & private delective, is
identified by "'Oh my goodness me™* and
"By golly’’ — hardly enough to delight the
ear. A “"Mr, Katzenellenbogan is in show
business. He tains professional hockey
players to please crowds by fighting during
games.”" There is 2 Ukrainfan doctor who
uses an accent professionally. Lefty Fildi,
an ex-gangster, is described as a *‘one-
armed bandit.”’

But I wonder, here in Fredericton, the
City of Stately Elms, so full of the accumu-
lated sense of historic grievances against the *
centrs, if there is still a voter innocent
enough, sweet enough, to break up, even
twitch a lip, on reading that **unlike its
natives, Lefty pronounced all the conso-
nants when he said To-ron-to.’” Perhaps
there is. But to read that ore, there, in a
book! Mr. Myers doesn't waste gags,

“To-ron-to”’ tipped the balance for me.
Izzy Manheim's Reunion is parody. It.
concerns the writer's block suffered by
Elspeth, whose Jast two books — Martin
Myets has two previcus novels — showed,
in the view of the critics, “‘untapped literary
potential’® and talents that *“should be put to
work on serfous fiction.”” Yet, as zzy says,
“you were always the whiz writer who
could do two days work in fifteen minutes,
on your cassette recorder. Hell® you were
writing books in the bathtub and on the can”*
— this is close to how Jzzy Manheim’'s
Reunion reads: a fast-talking genial ramble
with a nominal plot and a spuriously arty
twist. At one point the narrative proclaims:
""Words can’t describe it. Why try?"* Even
for a light comedy, we should, in the
language of the book, try harder.

The final section makes its parodic inten-
tion fairly clear, Izzy has assembled the 50
other members of his graduating class at
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Victory College, Toronto, in a castle ball-
room. Kakapupu tzkes over, incarnate as
wise-cracking MC introducing the guests to
performances of themselves on the stage,
But the novel is 326 pages and that's too
long to groza our way towards a dubious
redemption. This exchange between Izzy
and Elspeth contains its own perception:
You Lnow what I do when the going gets
rough? I get funny and write jokes. That’s
whaut I do. [ resort to humour, the writer"s
last resort.””
““There"s nothing wrong with humour, if it
works and your writing needs it. Besides,
you have the skills to amend your skills as it
ProgIesses,
Was this last Martin Myers' intention? If so,
the amending formula prowdu toolittle, far
too [ate. O
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Keeping up
with the Smiths
andl the Joneses

The Classic Shade: Selected Poems, by
A.J. M. Smith, McClelland & Stewart, 96
m%e&wm

nder the Thunder the Flowers Light
up the Earth, by D.G. Jones, Coach
House, 110 pages, $4.50 paper (ISBN 0

thaquality of ourservice.

88910 059 4).

By TOM MARSHALL

A. M. KLEIN once wrote to his old McGill
friend, Arthur Smith: *““Hotel-registers to
the contrary notwithstanding, not every-
body is Smith.”” No indeed. Of our myriad
Smiths and Joneses, these two have been
central and important in keeping alive a
metaphysical tradition in Canadian poetry.
At the same time, though, their “*classi-
cism’’ has made for a certain anonymity.
The poetry of personality and **egotistical
sublime — Layton’s comic self-insis-
tence, Purdy’s inspired ramblings, Cohen’s
eloquent self-pity, Milton Acom shouting
love — is not to be found here.

The art of A. J. M. Smith is lapidary.

'When he writes a poem it stays written, His
lyric grace is almost anonymous, a small
perfection. Much of his work seems to be
pure delighted play with words. For *‘An-
gels exist, and sonnets are not dead"® in his
world. It is a world that can afford much
pleasure to the reader sensitive 1o these
things, even if the view be somewhatlimited
down there in the pastoral literary groves
with their classic shade. Delight in life (and
in words) and a horrified fascination with
death have been the poet’s main concemn.

The Classic Shade contains Smith's own
classics: **Bird and Flower,”” **The Lonely
Land,'” “*Field of Long Grass,'” *“News of
the Phoenix,"” **Prothalamium,** **The Plot
Against Proteus,”” ““The Wisdom of Old
Jelly Roll.”* However, a number of poems
— "“In the Wilderness,” ““To Hold in a
Poem,” ‘‘Three Phases of Punch,” *I
Shaill Remember,” **Universe into Stone,"
and *“The Shrouding"’ among them — have
been banished from the canon, presumably
because they no longer please the master, or
do not please him sufficiently. This is, in
some cases (which may well vary for
different readers), a pity. But-at least the
very best poems are back in print, thanks to
McClefland & Stewart; and the /rising
generation of readers and young poets could
do a lot'worse than take what pleasure and
instruction they can from the traditional
skills of one of the most notable of the elders
among us. For work other than what is
currently fashionable may also be of use to
them, and in surprising ways.

OveriO
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The blurb on the back of Under the
Thunder the Flowers Light Up the Earth
says that D. G. Jones is *“one of the best and
most enigmatic poets wiiting in Canada
today.™ (It also concludes with this atrocity:
**Being one of the few bilingual poets inthe
country, the book includes sofne poems in
French.”” Well, nobody's perfect, not even
at Coach House.) There are indeed some
poems in French, and Jones’s work can
certainly be “‘enigmatic.”” The poems are
precise and gentle {too gentle?) and full of
flowers (too many flowers?). They are
sometimes cryptic or just plain private. But
some are strong and delicate in ways that
remind one of Jones's best work of the past.
(Flowers, after all, are very tough.) These
include *“*A Garland of Milne™ and *‘Pic-
tures by Colville,”” in which the poet’s
affinity with two of our finest painters is
demonstrated poetically, a number of quiet
love poems, and a seguence of poems
spoken by Archibald Lampman to his Kate
{\Waddel). In the last part of the collection
the scene shifts from Canada (and much
emphasis on winter) to the Caribbean, and
the garden imagery that dominates the
whole becomes even more insistent than
before.

I think young poets may benefit from
exposure to Jones’s precise and controlled
free-verse notations as much as they may
from the scrutiny of Smith"s more conserva-
tive craft. Under the Thunder contains
maony fine examples of Jones's mature art,
even if the quiet tone (much guieter and less
dramatic than in some of his earlier work)
and the worrying away at the controlling
and unifying theme of wilderness as garden
and vice versa make for a sense of repetition
and & certain monotony in the collection as
a whole. He is still one of our best (and
most “*classical™} poets. O
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In all the old
familial places

The Sunshine Man, by D. M, Clask,
McCleland & Stewart, 224 pages, $8.95
cloth (ISBN D 7710 2148 8).

By WAYNE GRADY

A SUBTLE BUT significant scurrying has been
going on in the underbrush of Canadian
literature. It has to do with the family. In
American fiction the family has existed as a
form of claustrophobia, a hothouse, some-
thing to be endured gracelessly until one can
geta driver's licence and be off, a causeless
rebel on the road. In England the family is a
sort of walled garden; a closed, complicated
network of interesting relations:- a living
structure within which one grows into a
sense of self and soclety.

The family in Canadian Hlterature has
been an uneasy hybrid of its two counter-

.parts. It is both the hothouse and the garden;

“‘a trap,”’ Margaret Atwecod has called it,
from which the protagonist ¢*feels the need
for escape but somehow is unable to break
away.”’ No matter what happens, the hero
can always go home again, usuvally in
defeat. In the past this has been both a
strength (as in French Canadian and most
immigrant fiction) and an obsession (as with
most women writers, from Moodie to Carol
Shields). From American literature we have
learned that the family can keep us from the
abyss at the border; from English literature
we know that the family gives us our sense
of community. It seems now like the best of
two impossible worlds. Perhaps that’s why
it's disappearing.

In asurprising amount of recent Canadian
fiction — fortunately, most of it mediocre
— that pattern has been breaking down. The
unsuspecting protagonist, beating his head
as usual against the sofl, familial wall, has
been shocked to find that wall giving way,
rather like a moth that suddenly finds itself
inside the light bulb. More and more lost
souls are picking up theirkids on weekends,
spending a sad day with them at the zoo,
waving to their divorced wives through the
car window, and wondering in their vague,
ineffectual way whatever happened to end
it all.

The Sunshine Man is another ripple in
this new wave. The tile is pointlessly
fronic: there isn't a ray of sunshine in the
whole book. Figgy Van Rijn (for some
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ALL YOU NEED IS

f LOVE: Th= Story of Popular

Y TonyPalmer
| Afier reams of recorded inter-
BN views, yaars of research, and

| mountalns of photographs,
Tony Palmer nous tells the true .
story — the rize of the various |,
siyles of music, the arfists who
foundad them, the directions
; , and the movements o
| come. Thz 17 part TV series
| bazed on this unigue bock con
be seen on Ontario.
“..Jhe mozt exhaustive Invest-
gation _of popular. music...
! as well as baing the most
informative and Interesting’
— Toronio Globz ond
biall, §3.95
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Turn on with Penguin

I, CLAUDIUS ond CLAUDIUS

Robazrt Gravas
Now a 12 wesk Global TV scries,
these 2 classlc novals chart the
of Claudius, thz pitifal stammerer who
was destined to bacomz the Emparor of
ﬂeur. folly and vilen=ss
2 s reconstruciad
in 2 of thz greatest hislodcal novels
written this contury.
sther In an  afirzclive

avallable 1o
Muste slipcasaat $459

Rome. All the

| Penguin Books Canada Limited

reason Clark gives him Rembrandt’s last
name) is adrug retailer whose motherisina
hospital dying and whose wife has gone
home to daddy with the kids. His job is a
dead end, his friends are highly unflattering
mirror images of himself, and his girlfriend
is a reluctant symbol of his own naive

-hankering for love.

There are only twao fictive solutions to the
cormer Clark has written Van Rijn into:.
suicide or flight. It doesn't matter which one
he chooses: both are equally unsatisfactory
from a literary point of view. Van Rijn’s
position is a false one to begin with,
borrowed from too many (American)
made-for-TV movies. When the crises
come, it is usvally unclear whether it is
society that has gone sour or simply an
isolated case of Van Rijn tuming vicious
against his own kind.

Either way, Clark fails to inject any
urgency inio the decision, as if he himself
doesn’t really believe in it. He seems
grandly uninterested in any but the principal
character, a not particularly inventive mix-
ture of Helwig's Glass Knight and Wright’s
Weekend Man. The chapters tumble loosely
together, like a shoebox full of old photo-
graphs. As a result, the reader is confronted
with yet another fait accompli — the failed
bourgeois — whose ineptitude and compla-
cency finally catch up with him. Who
ultimately cares? IF things finally do fall
apart, it isn't the Figgy Van Rijns of the
world we will mourn. [0
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ANNA KARENIN
Leo Tolstoy

One of the great love slorfes |
of the world, this Is Telstay?
most p w Anna
gbandons her husband and
lover,

son to with her
only to find that soclety Is
and that he

pzs:twglmlg both sterile and §
destructiva, With a tv. fieln §
Egtel: this Is an outstandingly §
| utifl edition. The saries |
5x-5% can presently be seen on |
Llagterplece  Thaatre,
$2.95 )
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OF NOTE

“J was driven into writing because
| found it wasthe. only way a lazy
and ill-educated man could make
a decent living. | am not complain-
ing about the wages. They always
seem to me disproportionately high.
What | mind so much is the work

But Evelyn Waugh did work And
his brilliance and ver satility_were

demonstrated time. and time again

in novels including BRIDESHEAD
REVISITED, DECLINE AND
FALL and VILE BODIES. These
same qualities are made evident
in a selection of his journalism:

EVELYN WAUGH: a LITTLE
ORIDER. This collection displays
Waugh's talents of observation, his
wit and his rich sense of the ironic.

It is at once a showcase of his
talent and a significant document
of his society.

Social history has never been made:
mor e fascinating than in Duncan
Crow's THE EDWARDIAN WQ-
RMAN, Interweaving the life stories
of famous and not-so-famous wo-
men, Crow's study is thorough,
lucid and highly readable as it ex-
plores the changing pattern of life
styles, the pmwecateurs and the
victims that these dismotions left
behind.

On thefiction list, Lesie Thomas

(THE VIRGIN SOLDIERS, DAN-
GEROUS DAVIES. ete.)_ boisterous,
exuberant and bawdy BARE NELL
— the story of one lady of the
evening during post-war England —
is as exciting as MOLL FLAN-
DERS and as saucy as FANNY
HILL. Joy Packer’'s DARK CUR-
TAIN embodies all the narrative
skill and emational warmth of this
author in a story that is; at once
haunting and explosive. MERLIN’S
KEEP (Doubleday Book Club
Selection; Literary Guild Alternate)

is an absorbing novel of love and
loyalty, set in the region of the
Himalayas, that confirms Madelaine
Brent's reputation as an interna-
tional author in the league of
Victoria Holt and Daphne du Mau-
tier.

Ask your local book-seller about

these fine titles and more for Spring
75 from RMethuen Publications!

18 Books In Canada. April, 1878
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The man who
digs mountains

The School-Marm Tree. by Howard
O’Hagan, Talonbooks, 245 pages, $4.95
paper (ISBN 0 88522 129 4).

The Woman Who Got “a at Jasper
Static” and ©Other Storles, by Howard
O'Hagan, Talonbooks, 132 pages, $4.95
paper (ISBN 0 88922 130 8).

By JANE W. HILL

ONE MIGHT THINK, hers in Toronto, that the
literary impulse in Canada moves from the
Maritimes westward as far as Calgary, the”
goes underground onty to resurface some-
where near yancouver; the Rockies have
been left out. But there has been a *‘moun-
tain man'" writine for decades about the
“‘presence™ in mountains, who only now is
beginning to get wider notice. He is Howard
O’Hagan, born IN Lethbridge 1N 1902 and
currently living in Victoria but always
inspired by the mountains when asa young
man he worked as a guide and packer for
tourists, on a survey erew, as a publicist for
Jasper Perk Lodge, and where he heard the
tales that would Iater be turned into such
evocative prose. (O"Hagan has alsp lived
and workéd in Argentina, Australia, Cali-
fornia. and Sicily, ag well a8 studied arts and
law at McGill — arich and varied back-
ground to draw on.)

O'Hagan’s first novel, Tay John, was
published in England in 1939 but saw little
light until the New Canadian Library’s
paperback edition in 1974. His stories have
appeared in Esquire, Maclean's, The
Tamarack Review, and other magazines; 11
of them ae reprinted herein The Woman
Who Ger on ar Jasper Shali©rher
Stories. The School- Marm Tree, anovel set
in Jasper in the mid- 1920s, was originally a
shortthat O"Hagan
length in the 1950s but that was previously
unpublished.

