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BLISS OF SOLITUDE

How Carman wandered lonely as a ¢lod and Sir-Henry
shot his jingaistic bolt when high culture came
hllanously toa West Coast, cow college in the 1920s

[

by EarleBimey ..’

IN THE FALL OF 1922, at the age .of 18. I made it at last dawn to
Vancouver out of the Rockies with enough saved fmm two years
of day-Jabouring to last. through a fir t. year at the University of
British Columbia. | hoped to become 'some kind, of engineer —
geological? chemical? Becommg a professor or a writer of CanLit
wer e possibilities I'd never considered. However, | had to spend a
year first in Arts, taking among other lrrelevancms, a course in
EngLit, English 100. It began with Euripides Bacchae, romped
through Poe and Gebrge Eliot and ended with G. B, Shaw. | was
surprised to find it exciting, except for the colleztion OT verse laid
on for study — Poems of Today. Bven the title was a fraud; most
of the stuff bad been written 50 years ago, and all of it before | was
born. Moreover tlie poets were all English-Exiglish (except Y eats,
represented only by his early and- soppy affairs with the Celtic

\Twmght) | had grown up memonz.mg Burns and Robert W.-
Service. The bombast of Sir Henry Newbolt and the: turgidiries of
T. Sturge Moore left me cold.

There.was in that text apameulau ngle I've always, remem-
bered because, by chance, it ledtoa glorious row on our campus
during my first winter. This was Newbolt's *‘Drake’s Dnim,"?
wbiih enshrines a legend that whenever. foes threaten Old Eng-
land,’ the ghost of Sir Francis Drake begins thumping his drum at
PIymouth Hoe. it happened that S;rHenrylumsel_f arrived in our
midst, fresh from Australia. in the course of a “ speaking tour of
tbe Dominions’ sponsored by the British Empire Leagie back in,
Lendon. Our student body was duly assémbled.in a converted- -
hospital ward — one Of {he outpatient ‘buildings dleUnwcrsny
rented from the General Hllp:tal at this time. ‘Sir Hem'y quickly
launched into a memorized piece of patriotic- oratory interwoven
with quotes from his own work. The clder males in the audience
‘were veterans of the First \World War, . which had only recently’.
ended, and they became restive. When he began- beating out Lis
“Drake’'s Dram” our dd-soldier undergrads broke-into rounds of
boaing until curbed by tbe chairman, cur president, who bad not
been in a war, and., in any case, as he 'said later, couldn’t see
anything wrong with. the poetry. - i’

| can stilf hear Sir Henry’ squavcryrec:tal .

Drake he's in kis hammock ar’ a thousand. m:le dway

{Capien, art tha sleepin” there bdow’)

Take my drum to Eng!and Jhang et by lhe .thore,

Sirike er when your poivder's rannin’ law

But | remember even better theparody that superseded it on our
rough campus that year. It had been’ struck off immediately by a
veteran who had a fifend on The Ubyssey, the student newspaper.
A special issue was mshed out to contain it:

England sent an orator six thousand mile away.

{Fer away and very far below) :

To wrumpet 10 the colonies at foﬂy bob a day
(Far away and very far below). .

The president read it and rushed off a telegram of-apologies to Sii
Heary, by now in Edrionton, and demanded The Ubyssey do the
same. When they tefused he dismissed Harry Cassidy, the-editor,
whereupon the entire staff resigned. Storms of indignation in the
student counil, in the faculty, in the downtown press. A marvel-
ous uproar. Suddenly | became aware that paetry, whether good or
bad, had powers, carried, ideas, mused emotions in all serts. of
people and could stir some of them toaction. “Henry’sHom!’ bad
sounded & flourish | would nevet forget, an assertion of wicked-
ness amd wit in the face of dull p:ety. a blast for mtcmauonal

The gradw-le.' Earle Birney in 1926. .
May, 1880 Books in Canada

3

Ce e
.
A prmpm—— o
- .



i Bl A e wd

peace, even, and cultural mdependenee It was my ﬁrst experience
with Canadiana in the, making.

The Newbolt incidext also awakened in me forgotten ambitions
formed in Banff school-holidays when | sold Calgary Heralds and
Eye-Openers and longéd-to be a real newspaper man. A fresh
Ubyssey staff had beén appomted which was fapidly provingto be’
8s anti-authoritarian.. €S -its predecessor. I tried “out for its
next-year's réporter staff end was actepted. I'was still loyal; | told
myself, to science,.@ iy lab-marks eonvmoed me 1 had better.

MacDonald commanded what remamed of
his audience 10 remain seated until he had
walked, down to- our only ‘exit door “tq
greet every one” Of us. At this'exit he had
arranged to have a pile of hig books and a
money box.". . -

stay in Arts. and train for mathematical. discipfines, or maybe
paleontology —or maybe I'd be a foreign comespondent.

Coming back to UBC in the fell of 1923 | was ' required to take
the *‘survey course” in EngLit. This contributed nothjng to my
knowledge of contemporary writing, however, since it started with

aucer and dwindled away somewhere around Byron. 'An extra
half-year, withiout credit, was given by Dr. Garnett .Sedgewick,
the department head, which took us down éo Hardy.

To sit,in a Sedgewick class was to enter into a world of wit,
sophistication, taste, aesthetic values; herd thinking and _hard
work. If | could’stav in it'might | become, in soiné far-off day, a
professor Of literatare to0? This listle Nova Scotian with a Harvard
Ph.D. sods world view of literatiire shocked parish-pumpery.and
intellectual laziness out of me,-and replaced it with his Arnoldian
love for “the best that has been thotght in the world.” | began
quickly to reduce my judgements of éarlier Canadian literature to

EDWARD LLEWELLYN, a
Toronto writer whose'men and
woman Face love and ‘death,
conflict and survival, good and
evi,b Ina near-future world,’
- Novels which arlp with. the
excitement of high ‘adventure,
. -startle through_new concepts,
and. warn of challenges to
.come,

THE noueus‘convo:.unon

“There should be at least two sequels to this hovel. . . ..

Liewellyn's wutlng skills am Impressive.”
— SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW

THE O RIQHT .
GDHPAHION ' .p_b,qt
“Llewellyn’s interplay between |l EHRN iy
two determined” survivors. - RRGEGLTD

gives a good twist to a familiar-
theme. Ann keaps: her partner
== and the reader - guessmg
and very Interesfed."-
—LIBRARY JOURNAL -

o . '

.aspecial Sotenoe Fiction Award to Edward Liewel-
Iyn For these fantashully fine novels. .
, ~JOLN RQRERT GOLOMBO

-,
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more realistic values and to become more alert t0 and evaluative of
what was being written in'the world about me.

What The ‘Ubysséy did was to promote me, at the ead of my
sophomore year, to an associate editorship. This put stiffening into

my shaky hope to be a professional joumelist (if being a professor
proved impossible). And’it brought me into comradely relations
with those stidents who were themselves attempting to’ mite
CanLit. Reading their polished Rupert Brookian sonnets |0 print
stitred me-to renew My own leen-age attempts at versifying. The
results, however. Isoon scrapped, or should have. My-colleagues
clearly wrote real poems, ar s0.1 thought, and would be famous
writers some day. None of them, in fact, published anything in the
way of literature after gradudtion -— confirming what | felt at the
tlTe to be Sedgewick’stoo harsh judgements of our undergraduate
culture,

Sedgewick’s sardonic att:tude to CanLit, which | was resisting
only feebly now. had béen reinforced that winter when a poet Who
was publicly billed es one of Canada’s greatest gave a noon
performance in the largest of our campus shacks. Most of us bad
never heard of him. His name was Wilspn MacDonald and he was
from Ontario. The downtown papers said he war sponsored by the
Canadian Authors’ Association, the Native Sons cd Canada, Tk
Industrial Review, the Vancouver Poetry Society, the UBC
Alumni's Literary Society, and the Lieutenant-Governor. He was
reported to have given *‘scores Of recitals across'Canada’” elready
and enga,ged to give more now throughout B.C.,

MacDonald was eve” worse thee Newbolt. Not only' were his
‘poems clumsily rhymed qndbathenc to the point of childishness,
he interlarded them with tedious self-praise. Bven Dr. Fewster,
whose own rid- Victorian effusions had raised bim to the presi-
dency of the Vancoitver Poetry Society, 2 well-heeled gathering of
West End culture-vultqres, was so exasperated by MacDonaid's-
*“insistence both in public and private on the idea that-his poetry
cannot be equalled”* that he would no longer give MacDonald
house-room and made him ‘move out to a hotel. And Fewster
followed this up by writing the poet's Toronto editor, Lotae
Pierce, begging him to dtseourﬂge his author from gwmg further
recitals, in British Columbia, “in view of the antagonism he has
aroused in Vancouver.” We UBC students knew nothing of these',
backstage reverberations but didn't need to hear them to meke up
our minds about MacDonald.

I think what annoyed me most was that, afier his egotistical,
performance, MacDonald commanded what remained of his audi-

ence (aboitt 30 of us) to remain Seated umtilke had walked down to

our onl¥ exit door “‘to greet every one" of es. At 'this exit he had
alreadya.mnged with the janitor’s help, it seems, to ‘have a
mohey box and 4 pile of his books on a table placed to allow only.,
one Of us to escape et a time. TO manage this | had to shake-
MacDonald's right hand while be held up in my face with bii left a
signed copy of hisbook.

In my thtrd,grear at, UBCT became toouisy far CanLit. There
was no course in it anyway, and only a rudtmenmry onein AmLit,
-not open to me, for | had now signed up for English Honours,_
Language and Literature. Tilt May., 1926, | had to devote my
critical facultics and eye-energies.during_the academic months to
Philoldgy and to Old- -Middle-Elizabethan-Restoration- -Eighteénth

- Century- Romantic- Vtctonan EngLit. Nolhtng after GOOd Queen.

Vic bet everything before Her.. Any time over was alrcady ear-
marked for-.The. Ubyssey, for which | now fobbed up news,
editorials and headlines, read proofs, and worked on the dommy.
Oecastonatly | wrote doggeref to fill comers but only once tried
“serious” poem, something begun in the head on a starry night?
sleeping out on Grouse Plateau and looking down on the Tights of

, the city. | was too doubtful of it to show’ it in The Ubyssey office or

even’ to read it to my girlfriend, | carried it around fore week insn
envelope addressed to the, Vancouver Province, before screwing
up the couragé 1 stuff the crumpled thing in a mailbox. Tt came
beck, of course, withi a stem letter from the ancient I:temry editor:
“Since you think 'so little of your work that you séad me this
soiled, wrinkled and badly typed specimer, you Will not be-sur-
prised that | think the ‘same...." | was es crushed now es ‘my
poem, but too stubbom to thtow it away. Fifteen years later, under




wartime compulsions, | tewrote the thing. It was publlshed ina
. Toronto-magazine under the title ““Vancouver Lights?

My own attempts &t CanLit are another story and I merition this
instance ONly because | think it iflustrates why 2 young would-be
wiiter in-the Canadian.1920s, especially one Still loaded.with the
inferiority feelings of a village yokel. might be steered away by
higher education'from either a creative or a pnsmve.-mtlcn] ap-
proach {0 the literature of his own country: True, T was ifi'a “cow
college.” but one that had alréady attracted professors.of quality.

Of the English department's full-time teachers, the heed end two

_others had Harvard doctorates; another- was 2 Dacreur és lettres
from Brussels; one an Oxford man in sight of & Ph.D.; the other a
Harvard M, A. Good scholars end dedicated teachers their com-
bined influenc€on ME was enormous. -
" Sedgewick himself-remains in My memory the most brilliant
and inspiring teacher | ever encountered, end oné of the finest of
homan beings. These men. however. hed not chosen me to be a
creative writer but to0’ be in my tarn- an erudite interpreter of the'
language and literature of Great Britain, Whatever bed been wit-
ten by Americans, Canadians; Ausuahans, Maltese, etc., in their .
sort of English was, thougg sometimes interesting, not The Best,
NOt primary. It was the British Best they wanted us tO carry
through life, as they had, absorbing it SO thoroughly that we would
win scholarships t0 a good graduate school — we hadn’t even a
bed one yet et UBC ~ and add the higher degree that would,
ensure us (in those far-off pre-Depression days) a professional
career even €S good estheirs. (None of us, lo fact; ever got to
Harvard,) -
Looking back nnw, I'm sure any of mv,UBC professors would
have given me kindly attention if¥ bed brought 2 poem-of mine for -
private-criticism; but at tbe time | believed | would get only
ridicule, even reprimand, for wasting energy better devoted to
Chaicer- Spenser - Shakespeare - Milton - Swift - Austen - Words-
worth-Browning. My proF&sors bed created & preferential tariff in
foreign literary products, and the touchstones of Matthew Antald,
which Kittredge Of Harvard had pnsscd onto them as they to US,.

- were the, lmlema.rks guaranteeing the quahty of these eommo-
uesl Touchstones? The few shiny (febbles 1’d found so far in~

CanLit dlid .not lead to puggets. ANd it was plain that ‘anyone’
aspiring to be one of Canada's literary alchemists would need to
spend his nrobably shoit life elsewhere than in academic halls,

During *my final undergrad 'year the world of’ CanLit intruded
only twice into our groves of academe. Bliss Carman, bijled by tbe

Dr. Garnett G. Sedgewick, circa 1924

~

Carman acknowledged my ‘self-intro-

ductlon. with a-nod, and. explained he
wanted merely*to be set going on a good
nature path, and then- left alohe.” | tried to

explaln the campus was still being carved :

from the woods.

Canadian’ Authors’ Association as ““one Of Canada’s laureate.
poets,”” appeared ON a balmy moming in autumn. He was on.e
quick tour of the West between. his usual summering in the Cat:
skills and his usuel wintering in, Connecticut, |t appeared the
hadn’t visited Canada Or Written about ii in 13 years for reasons
not given. I. Imd glready formed ‘the 6pinion, from Carman s
anthologized poems, that he was nobody’s. laureate.

Consequéntly | did not |eap for joy when | was cdlled into
Sedgewick’s office from The Ubyssay an hour before Carman's
readmg was {0 begin, and told by the great Doc that the Poet of the

Open Road wanted someone t0 guide himinto *one’of our wodd-
land teails,” fore walk before his performance. “And that s&e-
&e.” saig Sedgewick, impaling me with ice-blue eyes, “is'you,
sir.”"- I argued | had a class. “| have already excused you.™ L
argued | had en editorial to write, He regarded me silently end
raised one eyebrow. T argiied that every trail into the nearby woods,
either doubled back or petered out into piles of bulldozed stumps.
Sedgewick merely waved et the window. “Be off, Biiey.. Cana-
dl| ‘minstrelsy iS waiting for you I looked out. On  weedy plot
that we hoped would somieday be a lawn, & tel| figure stood aldne.
He was gazing Up et our usual cloudy sky from under what Idoked
like a crumpled stetson.”He was bundled in 9 |ong overcoat and
tangled in a white scarf. | had heard It was his first time in B.C.,
and remember wondering if he had thought we were near tundra.

, Carman. acknowledged my sélf-introduction with a nod-and
explamed lie, wanted merely “'to be set going on a good ' natare
path, and then ieft alone.” | tried to explain UBC had just moveda
few months before and the campus was 5till being carved froin the
woods There was brush plled on; undergrowth. -But Carman_ was
already striding ahead tOward thé first. visible. opening in_sbme
balsam, scarf sireaming |ike a ship*s wake. When | caught up with
him et the trail’s opening he insisted | return, thathe neverlost his
sense Of direction, and would be Back in time-for His reading. |

v watned him there Were multiple forks ahead, the trail led nowhere.

and hé'should-lay arrow-marks with sticks on the path. He:gave me

a plarice of pity that could only have been born out of total .

ignorance Of B.C. undergrowth end strode Off,

He didn’t reappear, Of course, though when | found him —he’d
left: no trail-maiks but hadn’t gone far — he Scemed annoyed. *‘L
wais about o retiirm,”” he said, “ but you are early,” He was sitting
on 2 sturap ‘where the trail branched into three thin tracks. I told

him his audience liad been waiting now for 15 minutes. “ Perhaps

your watch stopped?™ “ Oh, | go by thesun,™ he said, |ooking up
vaguely at tbe still murky sky. We came beck without further
conversation,
‘I was still prcpared to enjoy his reading — at least there was a,
good timbre-to his voice -but I folnd his accent artificial, with a:
New England overlay, and his platfor m mantier ponipous and
condescending. | remember telling myself he- was at least better”
than MacDonald and that | should'concentrate on tbe noems. But’
even “Low. Tide on Grand Pre'’ sounded slick and vetbose, the
way be read it; and “Heck and Hew'" a humourless Sermon.:
Worse, | now knew enough Victorian poetry to detect a.steady;
of Arnold, Morris, and Tennyson in neatly all bi| verse.
At Jeasthe didn’t block the exits.
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The other CanLit star flashing over our campus that ‘autumn was
Carman’s cousin, the still up-knighted Charles G.-D. Roberis. He
too had been away from Ceniada for- many years, ‘had been in
England when the First World War began, bad exlisted .in, the
British Army, and afier the Armistice:joined Carman in the United
States. Roberts was also on his first reading tour a the Canadian
West, and he too was rated a Canadian lagreate by tbe CM. A
Vancouver paper had recently published a phote of him outside the
CPR’s luxury hotel in Banff, mlhngvmh the chief of the local
Stonies, Chief Walking Buffalo is on horseback; he is wearing an
eagle headdress and beaded chaps., The Band is on foot; be wears a
Chuistie-stiff, 2 black eye-ribbon and a wing coflar.

Since | had kept a warmer feeling about Roberts, from my
schoolboy pleasiite in his animal stories, I went to his reading in at
least a neutral state. Among his anthology pieces | bad takena
moderate HKing for his *Potato Harvest,” But hearing bim read it
now, slong with many verses new to me, I decided Roberis dealt
with cliché emotions and conventional tlmughts He was a good
craflsman, and yet as dependent as Cariman on outmoded rhythms
and, even for details of Canadian natr.u'e on 19th-century British
phrasings.

Who wasthere alive and young and coming up, then? Would
there ever be anyone to write the Canadian poetry that wait.4 in
the air? There Was that man with the plain, even comic, name of
Pratt, but |'d heard nething mom of him, and be wasn’t d Capa-
dian. Newfoundland was still & British Crown Colony. And | was

-unaware that Witches' Brew bad just been published in London.
Consequently, when | was asked to give a paper to-the Letters
Club an a living Canadian poet of my chmce. | decided on
Roberts..

The essay1 t ane up with made no muuon of the puzzlement [
then felt that the” Englisk department bad ev1dent1y sponsored
Roberts's reading on the campus, with Sedgewick in the chair.
How could my mentor and culture-hero, my own Matthew Arnold,
preside over such exhibitions of second-rate verse as Roberts,
Carman, and MacDonald had served up to the students? Inmy.
undergraduate naivety 1 later made some ‘remark about it to
Sedgewick. He rounded on me with a geat.show of rage, calling

tie"a ‘snob and an idiot. These poets were not. Shakespeares he
adnnm-.d, but they were among the, best.we seemed.fo have. They

had beefi wilfing 'to ride the trein onf 1o this wasteland and read.

their bkst work to rascals like me without charge, though they
themselves were 5o poor they had to taside in the United Smes 1]
make living. The least this umvemty coutd do, since it paid them
nothing, was to. .give them campus. hospmhty and z tolerant hear-
ing, And if we didn't, by Gnd Sedgewtck-:nwned in mock fear,
there: wonld be such stonns brewing in thé teacups at the Umve:-
“sity Women’s Club and the locel branch of the authors’ associa-
tion, and in all the other haunts of the patriotic literat!, as’ quld
blow away all hope of further donations to the buildihg fund, wipe
out- depariment grants and prizes, and generally shlpquck the
whole Faculty of Arts.

The next year, when Roberts was. tigain on the UBC campus,
Sedgewick wiote me in a different mood; though to the same
conclusion:

Charles G. D, Roberts lectores thrice this week on Conadian Liter- --

gture & Wild Life. (The Intter topic will neglect many aspects of the . |
sub;mmmfanﬂharmnobm)ltuungmmuswsayn bl .
don’t feel like entertaining him just now-— and damn It all, I do find
his verse stiffish (most of it that is), his novels Insipid, and liis animal
stories sentimental. But like Enobacbus, I must be your considerate
stong. God st surely be. very lenient with hypoerisy. :

Sédgewick will not go down in any man's memory as & hypon-
rite. But he was a realist, He and his students must use nothing less
thari the touchstones of Matthew Armold to 'test the great world‘
literature; but Sedgewick was also a Canadian committed to
Canada, to what was still a small and -impoverished college ina
sockety mtent on primary - accumu!auons on the edge of nowhere..
Thongh its fiterary coinage was-fool's gold, he would pass- dt.od
with charming aplomb if by such gestures kie could retain in his

owh Department, of - Englzsh Literature the gold standard of,
Harvard. O

qupred Jrom Spreading Time: Remarks on Canadisn Wntmg
and Writers, Book I, 1904—1949 to be publwhed by Vehmz!e
Press this month.)

THE
"TALL .
SOLDIER

My 40-year Search
for the Canadian who
Saved My Life -

MANUEL ALVAREZ

ON
. ‘SALE
'MAY 12

Cloth 230 pages $14.95

“In. sheer relief I let
out. a long sigh and
‘then laughed. No
possible doubt about :_
it. 1: had -found him.”
:& from Chapter 19

Manuel Alvarez-was ll-years-old when,
during the Spanish. Civil- War, his life was
iaved by a soldier with the Mackenzie-
Papineau Battalion. The¢ man had identified
himsalf with th‘\ree words:*“I am Canadian.”

. PROM VIRGO PRESS
+ Distributed by Beatty & Church

Alvarez swore, to his father and himself,
that he would find ‘this mar and thapk’ him
‘for saving his: life.. The: Tall. Soldier is. the
drdmatic story ‘of-his 40-year search Wh|ch
ended, successfully, in 1978.

LY
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TELLING IT IN GARTH

Richler's |mportant new novel runs on. high-octane gossip
about being a Jew.among the daughters-of the uncircumcised

by Robert Harlow

Joshua Then and Now, by Mordecsl
Richter, MeClelland and Stewart (Knopf),

435 pages, $14.95 cloth (ISBN- 0394
49351 6) )

'.

reporter who bas come to get the story. (the

gossip) about Joshua's accident. We learn”

.the cause of, and the reason for, the accident
400 pages later.
In another few moments we learn that the

VIRGINIA WOOLF once suggested lhat the realstory the repotter was after arises out of

novel wasan extended range of gossip. No
meaen social observer and taitler herself, she
-understood that this basic ingredient in our
personal lives must necessaily be funda-,
mental t0 our fictions about life in general
Gossip is always interesting, surpriging, _

the fact that Joshua is being lauded (falsely)

in the gay press for “coming out.”One of

the. homophile. magazines hasyinterviewed
Joshua’s - ‘mother,  Esther Shapiro, nés
Leventhal, but best known as Esty Blos-
_ som, who now lives in Winnipeg and rims a

often shocking: es a spectator sport 1I: s massageparlonrcalled“oxal:sneauuﬁ:l ”

thrilling; whea you participate it allows you
to let off healing steam from your angers
‘and envies; yet a good gossip also has' the
knack of freeing U our sympathics. There
but for the grace of Ged, etc. Consequently,
Woolf's extended raage is the basic mode ~
for the best “of our story-tellers.
Philosophies and €piplianies are not’ those
universals artists are said to strive for. The
real cosmic concerns that connect Helen
with Emma and Oedipus with i
Joshua are, Who's slécping with wi
Who's rigping Off what? Aud bow well are
others coping-and dying? The difference
between good and bed lLiterature, thex, niky
be judged by the level of imagination end
sensibility ised to chtomclethoseconqerns
Joshua Then ahd Now: begins : with'
gossip. Time magazine has become megely .
liberal and not a good teed anymore: The
spectacle of Bob Hope doing aTVspecial it
China leads quite fllogicallyand natirally
(gossip-wise) to thé notion that, “ Nexi y year
maybe Sonny and Cher would come%% s
direct from Auschwitz, singing “TheyWay
We Were’ before the open doors of, a
reconstructed crematorivm."" Thus, - the
tone'is set. Wesh:ﬂmplcturesofaﬂﬂemon
the wall above the bed of Joshna,.a TV
sports commentator (he is incests, chest'to
ankles, bécause of an accident). and then
mow on down from his bedroom te lhe
front porch of his wife's summer h
where we find her father.(Senator Horoby

drinking Chablis with a shotgun across hIS '

knees, in the presence of Reuben Shapiro,

Joshua's father (an ex- prizefighter, ex-
enforcer for 2 local nmﬁasa) whoisabout to
deal with en unwanted Montreal Gazerre

It is clear after .10 pages that Richler’s
readers are being tested. Hisimagination

and sensibilities are doing 2 schoolyard sort

of thing: *“You likeit?I got more where that
cazme -from.” Say you don't lii it and
you're squaré; say you do and you wonder if
mavhe vou ‘haven't quite grown up yet,
either. Reserve judgement and read on. -
Mother Shapiro screws an alderman from
the Montreal city council; she does. a
stnptease at .Joshua's bar mitzvah -before
going on. t0 ‘play in porno flicks. Father

Shapiro goes to jail regularlyis probably-a

bank robber and a rum runner, and- we See
him break tbe bends of a dentist who-owes
his ‘boss a gamblmg debt. On St. Urbain
Street and -in the schoolyard, -Joshug is

taunted about these’ two by hi peers, and

now 30 years lawr, just before his accident,

, Mordecai Richler

his wife mad and in tbe hospital, his
children in school and the book he i5 writing

stalled, Joshua wanders Westmoint amus-

ing himself by seeking out those St. Urbain
Street- old boys who are now rich. Irving
Pingky, for instance. Joshua goes up to
Westmount to Pinsky’s place on Summit
Circle:

“Joshua, what are.you doing here?’

. “| came-up for fresh air, Irving. YOU
have no idea how it stirks down heluw. We
even have niggers on ours

*“You're supposed to Say blacks now...
How would vou like to be called a kike?"
up ma Jew, Irving, you're akike,”

For 126 pages this is where we' ve been
headed. Tt’s been a txip into a labyrinth

where there are an even dozen narrative
lines to follow. Along the way we've

listened tor Richler invent what- might be
cafled Revenge Comedy, and we've strug-
gled to getpast Richier’s gangrenous tongue
and eye to Joshua, "'a Jew, a sportswriter, &

TV presence;” because the real goskip

whose range has been extended here is

about being a Jew -sbout baving to be a
Jew. It is important to be a woman in a time
of liberation, t0 be black in Zimbabwe in a
time of revolution. to be Canadian in 2 ime
of cultural crisis. But the most important

thing for the Joshuas of the world to be at
any time in any place is a Jew, because Jews
carry-with tbem always the first end most
bas:c and most delnlltanng (for mwbzahon)
oppressmn there Is.

We can have our consciousnesses msed
as ‘much es we can steed about women,
blacks. homophiles, Native Peoples, East
Indjans, West Indians, Boat People, but our
prejudices and bigotry will stay safe and
healthy so'longas the Jéw-as scapegoat and

hate object remains conveniently there for

us"to kick or burm or gas when we fedl.
unsafe, inadéquate, threstened. Or oppres-
sed, because it is the oppressed who, sick
with swallowing burt and anger and help-
lessness, .look for someone to posh even

lower on the totem pole than they are. Or

newly. liberated, because some of those feel,
insanely, that theit anger, suddenly freed
from a lifetime of repressum, must have an
object, and the Jew is the safestone there is.
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It is this tezrifying triple crunch (anmng baving confronted a:nd det'med the wamed

other things) that Joshua trles m fathom. -

Nazi living Openly there. While he is away |
While Richler is or stage doing hisseur chasing shadows, Pauline's mental- health '

vaudeville to entertain-us, Joshua runs as breaks. and she istaken to a Montreal

ofﬁen es he can in.front.of him, anxious,
determined, angry, - shouting: -auto da fé,
expulsion, Nazi. He is appalled by the Jews .

be knows who hew assisted their mmen-'

tors, or who have joined them — Pinsky,
with his Westmount home, his velvet
‘dinner-jacket,. hi wine cellar where each
bottle is worth at least-$100; thé meek Jews
in Ibiza who lived with & wanted Nazi in "

their midst; the State of Israel itself which #

refused citizenship to a young man from
Tbiza because his fainily bas kiad to profess
Christianity for generations for fear of their
lives. This double level of sensibility end
imagination (Richfer’s end Joshua’s) is
basic to the novel. It s, finally, rtechnique,
and any technical arrangement by en aufhor
loses something for him, even es it wing
something else,, The best arrangements
always  win more than they lose. |
Here, in Joshua Then and New, Richler
wins mom than he loser. He makes arithor
intrusion and manipulation into something
like & high art, end he manager to project
both his world and Joshua’s into the reader’s
so that the novel — suuctumlly complex
it is'- nnp_les «tind
shimmers in the mind end in the heart.
Richler is mom often sculptor thin writer,
ore scenarist than novelist, but desplte
this, Joshua's essentia pin asa Jew end his
humanity es a person come through
Richler’s carved-ouf hyperbole -and
movie-maker's dialogue (two generauons'
of Blm-goers Mot actually believe that is
the way people Speak).

The biblical Joshua breeched the walis of -
Jericho. Richler's. Joshua "— rebelling
against his sychophant school. chums, =
climbs. over the well around Westmount,
marries a Liberal senator’s” daughter, ,be-
comes a sporis Writer, a book writer. a.TV
commentator, The bones of his biography
appear no different then Pinsky's. But he
refuses m bow, to SUCK. He never gives up
his father, who taught Joshua & kind' of
morality out of thé King James Version, He

« makes the Senator love him on his own
terms. He goes hi own way end becomes’

himself asa writer. a hughand, father,

person. He loved Pauline, is faithful to.hei.
He loves his family... But be s surprised
when be is loved back, and’ he doesn’t feel
he quite belongs. - V'
That beisa Jew among the Weslmoum
Philistines is never -denied. He tolerates
them, as they tolerate him.. He can't stop
being a Jew. but he would Tike them 1o stop
being Westmounters, His wife’s brother,
Kevin, comes home. He is the essential.
Westmount playboy-failure, end he is the.
catalyst whio forces Pauline to the wall;
because Joshua wants her to abandon him to.
d:sgraoe end jail as a stock-market crook. *
Pauline’scrisis comes gt the same time as
Joshua's, He-feels be must go back-to
Europe, to Ihiza, where 25 years before he
betrayed himself — or perhaps he feels that
is when he began to betray himself —bynot.

8 Books in Canada, May, 1980 "

'hospml .Joshua isforced back on himself.

“He has to forgive es beat he can, not just
KoVinbut himsalf = which may mean

Pinsky and all the others too, but that is off
in the future.

To belong in the technical sense is easy:
the dub elects you, actepts-your presence
.and honours your signature, But to fee! you
belong is a different ‘matter entirely. Old
hurts, knee-]erk reactions, angers, fears,
embamrassments have to be gotten rid of.
One has to ba safe enough to be able to stop
being defensive end begin to trust. But the
facts are thers in Joshua's life; 20 centuries
of exile. oppression, ghettos, pogroms. end
the Holocaust on the one hand, end Irving
Pinsky end his friends on the other. Richler
punishes.Irving, makes fun of him, steams
the labels off his wine bottles and shuffles
them emend the eellar so that they will
never againbe identified.

o

Joshua's intention-is purer and more .

mature, end so the ‘stress between Richler
and Joshua gives the novel a different kind
of energy than we’re used m. Botb want td'
get to the same place, but they want'to_go.
powered by different fuels — Richler by

Tage, Joshua by the fierceness that goes with:

the rieed-to love strongly. Each may be e
I|ttIe embarrassed by the other, but the
reader need not he too concerned for exther.
What is heard about both makes & book the
like of which may not have been seen’
before. Ittperhapsis| Bi'tt pprecisely
Woolf bad in mind when she talked aboutan
extended range of gossip, but she would
appreciate the craft that went into its
making, es well ag Richlers vitriolic tongue
end Joshua's pessessed heart. It isa novel
that is both a writer’s end a reader's book,
and when Richler's works ere finally
evaluated this one will, I think, rank equally
with-his best. It is certainly among thetnost
important he has published during his fisst
25 yegrs as anovelist. O

Take me home,

country Rhodes -

by Frank Davey

Alex Driving South, by Keith Maillard,
Doubleday (Dial), 256 pages; $11.50 cloth
(ISBN 0 8037 0196 9).

EVAN CARLYLE HAS grown up a pampered
- only child of 2 gented family ina ressed
West Vn'gmm industrial- town. F1& Is va-
remarkable in most ways — a resistant
piano and dance student, a C-plus scholar, a
hanger-on in hlgh-school athletics. His one
skill bas been in conniving acceptance from
the bard-drinking, violent working-class
yauth of the town~— youths ‘whose border-
line criminality he envies arid'would"vicari-
ously share., Evan thereby gives his life the
aura of passion and violence without assum-
ing their risks; he dehbemtely passes out
when taken,to a_brothel; be flees dunng a
pang-fight; he asks {o be included in‘cross-
cotmtry races: in_stolem cars only.if he is
-confident of being refused. Eventually he’
deserts his pregnant girlfrieid Elaine by
meiely not answering her letters;, drifts
away froma Californiawife whobares him.
end, evades military draft- by moving to
Canada and becoming & successful (though
Vahum—addmed) CRBC-Radio producer; in
movirg to Canada he sees himself es
**looking out for number one, the same as
always."’
When we, meet this character in Alex
Driving South, Keith “Maillard’s second

novel. he has returned for a Christmas visit .
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to his West Virginia home some 13 years'
affer his biih-school graduation end deser-:
tion of Elaine. Maillard reveals Evan’s life.
in an engaging mixture Of chaptérs that
relive his high-school y& s end ones that,
detail his current encounter With en old"

friend, the title character, Alex is Evan's

foil —-holder of a 429.5 record for the
bigh-school mile in West Yirginia, car

thief, womanizer, road racer, brawler, and

larterly alcoholic husband, father, and

operator of a failing gee station. Through

Alex. Maillard puts forward the tether

dubious moral propostlon that by testing.

oneself through running, racing stolen cars,-

whoring, dnnklng or streetfighting, oné
cannntonly give one’s life meaning but also -
remain in responsible’ contact with one’s,

fellow man. l-hgh-speedmadmesmslolen

cars, with accompanying risks to pedes--
trians and other drivers, become in this

novel Maillard’s metaphar for a life lived

fully and openly. Willingness to take wn--
necessary Hfe-or-death risks becomes pre-

requisite to the honourable acceptance of

responsibility for the hazards one hds

created.

Measunng Even Carlyle by Alex. Mail-
lard easily shows him to be. despite -his
modish clothes end career success, ‘a
spiritual drifter who has fled from all risks,
all difficult moral choices, all ties end
responsibilities to others. Indeed he is; but
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l'.he morel alternatives Maillard prov:des’_
hem——bourgemsescaplsmversusreekless

violence, nm:dxty versus antisocial th:ev-

my, nareissism. versus gangland loyalty —

are too" polarized.to be the basis.of any

meaningful general statement, as well es-
unnecessarily explieit f o r
Evan’s visible shallowness..

- Despite these limitations, Alex Driving '

South reads extremely well, "The three
principals — Evan, Alex, and Elaine — are
vivid and convincing characterizations who
acquire much of their vitality through
dialogue, Their farmly relauonshlps are
impressively capturéd — the Oedipal con-
flicts between parents and children; -the
bmodmg disappointments Of Alex’s fmlmg
marriage, Bvan's parents’ helpless ignor-
ance Of their son's world, tbe ever-latent
violence Of families :mpnsuned ‘by al-
coholism and poverty. Maillard’s swiich in’

the last third of the book from Evan to Alex
as the central, point of view, character is.

Vog
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such situations in.real life. On tbe whole,,
however, Seymour proves he can -siill
deliver the goods. Since his latest agsign-
ment has taken him back to Ieland, we look
forward t0 ids fifth thriller with rel:sh

— DOUGLAS MARSHALL'

demonstratin L

\

d?e to the

‘middle ground

Plains Song, by. Wright ‘Morris, Fitz-
henry & Whiteside, 229 pages, $12.95
cloth-ISBN 006 013047 4).

By DOUGLASHILL

WRIGHT MORRIS has been recording the

unfortunate (it being 2 gimmicky statement- American Middle West ia fiction, photo-

of Even's moral inferiority and Jeaving his
iii relatively unresolved) but it _does -not -
obscure. the book’'s strengt.hs These
strengths — the authoritative view of the

claustrophobic Appalachlan town, its sensi- )

nvegmspofpassmnatechamcnersbemenby
life, its fast-moving nazrative ‘of brutal
action and intense dialogue — make-it_a

highly readable work of fiction, whtchbyrts -
" to speak tomprehenswely .about Mortis’s
- work. It's obvious, however; ‘from even a

narrative energy Overrides it§ autlior’sslight
grasp of its morel issues. Oy

IN-BRIEF '

Red Fox, by Gerald Seymour, Collms,ﬁos
pages, $13.95 cloth (ISBN ' 0 00
221444 X) * Britishi' TV journalist 'Gerald
Seymour is an empmcal student Of ‘firban’
terrorism, specializing in the psychologma.l
duel between tbe hooter and the hustelf: He
has treated the subjectinihres prevmus‘best
sellers, the first of which ‘was' Harry's
Game — a beautifully constructed IRA:

text, and essay for more than 30 years, but

famie’ 'and popularity -have avoided him.

There was a National Book Award in 1956
(for Field of Vision), and his accomplish-
ments-are sung by readers who kriow him,
‘but his reputatidn seems never to haye

* gained much authority of its own. This is his

19th novel, 29th book.
, including this reviswer, would-dare -

tentative acquaintance, that o other
fiction-writer of his generation-—he’s 70—
except perhaps John Cheever, has applied
‘himself so diligently and with stich varied
, Sugcess to: -the subject of human limitation,
to thé abragions of necessity upon longing,
decision upon dream.

Motzis isn’'t really like anyone else, and
comparisons O ‘othér regionalists aren’t
helpful. He appears remarkably . unself-
conscious, un-**artistic’"; the novels breathe
craftsmanship, ignore fidtirithes. But his
straight-ahead, declarative prose, laconic
and relaxed, cuts’deep into meaning and

bombshell that rocked the ranks.of | thnller possibility.” and ‘ his unforced, seemmgly

addicts with a shock of authenticity nit felt
since The Spy Who Came in Fmm thé'Cold.
His next two books (The Glory’ “Boys,
ngﬁsher) never qmte captured the stark
power of the first. Nor does Red Fox, Which
is set in Ttaly, where 'Seymour spent ‘tinde
years on assignment. The plot, suggested by -
the Aldo Mom tragedy. cohcerns the Kid-
napping of a British businessman by ‘the
Mafia. Through co:nphcnted “plot
mechanics, a Jove-crazed feenage terrorist’
decides to playa lone hand in the affair: ‘The

action swings between -Rome and Calabiia, .

allowing Seymourto paise briefly at Monte
Cassino for. some hisimcal reflections.
There's atouchtoo much travelogue\\mung
|0 the descriptive passagea the“-author
seems intent on proving he knowshis tely.
And a gootl editor should have told him that

Ioose and casual structure gives a firm
balance to hlsstories of change and dissolu-
tion. He'salso funny, a quality that seems to
have been bred out of most writers, Ameri-
ceil or Canadlan whio ponder |ife west of
tbe Appalachians and east of California.

Plaint Song eelebrates a Nebraska fam-
nly.meAtIunkes ‘through three generations.
It_s music **for female voices® (and so
subutled) the Atkins women — Cora, her
gifter-in-law Belle, daughterMadge niece
Sharon Rdse — live in the minor keys, the:
. measures of their days unorchestrated, un-
melodie, but quietl Y, often haunhngly
rhythmical.’ The ndvel is s far. from the
bloated pop-saga as can be imagined, yet for
all its spare precision it achiieves a masterful
denisity and cumulative power.

The characters are ‘utterly plausible.

two of his six main characters — & second * made’ whole ‘and memorable by Monis's
Italian COp and a second -concerded irgny. Coracomes to Nebraska, stays, dies.

' Englishman — are -redundant n thriller
fiction, no matter how true they may be to

The fact of her being, and her Jegacy, is

*“‘not her image, not' her- person, but the

DAL

Gongratulat'ibﬁs:

1o the winnars of tha gecond
OBO Radio Literary Gmeﬂt!n
which drew 5000 bntries

Short Btory
1st Prize: WD. Valgardson, Vistoria, B.C.
#nd: Audrey Thomas, Galiano, B.C. .
8rd: Ludmiila Bereshko-Huntar;
Montraal

Pootry
1st: Mary DI Michele, Toronto
&nd: bil bisgett, Vanoouiver
Srd: Robert Gurrle, Moose Jaw

Memoir
@nd: Bill Schermbrucker,
North Vaneouver
and Morgan Nyberg, Surray, B.C.
Srd: Clavdia Christopherson,
St Anne de Belizyue, Que.

who received a toisl of $18,000 and 8
chance to have their work bmadnast !
on CBC Radio

@@@f -

The third CBC Literary Competition
- will bg leunchad this gummer
» when rules will bs avaflabls. -

.Please-send enquirios to:
Robart Weaver,
CBC Literary Compstition,
Box 800, Station A, '
Toronto MSW 1E6

ﬁ_\

@& CBC Rudlo
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.great alarming silence ‘of er" natiire;’ the’

void behind her liminous eyes.” Shardn
Rose leaver; goes east, rétupns; Jwhatever |
Jife held in the future for her: it would prove .
tc reside in this rimless past, approachmg ‘
and then fading like the gong of a crossmg
bell”

There are no fanfargs in Pfams Sang._
only a careful Journey theough some. lives
for their beginnings, to.see What these- can
give, wher e they can lead. Work.and duly
are dominant themes. It's in eﬂ'ect'arural
middle-class ethic that Morris, isolates:-
“‘only work that could not be finished gave
purpose tolife."” Though the ingredients for
mere nostalgia — image, memory; emotion

are all present, the book’s energles strike
forward. mot back. Thisis a contemporary
novel, nat a period-piece. -

The steadiness of Morris’s lone leads o'a,
rich and moving climax. The symbohsm of
item and. incident is unobtrusive;-connec-
tions and’ parallels among_the lives -are’
understated; the intricate texture of power
and love is bright. AU this in an- easy.
collognial, almost “ country” style. Plains
Song lingers, earthy and disquieting.- OJ

Triad men .
and true -

Whiteside, 310 pages, $15.75 cloth (ISBI

Yellowfish, by John Keeble, Fitzhenry
0060122927)

B y PHILSURGUY |

YELLOWFISH ARE Chinese wetbacks. The
hem of John Keeble's line nove is Wedey
Exks, a 35-year-old farmer fmm eastern
Washington State, who sometimes works as
4 conrier for a smuggler named Lucas. Erks
has always run cocaine, but on this océasion -
-the time is April, 1977 -he agrees to
pick up four illegal Chinese immigrants.ir
Vancouver and drive them east across .
southern British Columbia to Creston, then
south. over the border, then down throngh
Tdaho to Reno, and ﬁnally over., Io San
Francisco.