The School-Marm Tree is only sapetfi-
cially a realistic, anecdotal account of what
happened to whom. On adeeperlevelitisan
almost mythic tale. a fusion of events and
the philosophic meaninoofthese events.
o n thatdevelops the deep connection
between | a n d s c apersonalily,rthe
ofone’sy d e s t i
woman w h o i s
reaching toward the sky, and the forest that
continually renews itself, worksas amddi”
Yellowhead, a dreary railroad tow” at the
foot of the Rockies in Alberta: The story
concerns her progress fmm Yellowhead to
her job as hostess of a chalet up in the High
Valley, and to the horrific but inevitable
climax that brings ha back fmm the High
Valley. It takes her from her first boyfriend
Slim (**They knew one another only

through tbe flesh and behind that wall of
flesh they were strangers*) to Peter. the
mysterious outsider who comes to Yellow-
head from Montreal and “‘was the first
person who had seen into her and followed
where her longings led.. who saw her not
only as she was, but as what she might
become,” and finally to Clay, the good man
through whom Selva can realize her dreams
and aspirations but still remain close to the
earth that is necessary for ha svstenance.

Certain elements recur — the beaver
meadow where Selva goes with Slim, the”
Peter, and at tbe end with Clay; the
mournful locomotive whistle, beckoning
one on and also bringing one home —and
through it all the mountains are omni-
present, both ominous and inspiring. a place
to die, a challenge to live:

Here in the mounlains, man is small, his
works impermanent. He Jives in crevices.
You see him walking here and there near
the chalet, to the woodpile. to the stream,
riding in a group across the valley. and
each man you see is alone in time, alone in
the mountains which are time visible and
frozen before you.

A long legato line of rich, poetic prose
embodies this vision perfectly. And al-
though the characters are not as fully dravm
as in a straightforward realistic novel —
they represent as well as are — the book
does have narrative sirength, with acompel-
ling plot and distinctive petSons, as in the
guests who come to the chalet, Mr. Winnie
the undertaker, Rose the hotel cook.
O’Hagan is especially fing in his under-
standing of women, their feelings and their
placein this masculine world. Technically |
think the only flawis in the false fore-
shadowing regarding Slim; the author
seems to be preparing him to be the villain
but he never does become so. This is a
haunting book that reverberates in the
reader’s mind for a long time.

The collection of shott storfes is also set
in the mountaigs of Alberta and British
Columbia, peopled with the guides and fur
trappess, surveyors and Mounties, French
and Indians, who can’t abide the cities but
who- have to cope withthe physical and
mental rigours of this isolated mountain
country. Some thrive in their resourceful-
“ess and mutual trust, and fierce sense of
ownership of their land; others succumb to
loneliness. suspicion, violence. Hen the
law is maintained by Mounties on horse-
back or snowshoe, and also by the indi-
vidual, who must often deal with hatred or
danger as it happens. There are no suppor-

n Salva, the youtive families here, or social agencies, or
boththestilk, broie”bbathers” to look after one. Humour is

not much in evidence — when O’Hagan
does attempt it, as in “The Love Story of
Mr. Alfred Wimple," I don't think he is so
successful. But | ¢an’t imagine a more
powerful er moving description of what it is
like to die of exposure to the cold than “A
Mountain Journey.” The varied incidents
presented = a partnership that becomes
intolerable and leads to manslaughter. a
married woman yearning for a brighter life
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and tempted by the young sailor seated next
to her on a train, the feelings a trapper has
for his old packhorse who gets caught in the
woods and dies, a parable of The Promised
Land — together interpret thii often hostile
but awesome mountain world for us, with
less of a symbolic weight than in The
School-Marm Tree, but always with sensi-
tivity and power. O

Burrard Inlet’s
sawdust Caesars

The Enterprising Mr. Moody. the
Bumptions Captain Stamp: The Lives
and Colourful Times of Vancouver’s
Lumber pioneers, by James Morton, I.J
Douglas, 183 pages, $13.95 cloth (ISBN
0 88894 147 1).

By SHARON MARCUS

AS A born-and-raised Easterner with a
perpetual hunger for mountains and the
Pacific. Iturned to this particle of Western
history thinking here would be some opiate
for that longing, some clue to that wayward
romance of lotus-eaters, fascinating to the
chilled Easterner as he bends in the biting
wind.

In a documentary approach to the history
of Burrard Inlet and New Westminster, Dr.
Morton doesn't yield an inch to our curios-
ity, our desire. The psychological lid is
never lifted. We must content ourselves
with an emotionless compilation of data:
who sailed when from where on what ship;
who bought, auctioned eor sold what prop-
erty; who campaigned for what against
whom. A balance of English and American
interests manceuvring on an almost invisi-
ble, not-yet Canadian fulcrum flattens our
self-interest at once: *“we* didn’t actually
exist then. No matter; time enough for that
illusion later.

Dr. Morton begins hi accoant in 1858

with the Cariboo gold msh,a seductive
event for the imagination, but we are spared
such drama. A8 that happens off-stage.
What we glimpse instead is Her Majesty’s
somnolent officials waking briefly to her
interests in New Caledonia, cancelling the
monopoly of the Hudson’s Bay Company
and their fur-trading interests, and establish-
ing the Colony of British Columbia. The
ascendarcy of mining interests in the new
colony is confirmed by the dispatch of 150
Royal Engineers to plan roads,
fortifications, and towns. They don’t stay
long enough to accomplish much.

Now the scope of the action closes in.
Qur attention is trapped in the tiny commun-
ity around Burrard Inlet and New West:
minster as the rather constricted, hesitant
baginnings of the lumber business in the
first 17 years of the colony’s existence are
catalogued. Without a doubt this is local
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history, and we ought to be grateful to
historians such as Dr. Morton who care
enough about a dot in the universe to
document its existence stone by stone,
building by building. But we are obliged to
Focus too exclusively on this little world:
great events lii the American Civil War
rage close by, yet are barely mentioned;
great issues like conservation and the total
usurpation of Indian rights are merely
alluded to. If mention of the Douglas Street
Road, False Creek Trail, or the North Rdad
stirs happy resonances within the reader, all
will be well. Otherwise the perspective is
too narrow for this demandingly detailed
narralive.

We meet the two protagonists ef the title,
Mr. Moody and Captain Stamp. Mr. Sewell
Prescott Moody. invariably described as
enterprising in alt accounts, was a canny
American from Maine, who seems to have
functioned in a retiring manner behind the
scenes, politically and financially, with
considerable success until the scandal
concerning Jard pre-emptions engulfed the
last year or so of his life. The logging
settlement that grew up around Moody’s
Mill was benevolently, if perhaps puritani-
cally run. Dr. Morton laments the absence
of first-hand descriptions of Mr. Moody,
who remains a shadowy figure. The lumin-
ous bright light in his eyes, thesteadiness Of
hi's gaze in the accompanying photographs
indicate a depth and strength we can’t
examine.

Captain Edward Stamp. on the other
band, an acquisitive Englishman witha taste
for lawsuits, contempt for the colony’s
political institutions, and an engaging
capacity For failurein business was always
visible and noisily demanding this timber or
grabbing that land. The beautiful, grainy
impressionist photograph of him reveals a
mouth turned resolutely downward, imitat-
ing the mask of tragedy. But there was
nothing tragie here. Supported by British
financial interests and his own political
escapades, he embarked onvarious business
schemes. notably in the mill across the inlet
from Moody, often failing. sometimes
succeeding, always-attracting the attention
of John Robson, a righteous journalist, and
always making the arduous sea voyage to
and from England between ventures.

At times the heroes of this history seem to
be the sleek but treacherous craft, the
Sparrowhawk, the Pacific (on which
Moody and a few hundred others lost their
lives in a shipwreck in 1875). the
Enterprise. the Great Eastern. the
Moneta, the Panama, the Isabel. the
Active, the Emily Harris. the Matilda, the
Zealous, the Prince Alfred. Contact with

* the world beyond the mountains was via
ship to San Francisco, and arigsky journey it
was, especially when ships were allowed to
deteriorate in anticipation of an overland
mute by rail. But the journey was made
frequently, casually.

Men, the sea, commerce, politics, com-
munications, the stuff of history is all here.
but without that re-creative depth and pers-
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Stubpies I N
CANADIAN LITERATURE

A bi-annual journal devoted to
the scholarly and eritical study of ol
aspects of Canadian literalure

You are getting beyond the semi-
competent enthusiasts and trning up
people who can think and write.
Which is rare enough at any time, and
rticularly rare in the aiticiim of
anadian literature now. And your
field of interest — challenging con-
temporary b0ooks, with an ongoing
awareness of things earlier —is SO
exactly my own that SCL staris to Feel
like the home-space periodical I'd
practically given up on finding.
—Dennis Lee
[SCL] is certainly a valuable addition
to the thin ranks of Canadian periodi-
cals . . . It does exhibit a reireshing
eclecticism of attack ...and it has
already printed a number of worth-
while "articles that will become part
of the standard literature 0N their
subjects. —Paul Stuewe, Quill & Quire

Submissions andsupscripdons indi-
viduals: $6.00/yr, $11.00/2 yrs; insti-
tutions: $8.00/yr, $15.00/2 yrs) are
welcome, and back issues are available.

Studies in Canadian Literature
Department of English
University of New Brunswick
Fredericton, N.B. E3B 5A3
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The Garden of Delights
Roch Carrier

In the tradition of the famous “la
Gueme, Yes Sir!” trilogy, Roch
Camier’s latest novel is a joyous,
bawdy, and thoroughly entertain-
ing tale about good and evil in a
baclowoods Quebec village. A
darkly comic tour-de-force in
Carmier's best siyle,

translation by Sheila Fischman.
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pective that satisfies the desire to perceive
another time. to examine the present iflu-
ston against the illusion of the past-in the
kope of securing an improbable future. [

Where seldom
was heard
a decadent word

PR LR, )

Western Canadian Dictionary and
Phrase Book. by John Sandilands, Univer-

sky of Alberta Press, 52 pages, $5 cloth
(ISBN D §88640218). .

By SUSAN JACKEL

“THE wESTERNER does not await the dictum
of the lexfeographer, but generally uses the
words first to hand and best suitable for
clothing his ideas er giving force to his
expressons” This from J.D. Higin-
botham, ¢ Lethbridge pharmacist who hung
out his shingle in the early 1880s and who
evidently enjoyed the talk of his customers.
After hedied. at the age of 97. a manuscript
from among his papers. “Western Verna-
cular,’” found its way into Alberta History
in 1962. Thus Higinbotham’s Jexicographi-
cal jottings reached the liiht of day amere
50 years after the publication of what its
proud author, John Sandilands. touted in
1912 as the “First Dictionary Eva Printed
in Canada.” the Western Canadian Dic-
tionary and Phrase Book. Expanded and
enriched in a second edition & year later,
Sandilands’ dictionary (the 1913 version)
has just been re-issued in 2 hard-cover
facsmile reprint by the University of Al-
berta Press.

Editor John Orrell, in abrief introductory
note to the reprint. calls this*““a celebration,
and not a technical book.” What Orrell iS
pointing to hereis Sandilands obvious
relish for the extravagance and verve of
Western speech during the boom years,
Ireverence was its keynote. Sacred cows
seldom got past the heifer stage in Western
Canada. with old-timers making a point of
testing the mettle of newcomers through a
wide range of derisory phrases.

A favourite target were “*green English.”’
as Canadians began to Voice their resent-
ment of arrogance and condescension
among recent arrivals from overseas. Many
of the entries explicitly instruct the “ Old
Country” reader asto customs and usages
in Canada. With the passage of time, of
course, this particular source of coinages
bas waned; green English turn into Im-
proved Britishers. and show themselves to
be good chaps after all.

Presumably as a come-on, the publisher’s
blurb features the word “ribald,” but the
titillation-count of Sanditand’s collection
will probably disappoint. Once again, the
operative factor here is varfant usages fmm
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gandard English (read “British”). This is
wher e Sandilands’ claim to be useful is
probably best upheld. Foreseeing some
embarrassing Situationsfor Old Country
emigrants. he provides explicit warnings
against using certain phrases in casual
conversation with Canadians (vide
“knocked up” and **pecker™).

The prevalence of American emigcants in
the Canadian West is reflected in& e many
adoptions and adaptations of American
dang, as well as in the entries that identify
specifie states in the union (Lake State.
Hawk-eye State. and so on). Less easy to
account for, except in terms of the
lexicographer's personal experience, iS the
surprisingly large number of ter ms related
to certain occupations. Did ranching really
give birth to more neologisms than farming,
orwas il smply that Sandilands spent mare
time talking to cowboys than to sad-
busters?

The space given aver to Printing and
newspaper terms is not difficult to under-
stand, and Sandilands exhaustive list of
synonyms for “‘drink* can be attributed, by
the charitable observer, as much to popular
Western wit as to tie pace Bob Edwards set
for Prairie journalists. But lumbering has
never been a major industry in the Prairie
region — and yet “bull-cook,” “drive”
“pike-pole” “buck beaver,” and & host of
others find their way into Sandilands’ list of
needful terms for neweomers.

Which raises the question of regional
versus national vocabulary. Sandilands ob-
viously didn’'t worry overmuch about the
distinction: seme of his offerings are
identified as “Canadian.” others as **West-
ern'”; but for the most part there is no
spectfic locale attached. Where the question
becomes important is in connection with
later compilations made by more scholarly
students of Canadian English.

A Dictionary of Canadianisms on Histor-
ical Principles is the most ambitious and
tespected effort to date in this direction, and
Seargill et al. dutifully list Sandilands
among their sources. Their principle of
selection isnot at all clear, however, for
they leave out dozens of Sandilands en-
tries, among them “bunco.” “liquor per-
mit.” “split-log,” and **Stratheonas."* For
J. W. Dafae, “bunco” bad a precise mean-
ing, and he used it often; whileno Western
Canadian of the 'early 1900s would long
have remained ignorant of the high social
place accor ded to veterans and members of
Lord Sirathcona’s Herse (Royal Cana-
dians).