Erks is barely unider way when hc
discovers that one of his passengers is dying
from & knife wound. Alse, another of the .
four iSactually an Americin. He' Sthé same’
age as Erks, and his name is Ginarn Taam.
Seven years earlier, the- Maoist book'store
heran in San Francisco’s Chinatown was
burned by a Mafia-like organization called
‘the Triad. His wife died in the fire. He'.
hunted the ‘arsonist down, killed lum and
fled to China,

The reason for the detodr through Reno is
that Taam's family ownsa casino there, and
the Triad will allow him to retum to the
United States (that. is, they'll *forgét™- he

'kilied one of their membérs), if they can
‘buy it at a price well below its actual value.

‘10 Books in Canada, M ay, 1980 - .

Teain's' saféfy has been guaranteed at the

saleé itself; hut he till has to get there, and

from-tlie  border onwar d Erks’s vehicle

18 followed by, twao others, one driven by

agents Of a Mad fiction that wants Taam

. dead anid the.other by people who've been
'senuopmledt him. Morebver, it iSnot too
clear which Taction L ucas favours, a ques- .

tion that becomes cr ucially important after
hiq tough, horny wife joins Erks's party in

. Idaho,

" Yeliowfisk isa good thriller. It is also a
very ambitious novel. Erks hasa passion-
ate, almost mystic intergst in the naral,
physical, and human history cf the north-
west part of this continent — not only the
;ctual history, but also the myths, dreams,

*and unconscious drives that bave always

brought new _people into the area. In
Vancaaver, on the old CN pier at the top of
the ramp at the nortli bnd of Main Street, he
communes With the memory of.the navi-
gators who once sought the Northwest
Passage, among_them both the sStrait-
laced Cook, whose - ships were first thought
by the Indlans at Nootka Sound to be islands
magically risen from the sea, and the
extravagant Jugn de Fuca, who claimed he
bad sailed irland and fourd an Eldorado in
what would now be. Saskatchewan. Later,
on the final dash to San-Francisco, Erks's
mind- is as much with the tragic Donner
Party,as it is on the adventure at hand.”And,
as hé and his passengers leave Vancouver
behind and the highway is enclosed by the
lower end of the Fraser Canyon, we ledm:

Erks had a special gttachment for Fraser's
Jjournals, which were filled with the viol-
ence Of dream, Of visions exceeding his
ideas. His language was excessive, his
nouns sheer and his verbs aggressive,
,anlhesque. tiis words on the verpe of
umntelllglbll:lymd texact intheirevoca-
tion of the miissive, r ebellious land. Fraser,”

himself Scotch, his grandparents immig-

raats to New York, then to -Vermont,
Jacobite in thelr svmpathles fled to
Quebec or hIS mother did. His father dii
In prison, and Simon Fraser, exploring the
West, took onthe language of the West, and
in g0 doing seemed akin to the excessive,
ofien brutal, and yet exact language of other
Westerners to come: Joaquin Miller, Nor-
ris, London, Jeffers, Ginsberg, Kerouac,
Spwer ‘and Bukowski,

Brksis ap: odd hem. Heisas self-reliant,
compelent and metaphysically hefty asa
herd should be; biat all heii capable of
mfluencmgue momentary events. When it
tomes (0 affecting the Jarger-drama, he is
just the dnver. all but powerless. in Reno, a
Triad man, a guard outside the door tc the
room where the casino sale is being
tiated, “tells- hirn, *‘Look, nobody S rea?
mlerested in‘you. If | was you, I’d Justgel
those lwo_to San Francisco and goon
home

: The point, | think, iS. that Erks does
indeed have a home, also an excellent.wife
and a son. His parents were the immigrants,

. thetravellers. He has arrived. The geog-

raphy, history, and mytholody of the
Northwest may be as important to him as his
blood,.but it is the travellers, the newcom-

0 U M TR S

ers, who are the herees, the énes who crmte
the history and legends of the area. Team iS
more in Simon Fraser’s tradition than Erks
is. Perhaps Erks her other dties. At the end
ofthe novel there is a suggestion that he will:
see that “Taam’s story is told to the world,
Which isn't 1o say that this is all that
l’ellawﬁsh is about. There is lots more here,:
and Keeble may net have intended to make
these points specifically. or eve” at all.
Ther e are simply a few possibilities, one
facet of the universe cf hard facts and
extraordinary visions to be found in this
rich, imaginativebook. O

Rooms with "

a view

The House en Dor chester Street, by
Ronald J. Cooke, Vesta, 122 pages. $4.95
paper (ISBN 0 919806 414).

By LEN GASPARINI

THIS SHORT NOVEL takes place in Montreal
during the Depression. Although the plot i is.
somewhat sk:mpy and contrived — like a*
Grade B movie — it has enough bite 0
make an impression on the reader for 4 few
hours. The scene is M rs. Emma Wilder's
all-girl rooming house on Dorchester Street,
a pruriently obvious setup that Cooke:-

understates by having Mrs. Wilder say:.,

“My place.is respectable!”” And it is to'a

certain extent. The only Taynchy elementis *

her unemployed 1Syear-old-son Louis, aad
his street-wise friend Sam. They beth spend

* most of their time masturbating and peeping

at the-girls in the washiroom, through 2 nail
hole ib the wall of " Louis’s room. This
obsessive vayeurism s such a focal poin cf.
the .novel that one gets the suspicion the

author iSenjoying it mc.

Cooke's ‘narr ative style suffers from
cliché and 2 lot Of unconvincing, inane
dialogue. Consequently, the characters
seem woaden, and a odds with their owi
motives. The Depron is only hinted at,
and its looming spectre is never felt strongly
enough to alter the characters’ lives. This is
the novel's biggest flaw. Aside fmm that, it
hasall the vapid ingredients cf a mediocrs'
whodunit. There is-a jewel cache: a half
hearted kidnapping; and a seduction scene
that doesn’t quite fill a page. Perhaps the
novel should have been beefed up with
more episodes and Depressiop-erarealism.

The 'House on Dorchester Street gets by
partly on its spasmodic efforts at suspense,.
Because the chapters are so short, an-aura of
anxious uncertainty iS achieved by a series
of minor climaxes that thicken the plot. In
this respect, Cooke is like a traffic cop. AU
in all, his novel is fast-paced and interest-
ing. It bearswatching TV, and alse tellsus
that rooming houseg haven’t changed much
in the past 50 years.
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" ““Would that we all had been so blessed in grandfathers.”

Books. in, Canada (April 1980)

CLIVE DOUCET

Grandfather S
- Cape Breton

the new novel by Clive Doucet (author
of Disneyland, Please, a runner-up'for -
the Books in Canada Award for First
Novels) e

- o like W O. Mitchell’s Who Has Seen
the Wind r
e warm and nostalgic
@ moving and sensitive
“Clive Doucet has ‘captured perfectly
the easy-going quality bf the people,. the
' beanty Of the.landscape and that’" unique
kind of exterided famiily which-calls for.
-~ keeping ‘track of and:caring for blood
relatives no-niatter how far they Stray
from the famlly compound :
N Bill McNeil
Just._published . .
$1295

THE INDIAN CRAFTS OF
WILLIAM AND.- MARY
COMMANDA '

David Gldmark

The author and the Con| mandas, well-known
Algonquin crafispeople, guidé the reader.on &
fascinating exploration of the mystery and beauty
of Indian crafts. Dozens are explained and
illustrated. including adetailed section on
constructing a birchbark ‘eanoe. Over 130
photos and line drawmgs $ 12.95 hardcover

$ 1.95 paperback

-

4 MINUTES TO THE JOB YOU”
WANT: Secrets of Successful Job.
Hunting

Geoffrey Lalonde

Hone your job-hunting skillsto atine sc:ence_
by using these proven by experience methods

taught in the Lalonde-George Successful Job .

Hunting Seminars. $ 9.95 paperback

M cGraw-Hill -Ryerson-
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CIOUdland B

presents*

The
Spring Catalogue -
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Send for y&r free {:eﬁv"'
today by- writing:"
CLOUDLAND

-791 St. Clair Avenue West

Toronto, Ontano .
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IN YOUR' LIFE? | '

Playwnghts Canada'is the ceitre’

for Canadian plays and playwrights.
we represent 130 professional
dramatists aeross the connfry
including David French. Erika
Ritter, George F. Walker, Warren
Graves, Sheldon Rosen, Carol Bolt,
Michael Ceok, Shnron Pollock and
Larry Flneberg _

Get in touch with us and we’ll send
you our new Directory of Canadian '
Plays and Playwrights with
production photographs, synopses’
of more than 300 plays and-
blographles of the writers. At the :
same time.we’ll tell.you about our’ ~
other servicer J
How's that for a scenario? Why not
write yourself in. ", -

DLAYWRIGHTS CANADA

12 Books | n Ganada, May, 1980
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Field and
stream Of
consciousness.

Woods end River Tales, by Roderic
Haig-Brown, edited’ by Valerie Hai
Brown, McClelland & Stewart, 192 pages,
' 1$13.95 cloth ('ISBN 0 7710 3768 6).

By DEAN BONNEY

THIS IS A collection of 19 stories, 16 of them
unpublished when Haig-Brovn died in
1976, Thiey all cafe out of his experience as
a logger, prospector, trapper, surveyor,
hunter. and sport fishérman, “ Stories’ isgs
good a word as any, although. the camou-
flage gets progressively thinner and the |est
handful, the best by far, are auto-
blographical sketches. H e dropped tbe pre-
tense O "makmg up” stories, many of
them hdving an O. Henry kick at the end,
and wr ote strdightforwardly as tbe Camp
bell River author-magistrate who. relished
fishing above aAlmost anything. else. The
editor is his eldest daughter.’

Haig-Brown wrote tbe first eight stories
in London shortly.before be moved beck to

» British- Columbia for good. He was in his

early 20s.  They proclaim themselves as
apprentice work. Likeall writershe was
trying to learn his craft at the expense ofthe
' public (and failing; none of the eight is listed
.+as having been previously published), They
_are too.carefully aimed at Brifish magazines
of the time that would take stories with some
scolonial colowr — Blackwood's perhaps, or
Cornhill. Tough \Wept Coast loggers say
**See here'* and **He'll be along directly.”
Men who desém- their wives are *““dirty
* skunks,” cowards are “yellow,” and adul~
terers-are ‘‘rotten swine.”” Characters who
can't speak the King's English have to get

'_ by on ethni¢ pr yokel talk with plenty of
“ders’ mid *‘hev"s and ‘*dat™s and

**P'ing"s, His daughter says in a note she
believes they are all trife stories, Maybe, but
in these early.ones hi memories seem too
often tailored to fit the preconceptions of 2

1. certain kind of British reader in 1930. Even
50, indications of thie lean styleto come are

here, a5 are the keenly appreciative eye, ear;

+and nose for his chosen part of the country.

Half the otheis were written in the late

| '30s. By then Haig-Brown had settled on
. the east coast of VVancouver |dand. He hed

"also settled in@ developing a cooler way of
lookiig et things and 2 sparer way of
writing. lie was involved enough to know
intimately what he was writing about. but

* detached enough.to be able to describe it

twith telling accuracy. There are fewer

" adjectives and adverbs, and he was no

longer trying 50 hard for effect. or no longer
seeming to, which isthe same kg.
Some of them’are character sketches. In

(ISBN 0 920066 22 4) -and $6. 952&&
* (ISEN 621 6). '

o —

two:of these the characters — the prote- .
gonists in fact—are a barriyard rooster and +
a Labrador retriever. Y ou wait for the first
bim .of humanizing, a. ittle stream oOf
consciousness, say, from the cock or .the
dog. But 00, The animals ar¢ credible, ever
winning, because they're always per ceived
by the human being who is telling us about”
them.

The other stories date from “ emend
1950° according to the editor. Most of them
are character sketches t00. In all-of them
Haig-Brown appears unselfconsciously esa
writer who isalso 2 smell-town judgeanda
knowing and caring fisherman. Whea he
takes you fishing witb him he imparts his-
expertise sa deﬁly that even-the laymen cén
follow Jim: | was . . . fishing a wet fly
downsiream on & long- lme and trying, to
swing it across a fewinches above where the
fish were lying so that no shadow of gut
would touch them.”

The prize of the book is the seven-page-
piece called *“The Wharf."" In it he recounts -
a minor tragedy. There iS no exaggeration,
yet-the event is' given. a convincing dimen-
sion. AU Haig-Brown’s virtues came to-
gether in this story: a matchless knowledge
of fishing and fishermen; an wnruffled-
commpassion (no doubt refined, if.not ac-
quired, in court); a feel for bis part of the

* coast; and a pellucid style. The New Farker

bought it. No wonder. Cl

The-ears -_
have It.

East of Myloona, by Andrew Suknaski,’
Thistledown Press, 63 pages, $14.95 clolh

.Another Mouth, by George Bowering,|’
McClelland & Stewart, 96 pages. $7. 95
paper (ISBNQ 7710 1590 9). '

By STEPHEN SCOBIE

ANDY SUKNASKI writes the words of the poet ;
“listening. Reading -his work you always
have the impresson of him sitting in some
small-town café or hotel bar, hunched,

- forwiird, smoking his pipe. his eyes mthe
shadow of his pecked cap (white polar bear.’
o blue, tbe Northwest Termitories)intenss, .
intelligent: listening.

His books contain the poems of all the’,
voices be hears: in East of Myloora, the
-voices of the North, The poems come froma .
tip he took in the summer of 1977. tothe. -
country ‘the Inuit hunter Tshmael Alunik
ramed for him es **Mylocona™": “*whers | -
hunted.” Here are the voices of the old';
Dutch immigrant Tjar Doornbos, “ the King -
of the Ravens’; of the trapper Oliver
Powder (*‘ain’t nobody S gonna susvey/
across my traplines-... caus i got guns'
boyl**); of Alex Tawye remembermg his

b TRE- T
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grandfather who worked a Whole summer
" for Hudson’s Bay ‘and got agun,a
! “‘muzzahlohdda,” as his total wages; ‘of

kentucky/while the MACKENZIE flows on™";
of “Harry Debastien- in
Hotel Pub"” : :
hey . .. you know?

& -.samﬂlmeﬂgohunﬁn
moose?

R L LI TN

} come home with:
i nothin?
" ' throw handful ah stow in
pa? *
with lin tomato?
> 8ot moose track soup.'

"“This is the kind of writing with: which _
Suknaski has established his posit@ &s one
of Western Canada's leading poets: apoeuy
. of precise"observation and impersonality; a
poetry of the.people and their history, their’
rootedness in time and place; a poetcy of. -
anecdote and reminiscence, of tall tale and

Henry Rivett, "strummmg blve rmoon qf :
the ‘Mackenzie *

Mountsin. One would hate to see him
abandon this role as the chronicler of a vast
oral history. yet one would also hate to see
him trapped in it. His potential range is even
wider, and thers is surely mom for nore of
Suknaski himsdlf in these paems, more of
his quirky, esoteric mtelhgenoe. more than
merely the observer, the interpreter. As an
& id reader of Jorge Luis Borges, he must
. himiself know that he is not simply recording

. his world, but also creating it, dreaming it.

Some day be should step mom firmly into

“'_ his dreams.

, East of Myleona does featare one other
aspect of Suknaski; namely his talents asan
artist. The bouk 15 illustrated with six of his
own drawi nqs meticulous pencil sketches
--f overlaid lmages—faces. ammals. masks

. Which stand’ in grave_and “eloquent

- counterpoidt to the poems, (And congratu-
ations to. Thistledown Press fof the quality,
of the reproductions. )Easrof Myloona is

tegend; above"all a poetry voice, of _gertainly a book worth haying.

colloquial speech, of bar-mom conversa- George Boweringwritesthe wor ds
tion.hetetorecord: function thepoethstenmg,woapoetry of
re-present, to listen. and later to -voice Boweringhearses that
speank,telhngthe stonesandcalach.mg-the arenotthusamennoﬂhem pubs:

inflections (the question marks at the end of rather, the voice that he hears and follow.,,

cachHarryDebasl:en sstatements an-

| notating the upturn in the voice), getting the

voice down on paper.

' E s acraft that Suknaski has perfected,
and. in East of Myloonz he.applies it,as
il fully to the northemn land in which be is

tracmg its movements with no less dexterlty
than does Suknaski, is his own ~yoice, or

more profoundly. e voice of the !angugge
moving within him. It is'by turns witty,
sardonic, passionate, compassidnate; it:can

.speak’ with a strdking sirplicity and direct-

only a summer visitor as he has donein the - ness,ontcantwnstandtu.rnllkeathreadma

pastto the familiar home-ground of Wood

- ..
L TR
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Rlchard Adams new novel

labyrinth. But it isin the end his own,

" 4

performing the finction that Bowering
alludes 16 in an early quote from Witt- -
genstein: “ One thinks that one istracing the”
outline of the thmg s nature over & dver

'agam,& one I8 Juerely tracing round the

frame thra which welook at it.” The poetry
traces the voice, and the voice is the framie:
in Bowering's work, what we observe is the
process of perception as it takes place,
moment by moment. in the language. .

Another Mouth is not one of Bowering's.
major book-length works. like the delight-
ful A Short Sad Baok or the elusive
Allophanes; rather, it isa loose and casugl
collection of short poems, the only exr.endeﬂ
sequence being “Old Standards.” The
book is none’the worse for this: my
occasional dissatisfaction with Bowéring
usually derives froma feeling that the
concepts behind his books are sometimes

' more interesting than the books themselves.

These small. fleeting moments of wit ‘and
perception are among the best of Bowering..

Some of the poems are little more than

‘jokes, butlheyrﬁgodmkes ““‘A Poem for

High School Anthologies™ would "serve
splendjdly the purpose its title suggests.
There dre poems of small, precise cbserva-
non. ‘poems for his daughter and poems of
re-finding his own past; surprisingly little
about baseball. There are poems of loneli-
ness and poems of travel; poems of personal

—‘and Of nstional history. Poundmaker is

evoked with dtgmty. John Newlove with.
affection. The ‘series “Old Standards™
reviews long past relationships in poems

The Girl in
a Swing

A hauntlng story

of a passionate
» " love. affair,

threatened by a
supernatural force.
By’the’author of !
the acclaimed
WATERSHIP DOWN.

'~> AnAllen Lane hardback .

-‘;”a.f'"

$12.95 -
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that take off-from the first. lines of old pop
- songs: the whole sequence is outstgnding, .
but the secqnd pfuem —- **Moonlight be-
comes you' —is just superb, as-good.a
-poemas Boweriig, or for that matter any of
his contemporaries; has ever written.

What holds this scaiteréd collection to-
gether js only the voice, “ihe frame thro
which we look at .it.” It's a voice as .
authenticas any Suknaskihas heard; though
they speak of different worlds, tlmugh they-
dream different creations, they are finked in
their fidelity to the movements of language
through shich they sense — everything.
They write the- words of’ the poet,

Hstening.: O - . )

.'1
-

Cerebral @
seismographs

- Les stratégies du réel The Story S
Far §, edited by Nicole Brossard,
- House Press, 344 pages, $7 50paper(ISB
0 88910 168 X) '

 ByWAYNEGRADY .

THIS SIXTH ANNUAL issiie of Coach House's
The Story So Far anthology has been gwen
over entirely to the young gusbécols writeis
associated Witk the Montréal qua:terly La
Barre du Jour (rechristencd -in 1977 ‘La
Nouvelle Barre du Jour). Coach House's’
guest edifor, Nicole Brodsard, is also the -
editor of La Nouveile Barre du Jour. At 37
she is one of the oldest writers in the group;
and ong of the few who have previoasly.-
appeared in English. In 1976 Coach House
published two of her-novels, a book a.nd
Turn of a Pang, both of which .were
published in Frenchi in thie early 1970s. She-_
is also the author of Mécanique Jongteu.re.
which won the Govemor General's Award
in 1975,

Brossard has been with La Barre dii Jour:
since its inception in- 1965,.20d so it is not
surprising that ell the wnlefs Jepresented -
here seem cast in her mould, alltmkenng
more or less proficiently with the themes ,
and images found in Brossard’s own work
{again fiot surpnsmgly ‘these are the same
themes and images found in most,Coach
Houseauthorsaswal).Brossaxd spoeu-yjs
often oppr:sswely cerebral:..

Unhwwn fo emotion themeuﬂ-

Jolds filled with seduction  filled
with reserve for the stakes could

be brudses of black or of words. . .

- b

But cerebiral’ &ll'in ‘a rish, stiideiitly”

subjectified, as though'the words spew from
the brain’s pan unhmdered by thought or
custom. Pure words; ini fact, painted with a
large brush. Almost all of Brossard’s poems:

are abour words — not words as means of
communication, but words as physical nb-
Jects to_be expmeneed . .

Y S kN D

fl .
o

- _ indelible alwdys percepnb!e in -
* my muscles, to the touch, ihis scene of a.,
. hair so.qurprising the actof . -
m:mwimnx suddenky mrn!ng intea:
. srrncrure qum?

Thei image Jerids 1tselt' easily tothe idea of

" the word made flesh: especially for women

poets (Brossard is co-foundér of the
femlmst colleciive that publishes Les Tétes

‘ de pmche.- which translates as *Pickaxe’),

the poem replaces the fogtus as something
to be Izboured over and delivered. Thus we

" find in the excellent piece by Genviéve

[}

Amydt, *‘These Too Are Real Birds,” an
intense verbal account — no, not so much
21 Becount s 2 Simulation — of & birth. We
don’t find out' what was actually .bom (a
bir d? the f connections with French and
Russian symbolism have always been very
strong in Quebec); but the experience i
followed A = bvthis:

‘When in-fact I have gone .over all the

" sessions again, pre-natal, natal aod the
succeeding ones, each and every one,-
written, spoken, from a distance or actual
presence, achieved or stored away, when I

. havemdeasmanyappenlsasneoesmyfm
trustto be indefectible, tken have fabficated
:hemmgpamsonstorelnfmethe
foundations sofficiently, :  guaranteed for
life, in the greatest tranqnility, then I will
wnderteke the job ofwo:kilig out the final
ohjective: the ‘systematic mvennon of oug
trivial daily life.

For France 'I'héoret. the struggle is
againse' language: “*There’s no possible

" mode of language for a sejsmograph trained
" on lips turning blue.** Words are, in‘a sharp

rebuttal to Genvidve Amyot, the “hollow

.-echo of a mother.dead- fmm_havmg given

. binth,” Théoret rafls against “acts that
‘don’f’lead to action,’ for, as she says,

. **behind .the - Maginot line words are un-

heard "
But all mvolutmns begm with 1he disin-

g tegmuon and, reeonsu'ucnon of ianguage,
- 'withi, “*giving-new naifies 10 the stars™ in
. F.R." Scott’s; phrnse (Jean-Pau] . Sarl:re' .

aumbmgraphy is calléd The Words). Per-
haps the clearest statement of the violent,
:evolutwnaryause ‘of Jahguage in this vol-
ume is found, in Michel Gay, who “co-

_ founded La Noweue Barre du Jour with
‘Bfosserd .in. 1977, Gay 5 bombardment,
**Bluff Bdie of Suresurg_e ** bounces from

-'prose to poetry, but s, mr.ernally cons:!;fent

_muqmessage ok

'Wordsonapagostheway.ifwewantm.
"we'll- geunthsmelée the ricochet, of the
* letters.. .ABC's. A nmew c:rcu!ation (at
least)’s an’absolute necessity. Some new

" meening (any/). Redching the indifferent
:wansparence of what filkers through the
. keen-edged tissue of thé words:

The problem; for’ thcse descendants of an
" older géneration's .parri pris, is to tum a
language of subjugation and colonielism

- into & vocabulary of anger. Once that is
‘accomplished, there will be no more falk of

- @ *‘quiet” revolution. O

oo e,

Landmarks, by Rebin Skelton, Sono
Nis Press, 91 pages, 85.95 paper (ISBN O
919462 88 X).

By MICHAEL THOMPSON

ROBIN SKELTON, now in his mid-50s, came
to Canada 17 years ago with the beginnings
of a British literary reputation. He had done
some academic work — selections, edi-
tions, articles, translations — and other bits
and piecesincluding various volames,
pamphlets, and broadsides of poetry, or
stuff somewhat likeit. He kept this up
prolifically in British Columbia and crafted
and grafted hi way on to the approved
CanLit roster by an aggr essive ubiquity in
all the right genres, journals, and media:

Skelton is at his best as a translator —of,
for'instance, the lucid morsels of the Greek
Anthology.— and as a provocative commen-
tator on the craft of poetry — The Practice
of Poetry (1971) and Poetic Truth (1978)
being among his excellent output. But-woe,
woe, multiple we. i many anothersleek
and high-trotting academic, Skelton is-light
years from being a poet himself, His Jatest
sim’ volume, the unmemorably -titled
Landmarks, is drab evidence of the gap
between theory and practice.

-For Skelton, Vancouver Island isa place
to which he *‘came home’’ from wuthering
Yorkshire, and whose past and presences he
has stowly been coming’ to know over the
mtervenmg years. Landmarks S an attempt
to" relate his “‘own present self to the

" baunting past and the presences of- this

place, whichis, for me, the centre of the
natuzal and spiritual- world | inhabit and
which inhabits me." It isn't easy to glean
from its contents what force this relation .
has. Thisis not to impugh the: validity, for
Skelton of his engagement with-the tetrain
and its past. |t's justthat be doesn’t have the

poetry to tell us about it. Faceless stuff like
this doesn’t doit: “ | picked a pebble from
the! beach; the pebblef fist | smifacléf and
then is stone.” And whe:rSkelf.ontnestobe
gndmic it's even wofse. Hereis “ Pebble’
complete: “It would be hard to take/ this
pebble home unless we knew the way/ to
take the sea.”*

In some ways Landmiarks is & pa.rcdy of
what can be thought of as West Coast or
more nearly Vancouver Jsland poetry. Lots
of rain and-mist. lots of storie, pebbles, sea
water, sea 'birds, shells, whales, wolves,
I ndians and discoveries, woods and woods,
forest and forests: the ingredients arc ready
to mix. "It is a day of rain;/the rain sweeps
down / each leaf, each needle Igathenng,
ﬁllmg. Joosing/ threads of rain until the/
threads of rain/ have woven curtains'' is one-

May, 1980 Books in Canada” 15

Al E B

LIVERR PR DLW S


http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Nicole+Brossard
http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Robin+Skelton

o T R E
7. -4’.-'(2’."':-6..-:. i

D LR -w-l
AT wRchn,
k- wdl-m.-rcm-nm

BREAIXDOWN OR
BREAKTHROUGH

Toni Robinson
‘Tells you bow ta use stress as a
force to break throush sel
| attitudes - and change y-mu life.

gnn- Rebort Moy

TRIVIA

.and present.

. 19th Century Grandeur
by Lucy Baoth Martyn

fl Toronto.

|6 Boaks in Canada, May, 1980

by Dr. James C. Paupst and

ositivi 2
eating
$6.95

by Paul Russell and Robert Jeffrey

A Hundreds of amusing, surprising fack
i from | areas of Canadian life bp;h past
' 6.9 3

ARISTOCRATIC TORONTO

a Explorer- the history of the grand families
wha occupied the elegant homes of early
.- $15.95

* rainy plece. Ancther starts: ““A mist of rain/

upon theshore/ of the empty island/ and in
the sand,/ half buried, ribbed/ as an ebbing
wave. ..”" Then there are the fish eagles,
*‘great wings silhouetted/ on the sky,/
swaying upan the wind,/ and sliding, glid-
ing™, or *“Nootka’" where “"Over the west/
coast the birds/ hover and scream, the big
breakers/ hurling them high,” etc.
“‘Nootka" ‘even throw People of the Deer
into thé bargain.

Once in a while-there is the flicker of an
attempt et busy, hard-working language:
““Fanged ship-splitter/ women -of rains,”’
which, however, quickly tapers off into the
reguiation Landmarks banality. Landmarks
is full of pieces that are rather sketches for
poems then poems in themselves, and
simply do not resonate in the reader’s mind,
nerves, guts or bloodstream. As Skelton’s
dedicatory item, **Makar* {in pretty ink),
accurately note*: **With less to say/ than
rain on stone/ ... than beast or bird/ I put
this word/ upon this word{ wpon this
word.." 0O

 »

Sparrows and
winooping cranes

More Storfes from Western Canada,
editedby Rudy Wiebe and Aritha van Herk,
Macmillan. 296 pages, $6.95 paper (ISBN
0 no5 1794 3).

‘By DAVID SHARPE

THE TTLE, I fear, does this collection a
disservice. These 22 works are not simply
“*more stories™ ||| K-Tel’s **more greatest
hits’; them is a fige, informing intelligence
behind their selection, an editorial presence
‘between the lines, and, ' more™ is scarcely
the word for that. Nor, to its credit, is the
collection notably **Western.” Indictments
ageinst failures of vision, and‘the ills that
resnlt when & society fombles the transfer of
vision needed for community — those are
problems that are universal, or at least (on
o bed days) Canadian.
Wiebe, in his introduction, prepares us
for themes of Ianguage and naming, and the
fiest twoof four sections deliver-k prom-
ised. Then the third section veers sharply
into a theme of independence versus depen-
dence featuring exclusively female pro-
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tagonists, and | said, *“Whoa! Is thii the
other editor?"” A bit of warning would have
been nice. And a bit of linking — even
though, by the end of the final section. the
apparent bréak is healed.

In the figst story. an«English gentleman
saves his respect, his stlk hantikerchief, and
his hot tub from the crudities of the busk,
and admiration of him by z local trapper
passes that dandy's name into the land-
scepe. \We re watching a colonial mentality,
a fascination with imported models, that
appears es well in the biblieal and Olympian
giants who replace the mere players of a
Winnipeg bigh-school football game in
*“The Immontals’’ by Ed Kleiman. Fortu-
nately for our identity, other stories raise the
possibility of home-grown models: the
myths of'the Amerindian in Mel Dagg's

“Sunday Evening on Axe Plate’; the
somewhat summary rejection Of an Amen-
can husband in W.D. Valgardson's
“‘Skald” for the sake of a local. rustie
contact with the land; and even aremarkable
use Of nature-close-at-hand in the metaphor
of **Gall™ by Brenda Riches.

Many of the imported visions fail; es
Kleiman says in **The Immortals®”: **It was
right. | suppose, that we should have lost.
Anything €lse would have been atic.” And
s0 we find Sante Claus vicioudly defrocked
in “You Better Not Pout” by Ken Mitchell
and the bliss of Bryan Moon's **The Stadent
Prince"’ blasted apart by a proposition that
is decidedly not romantic, nor operatic. SO
many models have died in the Canadian
wilderess that we have earned acandorand
humility shocking to a foreigner. In
Wiebe™s “ Games for Queen Victoria,™ a
British officer is aghast at Riel's lack of
vision: ““He had no emperor's eye to
achieve en indescribably glorious prize.”

Stories of breakdown-are es common es
suburbs. This collection builds anether
subdivision of disaster with such pieces es
the well-crafted murder, “ The Flowers
That Killed Him.” by Sinclair Ross. Butthe
endangered species, the whooping cranes of
our literature, are here t0o. Those are the
stories of success, of vision et work with
love ~— and those create the models we
peed.; Instead of tie immobitity of *“The
Dances" (by Katherine Govier), in exile
from her culture to the point of becoming
areptile, we have Big Joe saved by his land
with its buried cache of grain in R. Ross
Angett’s “It's Gone Rain Sometime.”
W. P. Kinsella takes a first step beyond our
often-destructive candor in “ The Kid in the
Stove™ when Silas Ermineskin agrees to lie;
#s Silas says, ““The reasons you don't shoot
songbirds is that they don’t do nobody no
hm-li

And if, when I’'m 90 and in a nursing
home, | have no other model than the
Mennonite hem of “A Sunny Day in
Canada" by David Waliner-Toews, I'll be
satisfied. Even when he hears of his wife's
death, that men bangs on o his vision: *'T
must concentrate, Dear God help me. I mnst
seg everything, feel, hear, sense every-
thing. Totally. My life depends on it.” O
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Modest angels
i WOorn jeans

Landcenpe With Rain, by Ralph Gus-
tafson, McClelland & Stewart, 109 pages,
$3.95 paper (ISBN Q 77103710 4).

Grodations of Grandenr, by Ralph
Gustafson, Sono Nis Press, 74 pages, $5.95

paper (ISBN 0 919462 82 0).

By ALBERT MORITZ

RALPH GUSTAFSON"S poetry has always been
energetic, intelligent, wittily crafted. In the
lest decade, poems have flowed freely from
this writer who during the first 35 years of
his career (19351970) produced six books
et long intervals. Not only has Gustafson
grown more prolifie, he her also moved
toward larger forms. Since 1978, three of
hisfour poetry books (Soviet Poems, Sequ-
ences, Gradations of Grandeur) have in-
volvedlong lyric sequences, the last being a
single book-length poem. The remaining
back from this period. Landscape With
Rain, Is Gustafson's [I'S{ collection of short
poems since Corners in the Glass (1977).

Gustafson has also moved toward an
emphasis on the social aspects end impli-
cations of hi beliefs — and indeed. of the
whole domain of idess, tradittons, Symbols,
and values, which has been his chief
concern from the beginning. For Gustafson
this do2s not mean becoming a *'political™
poet. but shifting from the expression of
values toward the examination of their
function in the concrete present.

Taken together, Gradations Of Grandeur
and Landscape With Rain give a good
Gustafson cross-section. As a book of
personal lyrics, Landscape remains close to
the earlier Gustafson. Man’s confusions and
dalusions are glanced et obliquely by an
individual celebrating love. light, nature,
the play of mind and emaotion, the insights
and harmonies of civilization.

Gradations of Grandeur is more imp&
sonal, philosophical, and sustained. Notthat
Gustafson’s personality is absent from it.
But more fundamentally, it isa coherent
attempt to assert “‘grandeur’’ {the poet’'s
teom for human aspiration toward peace,
freedom, and en active spirit) in the face of
dullness. atrocity, and prejudice.

The best of both books isin their theme,
their thought, and the attractive persona that
lies behind them. Thiswriting is devoted to
reason, iK virtue and powers; yet it remains
aware, critical, honest. Poetry springs from
Gustafson’s unegotistical passion for his
jssues. He praises the “*normal,” the bal-
anced pzrson in o relatively stable society,
capable of purswits beyond survival or the
iteration of dull pain. Without blinking
misery end evil. he maintains the possibil-
ity, and eve" the superior reality, of order
end good.
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Mixed with these themes is that of
sensuous delight in life and all its details.
Together. passionate reasonableness and
love of the things of earth form Gustafson’s
version of a 20th-century secular
humanism.

Gustafson's noetry. espgcidlly_ in
Gradations, has a seriousness that asks for
attention in the cultural debates of our day.
It is interesting to read Gradations with
George, Grant's English Speaking Justice:
Gustafson championing the heroic See-
ularism of the last two centuries, end rating
“*supernatural®’ Christianity es & mythic,
superseded phase; Grant proving that free
institutions and freedom of thought cannot
exist long apart from acceptance of super-
natural reality per Judaism and Christianity,
which gave them bii.

The poetry does, however. have faults of
style and tone that lessen ik impaet. Asa
late modemnist, Gustafson praclises the
collage and disjunction common to this
**gchool.’” His style resembles certain fee-
tures of Pound. Zukofsky, end Williams. |
a choppy, short-phrased fashion. he assem-
bles allusions to culture and history,
tine-sounding lyrical word-smithery, pro
saic statement, and coiloquialism of all
sorts, from banal to colourfhl to vuigar:

The universe out to get us Jesus!

What other premise but a logic

Of stars, Palomar and praise?

These quelities of style are neutral in
themselves, bet Gustafson has trouble con-

e
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trolling them., There are frequent misfor-
tunes of tone, as in this passage, too typical:
What man makes of it often
Is death, more often than
We care to present without throwing up.

Auschwitz's smell. The bulldozer brought

P,
The dad teo muchfor carting:
Anyway, the stink toe much.

This childish brutality trivialized rather than
dramatizes, Also, we notice the sketchiness
cf the language: **mors often than we care
N present” is officialese, pedantry.

In general, Gustafson's collaged surfaces
drew a wide range of materials into his
work. but often work against the underlying
intention. Most of his poems are, at bottam,
orderly lyric meditations. One has the
feeling cf piecing together a puzzle that
turns out to have a simple picture on il.

Al its beet. his technique reflects the
variety. confusion, and trouble cf life.
Sometimes the complex style eo-ordinates
all ik parts and becomes very effective. His
own fine words apply to his poetry:

A man of Jowls suddenly gets up

And stretches: Jeremiah sireiches.

In the wood sun comes while hoods

Blink and owls defile sarcophagi.
Men work misliking stars.
Metaphors become beet crops.

Angels come dorm and ger into it,
Our of modesty in wora jeans.
That is o say, it sometimes works.

Available at all aood bookstores

Fitzhenry & Whiteside

A Novel
Erich
Segal

Author of Love Story
$12.95
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Innocent Blood, by P. D. James, Oxford
University Press (Faber & Faber), 276
pages, $14.95cloth (ISBN 0 57111566 7)-

By DOUGLAS MARSHALL

THE LEGISLATORS who framed Britain’s
Children Act 1975 were well aware that
they were playing with social dynamite.
Under the Act, which a growing lobby
would like to see duplicated in Canada,
adopted children who have reached the age
of 18 can apply arilaterally to the Registrar
General for tbe confidential linking infor-
mation that will lead them to their natural
patents. Moreover, Britain made the legis-
Iation retrospective to include children
adopted before the Act was passed. Sincean
implied covenant of permanent secrecy
surrounded most pre-1975 adoptions, Parli-
ament was properly concerned about the
effects on natural parents and athers of
breaking that covenant. How many mar-
riages would survive the sudden appearance
of a strange IS-year-old on tbe doorstep
eager to hug his or her mother or father? The
legislators concluded such repercussions
could not be avoided but as a partial
safepuard ordered that children adopted
before 1975 must attend an interview witha
counsellor before theéy can be_gjven the
information.

This is the stuff great stories ar¢ mode of.
Like 3 prim Puritan forced to cope with the
raiments of a Medici pope, the stiff legal
language of the 1975 Act touches on one of
childhood’s oldest and most richly embroi-
dered myths — the notion that we may not
be who we seem. that we may be change-
lings who had arother begeiting and cometh
from afes.

R’s neither surprising nor unfitting that
P.D. James should be tbe first writer to
discover and exploit this new literary lode.
In seven previous and much-admired crime
novels, she has more than once pulled
hot-blooded plats out of the cold-hearted
filing cabinets of institutional bureaucracy.
That James is this generation’s Dorothy
Sayers is a kuth almost universally
acknowledged by fans of the classic British.
mystery story. Innocent Blood suggests that
she may also be the Jane Austen of tbe
welfare state. working out modernnovels of
manners on tbe small pieces of laminated
plastic that g- our socially insured
lives.

Our Emma in this ease is the lovely
Phillipa Palfrey, asophisticated 18year-old
with a scholarship to Cambridge t0 go with
the Henry Walton oil painting in her
all-too-perfect bedroom. She owes her edu-
cation and fine taste to Maurice, the trendy
intellectual who adopted ber at the- age of
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eight. Beyond & hazy intimation that she is
the illegitimate daughter of an earl, the first
eight years of her life are a blank. Deter-
mined to find out who she really is. Phillipa
exercises herright under the 1975 Act.

In due course the filing cabinets yield up
the chilling truth: her natural father was&
seedy clerk who raped a 12-year-old girf and
died in prison; her natural mother, the
clerk’s wife. has served 10 years for
murdeging the raped child and is about to be
released on parole. After she recovers from
the'shock, Phillipa perceives that circums-
tances and self-respect dictate en inevitable
course of action for the two-month interval
before she goes up to Cambridge: she must
renta small flat and invite her mother to stay
with her. Little does she know that the father
of the murdered child is stalking her mather
With a butcher’s knife honed by 10 years of
grief.

This is the first James novel in which her
noet-detective. Commander Adam Dalg-

4

liesh of Scotland Yard, does not appear.
Generally speaking, it isabad sign when
writers in this genre abandon their pro-
tagonists. One remember s with a shudder
John le Carré’s excursion into romance
witb The Naive and Sentimental Lover.
And Nicolas Freeling has never quite reco-
vered bis form since he killed off Van
der Valk. Innocent Blood. however.
doesn’t need Dalgliesh. We feel he is
probably striding around the streets of
Londor James invokes so vividly (mainly
Pimlico and Marylebone) and half expect to
run across him sooner or later. But in the
end the mystery unravels itsalf in so satisfy-
ing -and unpredictable — 2 manner that
there is no point I n calling him In.

Finally Innocent Blood, like its seven
predecessors, exhibits from first line to last
an elementary virtue so rarely found in
popular fiction these days that fastidious
readers will be moved to tears of gratitude.
James her self makes allusion to this virtue

Linda

IT WAS A gruesome news item. the kind |
usually skip over. A disabled woman, age 31,
had fallen out of her wheelchair while getting
into a vam at York University. She died in
hospital as a result of head injuries, But the
woman's name and eddress canght my eye:
Linda Anne Pyke, of Alexander Street. That
address, as well as the name, were very
familiar to me. For several years Linda had
been one of my favourite customers on my
mail route in the heart of Tozonte near Maple
Leaf Gardens. .

Linda was the only recognized poet on my
postal walk. We often used (0 commiserate
about the ups and downs of the literary life. It
was a standing joke between us that [ tock a
great interest in ha mall. | would skim the
pages Of magazines, including this one, to
find her contribution before delivering them
to her. Once when she askedif there was any
interesting mail for ha. | blurted out. **Yes
— a cheque for $50."" She laughed as |
mumbled some explanation about the thin-
ness of the envelope. On days when rejections
came through the mail slot in her door’and
plopped on the floor of her apartment I would
wait in the hall to hear the rip of the eavelope
and then Linda's ‘‘Shit!*" or “ That pisses me
oﬁ!ll

it was a happy day when Linda called out
the bii news, “Hey, did | tell you | found a
publisher for my book?” Prisoner
(Macmillan, 1978) is Linda’s account of a
love affair with a mam in Kingston Peniten-
tiary for murder. | had brought her his
missives in the form of weird poems on
postcards. Sometimes Linda and I'had chatted
in the lobby of her apartment building while
she was waiting for the van $o take her forber
weekly visitto Kingston. The bovk created no
great splash, although some reviewers gave it
small. favourable notice.