As for “ snow-flea” (according to Sandi-
lands. *“a leaping insect, found on the snow
in such numbers as to become a pest in some
parts’), its excluson fmm A Dictionary af
Canadianisms is mystifying indeed. As a
Westerner would say, this is semi-ready
semantics, and we won't stand for it. O

And the deer
and the clichés
still play

Out West: Stories about Persons and
Places on the Canadian Prairies, by Bob
Phillips, Western Producer Prairic Books.
106 pages, $3.95 paper (ISBN 0 919306

93 4).
Seasons in the Rain: An Expatriate’s
otes on British Columbia, by Silver
onald Cameron, McClelland & Stewart, .
08 pages, 56.95 paper (ISBN 0 7710
1847°9).

By GEORGE MRLNYK

CANADA HAS two Wests -the dry, roliing,
hard prairies and the rain-soft mountainous
coast. Each has itsewn personality, myths
and regional clichés. Our Wesr iS an ana-
chronism of the agrarian past. a collection
of short two-page essays by the editor and
publisher of Westerr Producer. afarm
weekly published in Saskatoon and undoub-
tedly the last major bastion of agrarian
Prairie culturein this country. Theclichéd
railway tracks straight-arrowing into the
bald horizon on the cover of the book teil all.
Filled with commonplaces, sentimentality.
and cheery melodrama (a significant
number of the columns are eulogies and
others sound like a toastmaster’s intro-
duction}, this is pure down-home writing &
laReader’s Digest. As the author says:
“The Wegt this little book talks about is the
West that grew out of wheat.”

IT Phillips writes like a small-town
preacher whose world is laced with fun-
damentalism, then Silver Donald Cameron
writes |ike a wide-eyed Peter C. Newman in
jeans. His collection of profiles, taken
mostly from Weekend magazine, are as
representative of the new Canadian journal-
ism of the 1970s as Phillipsis of his never-
ending 1950s. The tone is crisp, intelligent,
streamlined fora popular market but with an
intellectual’s gaze behind each word. Com-
pare this Scott Symons-inspired cliché by
Phillips, “ The Canadian West door a
colorful cloak and a mood of quiet thanks
giving when the harvestwork is donein the
fall.” with this Cameronian description,
“Themaltred” is mottled and wattled, with
liverish spots on his telons and a sallow
complexion.” Or this Cameron headline,
*“The Publishers. the Predators and the
Paranoid Parrot,”” with Phillips’ blah,
“Wheat Pool Fieldman.”

Before joining Cameron on the with-it
bandwagon, it’s worthwhile examining
what the “new journalism” is all about.
Cameron’s populism is nothing more than
an “in-depth” glance. a combination ofpop
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biography and living-room sociology. B's
brilliant in its pertrayal of the moment —
the way a camera is — but only Phillips’
style ean sketch the panorama of a lifetime
with quiet dignity end understanding in less
then 1.000 words. Cameror alludes to this
kind of perception in his introduction when
he says: “But there are other values too of
which B.C. knows nothing: the values of
stability and rootedness, the sense of
belonging to a well-defined community, the
gentler. domesticated beauty of farmstead
end fishing harbour.” He is speaking of
Phillips’ culture. of which he is nota part.

Unfertunately, neither the folksy
populism of Phillips. nor the jet-age media
populism of Cameron are the real thing.
Both huvea pretense. Phillips’ West is a
page of Prairie history that lingers like any
anachronism. The mythological West of
Allan King’s film Whe Has Seen the Wind
is not the new West of massive tar-sands
plants. 5&inch pipelines, uranium. and
Inco. Even among my contemporary farm
friends. New Times and Mother Jones is as
vital reading es the market reports in the
Western Producer. Cameron's profiles of
“just & couple of dozen people living out
their lives by the ocean or in the mountains*
tell us no more about a de-mythologized
British Columbia and West Coast than any
of the personality-prone, hit-and-run jour-
nalism of the 1970s with its instant-play-
back perceptions and its fly-by-night under-
standing. Just because he gives es a bit of
everyman ("*No beautiful people.” he
claims) doesn’t mean our vision is any
further ahead than yesterday's clichés.

In choosing between these two books one
can prefer one style over the other, but in
terms of content both are equally
lacking. O

Diplomacy by
dual control

Canada and the Age of Confliet:
A Higtory of Canadian External Policies,
Volume 1, 1367-1921, by C.P. Stacey,

Aacmillan, 410 pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN

7705 1428 61.

By DONALD -SWAINSON

THIs 15 3 timely book. It now is 38 years
since G. P. de T. Glazebrook published his
general history of Canada's external policy.
During those years a great deal of specialist
literawre has been published. From the
point of view of scholarship it iseasy to
defend C. P. Stacey’s decision to present us
with a new synthesis of thii secondary
work. More important is the fact that the
publication of Cuanada and the Age of
Cunflivt coincides with our cumrent national
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An Energy Strategy for Canada

Policies for Self-Reliance

An overview of the Government of Canada's
strategy for selving future energy problems. Self-
reliance is the goal with specific targets pmvided
to reach il. Altractive combination of factual material
and well-written text. Reprint. Paperbound.

16.5 cm x 24.5 cm. 170 pp. M27-14-1976-1. 83.25

Into the 1980’s

Economic Council of Canada,. 14th Annual Review.
Analyzes the 'unsatisfactory performance’ of
Canada’s economy and identifies deep-rooted
structural weaknesses which limit future policy
oplions. A orastigious report and a candid review of
our economy. Paperbound. 16.5cm x24 cm. 96 pp.
E021-1-1?77. $2.00

Avallable from our Authorized Bookstore Agents
across Canada, other bookstores,or by m
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crisis. We need to know more about our
country, and foreign policy is most instruc-
five. In it we can discover the visage of
Canada. her interests, aspirations and na-
tiona priorities.

A general history of Canadian extemnal/
foreign policy is difficult to write. It is true
that pumerous studies have been produced
during the lest generation. but that literature
is mixed in quality end touches on only
selected aspects of the problem. As a result
Col. Stacey bed to complete a substantial
quantity of primary research. This helps
explain why he has opted to publish two
volumes, instead of the one originally
planned.

More important are conceptual diffi-
culties, one of which is underscored in the
book'’ s subtitle. We in Canada have **exter-
nal policies’ not “foreign relations.” We
had a wide variety of dealings with Britain
before we had autonomy: after autonomy
we continued such relations but refused to
label them “foreign.” Our position within
the Empire-Commonwealth makes it
mandatory that our vaunted struggle for
autonomy be a main themein any general
history of externa policy. Another key
difficulty inCanada is trade. Our fundamen-
tal dependence on external trade is reflected
by the prominence given economic pub-
lems in our externd relations. Those prob-
lems in tom cannot really be understood
without a solid grasp of the Canadian
econemy. The historian of foreign policy is
foxed to become an economic analyst.
Another major problem concerns our two
main language groups. English- and
French-speaking Canadians have at crucial
times violently disagreed about external
policy. This situation — our basic dualism
— iSam omnipresent theme in any good
survey of our external relations.

An account of our foreign policy must
feature the questions of autonomy, eco-
nomic swivel. end dudism. Since it is
necessary to survey a great deal of basic
Canadian history a work on extemal policy
can easily become a general history of
Canada that incidentally features problems
related to external relations.

Col. Stacey tells his story ina sensible
manner. The Macdonald period receives
brief but important attention. Macdonald's
polieies were embryonic, but during his
years some basic Canadian positions
emerged. We gained ¢ substantial amount
of autonomy during the Laurier years,
which for external policy constituted a
period of apprenticeship. The last 10 years
of Col. Stacey's survey, dominated by
Robert Borden, were crucial. We showed
that we could fighta world war and, for all
intents and purpuses, we became a sover-
eign state. These chronological chapters are
well organized and are written in a clear and
forceful style.

Col, Stacey's book is a success, but a
flawed success. |t iSeasily out best introduc-
tion to pre-Mackenzie King foreign policy.
Much new research iS included, and Stacey
provides us with some truly fine commen-
tary, His complete demoalition of Borden's
naval policy, for example, is superb. At the
same time the great issues in external policy
do not receive much in the way of fresh
interpretation. \We are given some excellent
insights into the basic continuities in Cana-
dian foreign policy. Fmm time to time the
narrative seems t0 become too genera and
not sufficiently focused on the theme of
foreign policy. Occastonally the military
discussions become a b/t lengthy and tech-
nical. This might irritate some readers, but
is hardly surprising given that Col. Stacey is
our finest military historian.

Finally, what do we tearn about our
history when we use our external policies,
their formulation and their effects as a
minor of our society? We leara much, but
one lesson is paramount. Dudlity is the
centeal reality of Canadian history. When-
ever that fact has been forgotten, suppressed
or ignored, the result has been disastrous for
Canada. A strong case can be made to
support the argument that our crisis of the
late 1970s was caused in major part by our
refusal or inability to grasp the full
significance of that duality. That isby no
means Col. Stacey’s main concemn, but it
comes through loud and clear. O
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Where McLuhan
got the message

Harold Adams Immis: Portrait of a
Scholar, by Donald Creighton, U of T
Press, 146 pages, $4.95 papa (ISBN 0
8020 6329 2).

By J. A. S. EVANS

HAROLD ADAMS INMIS was never a house-
hold name in Canada, but that is no matter,
for few members of the Canadian academic
establishment are. He belonged to a period
when Canadians quite naturally went to the
United States or Brilain or anywhere to sit at
the feet of the great men there, and some-
times found that the aforesaid great men
were talking about outstanding men beck
home. “You know Harold Innis, of
course,”” | was told when | went from
Toronto to do graduate work at Yae. Good
Lord, no! | had done a dégree in classics at
Victoria College.’ | had never heard of the
man!

The joke was on me, for Innis was one of
the outstanding economic historians of his
generation. In addition. he wasa pioneer in
the new field of communications, and if
anyone wants to mine two of Innis® works
written not long before hedied, The Bias of
Communication end Empire and Com-
munications, he will findthere a good many
of the ideas that were |ater to be developed
by Marshall MecLuhan. Moreover, he was
almost an archetvoal Canadian academic, of
a variety now extinct for practical purposes.
Bomm on a Southern Ontario farm, with
English. Scots, and Pennsylvania Dutch -
bloodlines, he started his education ina
one-room school, continued through high
school at Woodstock, Ont., and finaly
ended up at McMaster University, which at
that time was dtill situated on Bloor Street at
the edge of the University of Toronto
campus. housed in a great Victorian red-
brick pile, and girt round with Baptist
sanctity. From McMaster, Innis went to the
University of Chicago, taking time off in
between to fight in theFirst World War. get
wounded. and survive. He returned to the
University of ‘Toronto where he eventually
became chairman of the department of
£COonomics.

A quarter-centery ago, he died, ill
relatively young es scholars go. Donald
Creighton’s biography appeared not ieng
after Innis” death, and it IS reprinted now,
with a new preface but no other change. The
Innis of Creighton’s biography emerges as a
man with a mind set rather like Creighton's
own. and perhaps that is not mere coinei-
dence. Before he died, Innts had recognized
the close connection between communica-
tion end imperialism: a thesis that arose
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from his study of the Canadian newsprint
industry. The McCarthy era was in full
flovzer in Innis™ last years, and the senator
from Wisconsin displayed an ability to
manipulate mass communications that was
frightening. To a close observer, it was cleat
that future relations between Canada and the
United States would be different fmm the
past. and, Innis noted sadly, the Canadian
government was doing nothing to prepare
itself for the new stete of affairs.

Like everything Creighton writes, this
little biography reads well — better than
anything. that Innis wrote himself. Innis
lacked a good prose style. and he had none
of the promotional skill of Marshal| McLu-
han. He made his reputation with solid
works on the Canadian Pacific Railway, the
fur wade and the fisheries. He demon-
strated, among much else. how foolish is
the old platitude of the geographical deter-
minists that Canada exists in spite of geog-
raphy because the natural lines of com-
munication run north and south. Innis
showed that in Canada, the lines of com-
munication have always run naturally
east-west, because that iSthe way the major
rivers run, and therailways simply followed
the route the voyageurs had used. But itisa
gauge of how little impact Innis has made
that the otd platitude still flourishes. Tomor-
row or the day after, | shall doubtless hear
someone again telling me how North Amer-
ican lines of communication rum north-
south and what a geographica anomaly

Paragon of
the pagodas
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McClure: The China Years. by Munroe
Scott. Canec, 409 pages, $14.95 cioth

(ISBN 0 919000 12 6).

By W. H. ROCKETT

THERE IS MORE Ignatius Loyola than Francis
of Assisi in the character of Bob McClure,
but more Errol Flynn than either of those
worthy saints. Isherwood, who met
McClure while on his Journey to g War in
China. 1938, attributed to him **the energy
of a whirlwind and the high spirits of a
sixteen-year-old boy.” | am told the effect
of his personality is only this side shon of

overwhelming, and this alone must present

enormous difficulties to a biographer. one is
concerned not only with freezing on paper a
whirlwind, but also avoiding being caught
up by it oneself.

| do not know if Munroe Scott has
succeeded in daying clear. MeClure: The
China Years is a work of admiration. if not
awe. But McClure has managed a life of
awesame proportions, and what he has dene
has always been admirable. Consequently,
the tone of Scott's book is absolutely

appropriate. | only wish it read better.

The problem is one of scale, adifficulty
Scott himself acknowledges in the fore-
word:

Thii book started out to be a full biography
of Dr. Bob MeClure from hi bktb in 1900
up to the present time. It gradually trans-
formed itself into something that may seem
to fall halfway between an adventure story
and a history of China through the first half
of the twentieth century.

Scott has wisely decided to deal with only
MeClure’s first48 years, leaving McClure's
years in the Gaza strip, India, Sarawak,
Pern, St. Vincent. Africa, and as Moderator
of the United Church of Canada to another
book. Even so, 400 pages doesn’'t seem
enough to encompass 48 years — if those
years have been lived by someone like
McClure.

McClure had his own mathematics of
life: he wrote it as a formula,a=r + p.
Simply, risk with purpose equals adventure.
At a guess, there must be nearly 100
conerete examples of incidentand anecdote
with which the text establishes McClure's
enthusiastic pursuit of excitement through
necessary encounters with danger: he was
one of the first to miake use of the Burma:
Road; he mastered the art of demolition,
detonating activated shells plucked by him
from the pocked walls of Tengchung, the
City Of Jade; he went oncycling trips
through bandit country. But there was

always purpose. supplies had to be moved

EYE OF DAWN:
The Rise and Fall of Mata Hari

by Erika Ostrovsky

The first full-fength biography of one of the most
enigmatic and glamourous figures of the 20th century.

$16.95

THE RISE AND FALL OF
1.G. FARBEN

by Joseph Borkin
The never before told Third Reich story of big
business power and corruption.

$14.50

JOHN GRIERSON: Film Master
by James Beveridge

A biography of the mastermind behind the docu-

mentary film-founder of the National Film Board.
$21.95

JOE MicCARTHY

by Dauvid Oshinsky

First true psychological and political portrait based
on exhaustive research and vital unpublicized $74 50
information.

Collier Macmillan Canada Lid.
11258, Leslie St., Don Mills,
Ontario, M3C 2K2

HITLER'S ORACLES:
German Military Intelligence
in World Wai IT

by David Kahn

Never before released photos, secret files, and )
personal reports of Nazi officers and agents. $2395
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down the Burma Road. Too many children
were turning up with missing limbs, lost
playing with undetonated shells. Bandits
had to be convinced to lel MeClure visit the
sick safely. us well us to make use of his
hospital themselves.

11 takes both endpapers to map the China
McClure knew better than must men of any
race. It takes 400 papes to amass a respect-
able heap of events in the Chins life of
MeClure. But | simply do nut Feel | now
understand any better the character and
mind and heart of the man. Four hundred
paces of Scott merely multiplies informa-
tion of the cmfound in the 14 pages of
Ishervwood and Auden. | think a great deal of
the spirit of McClure is contained in an
anecdotz Found in Journey fo 2 War:

The American flag in his [White, an
American Baptist missionary] garden had
stuck half-way up the pole. MeClurevolun-
1erad, of course, to shin up and get it
dovm. MeClure was in his clement here.
When the centrifugal pump at the hospital
went vwong, he knew why; wher the
2as-plant fafled, he could put it right: when
the engine was making the wrong kind of
noise, MeClure detected it at once. Dr.
Brown. his friend since college days,
provided a mock-zdmiring audience for all
those feats of energy and skill.

This sort of glimpse of MeClure abounds in
Scott’s Book. but in Isherwood it has the
additional value. real or imagined, of eye-
witness energy and autherity.

And there. | believe, lies the solution to

ATTENTION
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Scott's problem. This stuff has to be seen to
be fuily comprehended, |t alone believed. |
think a 13-part series of hour-Iong television
episodes, with option to renew, might make
abeginning. At the very least, it would be a
hizhly marketable adventure series. More-
&given careful carting. McClure might

emerge through a visual medium as a real if -

over-sized human being.

Munroe Scott, essentially a film and
television writer, would be more comfort-
gble with his medium, and might therefore
be more comfortable with as well as
successful in, shaping hi material. He did
wonders with Diefenbaker and Pearsbn on
television, and Bob McClure is more
interesting than ‘either of those
politicians. O
——

The chickadee
in winter

Lusty Winter, by Max Braithwaite,
McClelland&Stewart, 208 pages, $12.95
cloth (ISBN O 7710 1609 3).

By WAYNE GRADY

LITERARY HISTORIANS will one day be
asked. to theirastonishment, to compare the
careers of Stephen Leacock and Max
Braithwaite. They will mumble about such
parallels as rural childhood. urban migra-
tion followed by much yearning For rural
childhood. schoolteaching and concomit-
ant mental rot, early literary lapses,
humourous reminiscences, popular lectar-
ing, and ultimate oblivion. Both Leacock
and Braithwaite wrote travel books, they
will suggest hopefully, and Braithwaite
won the Leacock Medal in 1972.

But it will'be no good. Chip the paint off
Braithwaite and no new Leacock’ shines
through. Leacock wrote demonically, not
mechanically. He was compelled to laugh,
the historians will be bound to say. by a
genius that was if nut tragic at least darkly
comic. Compared to the contemptuous edge
that runs thmugh a book as innocent us
Leacock's Montreal (“The new age of
expansion threw upon the city a larger need
for public works and a greater opportunity
for public theft''), the laboured inanities of
Braithwaite's Ontario (**Toronto’s growth
is ag natural as that of a healthy child withall
the advantages in life'") seem dangerously
ingenuous.-

Ingenuous because Braithwaite gives the
impression of a writer who likes to graba
problem by the shoulders and shake the
stuffing out of it. Dangerous because at the
cud of the shaking nothing has been resol-
ved. In Fact, Braithwaite's style is one of
vagueness and evasion. These lines. from
the humoumus reminiscence fur which he is
probably best known, Wiy Shoot the
Teacher (1965), illustrate the technique:

What is this ability [in a teacher] lo keep
discipline? Who knows. | do know one

thing, though, and tht is that the thought of
kids getting out of hand is a nightmare to
most (zachers.

Overlooking the awkwardness. the clichés
angd the possible inaccuracy, the rhetorical
device is disarmingly simple: the reader is
casually introduced to a complicated ques-
tion to show that the writer has a bold,
enguiring mind; _the writer then excuses
himself from answering the question on
grounds of its unanswerability, and hurries
the reader on to a distant cousin of the
question with inducements that are emu-
tional and sentimental. The same device is
used In Lusty Winter:
IS love real? Or is just biological urges? Do
people die for love? Care rdore for the loved
one than for themselves? Who knows? All |
knaw is that I'd give anything to feel like
that again.

The old awkwardness, the old clichés, and
the old sentimental evasiveness. What is
meant to Seem honest and informative is
actually a hasty retreat from omniscience.

The style is reflected in the plot. George
Wilson. the protagonist, is a disiliusicned
schoolteacher who hasretired toa cabin in
Northern Ontario to ponder the meaning of
life while “preparing the definitive photo-
graphic record of birds and animals thal kive
contiguous to man.” Wilson, though older
than the nameless youth in Why Shoot the
Teacher, is nut & whit wiser: he still ponders
imponderables, still promises the un-
deliverable. And he is still alone (**The
worst Of all human conditions, loneliness,”
said the nameless youth who Wwasn't shut.
““Loneliness,”’ echoes Wilson 45 years
later, “*the must desperate and deadly of all
human conditions”). Wilson, like the birds
and animals, has been bred to live contigu-
ous toman. Family and friends visit,
neighbours drop in, romance follows hard
upon: a tiresome catalogue of the many
ways in which life keeps aman Fmm the
great task of photographing chickadees
upside down. Sex may be the city man’s,
poetry, as MacLennan called it, but il is the
rural man’s bread and butter; there are times
when Braithwaite seems: personally cub
cerned to prove that senior citizens can still
experience the biological urges. Wilson
goes north to grapple with the great mys-
teries. Heends up evading them.

But the book is too flawed to be con-
vineing, even on the minor issues. In scene
afterscene Wilson jumps up in the moming,
plants his hoary feet on the cold floor (*‘a
living cold, & clean cold"), and liihts the

CORRECTION

THROUGH FAULTY communications, there were a
numbs eof emors in Eugene McNamara’s review
in our March issue of Personal Fictions, edited
by Michae! Ondeatje, and-Here and NOS. edited
by Clark Blaise and John Metcalf. In the first
book, the story *‘Material™ was written by Alice
Munro, not Audrey Thomas. In the second book.
the story “ A Monday Dream at Alameda Park™
was written by Audrey Thomas, not Leon Rooke.
The correct titte of the Metealf story cited is
“Gentle as Flowers Make the Stones.” Our
apologies o all concemed.
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fire. Again and again the snowmobilers
come and ruin “the nice, calm, peaceful,
sweet-smelling day” until peace-loving
Wilson bashes one of them on the head with
am axe. And the amateurish way in which
the logic of the last chapter defeats the
stracture established in the first chapter
spoilsthe only real twist in an otherwise
unrelieved chronicle.

Braithwaite isa spinner of yams, more
interested in holding an audience than
informing it. The state of psychosis pro-
duced by the conilicting demands of sex and
solitude is a theme older than the Old
Testament, and a novel in whiih a once-
active man chafes in his sdlf-imposed
hermitage (like Tennyson’s Ulysses) has
obvioudy grander potential than Braith-
vaite i Scapable of developing. O
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A paean to neon
and other lights,
dinn and bright

Electric Art. by Michel Proulx, Oxford
University Press, 57 pages, $5.95 paper
| ).

New Brumswick Images, text by John

Porteous, translated into French by Paula

J. 0. Read. Brunswick Press, 76 pages
$14.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88790 094 1).

|_l’l|otograph:,- for the Joy of Ii. by.
Freeman Patterson, Van Nostrand
Reinhold. 168 pages, $9.98 paper (ISBN
0 442 29883 8).

By ADRIENNE STEINBERGJONES

SOME BOOKS OF photlographs require an
illuminating text; others let the pictures
stand aone. One of thelatter iSElectric Art
by Michel Proulx. Thii book displays 57
varieties of theart of neon advertising signs
culled from the photographer’s travels
around North America. What IS unique here
isProulx" technique of removing all beck-

ground from the pictures. so that the neon
tubing stands out inall itS gaseous glory cna
field of glessy black. Aptly described by the
photographer as *“frresistible objects of 20th
century folk art,' the signs are pun kitsch,
but show the inventiveness and economy of
line that marl. good cartoons or effective
advertising.

The photographs accomplish what Proulx
set out to do; the pictures stimulated my
vision so that while driving across down-
town Toronto at 4 am. one recent mom-
ing, | noticed for the first timea gorgeoudy
gurish neon parrot in pink. blue. and green.
perched atop a familiar restaurant.

This book does not provide profundity or
variety of photographie technique. How-
ever, if you went a visually entertaining
experience, it'sa good buy.

New Brunswick Images. a collective
effort. is one of those books that doesn’t
succeed either as abook of photographs or

as a portrayal of its subject matter. Arranged
according to the province's live basic reg-
ions, the photographs cover all the conven-
tional sights: landscapes, local industries.
people at work and play, historic buildings.
and quaint villages. But the photographs.
despite the prestigions talents that have
contributed, lack vitality and point of view.

Fuzziness in some of the pictures, eswell
esmurky colour, isprobably caused by poor
reproduction. The printing. however. can’t
be blamed for the trite visions and ordinary
compositions, or for the lacklustre text
provided by John Porteous. The combined
effect is that of a hardback, glossy travel
brochure.

At the other extreme. offering both
imaginative treatment and powerful images,
is Photography for the Joy of It, text
and photographs by Freeman Patterson.
Patterson’s clarity of vision and superb
technique make thisa stunning book. The
images are personal statements about his
subjects, made luminous and arresting by
the seeming simplicity of hiscompesitions.
HI photographs remind mea bit of Alex
Colville’s paintings. precisely constructed
without apparent effort or extraneous detail.
And the colours are exquisite-sharp and
primary or muted end fragile.

‘While the- photos could easily stand up
alone, they are enhanced by a text as simple
and articulate as is the photography. Patter-
son givesa brief but thorough description
end evaluation of 35 mm photography
equipment. Each picture is used to illustrate
vses for the equipment, or to exhibit
techniques of composition, lighting. cam-
era angle, and so forth.

The writing is unpretentious and non-
technical, yet conveys a2 wealth of sophisti-
cated information. Phoiography TOI the Joy
of It is sheer pleasure, the sort of book that
makes you want to run out and become a
photographer. O
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The churner
and the teacher

rieghofi:
Farm, by J. Russell Harper, Nationa

Museums of Canada, illustrated, 35 pages,
paper

Anne nvage: The Story ofa Canadian
Painter, by Anne McDougall, Harvest
House, illustrated, 215 pages, 819.95 cloth

(ISBN 0 837 2 182 6).

By CHRISTOPHER HUME

ALTHOUGH THEY are in no way connected,
the subjects of these two books provide
some interesting comparisons, particularly
in their reactions to the demands of neces-
sity. Krieghoff, an extremely hard-working
professional painter with a wife end child to
support, churned out canvases. Anne Say-
age, who died in 1973. became a high-
school art teacher and as a result remained a

Parada ON an Empty Street
by NMarparet Drury Gana

A heartwarming story In the Allce
Munro tradition about a strange
and polignant frlendship that marks
a young boy's Toronto childhood.

Hold Fast

by Kevin Major

A fine juvenile novel told in & gutsy,
colloquial style presents an honest
and eolourful plcture of adolescence
and life in outport Newfoundland.

Ask B2 Why

by Gaoffray Hoylz2 &

Janlza Rokarizon

In this amusing and well-lllustrated
book, a wide varlety of queslions —
serlous and whimsical —are
answered In asimple, strafght-
forward

Tha
by Graham Grezsna

thrillinggives

a
his characters’ private lives. A major
literaryevent.

This Man Was Innocent
by J C. McRuer

Chief Justice analyzes

the dramatic trial of Jesus Chtist
agalnst the background of Jewlsh
and Roman law. “Scholarly and
beautifully written ..

= Montreal Gazetta

Any Other Businass?
byJim Parr

In light-hearted, commonsense
fashlon, the author describes
how to get the most out of being
a committee member with the
minimum of distress.
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minor figure in Canadian art. Despitc her

lofty notions of painting. she remained

busically an amatevr throughout ha life.

Were it not for her teaching car eer and
50-year friendship with A.Y. Jackson she
would by now likely have been forgotten.

Krieghoff. on theother hand. seemsto have
spent little time contemplating the roles of
art and the urtist — he was too busy
painting. He wras, in the best sense of the
term, 2 commercial artist. Having dis-
cowed what the market wanted he set
himsdlf to fulfilling its demand. During his
56 years he produced hundreds of those
ancedotal, lmost gossipy. but highly sale-
able paintings for which he is so famous..
Author J. Russell Harper provides one
revealing example: **Popular taste was SO
intrigued by the sauciness of “The Tollgate’
that Krieghoff painted more than 20 ver-

sions of itbetween 1856 and 1863."" Certain
other subjects appear nearly as often.

It is interesting to note that Krieghoff
must surely deserve recognition as one of
the world’s most-forged painters. Even
during his own lifetime he had the pleasure
of being the first to spot & number of * ‘newly
acquired Krieghoffs™ hanging on people’s
walls. These days the ant of counterfeiting
Kreighofi's |salmost a cottage industry in
both Britain end Canada.

Harper's sudy is the ninth in the Magter-
pieces in the National Gallery of Canada
saries. It is short (35 pages) but substantial.
Harper has managed to convey the essentia
clements of the man and his work; an
altogether admirable. if dightly academic
effort.