‘When the expected medla coverage did not
materialize, | concelved the idei of writing
ghout Linda and her work. In the ¢lassic
position of the go-between, | would be the
one to explain the fascinating circumstances
of the creation of her poetry. I would bring
Linda the public attention she deserved. We
were sitting in her apartment While she signed

Pyke, 1948-1979

my capy of the book. Somewhat hesitantly, I
broached the subject of my writing about her
and her work. She exploded in amazement
and indignation.

That was my first indication of Linda’s
tremendous sensitivity to public exposure.
While she strenuously refused to let ha
handicap interfere with her private life, she
recoiled from the morbid cariosity, as she sew
it, of the, public. She desperately fieared
personel revelations would prevent a true
appreciation of her work for its own sake. She
seemed to feel that the tar known about her
conditfon the better. Without extra publicity,
Linda's book suffered the sad fate of most
books of poetry by unknowns. But she kept
writing. According to the directives of her
will. after herdeathher papers weredelivered
to Doug Gibson, her editor at Macmillan.

Still wanting to write about Linda, | visited
MacmiHan and found her life's work stacked
in 2 neat pile on a desk i a private office.
There was something eerily evocative of
Einda in that tidy bundle. Many of the surface
aspects of ha life, such as her meticulously
tidy apartment, had been quite orderly. But
what a tumult of emotion and experience the
bundle of papers contained, Reading the new
poems. | realized how listle | had really
known Linda. In spite of Prisorer, | had
pé&ted in thinking of her as the delicate
poetess. 1 had refused to see the whole woman
raging in the poems. They began toread likea
viglelln protest against my thinking of heras a
cripple.

In “Wedding Night' Linda speaks of
Elizabeth Barrett’s escape from her family
who thought their sacrifice had bound her to
them forever. That poem reads as a particular
rebuke to me. It is as though I had been irying
to lay speetal claim to Linda by my attentive-
ness. How homrible it must have seemed to her
that she was prey even to ber mailman. This,
then. isa belated admission of a failure to
understand, despite my desire to be a true
friend. My appreciation of a unique person
hes been enlarged. That, I think, is a suceess
that Linda would have welcomed for her

—PATRICK DONOHUE
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 [From Penguim
Four New OQutstanding Paperbacks

An Open Book

Monica Dickens' light-hearted and honest autobiiphy
takes us from her childhood in the upstairs-downstairs
world of the twenties through to her: life as a best-
selling novelist.

Charles Diiens grat-grand-daughter shows here that
she has inheritechis humour and humanity, as well as
his zest for everything that life has to offer. o2 95'

Schultz

The new novel J.P. Donleavy, author of such cele-
brated works as The Ginger Man, The Onion’
Eaters and A Fairy Tale of Newrk is now avail-
able in_paperback. Through his showhii crisps Schultz's
motto is; ' Expect the worst and that’s what you'll get
only it will be much worse’

‘His most enjoyable yet' - Vogue. $2.95

The Sea Wolves

James Leasor’s exciting account of a decisive action in
W.W.I fought by an old territorial unit, The Calcutta
LidriHorse. Foreward by the Earl Mountbatten. ‘A gem
of WW.I history.’ - New York Times Book Review.

Soon to be a maor film. $2.50

Hammerstrike

B 22> This Is a thriller in the tradition of Theél(ijye of the
fie Needle; a powerful novel about captured German

[ troops,how they lived, how they were treated and how

they tried to escape. From the opening lines to the ironic

ending, the author, Walter Winward, never relinquishes

his mastery of suspense and excitement $2.95
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when she has Maurice muse about his
sociology students:

He told himself thal they weremo different

Operations Executive’s involvement with
— and partial control Over — the various
Eufopean Resistance orgenizations, and

resistance in Enrope Not only for its relative
ineffectiveness but for its™wider amoral
effect on the younger generation as & Whole

Was in theideologi and | political strug-
gles within these groups.

After the capimiation of France and
pefore the entrance iNtO the war Nf Ruecia
ana W uniea Stales. Bntain, virtually
alone against a German-dominated Europe,
fearing invasion and fifth-column activity,
suspected that a military defeat Of Germany

very Pl [l gent. uneducated If education
implied the ability M write their own
language with elegance and precision. ..

ffice it to mﬁmw’ hiohl
cated person. ’

N A - mobilize European Resistance movements

otes ffromn ir;I order to hring sbout a general UPrising.

2 Thus “it was Churchill, not Stalin, who first

ﬂl@ undek@f@und called Earope m be set ablaze with the
- A&/ o

flames of revolt.”

In the early years of the war, Germany's
grip on-Burope Was underestimated, and as
Lord Selborne put it, **Underground war-
fare was an unknown art in England ,
there were no Ma-books fornewcomers, NO
old hands m initiate them into the experi-

Britain and European Resistance,
1940-1945: A Survey of the Special Oper-
ationg Executive, with Documents. by
David Stafferd, University of Toronte
Press. 295 pages, $25.00 cloth (ISBN

0 8020 2361 4). ences of the last war ... lessons had to be
learned in the hard school Of practice.” As
By IAN YOUNG the war progressed, Britain's aim changed

from encouiaging pational uprisings to
atempting M Hmit activity m Specific actsof
sabotage and intelligence-gathering, and
readying m asid a future Allied invasion.
Even these moderated insumectionist
policies created some nervousness: what
would the post-war result be? Basil Liddell
Hart was typical of many when in 1950 he
condemned Britain’s support fOr ermed

CANADIAN TELEVISING of The Secrer Army, '
the exciting and intelligent British serial on
the Belgian Resistance, may have stimu-
lated some interest in the Second World
War European Underground. Britain and
European Resistance by David Stafferd, an
associate professor of history at the Univer-
sity of Victoria, outlines the British Specid

TETEE | w——
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NOW AVAILABLE

T While comparatively little is known
-bzﬁ,f_ about William Shakespeare himself,
- M=, 2 there is a great deal known about

the age in which he lived, Robert

Wiekitan_
hh W Payne has blended the littleand the,

Dt !¢¥5P'—“?V‘ lot into @ most appealing and
T e memorable work.pgg/ne is to be
. vt awn congralulated.
= _ — Rakert Cromie: Author/Critic
ooGLRY AN $20_75

Mom than an adventure story,
this is a sensitive account of one
man’s confrontation with the
Amazon jungle; iflustrated with
coloxr photographs by the
author. An NC Press Book.
$24.95

299 Leomill ., Bion Mill, Catordo
MaB 2Ty

L~F| Beaverbooks
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break the rales Of CiviC morality.’” (Never
mind that the “civic mordity” was a
Hitlerian nightmare!)

Staffard dammnctratac that in faas ©
operations tended m be carried gut with en
eye m the political complexion of post-war
Europe, and did reflect *‘the broader war-
time process by which British interests ..
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then threatened by, the Soviet Union and
European communism.””

Aswell as delineating the problems
posed bv idenlnsinal mectinne Rw

At g meEEsm s eV EVASY W

e the limited effectiveness Of Resis-
tance movements. Partly the result of
“*carelessness within the SOB,” Britain
supplied and dropped agents m itS organiza-
tion in Holland for 18 months before
realizing that it had been penetrated by and
was Under the control Of the enemy. In
1945, a Conseil National de |a Résistance,
formed “‘after months Of patient effort,”
was almost immediately broken up by the
Germans. (German penetration of the
Underground Was extensive; often false
agents were parachuted in M flush out and
capurs Resistance fighters — a tactic that
too often worked well.) The Greek and
Yugoslav guerrillas were engaging in Civil
wars between their pro- and anti-communist
factions. And at one point, the names of 200
French Resistance fighters fell into the
hands of the Abwehr when a courier fell
asleep on a train and a German agent walked
away with his briefcase.

Stafford concentrates On the activities of
the SGE, and thus must omit a great deal of
pertinent material. He writes that *‘con-
tributions of Polish and Czech intelligence
services m the Allied cause were im-
mense.” Y et he says little about these
contributions. perhaps the most important
of which was the Polish smuggling m
Britain of “Enigma.” the German Cipher
decoding device —an immeasurable ad to
the Allied war effort. Stafford iS elso
hindered by having M work without access
m official SOE records, which remain
secret. It seems a pity, {00, that he has
chosen M focus aAlmost exclusively on
theoretical and policy questions, with the
result thet he succeedsin what one would
have thought impossible — making the
anti-Nazi Resistance seem dull.

While his book will be of some value m
historians (in spite of the limitations placed
on his research) it unfortunately holds little
interest for the general reader. O
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Bug off,
Mzr. Chips

by Lorne R. Hill

Cries from the Corridor: -The ‘New|
Svburbon Ghettoes, by Peter McLaren,
Methuen, 208 pages, $17.50 cloth ISBN
0 458 944 50 5) and $9.95 paper (ISBN
0455943 40 1).

Mondny, Dacember 5: ]

Mr. AeLaren! T.J. punched mein the
face! )

Fuek off, Flip-Lip! Quit lyin!

Loolz at my nose, sir!

Did you hit her, T. 1.7

She punched her own face — I didn’tdo
rothin! She's tryin tO get me!

Come and see my pictare on the black-
board. st!

Did you USe paint on the blackboard?

h's olay. |t washes off.

Sir, are you comin up to see my picture?

T.J.just stals my comic books from my
desk!

You said you'd help me with my printin,
5ir.

Just 2 minute.

| didn"t take nothin from Frankie's desk.

| hateprintin! Can | just draw instead?

Tell Sal w watch his fuckin welfare face,
I'll punchitin for him!

You're welfara!

Your mMom’S a nigger!

Okay, outside boys! We're going to bave
a little talk!

When are you going to tell T.J. to
gimmie back niy comic books!

Who cut the cheese and didn’t put ont no
crackers?

Sal did! I keard him!

It"s Betsy!

Comz on kids, let's drop the fart ques-
tions, okay?

You stink, Flip-Lip!

Faclk: voul -

Whao said it was me that cut the cheese?
Wasit you T. J.? If it was, |'ll bash put
fuckin head in!

Garth's got a Playboy in his desk and
he's fealing up the pictares inside his desk?

What?

Yz, he pm his finger up the ass of one Of
thz nalced pictures. There vas this picture of
0 woman banding over tonching her toes.

Garth, can I see you a moment?

Oh. oh.

Sucker!

| zet my comic books back. sSir. they
were in T.J.s desk, just like | said.

They're Mix?!' | brought them from
home! Honest. Wv brother grive themto Me
vesterduy!

Youassholel Yon just wait untilI get you
ontside!

Shut up welfare! .

Okay elass, Line U for recess!

THESE ARE. GRADE four kids in the Jane
Jungle. the Jane-Finch Comidor,a suburban
ghetto in North York just outside Toronto, a
six-square-block area of government-subsi-
dized high rises and townhouses containing
recent immigrants. single-parent families,
juvenile delinguents, and one of the highest
suicide ratesin Metropolitan Toronto. \What
isit liketo be one of these abandoned and
abused children? What's it lii to teach
them?

So you're on drugs, T. J. You swear, beat
up your buddies. destroy school property,
and drive teachers fmm the classroom. Y ou
hate the police, the social worker, and
anyone in authority. So what? Your own
parents are on drugs. They beat up each
other and bum you with their cigarette butts.
They're pimps, prostitutes, and drunks.
Théy can’t manage their own lives. Get
away from them. It’s your only hope.
Parents pass on to their kids pass on to their
kids pass on to their . . . . Leave them. Start
again. The sad story. T. 1., is that your
parents are failur es. They're losers. It’s the
‘luck of the draw, and you lost. Tough.

But you see, T. 1. no one wants N take.
the responsibility for you. You're adrainon

the resources of this society. A liability.
You cost money. You are a problem. What
do we do with you? You bug people. You
hang around plazas and parking |0b with a
radio blasting, and people call you a
hoodlum. You go te the roller palace. and
the cops throw you out for smoking up. You
go N schoal. but the dope at the front of the
mom is talking about some weird Roman
faggot named Caesar. Like, who cares?
Society has even invented a new enter-
tainment for you at lunch hour and after
school. It's called shoplifting. Y ou get
some of your mom’s welfare money. and
after you've spent it. you steal. It's easy.
And you know whose fault it is? It's those
commies in the government, |t’s the racist
COPS. It's thosetich bitches having theirhair
done over there in the mall. Or their
boyfriends in those silver Continentals.
Christ! If you only had a Trans-Am!

Hey! T. |.! Il tell you something, You'll
never know what it's like to have a home (a
house even), a Sunday dinner in a dining
room, a fireplace, Mozart playing in the
background, and A. Y. Jackson watching
over the library in the den. You'll never
spend Sundays visiting art galleries,
museums. and out-of-the-way comfortable
country inns. Y ou will never be invited N
drop into the club after work for acacktail or
two befor e going to the theatre and then N
that cute little place where the maitre d’ lisps
alittle in his polished foreign accent. No,
none Of this iS yours. Your par ents decided
that. You will never know what it's like not
N be afraid, not to be hooked on booze,
broads, and tobacco, not to be on welfare.
You're trapped. Your teacher, McLaren,
could get out and did, but then be chose N
go into the Corridor; you didn’t. And you
can't make it out on your own.

Y ou are a major social problem, T. J. In
you are summed up the many failings of our
society: the-breakdown of the family, the
immaturity of modem parents, the inade-
quacy of secial services. the powerlessness
of the poor, the stagnant economy with its
high prices. the gap between the eultures of
Ihe old and new immigrants, the unreason-
able educational expectations, and the old
con game of something for nothing, So what
do we do?-Do wecontinue to expect every
student in every school to measure up to
Eton or Harrow, to Upper Canada College,
or the University of Toronto Schools as if
they were all being prepared for the British
Imperial civil service? On parent’s night
should limousines draw up to the deor and
mink coats Sweep gracefully into school? Or
should we establish moze collegiates where
the tone is set by the upwardly mobile? Or
should we send a SWAT team into your
school on parents’ night N camy off the
parents who are unable to face the teachers
without haif 2 bottle of gin under their belts,
if they show up at all? What the hell! The
rich get what they wait and the DI get
what they deserve. Right?

What should we do about you? Teachers
could refuse to work in your school. The
government could prevent families like
yours from coming into this country. We

May, 1,080 Booksin Canada 21

A e, Tt iy


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

Spring
Books

FROM ANANSI
. —
. i
: i
BASIC BLACEK Tt
WITH FEARLS j
Helza Welnzwzlg

The obsessive memorles of Jewish
Immigrant experlence in Toronto, the
ironizs of modem erclic experlence
and modern mariage — these are
some of the themes brilliantly explor-
ed In this new novel by the author of
Passing Ceremony.

Aprl

$7.95 trade paparback

| UPAGAINST IT:
| Chilldrem and
the Laey i
Conada

_ . JefieryWilcon

An informal, practical guide to the
legal rights of children In Canada,
drawing on case histories, suggesting
areas of change, Incdludes a guide to
communily resources across the
country and a helpful reading list,

$6.95 trade paperback March

THE ART OF
MARGARET
ATWQ DD
E::--nr- in
Crittzlem
cditzA by Arnold
E.cadCathy R,
Dowid-on

Eighteen essays explore Afwood's
pozivy, criticism and fiction, from her
earlizst work fo the latest novel. A
complete bibliography and annotated
checiiist included.

$17.95 hardbound

ANANSI

diztribetzd by the Univarsity of Toronto Press

September

22 Books in Canada, May 1980

=~ AT e N T

- —i.

- X

[T T R ST P g

T A =

could put all the kids like you into the armed
forces or tumn the schools into refor-
matories. Society could issue licences to
those who want to have kids. We could
increase or decrease the amount of money
your old lady gets on the dole. We could
send in more special education 1eachers to
raise you because your parents can’t. The
Board could bust up your school and send
all the kids to other schools in the city so you
guys could enconnter  more respectable
Tife-style. Or we tould give you what you
deserve-ashittyeduution.

Hey! T.J! That's how it is. Only fairies
believe in happy endings. Be'er Pox redly
does eat Br'er Rabbit. $o whet you need is
emmunition. Don’t Took to the Nonth York
Board for help, They just gave a million
doliars back to the province. No, look to
yourself, The only kids who make it ont are
those with talent orbrains anda sponser. So
work like hell to perfect a skill you have and
bring yourself to the attention of a teacher or
an organization. Get en adult on your side.
And it’s like breaking out of & concentration
camp. Some of your friends won't make it.

But if you do get out remember this, It's a
beer commercial. Harry and the boys are et
summer cottage. Harry is rubbing his stub-
bled beard and grimacing into a mimos
hanging on the porch. He says, “I think I'll
leave it on,” to which bii fellow savages
contemptuously reply. “*Joyce'll kill you!”
In Canada this sells beer by the barge. There
are other versions of the same theme. It's
“Hello, Jeanie?"*, Maggie and Jiigs. Blon-~
die and Dagwood. Hagar the Hasrible,
Stanley and Harriet Parker, Maude, The
Bormn Loser. end even The Afyican Queen.
It’s this disease which hes caused much of
your problem and it is sweepingall modem
saciety. R's an epidemic of raging infantil-

ism and galloping midgetry. Then are very
few adults left in Canada. So if you do get
out of the Corridar end gel married, help
your owe kids to become independent.
Because, T. J., the mot cause of the mental
and social illness that McLaren describes in
his diary is quite simple —nobody cares. (1
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When Big Bixrd
went to war

From Hell to Breakfast, by Doug
Alcorn with Raymond Souster, Intru
Press. illustrated, 339 pages, $19.95 cloth,

By GILBERT DROLET

BERT STILES'S Serenade to the Blg Bird was
published in 1952, eight years after the
author was shot down ina P-51 while
escorting bombers to Hanover. Stiles bed
transferred to ﬂghters after having com-
plated 35 ops in B-178. His book remains
one of the most moving accounts of lifeona
bomber squadron during the Second \World
Wet.
Now there appears From Hell to Break-

Jfast, Douglas Alcorn"s account of his warin
the air, Despite the assistance of Raymond
Sovster, who agreed to **fill in the gaps and
expand a few arees,” the book fhils on
sevaral levels. Alcorn tries to encompass
toe much. His purpese is to record the
achievements of 418 Squadron RCAP and
his own involvement in that unit. He also
elaborates upon the role of that group of
airmen called Intruders.

The book needs a sharper focus. A
squadron history would have been feasible.
After all, Alcorn himself enthusiastically
states that 418 was the “‘best damned
squadron In the whole RCAF"* (a passionate
bias shared by most regimental historians
for their particular subjects). With The
Regiment, bis stoxy of the Hastings end
Prince Edward Regiment, Farley Mowat
showed that such writing couid approsch
greatness. Another factor that makes Alcorn
fall short is his fallure to involve his reader
on the psychological |evel. Nowhere dogs
be probe the nature of conrage or fear orthe.
intense persenal struggle to control the
“‘worm’’ of terror, es Mowat so honestly
and zccurately calls it.

There are also editing flaws in the bgok.
Specific eventsexciting enongh in their own
tight but not sufficiently so to warrent
repetition manage to reappeer in incongru-
ous places. |mportant dates are sometimes
confused. A chapter that begins with events
following the Dieppe mid end describing
the exploits of Caldwell’s crew on Sept. 17.
1942, are later recorded in an official formas
having occurred on the night of August
17118, just before the fiasco at Dieppe. A
non-existent German aircraft, the Ju 109,
appears on page 227, But to harp on these
lest defects isto cavil.

And though he is no Ben Stiles, and
certainly no Farley Mowat, Alcorn manages
to save the book. There are occasional
descriptive gems that hoe both emotional
involvement end précise observation so that
writer and reader becore one. This account
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of an aerial traffic jam on returning from a
mid synthesizes the drama of war in the qir:

one Halifax |anded. then a Wimpey, md'a_\]
further big Oy was just about to muck
down vhen we stopped another one coming
in from the sea. It was quite obvious that he
was in trouble; only two engines were
furninp over. ... Fortunately, it was light
cnoush for everyone to see that the cripple
. . . was goingo atiempt a landing regard- |
less. So weall gavehertherightof way.. .
In she came like a bull in a china shop,
whezls up and head high. She bit the
runvray parfectly, skidded for about twenty
yards. . . . Her tail and haif her fuselage lay
across the runvay . . . . The pilot ..., was
helping to haul out his dead gunner and
navigator... . . How it ever managed to Stay
IN the air remained a mystery tO everyone
except the young New Zealand pilot, whose
only comment on the whole episode was:
*Well, I justhad togettheboys back. . .."”

There ispridein Fmm Hell to Breakfast
and heroism and bravado and pain and a
desperate joie de vivre that could only he
experienced by men whose lives hung by
such a thin and fickle thread, The teagic

waste caused by senseless accidentsiis the
book’s most disturbing element. The in-
trepidity and tenacity of the young men
([urt Vonnegut called it The Children's
Crusadr) are fully deserving of the attention
pald them in books such as these. O
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For now he
sees through
a glass, darkly

Smoke and Mirrors: The Inside Story
of Television News in Canada, by Peter
Trueman, McClelland & Stewart, 218
pages, 914.95 cloth (ISBN 07710
8613 X).

By BOB BLACKBURN

THE AUTHOR, chief news anchorman for
Ontario’s Global TV network. has many
things to say about television and jour-
nalism and television journalism that are
worth paying attention to. He has other
things to say about them that should be
dismissed with snorts of derision. Thus this
is abook for the discerning reader —that is,
the reader who can discern what is sense and
what is nonsense.

The arrogance of the subtitle poses a
problem. It doesn’t say **am insider’s
view.” which would have been acceptable.
It says *'the inside story,” implying that
here is a definitive work that we outsiders
should accept as gospel. It is anything but

that. What it isis a dim, undisciplined
personal memoir, in which the author
reflects discursively on the ups and downs
of his dozen yearsin TV journalism and
delivers himsdf of many opinions -some
of them no doubt well-considered —on the
ills and achievements of the medium.

Born in 1934. Trueman began his career
at the Ottawa Journal in 1953. After 15
years in and oat of print journalism, he
joined CBC-TV as a news writer, After a
year in that volatile establishment, he was
catapulted into the post of executive pm-
ducer of The Natienal, and in one more
year was hamed the-network’s bead of TV
news and information, a job of awesome
importance for anyone, perhaps particularly
for a 36-year-old veteran of two years in TV
news.

Awed or not. the author, by his own
admission, did not quite manage to aequit
himsdlf ofthe obligations of this lofty office
with flawless distinction during the two
years be held it:

I found, in the end. that | was an un-
important cog in 2 vast and mindless
machine that was to grind on without
me.. ., | was an uneven administrator, an
ecratic leader, and young enough to think |
wasn't. | { gives me no pleasure to put all of
this on paper, but I think the people whopay
the bills deserve to know what we were up
against.

(Throughout, Trueman appears to believe

that to confessis to be absolved. He has
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discoversd and mastered the device of
self-serving self-deprecation.)

The part (more than one third) of the book
that deals with his CBC experiences —
potentially the most significantly revealing
-isdealt with ina manner miore anecdotal
than analytical, and reveals only such
information as his meq culpa for the fact
that posterity has only a butchered segment
of @ record Of reporter Tim Ralfe’s historic
1970 confrontation with Peime Minister
Trudeau over the imposition of emergency
measures during the Qctober Crisis — the
notorious “bleeding hearts’ interview.
That was a dark chapter in the history of
CBC News. Trueman, who was in the
middle of it, gives it a brief and fragmentary
reatment, with such impressive documen-
tation as, “| still have tbe empty cigarette
packon whichl noted Kerr's ingructions.”

Kerr is John Ken, who was then one of
Trueman's bosses, and who pops Up again
in what is surely the most itrelevant passage
in the bock. smack in the middle of a
lengthy accountof a petty squabble between
Trueman and crack correspondent Michael
Macleas: “In the early days. KerrandI took
our morning coffee breaks together. He had
a fixation about the kind of sexua immoral-
ity that seemed to permeate the CBC, and it
was often z topic of disapproving conversa-
tion at those moming breaks.”” That's it —
the beginning and end of the book’s appeal
for the prurient. Weare |€eft to wonder what
“kind of sexuwal immorality™ it was, and

what kind would have met with Kenr's
approval; why theauther feltit necessary tc
emphasize that these were morning breaks,
and what in hell it all had tc dc with
Maclear, anyway.

The quote isnot untypica of tbe book.
Trueman writes in a vigorous, often colour-
ful, conversational style (he dismisses
former CBC Resident Laurent Picard’s
understanding of the corporation’s prob-
lems with, “‘He was talking through his
toque’") but the easy informality of his prose
Ssmacks more of carelessness than eraft.

As the book meanders on, Trueman drifts
into a succession cf secattershot diatribes
about bureaucrats, icritics, advertisers, and
the very medium |tself. Many of his shots
are pungent and considerable: “Much of
television advertising ... is not salesman-
ship; it's cheating.. . . That endless parade
of smooth-talking actors and shameless
celebrities, who seem tc be prepared tc
swear to anything for a buck .. . debases the
currency everywhere in television. news
included. " Bult then be asks us tc take him
serioudly when hesays, ““If we ever needed
a Royal Commission on Breadcasting, e
need one now,**

In his introduction, Trueman explains
that “smoke and mirrors"’ is a phrase his
current boss, Bill Canningham, *“uses when
we are about to embark on an assignment we
hope will make our news gervice look
bigger and better than it really iS.” So, in
fairness, he does warn ug with histitlethat

we are to get the illusion of a book, rather
than the important, useful, and interesting
book he unquestionably could have written
bad he cared to marshal his experience,
ability. concern, and wit for the job.
Perhaps he no longer considers print a
worthwhile medivm. O

A pile
with a past

From Front Stveet to Queen’s Park:
The Story of Ontario’s Parllament
Buildings, by Eric Arthur, McClelland &
Stewart. illustrated. 160 pages, $22.50
cloth (ISBN 07710 0010 3).
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ByROGERHALL

ERIC ARTHUR'S |atest book is not so much
written as assembled. |f Ontario's Parlia-
ment Buildings were as disjointed as this
account Of them, they would have faflen tc
ruin long ago. Still there is pleasure among
ruins.

Arthur has borrowed too freely, admit-
tedly with frank acknowledgements, from a
number of **authoritics’’ on the legislative
buildings. reproduced at considerable
length excerpts fmm official reports and
documents, and appended further docu-
ments (even part of a chapter from his own
earlier bock, Toronto: No Mean City).
There is also aproblem of focus in the text.
Frequently it is bard tctell whether the book
is architectural history, travel brochure, or
personal recollection, In the end It is
something of all three but the whole falls
considerably short of being the sum of its
parts. And there’s a tinal graft as well:
tacked on is a well-researched chapter by
Fern Bayer on the **Ontario collection,’” the
at sponsored and encouraged by the On-
tario government for exhibition in tbe
buildings. Colour photos, bctb of the baild-
ings and the art, are gathered at the front of
the bock whereas black-and-white shots are
scattered throughout, giving a further sense
of discontinuity.

There are redeeming features, however.
Arthur gives us considerable insight intothe
architectural squabbles that produced the
Ontario Parliament Buildings and discusses
the whale question of competition for major
buildings among architects in the |ate 19th
century, Canada, if not in the mainstream.

was not relegated to some distant back-
water. And he effectively demanstrates the
tangled procedures and difficulties of
financing major public buildings in a society
that was not yet certain of what
government’s priorities should be. Arthur’'s
observations could have been further en-
hanced by a more extensive consideration of
the politics of the time, particularly as they
related tc Ontario's view of its pivota role
in the Canadian confederation.
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Arthur’s description of the buildings
themselves, and many fine photographs
accompanying tile teat, help to make a
convincing case for the architectural impor-
tanee of these buildings — a point hotly
debated by many who have viewed them
and still view them as squat, ugly, and
dysfunctional. Andifthe book weretoserve
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no other purpose it celebrates the interior of
the building and featuses particutarly the
tine, intricate, imaginative weood carvings
of Ontario’s William MeCarmack, whose
work both in the Parliament Buildings and
at Toronto’s University College demands
more recognition than it has received up to
now. 1

by Paul Stuewre

on the racks

The thrills, chills, and attractions
of a sweet summer’s supply of fiction

IT"S A MERRY month for fiction with the
paperback release of four noteworthy
novels and an excellent shert-story collec-
tion, and among all these goodies Clark
Blaise’s Lunar Attractions (Seal, 52.50)
and William Weintraub’s The Underdogs
(Seal, $2.25) stand out as exceptionally fine
contributions to our Literature. L unar Ar-
tractions is Blaise's first appearance in
novel formand he's written a prefty novel
book to commemorate it, adding a healthy
dash of surrealigtic terzor to the sure eveca-
tion of times past already exhibited in his
short stories. The essence of Blaise's art is
his ability to translate familiar common-
places into unique particulars via the deep
pmbii of experience and a masterful
literary style, andin Lunar Aetractions this
talent bas been refined into the stuff of
first-class fiction. There is. unfortunately.
nothing at all refined about the shoddy
Clockworl; Orange-ish cover art, and an
unforgivable misprint (“punishable’ for
“publishable’ on pagé 251) suggests that
Seal’s praof-readers need their flippers
shatpenad. )

The Underdogs is a delightful future-
fantasy of an oppressed Anglo minority in
an independent Quebec. possessing all of
V. S. Naipaul's acuity regarding the bibles
of Third World states minus his debilitating
bitterness, and is certainly among the best
bumorous novels ever written in Canada,
Some of the more obtuse members of the
reviewing ffaternity have described it as
anti-French Canadian, which is about as
accurate as describing Gulliver's Travels as
anti-Houyhphnm: the satiric point is the
exaggeration of certain human tendencies in
a beltevable but clearly non-realistic man-
ner, accompanied by the implicit suggestion
that shoes that appear on other feet have had
at least one previous wearer.

Three other recent fictional offerings
deserve kudos. The stories collected in
Margaret Gibson's The Butterfly Ward
(Totem, 52.50) have been justly lauded for
their incisive explorations of character
under stress, and it’s good to have them
available in an inexpensive mass-market
edition. [{atherine Govier's Random Des-

eent (Signet. 52.25) is &’ ambitious
family-chronicle novel. perhaps too com-
plexly structured for its own best-selling
good, but imaginatively compelling and
written with a peet’s eye for the telling
detail; and if this publication®s Award for
First Novels were, as I think it should be, an
award for first fiction (thereby disqualifying
Lunar Attractions), | would have been
bard-pressed to choose between it sad Betty
Lambert’s Crossings. Matt Cohen’s The
Sweet Second Summer of Kitty Malone
(Seal, 52.50) is also a very competent and
engaging novel; although the author’s pea-
chant for syntactic oddities (*‘Grey her hair
was’") oceasionally givesit an excessive
literary air' that conflicts with an otherwise
acute ear for the rhythms of everyday
speech.

The thriller box contains one clear winner
and the usual bunch of also-rans. Hambro's
Itch (Signet, $2.95)by Howard Robens and
lack Wassermann is an extremely well-
written book that takes unusual pains to
construct a credible fictional reality, while
taking care to dish up enough sea and
violence to satisfy eve’” R. Lance Hill fans.
Thrills and chills, at least of the meteorolog-
ical ‘variety. are provided by D.K.
Fmdlay's King Winter (Signet, $2,25) and
Crawford Killian's Ieequake (Seal, 52.25).
whose respective strengths would have
made fer one good book,- rather than two
mediocre ones, if they had been melded —

or perhaps that should be melted — to-
g&u: King Winter has the more interest-
ing characters, who even threaten to de-
velop individua personalities until the de-
mands of the disaster genre take over,
whereas Icequake's fast-paced action and
technological expertise grinds toa halt
whenever its dramatls personae begin to
mouth banalities at one another. 1van
Shaffer's T he Sixth Day (Paperfacks,
52.95) brings us close to the sun again with
an over-long but picturesque terrorists-ver-
sus-the-state opus Set in contemporary
Mexico, and it’'s both reasonably enter-
taining and a definite improvement over the
author's lacklustre The Midas Compulsion.

In non-fiction, the Fasley Mowat and
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EDITED BY I.M.S. CARELESS

The Pre-Confederatlon

Premiers

ONTARIO GOVERNMENT
LEADERS, 1841-1867

Biographies of William Henry
Draper. Robert Baldwin, Francis
Hincks, John A. Macdonald. and
John Sandfield Macdonald trace the
development of the office of premier
from 1841 to 1867. important years.
during which lines in government
and legislature were sat for both.
Ontario and Canada after
Confederatlon

University of Toronto Press
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Piemre Berton industries show no signs of
declining productivity. Mowat’s The Dog
Who Wouldn’t Be (Seal. $1.95) centres
some enjoyable childhood reminiscences
on a marvellous mutt named M utt, and
relates them with his customary flair for
vividly portraying the tastes and textures of
exparience. Berton’s Drifting Home (Seal,
52.50) proffers a smooth blend of past and
present history in narrating the stosy of a
voyage downthe Yukon, River by the
Berton clan, making it good family reading
in all the right senses.

If you sometimes feel deficient asa
conversational cut-and-thruster, Nancy
McPhee's compilation of The Book of
InsultatPenguin, $2.95) is just the thing for
running Wilde until you’re Shaw of yourself
again. Half the fun of pursuing such coltec-
tions is quibbling with whet has or has not
been in¢luded, SO permit me @ qujbble.
McPhee & es offer one example of the
rough-tongued wit of the American literary
critic James Gibbon Huneker, but she has
not cited the inimitable (and editorially
censored, unfortunately) opening sentence
of his review of a pretentious musical play:
*“This iSart,” Huneker thundered, “with a
capital F.** Butevery reviewer who hasever
groped for words to express total repug-
nance will find much to ponder in The Book

the browser

of Insults, a most useful encyclopedia of
epithetsfor those imes when only out-
rageous slings and atrows will do.
The Flotsam and Jetsam Department,
finally, brings up the rear with Jack Cahill’s
The Hot Box (PaperJacks, $2.95), the story
of the Mississauga train derailment and the
year's most potentially mideading titk. It
contains a few cheesy photographs presum-
ably excusing tbe price tag, and demon-
strates that Canadians can produce instant
schlock as well as tbe next persons. Also
overpriced iS Alan Haston's 50 North
‘(PaperJacks, $5.95), the moderately in-
teresting recollections of a North Atlantic
naval commander in the Second World
War. With its smattering Of photographs
and illustrations, the book might as well
have been reduced to pocket-size format
and price. Speaking of reducing, Doug
MacLennan offers How to Keep Fit at
Your Desk (Totem, $1.95). The author is
obvioudy no douch, and you won’t be
either if you follow this simple program of
exercises for the office-bound. It's well-
fllustrated, comprehensible and cheap at the
price, and it should be perfect for those
slack periods \When there's no paper shuffle
and you're in danger of becoming chairper-
son of the bored. ¢l

by Michael Smith

Up the river and out into space with a
backward glance at asparagus and frogs

THE NIGHT OF December 13,1967, Joe
Hayweod, an alcoholic career soldier, shot
to deah a Winnipeg man and woman
apparently because he mistook them for his
wife and her lover. He wasinsuche boozy
stupor that he didn’t know what be was
doing, and still can’t remember the details
of the shooting. They have been assem-
bled by his co-writer, Peter Warren, in
Hayvood's confessional autobiography,
Mr. God, I'm Sorry (Gateway Publishing,
illustrated, 150 pages, $1 | .95 cloth} —a
crudely narrated, badly organized inventory
of scrapas with liquor and the law from the
time he was a young boy. The words of the
title recur throughout the book as a catch-
phrase for Haywood's remorse, but it's
probably teo Smpk am excuse for him to
blame alf his anti social behaviour solely on
drink. H€ S insensitive enough to rhapso-
dize a womgn encountered aboard ship as
nothing*brit**a good fuck™ and continually
refers to the Congolese, among whom he
waos posted in the eaglvy 1960s. . as
**Jigaboos.”” Haywood was convicted of
manslaughter for the killings, and sentenced
to 24 years in penitentiary. He was released
afier five years, has quit drinking, and now
25 Books in Canada, May. 1980
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is the owner of a prize-winning horse ranch.

Oscar Magocs’'s autabiographical
ordeal, My Space Odyssey in UFOs (Quest
Group Publications. Box 215. Station
*Q”", Toronto M4T 2M3, illustrated, 210
pages, $5.95 paper) purports to be*'not just
another book. but rather a coded trans-
mission from the Space Beings to yon."”
Yipes! During Magocsi's confusing trip by
flying saucer froma remote rendezvous in
Muskoka m the planet ‘“Argona’ and
beyond - avoyage that mixes
pseudo-scientific doubletalk with elements
of religion — he learns that the paternal-
istic aliens want to |lead Earth out of its
current “‘psychic pollution’’ into a new
Golden Age, tbe Age of Aquarius. ‘‘The
essence of these messages will be the same
all over. Barthman, change or perish!”” At
any rate, it's reassuring that the aliens drink
gin and tenie, and that a least one —a
dazzling redhead named Melody — knows
the words to “| Left My Heart in San
Francisco."’ (A large for mat, portfolio edi-
tion is published for $7.95 simultaneoudy
by the UFQ Media Group. Northeastern
UFO Organization, Box 78], Streetsville,
Mississauga, Out. L5SM 2C2.)

Degpite its title, The Land of Leok
Behind by Paul Cameron Browne (Three .
Trees Press, 79 pages. $4.95 paper) isn't
science fiction, though a couple of its fables
offer such unlikely protagonists asa pipe
stem and a dandelion. Browne's slender
collection contains some rather pretentious
short stories tba are frequently confusing,
partly because they're fragmentary and
often because they're illogical. He also has
the annoying habit of using footnotes to
point-out how clever he isin referring to
obscure events and people —things a more
skilful writer either rejects or weaves seam-
lessly, without self-congratulation, into his
work. Brown trades in cliché (of a hag in
““The Hive'': **Every detail was complete,
right down to that proverbial one decayed
tooth dangling from the centre of her facial
cavity’’) and, per haps intentionally, per-
vests realism in tortuous dialogue:

“I"m sick of the confidence racket WeE' ve
been pitting aga.inst ourselves. What's
more, my body fluids are near depleted. I'm
nuMb with heat — | ean imagine mysalf
thirsty for disaster drinking seawater and

thinking thér €' s a spring . And that
sun grows more forbidding tK Iower It
ﬁops-'ll

Another repository Of beast fables is
Qerzld Donzldson’s Frogs (\VVan Nostrand
Reinhold, 128 pages. 514.95 cloth). one of
the spate Of large-format picture books that
have recently brought us gnomes, fairies,
dragons, giants, and heaven knows what
eke. (I am preparing a book titled Weevils,
and currently seekinga publisher.) Donald-
0" celebrates the frog as folk-hero, plague,
and object of man"s cruelty and joy (Dutch
microscopist Anton Van Leeuwenhoek re-
potted, of the bleeding of = dissected
tadpole: *“This pleasure has often-times
been so recreating to me, that | do “a
believe that all the pleasures of fountains or
waterworks . . . could have pleased my sight
so well”). Also notable are Bright Sun-
shine and a Brand New Country, edited
by David Mitchell and Dennis Duify.
(Sound Heritage, Volume VIII, Number 3,
Aural History Series, Provincial Archives
of British Columbia. 84 pages. $2.50
paper), abont the remittance men and set-
tlers Who peopled the Okanagan Valley
between 1890 and 1914, and The Danforth
in Pictures by Barbara Myrvold (Toronto
Public Library Board Local History Hand-
book Number 3. 36 pages. $3.50 paper),
which includes a photo, eshong others, of
baskets Of asparagus — a noble vegetable
whose delights are preferable to anything
dty life can offer-harvested in what now
Isahecticcommercial distriét in the eastend
of Metropolitan Toronto.

Finally, | wish 1 had owned David
Crane’s Dietlonary of Canadian
Economics (Hurtig, 372 pages, 518.95
cloth and $8.55 paper) when. as a reporter
for tbe Toronto Globe and Mail, | was
occasicnally required to interpret suck pon-
derous phenomena as the ritoal monthly
increase in the consumer price index.
Faced, for instance, with the federal
government’s decision to allow the bank



rate to float on the basis of sales of treasury
bills. | discovered in Crane's book, for the
first time, a lucid explanation of how and
why this weekly auction of government
securities fs conducted. After looking up
Crane’s definitions for the laws of dimin-
ishing margimal utility and’ diminishing
retems — the only two things I thought |

in the beginning
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remembered from a freshman coutse in
economics - I found it easier than ever to
blame on somebody else ‘my failure to
comprehend it all. Crane's definitions do
tend to be wordy at times, but by compari-
son my standard college textbook
(Economics, by Paul A. Samuelson) might
as wel| have been rendered in Urdu.

by Mary Ainsile Smith

asquirrely plan to grow peanuts in
the fairy-tale world of small presses

ANYONE INTERESTED in Canadian
children’s literature MoOsSt regret Tundra
Books' decision, announced |ast fall, to
cease publishing Canadian children’s
books. With grants cot and pmductiin costs
rising, it had become simply too expensive
to produce children’s books of a quality to
meet Tundra's high standards. These prob-
lems most hefelt everywhere. And yet
Canada does not seem to lack small presses
anxious to continue publishing beoks for
children. From Breakwater in New-
foundland to amy number of presses in
British Colombia. ther e exists a determina-
tion to reach the children’s market. And
although none of there presses seems about
to fill the gap left by Tundra, some have
acquired a good reputation for publishing
attractive. honest books at reasonable
prices.

one good example is Kids Can Press,
which has several new books on the market.
The King's Loon (45 pages, 52.25 paper)
by Mary Alice Downie, illustrated by Ron
Berg. is one of a seres of stories from
Canadian history. I is about Count
Frontenac's expedition to establish a trading
post in Iroquois territory on Lake Ontario
told from the point of view of an 11-year-old
stowaway. It has been translated into
French by Jacques Loie Lorioz and the
French version is boutd in the same book.