Anne Savage: The Story Of Q. Canadian
Painter is an entirely different matter. The
author, Anne McDougall, is Savage’s niece
and her writing of this book was obvioudy a
labour of love. McDougall says “Anne
Savage's life is worth recording because she
vzas not only part of a painting renaissance
but also an inspired teacher Who broke new
ground in art education in this country.**
Both of these cluims are tr ue. However, the
portrait that emerges iS one of a woman who
never fully developed ha very large talent.
She was always too busy satisfying the
demands of those around her. For 30 years
she taught art at Baron Byng High School in
Montreal. She retired in 1948 only lo be
made supervisor of art for |he Prolestant
school board in that city. During thistime
Anne Savage was unguestionably the best-
loved and most highly respected art teacher
in Canada (with the possible exception of
Artbur Lismer). The 1968 exhibition of her
work at Sir George Williams University
was entirely organized by graduates of her
classes. One of the most fascinating aspects
to her story is her lifelong relationship with
A. Y. Jackson. The pair maintained a lively
correspondence, which is referred to
throughout the book. The most intriguing
letter is one written by Jackson in 1933. n it
he proposes marriage:

You are the dearest and sweetest sou] |

know and if you will be my wife twill try so

much to malze you happy. If you want me to
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help yon as you say voudo it seems the only
way to do it. We can go on being friends for
the rest Of our liver as we Wouﬁll No doubt,
Whether marriage would mean perfect
happiness er not it IS no use being afraid of
life. . ...

They never did marry — each other or
anyone else. He was, after all, 14 years
older, 2 confirmed bachelor and a commit-
ted artist; she had her job teaching and
family matters to attend to. What A. Y. lost
ina wife = total dedication and endless
compassion — became a high-school art
department’ s gain. Anne Savage always
gave a |ot; unfortunately shs also gave
away ha opportunity to develop into a preat
painter. O

Tasty tidbits
and junk food

Beyond the Sun (ISBN 88776 031 7)and
If | came from Mars (ISBN 88776 032 5),
written and illustrated by Jacques de Rous-
san, Tundra Books, each 23 pages and

92.95 cloth.
Toko (ISBN 88776 045 /) and Jingo
(ISBN 88776 044 9). written and illustrated
Ryokichi Qzawa, translated from the
Japanese by Ebbilt Cutler, Tundra Books.
each 32 pages and $2.95 cloth.
Kids Like Us, by Beverley Allinson and

Barbara O'Kelly, ph hy by David
. Street. A set of four titles o¥ which three are

reviewed here: Turkey Pops (ISBN 0 458
92480 6), Shortstop (ISBN0458925101),
and Small Tak (ISBN 0 458 92500 4).
Methuen, each 32 pages and $3.25.

By PAUL MURRAY

metric wizardry in the sequal, IT | came
fram Mars. Once again we join Peter on his
dream Right but now spaceisalittle too
familiar. It is cluttered with unimaginative
planets and predictably six-sided stars,
Fortunately de Roussan does not wander too
far from the original format; the result is two
books that are effortlessly instructive and
enjoyable.

Jingo and Teko strike a more traditional.
note. Jingo in a rather bungling feling,
reminiscent of the much-too-famous TV
coyote. devising intricate and hopeless
schemes to enhance his diet with mice. His
counterpart in the second Qzawa story.
Teko, is a flower-loving barber. While
dreaming of moming glories he accidentally
cwls his friend Gensan’s moustache. This
leads to immense complications unraveling
themselves in a rather tired but happy
conclusion. Ozawa is not experimentalist
but he has a sense of delicacy both in his
prose and the attendant water-colours.
There is nnhing wasted but there is kke-
wise nothing forced. It is possible to relax
and respond to the experience of reading
these books without being concerned about
their cleverness.

By somy contrast, the Methuen series,
Kids Like Us. belongs to the fast-foods
category of children’sliterature.. Don't let
the flashy covers fool you; the insides arc
pale grey. One story is repeated throughout
the series. Each one of the three friends
arrives at an imaginary 13th floor of the
apartment building in which they live at a
time when they are hampered by domestic
duties. Here they fantasize on possible
alternatives to babysitting. and laundry.
Innocent enough at the outset, this device
quickly degenerates into the banal after two
or three repetitions. Moreover the accom-
panying photography is not firdt-rate. Move
on quickly, there are better choices to be
savoured. O
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wow THAT children's literature has become
respectable the questionsinvelved in buying
your favourite kid a book have multiplied.
Mother Goose is still mound, thank God,
but she is hard to find amid the shapes and
colours of a new generation of story writers”
and illustrators. The whole world of
children’s litemature is as confusing as
grocery shopping. There are as many fast
books as there are fast foods; it takes careful

sorting to get your money’s worth. Th

variety offered bv Tundra and Methuen
typify the problems inherept in distinguish-
ing between the quality and the caories.
Jacques de Roussan’s Beyond the Sun
presents no problem for any reader. This

little masterpiece, which won the Canadian

Library for Children award for best illus-
trated book, narrates the dream adventures
of 2 small boy. He travels through an outer
space presented as a breathtaking series of
simple geometric shapes. The prose is
informative but aways straightforward so
as not to detract fmm its complementary
illustrations. One can’t help but regret that
de Roussan partially abandoned his geo-

Big trama
in old Traunna

The Revenge of the Methodist Bicycle

e * Company: Sunday Streetcars and
Municipal Reform in Toronto,

1888-1897, by Christopher Armstrong and

H.V. Nelles, Peter Martin Associates.

illustrated. 214 pages, $12.95 cloth (ISBN

08877 8 168 3).

By ROGERHALL

HISTORIANS, it should be noted, sometimes
have fun; occasionaly they even have fun
with history. And that, happily, Is the case
with this tale of atempestuous teapot —
Toronto by any other name — in its
(supposedly) gray nineties, The saintly
image of Toronto the Good is attached in
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this book and will remain forever tarnished.
Beodle, bribery. and cormyption are exposed
as the real life-forces of the city in its high
Victorian heyday, and the vehigle, if that is
the term. for this startling revelation is the
vicious fight that was waged over (gasp)
Sunday streetcars.

Christopher Armstrong and H. V. Nelles
stand firm in the ranks of sober-sided and
serfous scholars -when they wantto. But
they are also capable of high humour and a
breezy. breathless comic style that brings
cut all the absurd and hilarious nuances of a
largely forgotten incident. Commencing in
the late 1880s. the owners of Toronto’s
then-private street railway system decided
they would help the paor working man get
to church on Sunday. and after give him a
chance for fresh air in'parks ar out of the
city, by operating their cars. Profit, of
course, didn't enter into their consideration;
it was only generosity and good-heariedness
that motivited them. Not sa, shrieked the
guardians of Tcmntc’s Sunday sanctity;
Sunday streetcars were clearly the work of a
free-enterprise devil, bent on corrupting all
that made Toronto good.

The fluctuating battle between these
fitanic forcer is chronicled through an
examination of city administrations. Even-
tually, after a struggle of seemingly gigantic
dimensions (if you read the Toronto pap
ers), bii bucks won out and the cars ran on
Sundays by authority of popuilar referen-
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THIR RAOCOR MTO-DDAY,

HOW IT WILL BE AT THE FINISH.

dam. Thevictory was short-lived, however,
for in. the background lurked a further
menace — CCM bikes. product of & merger
financed by the same Methodist zealots who
‘had led the anti-Sunday car crusade.

Now this book can be taken at face value,
as above, bat there is much more here and g
good deal of it is fresh and carefully
considered scholarship. Toronto’s dull, dull
Sundays, the authors reveal, were more than
tke will of the populace; they were carefully
orchestrated by middle-class Protestants as
a way of controlling potentially dangerous
elements in the society — that is. alias,
immigrants. Cathoelies, and so cit. Clearly
this little bock points the way to some useful

re-thinking of the whole progressive im-
pulse in tum-of-the-century Canada.

But getting there is still more than half the
fun, and Armstrong and Nelles have two
capable collaborators — J. W. Bengough's
splendid cartoons fmm Grip, which am
used throughout the bock, and Tcmntc's
contemporary newspapers, which reported
every gay and grievous detail. In an age of
hyperbole, Toronto could make certain
claims through its press to have been a
leader. A French-Canadian politician once
claimed he spenta week in Toronto one
Sunday; if he had used his time wisely he
just might have gone tc heaven in a Yonge
Streetcar. O
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Now, 3 titles from

The 1878 Corpus Almanac of Canada
Edltor/Publisher: Margot J. Fawcelt
New edition of this standard Canadlan reference book. Covers the individuals,
organizations and structures that make Canada“run”. Completely updated,
expanded, revised and moedifled to be the most current source of reliable
information on the Canadian scene. Accurate. Concise. Relevant. A must for
resource centres, llbraries and classrooms!
ISBN 0-919217-06-0

: %’@E} The Corpus Almanac's Canadian Sports Annual

- Editor/Publisher: MargotiJ. Fawcelt
Finally, help in understanding the politics of Canadian sport. Provides the
background Information usually missing in mediasports reporting. Over SO
competitive sports. from Aquatics to Wristwrestling..
governing bodies, plus information on national support and education groups,
Games and governments. A Directory of Sports Associations. Over 50 action
photos.

ISBN 0-91927-04-4

Critical Choice
by Charles Law and Ron Glen
The definitive objective assessment of nuclear power in Canada-its sources.
uses, hazards and alternatives.. and the debate over a moratorium versus
further development. With a bibliography and index, Critical Choice is the book ?
everyone-student to engineer -should be reading on this most vital topic!
ISBN 0-91927-95-2
N
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938 pages

224 pages

224 pages

Books/Clreulation Dept. EC
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Wilson’s scrappy voice, Macon Dead's
black past, and Bowen’s fine monument

Letters on Literature and Politics,
1912-1972. bv Edmund Wilson.

McGraw-Hill Ryerson, 768 pages, $22.95
cloth (ISBM 0 374185 08 5). Edmund Wil-
son was a fighter. Throughout his career,
and cot only during his radical phase as 2
Communist sympathizer in the 1930s, he
took a sharply eritical view of American
cultore sod society. He saw the serious

writer not merely confronting the comup-
tions of commercial society-that wasan
old story. Other temptations, both gross and
subtle. had a way of sneaking up. IF you
wanted to be a serfous writer, you had to
fight every inch of the way: fight against the
Jures of the world. against wvulgar
against, academic
andity, against élite snobbism. and perhaps
most of all, fight against your own weari-
ness and weakness. As Daniel Aaron notes
in his introduction, Wilson “considered
wiling a discipline as well as a profession.
It had its code, its own responsibilities and
obligations, which
into conflict with tbe values of the com-
mercial world. To stick to that code took
and=ngth
heroism.”

The unnumbered letters (roughly 2.000
of them) and edited Fragments of letters
collected here by Elena Wilson arc almost

entirely devoted to literary matters. Love
letters and Family correspondence were
excluded. For60 years Wilson practised his
positive Faith as a man of letters, with
seemingly only eccasional dark nights of
tbc soul, including a*‘sort of nervous
breakdown” in 1929. He read voraciously
but (we now find) there were surprising
gaps. In 1966, he told one correspondent:
“In regard to the question you raise in
connection with Sons and Lovers, | can't
contribute an opinion because I've never
read the book. |'ve always been meaning to
read Lawrence’s novels -other than Lady
C, but have never got around to it. | met him
once and thought him ill-bred and hysted-
cal, and his wntmg mostly affects me in the
same way On another oecasiod he re-
marks “| never eould read Hazlitt...." He
seems never to have read Hermann Broch
(The Sleepwakers, The Death of Viroil)
whom George Steiner has called “'the
greatest novelist European literature has

oftenweriter ghtptbeduced since Joyce,” and the letters

contain no references to Gunter Grass,
Heinrich Boll, Jorge Luis Borges, Gabriel
Garcia Marquez, Italo Calvind, B.F. Ben-
son. among others whe one would expect a
critic of Wilson’s stature to have some
acquaintance with if nota thorough knowl-
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In addition to black holes there were blind
spots. In 1964, he wrote to Barbara Epstein
of The New York Review of Books saying:
“The Nabokov Pushkin has come . . itis
Full of flat writing, outlandish words, and
awkward phrases. And some of the things
he says about the Russian language are
inaccurate.” Wilson's intemperate attack
(for Russian was not his native language) on
Nabokov's Four-volume translation of
Engene Onegin, which later appeared in the
Review. was a classic example of how his
reach often exceeded his grasp. Wilson
never recognized Nabokov’s mastery of
language or his importance as a writer. Hc
thought Lolita an insignificant book.
Wilson’s study of Canadian literature, 0
Cunada (1965), similarly purported to be
more knowledgeable about the subjeet than
he truly was. His claims on behalf of Hugh
MacLennan, Morley Callaghan, and
Marie-Claire Blais undoubtedly helped
their careers, but there were vast blank areas
in his education concerning our literature,
which he showed no signs of correcting
after the book’s publication. In 1967, he
wrote to Rupert Hart-Davis in London,
saying, O Canada ‘‘was not always well
received in English Canada. There is too
much about the Frenchin it. The accepted
idea up there — quite wrong — is that the
poetry of English Canada is excellent and
better than thelr fiction. and it isritated them
to be told that the best Canadian poet was
French. Most of them had never heard of
him [Emile Nelligan].”’

The best sections of Wilson's letlers deal
with his years of discovery during the
literary Ferment of the 1920s — reading

Joyce, Pound. Eliot, Fitzgerald -and his

work in helping to acquaint general readers
with the values of modernist fiction. When
he was young and the world seemed young.
and social change still seemed possible —
with modem writing being one of the
advance flags —there were few critics who
wrote better, more plainly and persuasively
than Edfund Wilson. The letters do not add
to his stature but they give us Wilson's
scrappy young voice, adventuresome and
joyfully alive.

— JOHN HOFSESS

L -

Song of Solomon, by Toni Morrison.
Random House, 337 pages, $10.95 cloth

(ISBN 0 394 49784 8). Thoughts abeut
what this novel might have been. had its
exceptionally talented author not shifted
styles so frequently, are hard For the reader
to resist. Parts of the book (especially the
entire first chapter) are bravura displays of
imagery and wit and precise language so
beautiful that one can only wonder why
Toni Morrison ofteri adoptsa much weaker,
more diffuse and conventional method.
She tells the story of a black man's
discovery of his past. Macon Dead, nick-
named Milkman, lives affluently in the
northern United States, indifferent to his
past although only one generation separates
him Fmm the time of his grandfather's
slavery in Virginia. Unlike his close friend
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Guitar. whose deep hatred for whites man-
ifetsitself in a determination to requite acts
of violence perpetrated against blacks,
Milkman is anunwilling student of a past
that is continually used by his parents to
justify their own conjugal hostilities, But
Millman's indifference gradually turns into
an obsession. and he joumeys south to
discover a past that. at its farthest reaches,
merges With legend.

Names ar e one of Mormrison's main pre-
occupations. and she does marvellovs
things with them. Macon Dead, a name that
is a family inheritance and has been owned
by three men in as many generations, was
originally a slip of the pen, scrawled by
mistake on a piece of paper by a drunken
Yankee in the Union Army and handed to
Milkman®s grandfather. Milkman has an
aunt who was named when her father’s
finger, travelling Over a page of the Bible,
landed on Pilate purely by chance. A
considerably eccentric woman,Pilate keeps
the serap of paper on which her illiterate
father traced her name folded insde a box
hanging from her ear, There are a host of
other names with stories behind them, and
some whose sound alone makes them
evocative: Reba, Hagar, Circe, Empire
State, Corinthians, Sugarman, Magdalene.

Song of Selomon isa rich and satisfying
novel (the third by its American author) and
is justly acclaimed south of the border.

— MICHAEL FUHRMAN
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Elizabeth Bowen: Portrait of a Writer, by
Victoria Glendinning, McGraw-Hill Ryer-

sc”. 331 pages, 913.95 cloth (ISBN 0 297
77369 01. So much died with Elizabeth
Bowen when she succumbed tc lung cancer
in 1973. Born in Dublin in the dog days of
tbe 19th century, the only child of a

the browser
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prominent Anglo-Irish family, she was
hersdlf childless, the last of the ancient
Bowen lice. Even before she died Bowen's
Court. her ancestral home. disappeared,
victim of a developer’s rapacious hammer.
More important, Elizabeth Bowen marked
tbe end of tbe Anglo-Irish literary tradition
for during her lifetime tbe 26 counties
seceded from Britain; no significant writer
after her would embody so naturally the
peculiar English and Irish alchemy.

Bowen’s monument is her body of work:
nearly 30 volumes comprising short stories,
novels, history, criticism, and travelogue,
besides countless articles and essays. As
well she is, as \Victoria Glendinning points
cut in her loving and finely crafted biog-
raphy, “what happened after Blooms-
bury,"” the “link that connects Virginia
Woolf with Iris Murdoch and Muriel
Spark.”

In her fiction Bowen wrote most often
about women --sensitive women, their
relationships and feelings — a pre-
occupation that has led ta her inclusion in
Jane Rulée' s study of lesbianism in litera-
ture, Lesbian Images. But while Bowen
was fascinated by women, she was a
confirmed hetercsexual — as readers of
Canadian diplomat Charles Ritchie’sdiaries
will attest. Bowen, who was complacently
married for 30 years tc the stalwart, if
dreary; Alan Cameron, bad an abiding
dislike forwhat shetcld Charles Ritchie was
the specifically middle-class complaint of
guilt and during her lifetime enjoyed several
passionate and loving friendships, affairs
her misband numbly tolerated. She wasa
woman of enormous talent and magnetism,
qualities that Victoria Glendinning fully
exploits tn this fascinating and literate
biography.

— SANDRA MARTIN

How the media reaches the masses.
from Dismal Cove to Flin Flon

FOR SOME TIME NOW we've |lacked a book on
the Canadian mass media that could serve as
an introduction for the general reader oras a
text for students taking college courses.
John Irving's Mass Media in Canada
{1962) isterribly out of date and Wilfred
Kesterton™s A History of Journalism in
Canada (1967) is both too specialized and
too horing. Two new books do their bit to
fill the need — The Tangled Net: Basic
Issues in Canadian Coinmunications by
Patricia Hindley, Gail M. Martin, and Jean
NcNulty 1183 pages, J. J. Douglas, $12.95)
and The Making of the Canadian Media
by Paul Rutherford (141 pages. McGraw-
Hill Ryerson. $12.95). The Tangled Ner
offers 1 frankly regional (British Colum-
bian) per spective on Canadian communica-

tions. The bock argues that our present
highly central Canadianized communica-
tions systems may be helping tc destroy
rather than to unify the country. Its polemi-
cism aside, The Tangled Net offersa good
overview of the Canadian mars media fmm
book publishing tc satellites. The Making
of the Canadian Media offers a brief
readable history ofthe media with particular
emphasis on print journalism. Rutherford
thinks we spend toe much time worrying
about the media ‘and too little enjoying
them. Tbe two books complement one
another extremely well.

* & ik

As 1've travelled across Canada over the
past few years, |'ve picked up here and there
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dictionaries of provincial and local place
names. One excellent free booklet pot out
by tbe Quebec government, for example.
wasa guide to the names of all the small
townsaleng the St. Lawrence. When | tried
tofind a guide for all of Canada. 1 leamed
that the only national dictionary of place
names = Armstrong's The Origin and
Meaning of Place Names in Canada -had

been published almest half a century earlier
and was hopelessly cut of date. Now,

happily, we have The Macmillan Book of
Canadian Place Names by William B.

Hamilton (340 pages, $20). Although tbc
book includes only 2,500 place names, all
the ones I've wanted to know about seem tc

be there. There’s the Ha .Ha River in
Quebec, for instance. It derives its name
from the fact that “the French on first going
up the Saguenay mistook the bay for a
continuation of tbc river and on coming to
theend of it said. Ha! Ha!” There's
Malignant Cove, N.S. (home of occasional
BIiC contributor Mavis Volpe). The H.M.S.
Malignant waswrecked there. There's
Dildc, Nfid., whose name, we're told, is
“of obscure derivation.” Then there’s Flin
Flon, Man., which takes its name from the
character Josiah Flintabbatey Flonatin in the
novel A Swnless Ciry. Apparently a copy of
the novel was found on tbe site in 1913 by a

prospector.
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1COULDN'T put down Arthur Johnson’s
Margaret Trudeau (210 pages, Paper-

Jacks, $1.95). | don’t know whether it’s the
latent voyeur in me or what but | found it
fascinating -like reading a case history in
Wilhelm Stekel’s studies on sadism and
masochism. Johnson’s sensationalism
aside, one has a sense. as one reads the
story. of awoman who structures situation
after situation so she ¢an’t help being hurt
by the results. Theres something pathetic-
ally out-of-synch about her.

L

SOME MONTHS ago | criticized U of T Press
for publishing an atrocious piece of Shake-
spearean scholarshit called Monserrap:
Structureand Meaning in Hamlet. A new U
of T Press book, Role-Playing in Shake-
speare by Thomas F. Van Lazn (267 pages.
517.50). is as good an example of what
scholarly publishing ¢an and should be as
the eadier one was bad, Renaissance writers
inherited from the Middle Ages the notion
that “all the world's astage™ and histrionic
metaphors are to be found throughout
Renaissance literature.. That's particularly
true of Shakespeare. Van Laan’s book
traces the mle of the role-playing metaphor
in Shakespeare's plays.
£ ¥ %

IVAN AVAKUMOVIC'S Socialism in Cannda:
A Study of the CCF-NDP in Federal and
Provincial Politics (316 pages, M&S,
$6.95) offers 2 comprehensive but plodding
overview of the development of democratic
socialism in Canada. Avakumovik, who
teaches history at UBC, is at his best when
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piecing together the story, at his worst when
it comes to generalizing about it. His final

chapter, for example. on the future of .

Canadian socialism is so full of empty
platitudes — “Today the NDP isvery much

sentimental journeys

part of the Canadian scene'” — as to make
me yawn. Avakumovie's gratitude to
sources (T. C. Douglas. Stanley Knowles.
David Lewis, Ed Broadbent, ef al.) seems
to have rendered him over-polite. O

by Jim Christy

il

~lament for the writers who never
travel beyond conferences and cottages

AS A voung Man | never dreamed tremen-
dous feats of attainment. | never wanted N
be President and certainly not Prime Minis-
ter or even the driving force of my neigh-
bourhood action committee. | did consider
for a time being John Garfield qntil |
realized | would have to join a union. My
reveries always had me going places. for-
ever disembarking from a steamer in exotic
ponts, dressed in white linen suit, conk
topped by a new Panama. exploring the
docks and sniffing the air for adventure and
the aroma of spices. Soon after | began
having these dreams | began chasing them
dovn. But most often | was alighting not
from a quaint steamer but from a boxcar
onto the soot-packed yard of an industrial
no mon’s land striated by train hacks eor
from a Trailways into tbe plastic-seat bus-
station gloom of America.

Very romantic.

My first plane trip was the day | moved to
Canada. Since then | have called on various
ports. some of them exotic. But | have still
to disembark in white linen suit and Panama
hat. although | was wearing a greasy fedora
like Humphrey Bogart's in Ireasure of the
Sierra Madre when a bend in the river
Amazonas revealed the town of Benjamin
Constant, Brazil -shanties leading N the
top of a hill where the Church and the
Whorehouse vied for prominence. | still
dieam the same dreams and | don't take
adequate Measures to hide this fact. Ob-
vioudy. Not that | should — except | leave
mysdf open for questions and unwanted
comments about my life and the manner in
which it is lived.

The point is travelling. Why 1 lii to do it
and why. it seems. others of my generation
— writers, that is -don’t. And what that
means.

*'Aren’t you tired of all that travelling
back and forth?"

“Haven't you, by now. collected enough
rav/ material?”’

“What ate you trying to prove.?”

Questions such as these areé usually
followed by a suck on the pipe stem,a deep
look, and an expression that means “I can
tell fem."*

A year or so ago | was described in
Saturday Night magazine as being a
“flaneur™ and two friends called to offer
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condolences. | assured them | felt none was
in order and the author, Sandra Mastin,
assured me she had meant the first Larousse
definition, **inveterate observer,” and not
tbethird, which means“idler.” Then it
occurred t0 me maybe they thought cease-
less observing was synonymous with fritter-
ing away time.

| travel because | am a flaneur and not to
collect those experiences. | firmly believa
that by tending my own garden. or at least
staying in the neighbourhood, | will
collect enough experience nsatisfy any big
liver and it is not thereconding of experience
that makes good reading but rather the
transmutation.

After many years I decided it might not be
so presumptuouns of me to attempt putting
words on paper. The last excuse for not
having done so concerned radical politics,
for I believed the world was going 0 hell in

a hand cart and it was sheet folly and
frivolity, in the faceof everything. formeto
write anything but polemi¢. | told myself
Jack Lenden would have behaved the same
way. God, | was naive. Of course, if | never
found myself ina position to build a

million-dollar estate in Marin County,
neither have I had to buy plot outlines from
someone like Sinclair Lewis whose life
Blaise Cendrars saved in Rome when he
found him drowning in a hotel bathtub, thus
enabling the redhead N continue onto
Stockholm and collect his Nobel Prize.

So, it occusred to me [ might put words on
paper and be a poet of the coming and thc
going. It was allI knew. Like old one-armed
Blaise. | declared:

! know all the tinetables

all the trains and their connections

The rime they arrive the time they leave
all the liners all the fares all the taxes
It’s all the same 1o me

Live by grafting.

That interested me for approximately two
days, during which time | believed the
coming and the going mheant something in
itself. Then | smagtened up, although Il
stand by the last line. Later. | also realized |
was bom out of the proper time. It is not the
1920s; the tramp steamers are charter jets |
filled with computer programmers (God
bless them). The globe-trotting reporters
don't tote a roll of Thos. Cook and Sons
tickets tied with rubber bands. The eredit
card takes care of everything. Richard
Harding Davis is reincarnated as a Time
stringer in a leisure suit asking directions to
the Dakar McDonald’s. The Hilton's are all
the same and | travel precisely because the
Hiltons are all the same and around them are
carried on valiant little struggles to maintain
cultures intact and in spite of. A thumbing
of the nose at the homogenized cancer. On
the other hand. a little kid in tbe casbah in
Tetuan bragged N me, “ Last week, | see
Mick Jagger.”

| ceased being a romantie long ago. That
is not why | travel.

If1 was to goto the South Seas tomorrow,
| would probably meet someone waiting for
the charter flight back N Etobieoke who

by Foo
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insisted on showing me seven days’ worth
of Polaroids. That’s all right. The world is
very small. Everyone has been to Tangier.
Canadian writers excepted.

So Iam criticized for travelling because it
is supposed Iam wasting my time collecting
experiences to relate. What dullards. How

obtuse. Do they thiik | would bore myself

by relating them directly? What could be
more boring to read than a direct account of
a common mm’s experiences the way they
really happened? Now, if | was Winston
Churchill. William Burroughs’ Junkie was
originally rejected with the note that had the
experiences related happened to Winston
Churchill, well.. ..

Which is not to say one should lie. It is
not necessary. All things have their place. 1t

is impossible to fabricate. One discovers the

journey inward.

*To live is to see and traveling some-
times Speeds up the process™ wrote Edward
Hoagland in the New York Times. lie went
on to lament that the wrilers of his genera-
tion in his country were stay-at-homes. His
generation? what of mine, the next one, in
this eountry? It astounds me that | don’t
lnow any Canadian writers under 35 who
have been anywhere except on a Canada
Council heliday to Greeceor on tbe VIA to
Ottawa. Should you take any ather kind of
trip you will be compared to various dead
beatniks. Perhaps the Capadian writers of
my generation have other ways to speed up
the process. |f so. | haven't seen the
evidence. Perhaps a nationalist will argue

NIGHT FLIGHTS
Siorles Mew and Selected
| ilfart Cohen

| AND SLEEP (N THE WOODS
Thomas York

QUEBEC: THE PEOPLE SPEAK
Rick Butler

$12.95; illustrated

E ( MARRIED A BESTSELLER
W Sheila Hallay

| 59.95

| [Here Is a collection-of short stories by ons of Canada's finest writsss.
IBanging in style from naturalistic to surrealistic, the stories all centre on the
intricacies of human relationships and quirks of the psyche. Tersely 7]
vuritten, wickedly funny, and seasoned with captivating characters, Matt
Cogesn's staries reveal remarkablé insight as well a5 fine craftsmanship.