The Peanut Plan (63 pages, $2.25
paper), written and illustrated by Claire
Watson Garcia. was originaly published in

1975 by Kids Can Pressand now hasbeen ,

revised and reissued. This jsa “message’

book. stressing, rather emphatically, co-
operation and a return to @ more natural end

self-sufficient way of life. A young squitrel
leamns, in part from her grandmother, in part
through her own initiative and in part fmm
research on Geor ge Washington Car ver,
that cultivating peanuts can improve the
quality of lifefor her end her people. The
book includesrecipes and activitiesto
involve children in what it preaches. How-
ever, Gareia's statement at the end of the
hook, “If you live in a place wher e frost
occuss in April, you may not be able to grow
peanuts successfully,” would seem 1o exe-

lode geographically about 99 per cent of
Canadian children who might like to try.
But aceording to the Stokes seed catalogue,
Garela is wrong about that anyhow.

In 1978 Kids Can Pregs published their
excellent Folktale Series, stories from a
variety of different cultural backgrounds. In
the same spirit, although an original and
contemporary work, is Earth Magic (59
‘pages, g2.95 paper). Dionne Brand's poetry
about the Trinidad of her childhood com-
bined with Trinidadian artist Roy Crosse’s
linedrawingsresultsin a beautiful and
evocative Tittle book.
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In Edmonton, Tree Frog Press iS the
home of the famous Bonnie McSmithers.
The third volume in Sue Ann Alderson’s
series S Ronnie MeSmithersIs At |t
Agaln (41 pages. $5.95 cloth and 53.95

paper). As in the previous two books,
Bonnle and her mother resolve their différ-

ences perfectly and reasonably. Again it'sa
book with a lesson. But the thvthm of the
language and the cheerfulness of Fionna
Garrick's ilfustrations seem to captivate
young children.

For children of the same age range (three
to seven), Tree Frog Press also offers
Monica Tap's Mr. Brown and his Magle
Mustagmtﬂ pages, $7.95 cloth). Mr,
Brown make anything disappear by
wiggling his mustache and Martha
Jablonski-Jone’s witty illustrations convey
the confusion that ensues.

For older readers. Brenda Bellingham
has written Joanie’s Magic Boots (Trée
Fmg Press, 125 pages, Sg.95 cloth and
$3.95 paper). Here the magic takes the form
of a perfectly happy resolution to the
probléms of alonely and fatherless
10-year-old girl. And for still older readers,
Career Girlby Joan Weir (Tree Frog Press,
141 pages. $8.95 cloth and S3.95 paper)
tells how thie heroine, a ballet student.
allows her better self to triumph over her
selfish ambitions. Some children are ad-
dicted to ballet stories end Carser cin
shonld at least feed their habit.

Also intended for older readars — for

e

SlIJNI‘Q'YH}ILE

nemasrmo!them

ISBN 0-920858-00.7
224 pages, har dcover
$14.95 CAN/ $12.95 US

SUNNYHILL

The Health Story of the 80's

SUNNYEILL isthe personal story of
the Small family’s struggle for health.
Carolyn’s gleeful cover photo show the
results — success they never imagined
possible.

Bruce and Barbara Small describe the
adventure that led to Sunnyhill Farm, a
special homethat avoidstheindoor air
pollution that was destroying their health.
Sunnyhill and the Smalls’ new lifestyle
have improved their mental and physical
health, and rejuvenated their careers and
ther marriage.

This revealing story shows how even
simple changes can make a difference for
many of us.

Availablq at bookstor es across Canada

SMALL AND ASSOCIATES, PUBLISHERS
R.R.#1, Goodwood, Ontario Canada LOC 1A0
Telephone (416)294-3531/(416)-649-3511

By Bruce and Barbara Small
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adults as well — is Maizy’s Scarf (Sono
Nis Press, 64 pages. $4.95 paper). Maizy, a
gifl on the verge of puberty, gives a
boisterous account of life in a Yorkshire
mining village in post-war Britain, lts
author end illustrator, Eliza Hawkins, grew
up in Yorkshire herself and came tc Canada
in 1956.

Books by Kids produced Wordsandwich
in 1975 — a collection of writing end
illustrations by school children. Another
Wardsandwich, edited by Anne Millyard
end Rick Wilks (94 pages, $4.25 paper) isa
sequel, presenting the work of 50 children,
ages eight tc 13 from across Canada,
Biding an Apple, Facing the Sun (60
pages, 54.50 paper) is the same thii but
intended for younger readers. These books
are attractive, impdrtant for what they offer,
and fun to read. But ] wish we had more
facts about the writers and artists. We leam
their names but not how old they are nor ,
where they live. These things seem impor-
tant becanse the books value Hes in the
feelings and ideas expressed by these chil-
dren as individuals. rather than in any
objectively assessed artistic merit.

Oberon's Pernilla in the Perilous Forest
by Muriel Whitaker (24 pages, 59.95 cloth)
isa curious mixture of a modem story and a
medieval fable. Pernilla isan independent
and determined little girl. Her quest forapet
horse takes her into the Perilous Forest
where she encounter s seven animals repre-
senting the Seven Deadly Sins. Colourful
and ornate illustrations by Jetske Ironside
suggest illuminations from medieval memu-
SCripts.

Another mixture of traditional and mod-
em is YWoodsedge and Other Tales
(Gardenshore Press. 105 pages, $2.95
paper). a collection of 12 fairy tales by
Michael Bedard. The stories’ themes are
familiar: a king sacrifices what be loves
most in order to try to cheat death; two
brothers go out into the world to seek ther
fortunes and prove their mérit to their father;
a prince breaksa magician's spell and
changés a golden bird back into a beantiful
voman. What makes them different from
traditional stories are the endings; they are
so completely resolved end happy that the
reader can’t believe that the evil in the
stories was ever much of a threat. In
traditional fairy stories, evil is very real end
never to be taken lightly. However, the
general design of this book and the iilustra-
tions by Stan Zych make it attractive.

Borrowing from a more recently estab-
lished tradition is The Case of the Moon-
lit Gold Dust by George Swede (Three
Trees Press, 32 pages, 52.95 paper). In-
spector Holmes of the Halifax Police Force
solves a mystery with the help of his dog
Sherlock end his eat Watson. This isto be
the first book of a series. It seems a shame
that children are expected to work their way
through thissort cf thing as well as Sesame
Streer s Sherlock Hemlock and a dozen
other parodies before they are old enough to
encounter the real Conan Doyle,

Borealis is another publisher of books for
children (pamphlets rather than books actu-

28 Booksn Canada, May, 1880
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ally. because none of their current stories
exceeds 14 pages of text, including illustra-
tions). The seven recent Borealis titles are:
Imuk, Yookle, Heroes Three, and The
Little Star by Marjorie Kendall; Angelina
and her Friend Giorgio the Squirrel and
Grandpapa’s Cherries by Gabrielle
Kirschbaum; and The Missing Numbers
by H. B. Paguette. They cover a range of
categories: Eskimo adventures, science
fiction, fantasy, and cross-cultural under-
standing. All rather crudely illustrated,
some are printed in one jarringly bright

on/off/set
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calour of red or purple ink. None seems to
justify the price of $2.95 each.

Tales from Canada for Children
Everywhere (108 pages, $8.25 cloth) isa
collection of stories set in Canada edited by
Stephen Gill of Vesta Publications. This is
undoubtedly a sincere effort, bat unfortu-
nately sincerity alone cannot compensate
for the embarrassingly bed writing in some
of the stories, the plethora of typographical
and grammatical errors, and the general
carglessness of the book's presentation. Cl

by Wayne Grady

Poety by permutation:

word-games, the style

when writers play

IS

In the exercise

LY

THIRTY-THREE YEARS ago, the French au-
thor and mathematician Raymond Queneau
(1903-1976) published his Exercises de
style, aseries of 106 variations on a single,
smple anecdote: & man gets on the Number
5 bus in Paris, complains about being
jostled by a fellow passenger, and sits
down; two hours later be is seen in front of
the Gate Saint-Lazare with 2 friend, who is

saying. “You must bave another button

Sewn On your overcoat, ** And that's it. The
remsaining 105 exercises take the reader
through itions of that one trivial inci-
dent the story Ts retold backwards, inside
out, from every conceivable point of view
and in every possible verb tense. dialect,
jargon, and genre. Words are fragmented,
their letters rearranged in groups of two,
three, and four to form aew words end no
words et all. These ate arranged on pages
the way they would appear I readers with
certain eye diseases (Sypchesis: “*For be
would push him, time every that got off

'"y. Or tC & mathematician: “In a
rectangular parallelepipid displacing itself
along an integral lice. solution of the
differential equation of the second order y*
+ TCRP (Qy'+$= 84.. ."orn
someone interested in permutations in
groups of five: **Ytowa oneda onont rdsno
rplat herea fanSI formo tobus inean
ceday..."”

It isa delightful series of jeux-de-mots,
the seemingly idle doodlings of a far from
idle mind. It is also, or perhaps conse-
quently, a profound investigation into the
traditional structure and meaning of lan-
guege. Once you kmow the story, each
variant can be read and understood (even the
apparent gibberish cited at the end of the last
paragraph): the communication iS verbal,
but only indirectly lingunistic. *‘Je n*ai pas
une confiance absolue dens le langage,”
Quepean once remarked — a startling
admission from one of France’s foremost
writers until one begins to think of Samuel
Beckett and Marshall McLuban. |n
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Exercises de style, we read in the. intro-
dnction m the es-yet-unpublished transia-
tion from which | have been quoting,
“‘Queneau questions the relationship of the
conscious m the unconscious by question-
ing wraditional modes of wutterance and
communication.”" Quenean is. in other
wotds, making the very difficult transition
froma Newtonian universe m that of
Einstein.

‘The occasion for these remarks aboat
Queneau is the recent publication of
bpNichol’s Translating Translating Apal-
[inaire (Membrane Press. 46 pages, $4.00
paper), which is extremely reminiscent of
Exercises d ¢ style. Nichol's book -has
nothingwith Apollinaire exceptthat

departure corresponding
GQueneau’smanonthethefirst.
pubhshchichol »'*Translating Apolli-
naire,”"which appeared in blewointmentin
1964. It begins:

Icharrus Winging up

Simon the Magician from Judea high in

atree

everyone reaching for the sun

In his intraduction m the present volume
Nichol explains how, while flying back
from the Highth International Sound Poetry
Festival in 1975, he conceived of the need
for *“a pure bit of research," and hit co the
idea for this book: *“i recalled the first poem
i bed ever published ... & decided tc put
that poem thrunas many translations/ trans-
formations es i & ather peeple could think
of.”* This sounds very much like watered-
down Queneay, iSOmetric exercises. But
Queneau is not mentioned anywhere, which
isjust as well, because Nichol suffers by
comparison. The fifth poem in tbe series,
for example, is beaded *‘rearranging words
in poem in alphabetical order™:

a aa

anand aware Aztecs back backs
beating becoming bodies.

brown builtbry by cars,

——— - ———
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which is deliberately random precisely
wher e Queneau is intellectually consistent.
Number 13 isa “sound trandation,” in
which the words in the original poem are
replaced by their approximate homonyms:

Mel: or ass  wan Eing cup,
Samantha my chess yen front chew-
dev hyena fory,

heavy Juan Gris chin guffaw earth son

Nichol Is more concerned with technique
than he iswith sense, and this destroys his
poetry. Quenegu destroys language. but be
does not thereby destroy peetry. Nichol's
word-games visit the same war-tom tegrain
charted by Queneau 33 years ago, and the
difierences between the two  correspondents

first impressions
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are worth noting. Nichol's variations on his
originel poem produce new poems rather
than, as in Queneau's case, a kind of cubist
encirclement of the fundamental question.
As a resuit. Nichol is continually movine on
to new questions without stopping to con-
sider the prime one: He takes us into a
country without maps. and then abandons
us. He doesn’t disintegrate language and
ther put it back together again; like a child
with an alarm clock, he smashes language's
face and hands and heart, and then moves on
in search of 2 new toy. Queneau’s questions
are agonized and profound. Nichol's are
rather like a cryptic erossword pus —
something with which to kill time during a
long trans-Atlantic Sight. O

by Douglas Kl
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From Manitoba’s fleshpots t0 a measure
of manhood that might have been pruned

The Ennner Aliyah, by Mark Gordon
{Groundhog Press, 509 pages, 36.95
paper). announces a new season for this
column with g thiik plop. No doubt it was
proper L enten fare: penitential, bland.
about 40 times oo long. Friends who
chopped through the first few pages of
Gordon’s glacially gelid prose will be
astonished | survived. Observe, third para-
greph:
The Libbutz was a couple of miles from
where the bus stopped. Martin remembered
a few days apo getting off the bus. He was
walking up the sun-baked highway on ,
leather shozs. Ordinary street shoes womin
Toronto, Thin-soled shoes ithar made his
feet feel cach pebble dig and the heat from
the highway. It was told that this country
gotso kot n the summer you could fry egps
on the pavement. This was not justa way of
saying things, a convenient metaphor, but
here on this long strand of sand, rock, heat,
this patch of land at the Mediterranean’s far
eastern tip, this was the truth. An egg -

placed on the pavement would actually

sizzle, the mucous fluid ening to white,

the vellow jelly in the centre slowly harden-

ing, hardzning, hardening.

As this dectric style jolts us along, we
catch, usually more than once. a few
thousand details in the life and mind of
Martin Kanner, Gordon's autobiographical
hero. He's in his 208, from Toronto; living
in Ysrae]. He spends time on a kibbutz. at
university, on theread, mogtly in Catatonia.
He searches, sexually, spiritually, siowly.
slowly. slowly. Hecontracts dysentery: that
takes seven pages and the chapter is called
—no kidding ~— “Dysentery.” He gets
Bell’' s pal sy (15 pages), crabs (pessim}, and
his penis measured by a girl friend (only two
pages but the makes it longer). He
often says things three times, for effect,

Someone should have edited this outrage
—or compacted it (as in waste). 1'd rather
not say any more.

L

IT'S HARD TO say enough about W. D.
Valgardson’s Gentle Sinners (Oberon, 213
pages, $17.50 cloth and 57.95 paper). The
author has built a solid reputation witb his
volumes of short stories. and experience
and maturity show everywherein this his
first novel. Technique is so accomplished
here it may even seem too studied, foo
self-conscious, but |'d argue that all the
craft and polish serves Valgardson’s larger

s — the moments and motions of
great beauty. high humour, quiet illuming-
tion,

The story unfolds in a drab M anitoba
shanty-town along-the CPR tracks. It's a
memorable landscape of harsh light and
dust, primary colours and spiritual voverty,
peopled chiefly by grotesques. M&| act or
aim seems unlikely in this Breughel- or,
better, Bosch-like scramble, until Valga:d-
son begins carefully, steadily, to move his
principals to the front and to redeem the
bleakness of scene and behaviour with
hope. '

The exemplar of possibility is the boy
Billy, renamed Eric by his uncle Sigfus, o
whom be flees from his fanatically religious
parents. (They are ch:.llmg caricatures of
Protestant zealotry, going in for prayer-
vigils and hunting down sin; the father’s
speciality s harassing ice-cream parlours.)
From Sigfus and his brother-in-law Sam.
Eric learns humanity. That word will have
to suffice for an education into the. meaning
of family, ancestry, and community, and
eventually of love and responsibility. He
also experiences amorality through his un-

Two new books
Jrom the
Nutional Gallery
of Canade .

“Our Own Country Canada™
Being an Account of the National
Aspirations of the Principal Landscape
Artists in Montreal and Toronto
MO-1890 by Dennis Reid

“Qur Own Country Canada is at
heart the tale of two cities, Montreal
and Toronto, that played so
important a role in Canada early,
artistic development. In this book,
packed with never-before-

published material, Dennis Reid
provides a wealth of information
aboiit the painters and photo-
graphers who moulded the cultural
life of English-speaking Canada:
William Notman, Lucius O'Brien.
John A. Fraser, Otto Jacobi and
many others. M ore than just a
chapter of Canadian art history,
"“Our Own Country Canada”
delineates the vitality of an extra-

ordinary period.

An important study of a neglected
period in Canadian history, this
book offers new insight into the
development of our vision of the
Canadian landscape. It isa must
for any setious student of Canadian
history. 529.95 (hb)

Canadian Video

by Bruce Ferguson

Canada’s trilingual (French,
English, Italian) catalogue of the
Venice Biennale 1980, presents
video artists Tom Sherman, Lisa
Steele and Colin Campbell; Pierre
Falardeau and Julien Poulin; and
A.A. Brenson, Felix Partz and
Jorge Zontal. The book also contains.
avaluable list of video production
and distribution centres in Canada.
995 (pb)

National Museums
of Canada
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wanted Sdekick Larry. an appalling adoles-
cent nemesis, and & fair measure of inciden-
tal brutality. fear, and pain.

Valgardson's style relies on precise if
often oblique similes and metaphors to etch
the details of place and character. His
dialogue is span, coantry-lacenic, and the

interview
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narrative moves with quick. rich grace.
While tbe book’s conclusion dares to bal-
ance irony and sentimentality,
Valgardson's kill makes it credible. This is
atough, funny. tender novel, and it all
works. O

by Phil Surguy

How the magic harpoon that didn’'t impale
made a true believer out of James Houston

JAMES HOUSTON Served in the Toronto
Scottish Regiment in tbe Second World
War. Afterwards be studied art in France
and it was following his returnto Canada.
on a sketching wip, that he first saw the
Arctic. He stayed 12 years. Thefirst nine
were spant as a northern Service officer, and
then he was appointed civil administrator of
West Bafiin |dland. He played a major role
in introducing Inuit art to the outside world,
and his Arctic experiences ‘have, so far,
been the inspiration for many sculptures,
engravings, and drawings. as well as 11
adult and children’s books. His latest novel
is Spirit Wrestler (M & $). Houston now
divides his time between a Rhode Island
farm and a home in. the Queen Charlotte
Islands, spending half a year in each place.
He spoke to Phil Surguy while on a recent
visit to Toronto:

Bools in Conadot Can you think of an
initial or primary experience with the Inuit
that you are now reliving or recreating in
your novels, particularly The White Dawn
and Spirit Wrestler?

Hounstont I'm especially interested in con-
tact between native people and newcomers,
cultural clashe: between the two. We have a
remarkable thing; we always feel that weare
well-educated and that other people are not.
But look at an Inuit hunter. He's using all
the careful, specialized education that had
been given to him down threvgh his grand-
fathers for 5,000 years in 2 dir ect line, none
of this classroom stuff of 40 pupils, but
one-to-one. Yet somehow we can Sit around
in supreme confidence. and feel that we are
vronderful, masterful people and all other
people are just poor simplepeople who have
not taken calculation.

EAC: Do you ever feel seif-conscious about
writing from an Eskimopoint af view?
Eouston: Perhaps | should. But tbe thing
abouta writeris I do think he’s gotto be a bit
bold. I had the luck to live with those people
foralong time. They"re godfathers to my
children and |’ godfather to their chin
and we have a very close. family relation-
ship. My son is still in the Arctic, working
and doing things. So we have an ongoing,
close conpection with the Inuit world.
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BIC: In Spirit Wrestler you come within a
hair's breadth Of actually saping that the
magic that lives In the Inuit world and Inuit
imagination is real.

.Houston: Well, | do.

BiC: | sif real?