Ths book reveals what polisters and analysts cannot: the thoughts and

B feslings of the average citizen of Quehae,bahe French or English--a unique
manifestation of what Quebee is in all her infinite variety. Must reading for
@l anyone who is interested in the future of Canada

W The lovely writer who is the wife of Arthur Hailey describe in warm.
# witty. amused and amusing tones what has happened to them along the mad
& to HOTEL, AIRPORT, WHEELS, THE MONEY EHANGERS.

e A DOUDNECRY

| WOODS

ol DOUBLEDAY Canada Limited T

? 105 BOND STREEI' TOHONTO ONTAFIIO M58 1Y3

. that we have quite enough in our own

countiy to explore, to discover, as we
discover ourselves. Partially true, no doubt,
only no one goes there. This is a generation
of writers who have never iravelled any-
where beyond conferences and cottages.

Ironically, it is Hoagland, a New Yorker,
who has written the definitive book about
the British Columbia wilds. Netes Fmm the
Ceniury Before.

If someone would like t0 send me to
Africa on assignment | am prepared to sally
forth immediately. Or New Guinea. Wher-
ever, This is only secondarily an advertise-
ment for myself. It is primarily because 1
believe wholeheartedly that to |ive iS to see
and | wish to keep on living.

Anyway, | repeat: it is to see that | travel
and not for any other reason including &
concern for my manhood, which-has also
been intimated. As if one travelled to prove
oneself. But, perhaps the males of my
generation are enérvated from fighting the
sex wars, Perhaps the times have left them
in @ malaise so all-engulfing that they
wouldn’t know wheretogo if they could get
unstuck. Perhaps it is @ question of man-
hood. or womanhood. in the sense of being
unconcerned and unconfosed about one’s

*role’’ and the need to affirm it. That

writers don't travel, that their gaze never
even reaches the horizon let alone ties to
penetrate the realms beyond, is a loss for us
as much as for them because such limited
vision does not translate well onto the

printed page. O

[ Soringisburstingoutallover .....

e

A mamoir of religious awakening that reads llke anovel. Confronted with a =:ji l 451_,_ 7 _ﬂ :
B vision of Christ, the awthor chronicles his struggle to reconcile the purity =17 A g |
and fierceness of his zeal with the world’s realities, and his founding of a F’fr." s, . ! LIS NEW a.rd
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Letters to
the Editor

COLONIALISM AT CALGARY
Si:

Your editorial not: (February) on the ** 00 major
Canadian novels™ game at the University of
Calgary conference was justly derisive. | have
now seen the final listing and, while there’s no
point In quarrelling with its depressiog predict-
ability (The Stone Angel, that conirived ““sym-
bolic*® work. first, and the shapeless, self-
indulgent The Diviners high), | must ok when
will CanLit be truly Canadian? What are two
novels by Malcolm Lowry, an English novelist
who never even in so passing as sense as Brian
Moore became Canadian, doing there? And.
even granting his presence, how could any
discerning group of critics and writers not give
Under the Voleano first place? | only hope that
many did not select his works at all, recognizing
that he is not a Canadian writer, whatever his
sense of spiritual affinity with a corner of
Western Canada: by a similar token the Iialians
might claim Lawrence or Joyce. the French
Henry Miller, and so on. The origin of this
anomaly, of course, lies in the felt weakness of
Canadian fiction back in the 1940s and 1950s,
when Lowry was recrnited to give-backbone and
style. That's no longer necessary, a cultural
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“colonia” throwback, but when will this be
generally recognized?

Another point is more personal: the absence
from as many as 100 titles of David Adams
Richards’s Blood Ties, a remarkably vital.
poztic novel set in the Miramichi area of New
Brunswick, surely reflects the provineial limita-
tions of many of tbe delegates’ awareness of
Canadian fiction?

Michael Thorpe
Department of English
Mount Allison University
Sackville, N.B.
DISAGREEING ON ROY
Sir:
Re: "Keeping ract of the Quebec Novel"
(February).

One would like to thii that book reviewers
vill vrrite well and knowledgeably about a work
in question. It seems to me that your reviewer of
my book. Social Realism in the French-
Canadian Novel, i3 somewhat wanting in regard
to these two qualitfes. More seriously, though,
sha has misquoted my book, which she accuses
of a certain %ias in order to reinforce mc of her
own. While disenssing the deletion of some
radical Statements by the character Alphonse In
the definitive edition of Gabrielle Roy’s Bon-
keur d'occasien, | made the point that even with
these statements present the author **stops short
of explicitly proposing a socialist solution"’
(p- 33). This sentence has been transformed by
JToan Hind-Smith thus: **Gabrielle Roy stops
short of explicitly proposing a socialist
revolution."* She prefaces this **quote™ with the
remark that | have stated the above “a little
wistfully.” Anyone familiar with Gabrielle
Roy’s writing would not be so nafve as to write
anything as ludicrous as the ransformed quote.
with or without wistfulness. Y our reviewer, too,
hos distorted my comments on another Roy
novel, Alcxandre Cheneverr. While insisting
most questionably that there is only one level of
alienation in that work — *‘in the sense that was
understord by Camus™ -she claims very sim-
plistically that the book's hero **has no compas-
sion whatever for his wife, his neighbours,
his co-workers, his umhappy daughter.. . .”
Clearly, in a book on sogial realism. my
emphasis was on those aspzets Of Chenevert's
alienation most closely related te hi economic
and socia status. | did, however, note other
“important symbolic and universal dimensions™
in Roy’s book: ““These latter elements ate
accentuated by a number of philosophical
themes in the novel which delve into the human
condition in an asocial and atemporal
maaner. . . Examples are the treatment Of the
themes Of happiness, Of the absurd, Of the nature
of God. eternity and savation. and the I11.”
(pp. 199-200).

B. Z. Shek
Department Of French
University of Toronto

Jean Hind-Smith replier: | apologize o Mr.
Shek for the dip of the typawriter that trans-
formad his *'socialist solution™ to *“‘socialist
revolution.”” However, it seems to me that this
doer not gready, if at all, change the meaning of
his sentence. When be suggests a socialist
solution to the problems revealed in Bonheur
d'eccasion, he is also speaking of a socialist
revelution. The environment in the novel is
capitalist; a socialist solotion would be a revo-
Intion.

My point abont Alexandre Chenevert.was that
a socjalist reading of this novel tends to reduce
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the complexity of Alexandre's character to thc
extent of distortlng it. | had oceasion to discus
Alexandre with Gabrielle Ray while | was
preparing thy study of her and it was she who
pointed out that while Alexandre had great
sympathy for far away sufferings, he did not
have equal compassion for those close to him.
Thi may seem a smplistic interpretation to Mt.
Shek, but it is Gabrielle Roy's.

CARPING ABOUT CARRIER

Sir:

In Jean-Guy Carrier’s review Of Out-Posts!
Avani-Postes (January) there are many mis-
takes. He begins by stating that the baok
contains interviews, samples of the poets’ werk,
and bibliographies; yet t0 Camier the book s
“puzzling’* becanse it attempts too much. Then,
without knowing tbe procedure we followed, he
asserts that thc interviews “‘fall in line with the
current notion that placing a microphone in front
of a talking mouth is enough to preduce &
book.” In fact, the interviews were revised,
often as many as three times,

Carrier is fond of the guote out of context. He
forces Gecrge Bowering's single comment on
Barle Bimey's alphabeings to represent all
Bowering”s feelings on visual poetry. He plucks
bp nichol’s remark on the small audience for his
critical TRG Reports and makes it refer equally
to nichol's poetry.

Lastly, Carrier notes that there are French and
English interviews, and that this limits the
book’s appeal. But he adds that the poets’®
“similar and respective corcerns about the use
of language” ars not explored and compared.
Any reading of the introductions and the inter-
views would demonstrate that |anguage — both
French and English — is the key to the entire
book.

Jack David
York University
Toronto

DEFENDING THE WASP

Si

A long time ago | thought that Bocks in Canada
was an objective reviewing magazine that do
cided that Canadians need to know about books
being published in Canada. Afier reading the
March issue, it seéms to me that it'sa magazine
that tells people that any vestige of that homid
nationalism is so terribly unfair and unfeshion-
gble that even to think sbont it (let alone write
about jf) is enough to ruin a reputation forever.

And then there is Irving Layton. Isn't it
wonderful, he says. that the Jewish miter in
Canada has been allowed to escape thc stapna-
tion of French culture and the sterility of the
English,

Asa Jewish Canadian, | Smply do not agree.
Wiriters such as Adele Wiseman, AIM. Klein,
Ell Mandel, Miriam Waddington and Leonard
Cohen have made & tremendous contribution to
international writing by Jewish people as they
have to Canadian writing. Their contribution,
internationally, is that they have written excel-
lently from a Jewish-Canadian perspective; that
is. & sensibility and perspective largely created
by two so-called stagnant and sterife cultures. It
hardly seems that Klein's The Rocking Chair
and Adele Wiseman's Sacrifice or Crackpor are
reflections Of stagnant or Sterile cultures. It is. |
suggest. a coming to terms with the experience
of being Jewish in Canada that mekes their
writing sparkle. The meeting of Jewish, French,
and English culture in Canada has been eclectic,
and that speaks for tbe validity of all three. not
just one.

N
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Layton"s crack about ethaic writers being the
only pod writers in Canada is nonsense. Asa
major figure in our literature, one would expect
that Layton could possibly play an imporiant
role in the life of literature and letters in the
country. That he could help to make the flower
grow, o, in fact, to ensure that there IS such a
thing 0s Canadian literature in 50 years. But no,
for some strange reason he, along with all the
others, believes it is his duty to say that Wasp
pationalism is “‘in essence, a cowardly flight
from reality."”

| would ask Layton what reality is? |s it an
integrated North America wherea Canadian’s
attempt tO protect the integrity of his or her
country, be be or she Jewish or Tialian or
Hungarian, is considered fantasy?

Whyis It, Mr. Laywon, that an Isrueli's
attempt to fight for the integrity of his home is
heroic, and a Canadian’s attempt. because he
does not carry a gua, isa fight from reality?

Joyce Wayne
Toroato

A SURVIVOR PROTESTS

sii

Mark Witten's article (February) did a good job
in o small space of making sease of some aspects
of the complex happenings in Canadian publish-
ing for the last decade.

However, | find his “twice-bunted” reference
to Dave Godfrey exceedingly unfortunate, since
it elearly implies that not only did New Press go
up the flue, but Anansi as well. (And is our
maple leaf in the Hlustration, polnting as it does
to New Press, another subtle indication of the
samel}

If Mr. Witten does not know belter, then the
editors. who presumably read the reviews of our
titles in their own pages, should have deleted it.

Anansi was one Of the starters of the publish-
ing revolution. Mom Important. we &re one of
the survivors.

Ann Wall
President, House of Annnsi
Toronto

Editor's note: Ms. Wall has misconstrued the
context of Mr. Witten's reference. It does mot
“clearly imply” that Anansi has gone up the
flue. It merely implies that Dave Godfrey now
prefers one-man publishing veatures to parter-
ships or co-operatives. Anansi, during Godireys
days there, was far from being a one-man
venture,

MOSCOW'S BIG BACKYARD

Sir: /

I lii reading letters to the editor: | always learn
something. For instance, in your January issue |
learned from |. M. Gwen that Robert Fulford,
decent and honourable man as he is, blundered
into some nasty bit of quicksand, logically
speaking. Mr. Falford, it seems, got stuck in the
following syllogism: tyrants are evil; wanting to
conquer the world is evil; thesefore the tyrants of
Moscow ate bent on conquering the world.

Clear-headed Mr. Owen, Of ¢ourse, sees no
evidence of that. On the contrary, he feds that
the rulers of the U.S.S.R. or indeed tbe Czars
who preceded them, were veritable isolationists.
Unlike the Americans, says Mr. Owen, “‘they
have never committed trdops in a distant theatre
of war."

Well, pee, Mr. Owen, 1 always thought
“troops** were those husky fellows in fleld-gray
prancing about tanks. warships, and fighter
planes. And wherever tbcy were shooting or
threatening to shoot at other people — me, for
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instange —we¢ll, I thought that was a *“theatre of
wy.” Now *‘distant” IS a different story be-
canse the U.S.S.R. has become sucha big
country, especially in the last40 years or SO. that
nothing is really that distant from it. Maybe
that's what isolationism does for you. For
instance, if you start out by committing troops
Just across your own backyard in Poland, Fin-
land, Estoniz, Lawvia, Lithuania and Bessarabia
in 1939.41. by the time you get to commit your
troops in Bast Germany (1953), Hungary
(1956), or Czechoslovakia (1968), shy. that will
b2 acress your own backyard as well. But. come
to think of it. even Canada's North weould be
acrass the Russian™s own backyard, woulds't it?
Or Indis. Or China, And talking of China, didn’t
the papars report the odd bit of trouble some-
where in those parts? | don’t mean the reaction-
ary Time mMagazine or the bourgeois
Kitchener-Waterloo Reeord, but the impeccably
progressive Peking press. They said those Rus-
sians are up to no good.

Then there were all those warships with
missiles in 1952, making for Cuba. Now surely
that wasn't nice, what with Cuba being kind of
distant, too. And Egypt was kind of distant, end
Ghana. People kept seeing Russians in the
Sudan, as well, until they were asked to leave.
Then they tumed up in Somalia (maybe that’s
where M. Fulford saw them) but now they
aren't there any- they’re in Ethiopia, shoot-
ing back at Somalia. Netir full ferce, of cause,
Jjust in sufficient numbers to keep the Cubans and
East Germans from fecling lonely.

But i sti}i think Mr. Fulford is in a bit of a spot
vhen clever Mr. Own challenges him @ show
just where did the Russiang ever say they wanted
to conguer the werld. | don’t know how Mr.
Fulford will wiggle out of this one. A good
thing Mr. Owen didn’t challenge him to show

where the Nazis wet said they wanted to murder
the Jews because be couldn't answer that, either.
Everybody knows the Nazis simply wanted a
Final Solution, just es the Russians only want to
Liberate the Oppressed Masses, Pide, to borrow
2 leaf from Mr, Owen’s book of erudition, any
o f Pravda, passim.

George Jonas
Toronto
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nicknames. We're thinking along the lines
of Irving “Lovable” Layton, John Robhert
“Collectable” Colombo, and Al **Pedi-
gree” Portly. We'll pay $25 for the best set
of CanLit nicknames we receive by May 1,
and $25 goes to Michael 0. Nowlan of
Oromocto, N.B. \ for this idea. Address:
CanWit No. 32. Books in Canada, 366
Adelaide Street East, Toronto M3A IN4.

EUGENE BENSON

S|
surprised t h at bothered print the
lester fmm Eugene Benson (Janwary). Mr. Smith
had already suggested, rather too kindly |
thought, that material written by Benson was not
worth reading. Now Benson comes along in
person to prove the point beyond any doubt.
Reviving “‘rare and obsolete” words does not
equate with “using language exactly and with
precision.” Considering the [anguage Benson
uses in his letter, | would prefer that all such.
authors should become rare and obsolete.
Murray Charters
Department of Music
Memorial University of Newfoundland
St. John’s, Nfid.
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CanWit No. 32

,DESPITE THE GREAT strides CanLithas made
in recent years, our authors ate still not es
close to the common people as they might
be. To be truly popular, they should have

RESULTS OF CANWIT NO. 30

OUR APPEAL FOR slang words or phrases that
are distinetly Canadian yielded apoor
numerical response. Perhaps it's the old
problem of being midway between an
Anglo-American slanging match. How-
ever, we were impressed by rho case made
by Mrs. Clare McAllister of Victoria, B.C.,
for the verb *“to 'rangitang,” as in: ““He was
just ’rangitanging it ‘round town.” Mrs.
McAllister notes that this verb. which is
used extensively in West Coast pubs and
deserves wider currency, received semi-’
official sanction from the British Columbia
bench in 1969. At that time = provincial
judge, hearing 4 case against an MLA on 2
charge of drunkenness, opined that “‘there
is no evidencethat this was a wild "rangitang
affair.”* Mrs. McAllister, who advocates
more “Westalk’” in our language and
worries that Eastern oars may not have
detected that *“orangoutang’’ is the deriva-
tion, receives $25 for her oniré entry.
Helen G. Buckler of Wolfville, N.S.,
must be given honourable mention for her

all booksellers from
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THE AFFORDABLE WATERFRONT HOMES.

A beautiful book for lovers of the waterfront.

- An elegant, informative photoessay of the
romantic and very affordable floating homes
that are mushrooming in bays, lakes, and
rivers from San Francisco to Amsterdam.

Selected by The Book of the Month Club.
- 124 color photos, $14.95 hardcover.

Please sand

copy.

ALBATRO&S DUBLISHING HOW

BOX 69310, VANCOUVER, B.C. VSI{ 4175

Enclosed Is my cheque or money order for $14.85 Per
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copies of "WATERHOQUSES',
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Classified rates: $5 per line (40 characters to

theline Deadine: first of the month forissue ~

dated dllowing menth. Address: Books in
Canada Classliied, 366 Adelalde Street East,
Toronto M5A1N4. Phone: {416)363-5426.

“CANADA NEEDS a national magazine 10
the left of Macleans . . . and CANADIAN
DIMENSION Is K": John Reodrigusz, M.P.,
Mictel Belt. Paliics, economy and culture.
510.00 a year. Sta. 901.44 Princess. Winni-
pso, R3B 1K2.

DONKEY GRAPHICS announces seven
nevs library display posters; Parenting,
Crafts and Hobbies, For All Ages-at your
library, Westerns, Super Books For You.
Sports and Magle. 21 titles in all — $2.50
each -send for brochure: P.O. Box 3091,
Station C. QOttawa, K1Y 4J3.

@vent, a literary and visual arts magazine
published twice c}/early. featuras short
stories. poetry, drama, reviews. photag-
raphy. and graphlcs. Rates: single
copy/individual $2.50 = library $3; 2-year
subseription/Individual $9 — lbrary $11.
P.O. Box 2503, New Westminster, B.C..
/3L 5B2.

ORIGINS. a quarterly magazine of poetry,
prose & art. §3 per year. Box 5072, Station
E, Hamilton. Ontario L8S 4K9.

OUT-OF-PRINT Canadiana bought and
sold. Catalogues sent free on request.
Huronta Canadiana Books, Box 995. Allis-
ton. Ontario LOM 1AQ.

RARE BOOKS = Ganadlana— Prints. For
spring catalogue send 81.00 to COLO-
PHON BOOKS. P.O. Box 49992, Vancou-
ver, V7X 1.1.

WANTED — POETRY LOVERS at the 3rd
Annual Festival of Canadian Postry, June2,
3 & 4, in Collingwond, Blue Mountain. $70
includes room, meals, workshops, weeKend
dialogues with Atwood, The Horsemen.
Bigselt, Everson, Lee, MacPherson, Now-
lan. Purdy, Reansy, Scott, Smith, Webb.
Fiamengo. Sherman. For folder write
POETRY FESTIVAL. Box 581, Colling-
wood. Ontario.L9Y 2L8, or Call {(705)
445-3430.

WRITERS® WORKSHOP

July 31 -August 11 at New College. Lt. ofT.
Fiction: Austin Clarke. Allce Denham,
Reshard Gool, Gerald Lampert, Ellizabeth
Salter. Dramatists: Ken Gass, Martin Kinch.
Poels: Steve McCaffery, Joe Rosenblatt,
P. K. Page. Non-lictlon: Eleanor Wright Pel-
rine, Rachel Wyatt. For brochure: @. Lam-
pert, Workshop, 195 Spadina Avenue, Suite
9. Toronto M5T 2C4. (419) 394-3919.

VWRITTER A BOOK? We offer low-cost
typesetting for self-publishers. Americana
Baoks, Box 481, Pinellas Park. FL 33595.
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inventiveness. She points out that in the
Maritimes the suffix “less” is frequently
applied to create such slang terms as
“footless” for a clumsy person and “*de-
less” for a lazy one. Therefore, she argues.
why not “*clockless*’ for the unpunctual.
“wow-less” for human beings who fail to
excite immediate responses fmm the oppo-
site sex. “up-less” for persons who sleep
in, “you-less” for egotists, and **dome-
less” for those of us who mun the risk of
being in bad odour?

The,, there were the crude entries. The
only one that intrigued us came from Patrick
Elos of Halifax. who reports that the phrase
“seven barrels of shit™ now is a vernacular
catch-all in the Maritimes. Oneexample: “'I
worked harder than seven barrels of shit.”
Disappointing. when one remembers that
this was the region of Caneda that a couple
of decades ago gave us the lslang classic:
“He was off in a cloud of sheep-shit,
alfalfa. and'small stones.™
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THE FOLLOWING Canadian books have been
received by Books in Canada in recenmt
weeks. Inclusion in this List does not
preclude a review or notice in a future issue:

Diosporas. by Seymour Mayne. AMosaie_

Irop Laston: Taking Sides. edited by Heward Aster,
Muaaic Press.

Goatsong, by Cyil Dabmen. Mosaic.

The Sun Builders: A ple™s Guide to Solar. Wind &
Wood Energy In Conada. by Robert Argue, Barbara
Em.i:ld“l' und Stephen Grham. Renewable Epergy in

anada.

Girl'of the Golden West, by Beth Iimkolx, Intermedia.

Black Winps White Dead, by Michae] Botlock, Fiddlehead.

Shadowplas. by Robyn . Fiddlchead,

Esox_Noblfior, Nen Esox Lucius. by J. Michael Yiutes.,
Fiddleheud- .

The Wailer Book. by Ann J. West. Fiddichead.

0

Reflections, by Kathlzan M:Cracken. Fiddichead.

Zicolo. by Daphne Marluir, Coach House.

Jamle of Thunder Bay. by Elizabeth Koohl, Borealis.
Bluebottle, by Pat Friesen, Tumstone. .

In P;nlnl: of Older Women, by Stephen Vizinezey, Toiem

UOES.

La comparalson intercalfurelie, by Roberio Miguelez, Uni-
wersity of Momineal Prasa.

Lracilfie c%mho'llque ¢l l'opprenlissage scolaire en
milleux favorlse et defavorisé, by Yvon Gauthier and
Simon Richer, Untversity of Montreal Press. )

Le T.AT. e les fonciions du mol, by Moniqus
V. G.-Murval, Unisersity of Montreal Press.

The Blue Sky, by David Dongell. Black Moss.

“Anima, or, Swonn Grown Ofd. by George Woodcock.
Bluck Moss.

The Expanding Room. by Brizan Hendenson, Black Moss.

Mohammed Dib. écrhaln alpérien. by Jean Dijenx.
Editions Maaman.

Mousse el palile en fouffe. by Nicole de la Chevratidre,

itions Naaman.

Another Dimenoslon/Une aulre dimension. by Mayo
Graham. The National G:Iluﬁ of Canada.

Le défl dex dleux, by Manhe B.- olgue. dilions Naaman.

Paysages Intérieurs, by Denis Juhel, Editions Naaman.

La ralsseau reprend le lapge. by Halim Barakot and tans-
Iated by Clauds Kreul, Editions Noaman.

From Duck Lake to Dawson Cli{. edited by R.G. Moyles.,
Western Producer Prairie Books.

Uphtll All the Way: An Autoblography. by Edm Jagues.
Wiz Prowcer Prairie Boohs-

Vilbjalmur Stafansson and the Arctic, by Alexander Gre-

. The Book Socicty of Canada.

‘The Formers in Polltics, by William Irvine. M & S.

OF Glorlous Leos, by Bernard Nanvey, Queenston Howse.

Loose Chpnpe, by Sara Dividson, Paperlacks.

What Does Quebec Want?, by Andre Bernand Larimer.

Ox Against the Storm: A Blography of Tanaka Showo.
.lljnpnn‘s Conservatlonisi Ploneer. by Kenneth Swong.,

BC Press. .
Breky Swon’s Book. by Susan Musgrave, ‘The Porcupine's

il
noeﬁ'; Masks and the Great Gaalies Who Wear Them, by
Michael M. Cutler, Tundm.
Wheelchalr Air Trasel. by Clare Millar, Boa 7, Blair, Cam-

baidge. OnL.
Bricl'c,li:manshlp. The New Brunswick Griel Book, by Still

. Omoga Publlznions.
Yancouser Aguarfom Seafood Reclpes. compiled by Ainley
Jack n. Gerdon Soules
it

luks;l;ﬁ pholography by Finn

141 Dives [n the piotected waters of Washington and
British Columbia. by Bewy Pratt-Johnson, Gondoa
Soules Publisher.

The Lifestream Cookbouk. cdited by Mauncen Harwood,
Lifustream Natural Foods Lid.

Pemberton: The History of o Seiilement, by Frances Da-
cher, Margarcet Foupberg, and Mary Ronayne. Pemberion
Fiooeer Women.

Both Ends of the Condle, An Autoblography, by Alfred
Shaughnessy. Lester & Orpen.

The Symons Report. published by the Book and Periodical
Do clopntaat Councll. disuibuted by M & S.

Recreatlonal Farmivg, Finding and Workinz Your Oun
Pluce in the Couniry. by Eric Wimer, MceGraw-Hill

Rycrson.

Eﬁpﬂfall; Babe, by R. Ross Anneir, Tree Frog.

Farenell 1o Nova Scotia. by Jelffrey Holmes. Brunswick.

Provinclal Gosernment Banks, by Joho N. Benson. The
Fraser Instlle. .

People of Lthe Vailey: Tnin Yalleys Communlty , by George
1. Bullied, Twin Vallies.

Mrs. Blond. by Audréy Thomas. Talonbooks.

Number One Northern: Poetry from Soskatchewan, by
Robem Curric. Gary Hylad, Barbara Sapergia. and
Geoffrey Unsell, Coteun Books.
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1471 CLOSE TO THE SUN AGAIN by Morley
Callaghan. The masier's new bestseller.
5985

extraordinary Canadiang lllus. $14.95

1455 GARPAGE DEUGHT Poems by Dennis Lee
Pictures by Frank Newfeld. For kids. $695

1443 CANADA CANCELLED BECAUSE OF LACK.OF INTEREST
Words by Eric Nicol and pictures by Peter Whaltey
tefl us how Canada disappeared. and why. $8.95

1461 PAINTRNG N CANADA by J. Russefl Harper A
comprehensive survey from the 17005 to the
present. 173 [lus. Paper. $12.50

1132 JALHA BY MAZODELAROCHE The defimilive edilron
of the Canadian classic. 57 50

1229 THE SHANNON AND THE CHESAPEAKE by H F
Pullen. Exciting, heavily-illustraied acecounl of the
great 1813 naval victory. §11.95

1836 THE BOYD GANG by Barry Pearson & Manone
Lamb. The true story of Canada’s mos! infamous
bank robbers. lllus. $12 00

1356 ON BEMNG A WOMAN by W Gilford-Jones M.D
Siraightforward. sensible information from a workd-
renovmed gynecologist $7 95

1239 MAX BRAUTHWAITES ONTARI0 A lowing - and
surprising - porirai of 1he prownce Nius $10.00

1442 8EL RIA by Shella Burnford. The eagerly-awaited
new animal story by lhe author of The incrédible
Journey. $10.00

1423 COLCHBO'S CANADIAN REFERENCES A glorious
pol-pourr of things you want to know aboul your
counlry. $14.95

1470 A POLMCAL MEMOIR Waller Gordon's long-
awaited account of his years in Ollawa lllus $1595

1306 MARGO OLIVER'S WEEKEND MAGAZINE MENU
CODKBOOK Ideas and recipes [or avery cccasion
Dlus. $8.95

1335 THE PAST AND FUTURE LAND by Marlin O'Malley A
moving account of what the Nabve Peoples of the
NWT told Justice Berger illus $15.00

1050 A CARICATURE MISTORY OF CANADIAN POLITICS The
best of Victorian polikcal cartoons by J W
Bengough, others. $12.00

1315 THE WRETCHED OF Canapa Poignant letters o
Prime Minister Benneli from Canadians sutfering
through the Depression $12 50

1203 WORIAN OF LABRADOR by Elzabeth Goudie
Much-acclaimed memors of a Labrador trapper’s
wile. lllus. $10.00

1190 NOT IN VAIN By KEN BELL Then-and-now
photographs of Canadian battiefields in Europe
$8.95
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= During the next twelve months, you need
choose as faw as four books Irom the hundreds
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» Club Selections and Alternates are frequenily
oltered at significant sevings

« All your purchases are sent post-frae - there
are no hidden "postage and handling” charges
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1433 $12.50

+ Most Club offerings come with Bonus
Certificates, and these arg redeemable, at no
@xtra charge, for additional Canadian books
described in a speclial Bonus Catalogue senl to
you lwice a year

« Your only regular obligation is to provide your
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Canadian Reader if you do not want a particular
Selection
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