Houston: Yes, | think it'sreal. | find that
hard to say. Part of me saysit cannot be. but
another part of me says. bow could it
possibly be like that if it wasn’t so? I did see
aman weaving on a snow bench inside an
igloo — almost 30 years ago-and they
were using an atcordian instead of a drum
for a shamanistic s. and that man,
when | least expected it (and | was as close
as I am to you) he himged onto a harpoon and
droveit straight through hischest and it
came out bis back. Blood gushed from his
mouth and people were screaming and |
looked at him and | thought, what am |
going to writein the government monthly
report about this? | was homified. I thought
he was dead. This man’s just committed
suicide right before my eyes. Two men
grabbed him under the arms and dragged
him out of the snow house. I started ont after
them, just expecting to see him lying there
dead and figuring out what | was goingtodo
about it. | was the coroner in the area as

L e,

well. But as| went out be was on hisway
back in. There was lots of blood all over
him. He pulled up his parka ia front and
back. and there wer e big holes in it, but no
hole in hi chest, and be said, *“I'm not
dead.” .
BiC: There's a scene In Spirit Wrestler
where Morgan, the anthropologist, is#ry-
ing to roll his kayak and he's grabbed by
Tolulijuk, @ goddess. half-woman, half-
seal. dragged underwater, iowed under the
ice and rammed up through the ice head
first. It's written as if you believe that could
or did happen.
Houston: | certainly believe that such a
tbii could be. Whether anything happened
in precisely that way, | don? know. There
was a storm of shamanistic activity around
West Baffin Idand at about that time-the
mid-1950s — the chugeh really did blow
away. The man [that Morgan is based
on ], the man without my life support, was
truly seen by the people walking up on the
great plain. Eleven people saw him. Now, 1
have written that novel froman Eskimo
point of view, not saying what | thonght
about Morgan so much as what Shoona
thought, what they tbiik caused all those
things to happen.
BiC: Was there any irony in your pertrayal
of Morgan, an anthropelogist,a south-
erner, a superficially weak white man, as
Someone who appears to kave more access
to the magic than the Inuitnow do?
Houstoxi: No. Well, possibly alittle bit. |
think they were even. | had a little wind-up
saying that the conflict hadn’t yet ended and
it would perhaps go on forever. It waslike
the Archangel Gabriel wrestling on the
Plaing of Heaven or something. We only
witness something like that for an instant,
but that confliet is one that will go on into
endless time. | think Morgan was an
enormously powerful person; and | felt that
the most powerful shaman was eld Wolf
Jaw. who could hardly speak and was
dying, a ruin of 2 man, but still he tried to go
after Morgan and he apologized in the end
and said be just missed.
BiC: One lasrquestion. What's in the works
now?
Houston: I'm working on The Fourth
Eagle, a novel about the Northwest Coast
and the sea-otter trade in the early part of the'
19th eentury. The fast ships to Canton, the
beginning of the clippers. A cultaral cop
flict between the captains, who were pretty
sharp, smart dealers, and the Northwest
Coast chiefs. who were fuite a |ot smatter
than the captains were. Thereisa quotation
from a chief there.. He said, **Before the
whites came, there were rivers of blood here
from our fighting, fmm wars. But when tbe
wbii came with the trade goods. we
started to trade witb them and then we
started to fight with-wealth."" Now, |'m
interested in **fighting with wealth,' and
they did it in the absolute extreme-at the
potlatch and so on. I'm just about finished
that book. |t’s been a preat delight to me. |
live there, in the area, for study and becanse
Ihopeto livethere all my life. I adoreit, O
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Jour titles—and pay us only $3.95! With this purchase you join the
Readers® Club of Canada.

o Asa member you will receive free the bright, lively Cnnmimn
Reader magazme. with reviews-and news of current Canadian books.
You will receive notification of each Readers’ Club Selection in advance,
and you may accept or reject it as you please. You agree to buy at least
four regular-price books during the next twelve months,
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Canadian and foreign books, records, and prints,
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Letters to
the Editor

HEAT FOR AUGUST

Sir:
Hiding among all that bitterness in August Klein-

zahler"s Montreal review (March) WY the petty

motive of revenge. Augie feels slighted as he was
never acked to be in a Montreal anthology. Those
arz the facts. Hidden within the four or five
fragments of mine that Augle has chosen to quote
are the five worst misquotes | have ever suffered
in my life, They were made by a person who has
no right advising others to go on 10 subsequent

drafts in thelr own work,
Artie Gold
Montreal

0

Sir:

It was a surprise to me to leam that Aupgust
Kleinzahler had once again wended his way north
fmm New Jersey to participate in Canadian
literature. When, two years g0, the Canada
Council changed their regulations excluding

landed immigrants fmm receiving Arts Qrants be -

couldn’t getout of the country fast enough. |
remember having a conversation with him at the
time in ‘The Word book store in which he quizzed
m¢ on American grants and was happy to leari
that he could apply to the National Endowment of
tbe Arts in Washington, D.C.. and would have
the hast chance if he were on American s0il. Soon
after be left Montreal for his home in the U.S. |

guess we can thank the Council's decision to once
again make landed immigrants eligible for arts
grants for prompting his speedy return and recent
high profile.

There is much about Kleinzahler's review of
six hiontreal books (March) that | find parti-
cularly offensive. That he seems mote interested
in literary assassination than book reviewing is a
ficst point to be considered. In bis review,
Kleinzahler seems hellbent on wiping English
Montreal off the literary map. cancelling our
franchise at it vwere. When living ir Montreal 1
suppose Kleinzahler felt somewhat alienated
from the main body of literary activity and mow
wants to get in a few good kicks for spite. If
Kleinzahler felt on the outside of things it was
bacause be had no desire to participate in a
community of poets and, indeed, his aggressive
Iiterary careerism did oot do much to endear him
to the local residents, nor does it now,

Myself and André Farkas come in for a good
bit of Kleinzahler's heat and | suppose that’s
bacause v lacked the vision Lo include him in our
anthology Montreal English Poetry of the Seven-
tics. | can only agree with the man who first said
that editing is 'a thankless job and reaffirm my
balief that Kleinzahler is a third-rate talent. His
views on my work would seem to indicate that be
places me in 2n even lower bracket than thatand I
guess we'll have to leave the final judgement of
both of our works to posterity or tbe Ultimate
Canada Council Jury.

When It comes to talking about the organi-
zation of the literary presses in Montreal (some-
thing he spends some time rehearsing). Klein-
2ahler doesn’t know what be’s talking about.
though that doesn’t seem to bother him, Véhicule
Press, CrossCountry Press, Maker Press and New
Dalta Press are all very distinet organizations
ovmed and edited by different groups and indivi-
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duals: their funding (or lack of it) comes from
different sources though none of them are
particularly. "'well-funded" as Kleinzahler would
lead us to believe. Publishers in Montreal have
besn working on e financial shoestring for the
pest 10 years and should be admired for their

. tenacity and dedication.

I personally resent Kleinzahler's statement that
the editors of Véhicule Press have *‘done very
nicely for themselves,” implying that they've
been hogging the pie that is Véhicule, Véhicule
Press has published over 20 titles of poetry,
fiction and literary ctiticism. | have had two
books published by Viéhicule (the first published
two years before | was an editor there), André
Farkas bar poblished one. and Artic Gold has
published one. One book published by each
editor during a tenure of four years doesn"t sound
particularly piggish to me and there are many
other literary presses that have a higher ratio. ...

A final twisting of facts that Kleinzahler
perpelrates is in savipe thet The Véhicule Poers
(published by Maker Press)lsan embarrassment
to Véhicule Press. This simply isn't so. Because
of the fact that there is a Véhicule Art Gallery and
& Véhicule Press (both stemming fmm the sEme
initial organization) the owners of the press
weren't SO crazy about there being Véhiculs
Poets too, thereby hopelessly and forever confus-
ing everyone, particulerly since the Véhicule
Poets are not poets necessarily published by
‘Véhicule Press but who met and worked together
at the Véhicule Gallery. In this paragraph you can
already see how confusing it gets. Unfortunately,
wecouldn’t come up with a better descriptive tide
for the book and so the confusion does, perhaps,
deepen, That Kleinzahler attributes Véhicule
Press's’ change in publishing pelicy of doing

books other than poetry titles to some theoretical
embamassment over the anthology-is the last
pemicious spin of his spider web. Two years ago
we began to widen the scope of Véhicule's
publishing, attempting to find & wider marke} for
our books.

I regret having to write such a lengthy Jetter in
response to Kleinzahler's review but the number
of factual errors, lies, distortions and miscues that
be manages in some MO words is unparalleled.
As to views on the poetry imself we obviously
disagree: | like it. be doesn®t. Only time and
readers will tell which one of us was right, but |

obviously weulda’t put so much time and energy

into the Montreal community ad its poetry if |
didn’t think it was important and worthwhile and
so stand fully in support of it.

Ken Neorris

Monireal

WARM ABOUT ‘BATH'
Sir
Mary Ainslie Smith’s review of The Ordinary
Bath by Dennis Lee and Jon McKee struck me as
something of a satire on book reviews until |
realized it was serious and might prevent your
readers from thoroushly enipving an unusval and
special story.

Her remark that this book is different from
Lee's previous works — all of which are
completely different fmm each other — bad 2
miffed know-your-place quality. Sbe might as

well have said that Dennis Lee used black Ink for
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his last book and blue for this we and she's not
poing to be comforiable with it.

And her careful computation of the number of
words in the book per the mice completely
ignored the fact—which she should know —that
many children have fead and reread and reread it
in its few months of publication. \Why not start
labelling books like cereal boxes, so many cents
per SO many grams?

The Ordinary Bath is written as a toeching,
probing story with & dance of a,rhythm, and
McKee's illustrations evoke age-old images withs
great vitality. The parents, teachers, and general
people I know find more in each pege on every
reading, and will probeblyturn it into a classie in
spite of anything else Ms, Smith has to say.

Loris Lesynski
Toronto

STEAM FROM FRASER

Sir:

In the April issue of Books in Canada, 1. M.,
Owen challenges the historical accuracy of my
novel. The Emperor's Virgin. by citing such
“blunders” a8 my useof ““A.D. 51" sspartofan
inscription indicating the birthdate of Emperor

Domitian. To make sure the dollest reader .

understands what a **classical howler*' this is, ke
explains: “Even tbe Christians hadn’t invented
the numbering- of the years of the Christian era
yet.”” What Owen doesn’t seem to know is that
the “se of the Christian dating system isa
convention employed by most writers of bath
fictlon and non-fiction to render tbe dates
meaningful to the modem reader. It is a conven-
tion followed, for example, by the classical
scholar Robert Graves to anpotgte the text of [,
Claudiys, Since his use of dates wasextensive, he
explained the appropeiate classical system in an
author’s note: *“The Greek reckoning, “ted by
Claudius, counted the years from the First
Olympfad, which took place in B.C. 776.”
Because | avoided internel dates except inone
instance.1 felt that such a foomota would be both
distracting and pretentions, and all but the worst
sort of smart-ass would understand that my use of
the Christian system was merely a part of the
tragslation from Latin to modern English. | am
still of that opinion.

(Footnote: The “ se Of Roman numerals, in the

. bar over the review. to denote the pm:e aiid

pagination of The Emperor’s Virgin is a piece cd
mockery that must be assumed to reflect editorial
judgement; that it is prejudicial, and no light-
hearted joke. is proven by the fact (hat another
Roman novel, reviewed on the same page. is not
treated in the same derogatory manner.)

‘When Owen gets around to his social interpre-
tation of Imperial Rome. his arrogance combines
with his stupidity to produce what now nominate
as nty choice of *'howlet"* of the centry. I quote
from his review: **But above all the author should
be able to imagine whag it was like to live in a
period when many of the assumptions that were
taken for pranted were quite different from our
OWn.. .. So unaware is Sylvia Fraser of this
necessity that she has a Roman, complaining of
the numerons nationalities in Rome. say, ‘We've
become a city of mongrels.” Now, quite apart
fmm the fan that Rome had been cosmepelitan
fora very long time, what she hias done here isto
impute to a first-century Roman a post-Darwinian
notion of racial purity that would never have
crossed a Roman mind.”

| am delighted to inform 1. M. Owen that this
sentiment, which I have put in the mouth of one of
my senators, issues fmm the work of Decimus
Junins Juvenalis, probably bora A.D. 55 (accord-
ing to the Christian dating system) and chief
chronicler of the times 1 have dramalized. In fact,
the mengrelization of Rome, both through illicit




sex and the infiltration of forejgners into the ranks
of wealth, prestige, and power, was one of his
main targets of satire. I quote from the Penguin
Classics translation:

Satire VI: *"You might become some
piccaniony's Papa, and find yourself making your
wiHl on behalf of a son and heir whose off-black ¢
face was better not seen by daylight.*"

Safre I “That Delta-bred house-dave. sb
vashed dowm by the Nile. now hitches his
shoulders under Tyrian purple.”™

Satire II: “*“When some creature blown into
Rome along with the figs and damsens precedes
me at dinner-parties — nre, who drew my first
breath on these Roman hills, and was nourished
on Sabine olives! — things have come to a pretty

0s.*
P Post-Darwinian? Clearly 1. M, Owen is a
monkey’s uncle. ]

Now that we've had our comic relief, let’s pass
on o more serious matters: the manner of Owen’s
anack on the literacy merits of my novel. In order
to hold op my work: to ridicule; he quotes a long
sexual passazxe, wrenched out of context, so that
tke intent, the characterization, the symbolism,
the emotional matrix are completely destroyed.
The effect of such an act, in humsn terms, is as if
one were suddenly to turn a spotlight'on a couple
viho were making love—whether they are old or
young, married or single, tender or brutal, in a
pasked car or home in bed, the act of exposure is
in itself an obscenity that debases that which is
revealed. The offence, in literary terms, is no less
vicious. Every author — and critic — knows that
the sexxual scenes in any novel are the riskiest and
most vulnerable. How does Owen's act of
dismemberment differ from that of the book-
banners who snip out sexual scenes to be railed
against, snezred at and drooled over?

Books in Canada iS a govenment-assisted
publication whose purpose is to foster greater
interest in Canadian writing; it is circulated
throughout tbe media. and becomes a pexmanent
record in libraries, As a writerI believe I have the
tight %o expect (1) judgement by my peas. (2)
compatence; (3) neutral editorship; (4) basic
respact for myself and my work. Instesd, this
magazine has, all oo often, functioned as 2 haven
for second-rate academics, fatled journalists, and
other literary hangers-on Who rejoice in the
opportunity it affords to spit on the accomplish-
ments of their betters.

Asa gitic, 1. M. Owen has praven himself to
bz without eredibility. | offer him what he most
deserves: my contempt.

Sylvia Fraser
Toronto
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CanWit No. 53

WE SEEM TO have lost the fine old art of
coining words for new objects ar remark-
able actions from the sumames of the
persons who either invented them, made
them popular, or first performed ‘them.
Cardigans and wellingtons are among the
classical examples, along with bloomers,
the sandwich, and the act of bawdlerizing.
Were we living 100 year s ago, presumably
anyone wearing a rose boutonnier would
have been identified as spotting a trudeauw.
Or the relentless habit of collecting quotes
and literary quirks would have been known
as colomboizing. We'll pay $25 for the
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wittiest surname cofnings, complete with
definitions. we receive by July 1. Address.
CanWit No. 53, Books in Canada. 366
Adelaide Street East; Toronto M35A IN4,

RESULTS OF CANWIT NO. 51

OUR REQUEST rFoR distinctive Canadian
pub names brought a host of entries and
many duplications (with The Fox and
Signature forging ahead of the pack). The
winner is Anthony Hopkins of Toronto,
who not only chalked up 108 names that
could only happen in Canada but also
enclosed a glossary for the uninebriated. He
receives $25 far the selection that follows:

O The Ballot and Blacktop (electoral reality in
many provinces),

0 The Bomb and Mailbox.

O The Clock and Mother (shades of Mackenzie

King).

0 The State and Bedroom.

0 The Chief and Camp.

O The Cow and Candybar (Laura Secord),

O The Rail and Coolie.

O Tbe Flag and Furaore.

O TheFort York and White House..

O TheEastemBaswd.

O The Albertan’s Head.

O The Barn and Dynamite (RCMP).

O The Dime Bag and Horseman (RCMP).

0 Thbe Volunteer and Zombie (patronized by
Second World War vets of both stripes).

(] The Bennert and Buggy.

O The Crutch and Stair case (near St. Joseph's
Oratory, Montreal).

O The $tack and Sulphur (Sudbury).

O The Tunmel and Causeway.

U TheHole and Half-moon (an quthowse bar),

O The Tent and Thespian (Stratford. Ont.).

O The Dog and Pancreas (the beer is insulin-
tested).

Honourable mentions:

O Seuvé's speakeasy.
0O The Eye Opener.
| The Odd Man Out (me gays allowed).
OLoblaw's No Name Lounge..
—Shirley Dunphy, Ottawa

U TheFoamandBmggatt.

O The Hanging Gut.

00 The Soaking Sleeve. .
—Duavid J. Paul, Lucan, Ont.

Q TheFnllenAmw.
U ThcTwSaatlcws(forfemlFCsl.
O The Letter Openers (RCMP).
—Msrs. A, ), Ducker, Keswick, Ont.

O The Tap and Splice (RCMP).
O The Keg and Cleavage.
O The Crock and Bull (2 politically nentsal pub
near Parliament Hill).
—Brian McCullough. Ottawa

LI
0O The Red Parrot {for inside postal workers).
3 Thbe Farewell to Alms (for drinkers removed
from the welfar e rolls}.
@ The Rising Mortgage.
—Barry Baldwin. Calgary

L] The Voyageur's Retreat.

Jack Scott’s Two Volume
Tzade Unions and Imperislism
in America
Vol.I: Yankee Unjonz, Go Home!

How the AFL Helped the U.S. Bulld on
Empire In Latin Amesten

**_ .lively intecpretation of the history of
North American unionism...It is vastly
different not only from the school texthonks
but even from the histories of many a writer
on the left."” —Vancouvet Sun

Vol. I Canadien Workers,
Americon Uniong

How ths Amerlcan Federntfon of Lokour
Teok Over Canoda’s Unfons

A critical history of the infiltration of
“‘international”’ unions into Cangda. The
upshot: two-thirds of anlonized workers in
the private sector pay dues to, and are
governed by, union headquarterslocated in
a foreign country. .
**...an important contribution to an area
of Canadian Jife which has received fat too
[iitle attention.” —Boglo In Canzdn
“Good work in an imgportant field.. .™
—Canedinn Moterials
£6.50 paper, 513.95 cloth, 242 pages
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At baoksiorss or from
NEW STAR BOOKS LTD,
2504 York Ave., Yoocouver, B.C. VEK 1E3
Tel: (604)738-9419

BOOKSINCANADA

the magazine
for people who read

0 does wonders for the
literary digestion

0 take 10 times a year
for only $9.95

Please send me a one-year
subscription to Books in Canada.

Cheque for $9.95 enclosed O Bill me

Mame

Address

Code

Makecheque payableto: Canadian Reviewof Books
Lid., 366 Adelaide S1_E., Toronto, MSA IN4.
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1 The Flying Bishop (they drink to Billy).
—illegible. Eric Hamber Secondary School,

Vancouver "

FEF

O The Fuddied Duddie.
O The Brew and Brewis.
——Joan MecGrath, Toronto.

LI

O The Striking Pose (for pastal workers).
(1 The Bare’s Ear (2 CBC haugout).
—\W. Ritchie Benedict, Calgary.

CLASSIFIED

Classifled rates: $8 per line (40 characters to
thellne). Deadiine: first of the month forissue
dated following month. Address: Books In
Canada Classified, 366 Adelalde Sireet Easl,
Tomnto MBA IN4. Phone: (416) 363-5426.

BOOIL FAIR. Tomnto Inll. Antiquarian Book
Fair. Park Plaza Hotel, May 21-23. Open to
public510 pm, May21 2-10 pm, May228
26. Admission $5.00 for enfite Fair. Last 2
days £3.00. (416) 961-| B48.

OUT OF PRINT BOOKS. Canadian, histor-
lcal and Literary. Catalogues Free on re-
quest. Huronla- anadlana Books, Box 665.
Alliston, Orit. LOM 1A0."

QUTOFPRINTCOOK BOOKS wanted. Wil
buy or trade. Write For-free newsletter.

Books for Cooks, 850 Yonge Streat, Toronto
M4W 2HI. (416) 825-3073.

PLAVVIRIGHTS® WORKSHOP: Leonard
Palerzan talks about writing, crifics, survival
May 6.7-Q p.m. RichmondHill Public Library,
24 Wriaht St.. Richmond Hill. Ont. 884-9288.

VJAVES now at Ontario College of Att, 100
MeCaul St. Toronto. Ont. MST TW1. Tri-
annual. New Look with Vol. 8, Subs. 66.
Librarias, $10. Australian &back issues $2.
Sets 24 Issues $50. Eng. & Fr. Also

EXCUSES: For Al Ocpasions $5 & SING--

ING: Prison Women's Writing $6.

GREAT CANADIAN
|- POETRY VIEEKEND
i AT

HLUE MDUKTAIN

FUFTH ANNUAL © Juo 6.7.8.

Take pat n this annual celebrauon ol the
v.o1td of Canadian lefters. Ower 20 Canadian
paets mcluding Jahn Robert Colombo. Dennls
Lca, Margaret Atwood end Al Purdy will be
rezding and conducling workshops m Rhis
country logation.

Student Packages 2t $60.50 Include dormitary
zooommpdahion and Six meals.

Economy Packages at $38.00 includes chalet or
Isdge accommodation and she meals with the
[IEls thomsehves.

For mare inlarmation write:
Breat Conztion Pogiry Yockend,

P.0. Sox E91, Collingzand, Optario,
L9¥ €3 or phnno [705] 4453430,

34 Books in C&da. May. 1960
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O The Prospect of Bankwuptcy.
—Elizabeth Sellick, Winnipeg.

o X
M P20

[ Long John's.
0 Juice Hostel.
—Lillian 1. Rouse. Toronto

1 The Red Jon (for Hydro workers).
—Mary Lile Bepham, Winnipeg.

O The Moose and Goose.
—Paul Booth, Toronto.

The editors
recommend

THE FOLLOWING Canadian books were
reviewed in the previous issue of Books in
Canada. Our recommendations don’t
necessarily reflect the reviews:

FICTION

Spirit Wrestler, by James Houston, McClelland
& Stewart. A magical mystery tour of Inuit
culture conducted by a novelist who has seen
the wand.

KowalskiPs Last Chance, by Lea Simpson.
Clarke Irwin. Cops and leprechauns, collusion
oand collision, farce and fantasy — a merry time
will be had by all who sip Simpson’s highly
potable poteen.

NON-FICTION

Men in the Shadows: The RCMP Security
Service, by John Sawatsky, Doubleday. Re-
quired reading for all Canadians concerned
about the extent of secret-police operations in
this country — and all who should be con-
cerned.

Rough Road to the North: Travels Along the
Alaska nghwny. by Tim Christy, Doubleday
One man's joyous celebration of his experi-
ences goin® down the road fo the faredge of the
world.

Books mcen\ved

THE FOLLOWING Canadian book.s have been
received by Books in Canada in recent.
weeks. Inclusion in this list does not!
preclude areview ornotice ina future issue:

g In Canada: Suln.l Pers) ves, by Victor W. Mar-
shall .Fnzlm &“’Iﬁlesl
Between Sea and by Enid D'Oyley. illustrated by Albent
Huic, Williamy-W au Productions Lotemnation
Biological Sciences at the Natlonal Research Council of
Canada, by N. T. Oridgeman, Willcid Lautier Univer-

sity Press.
The an_llllll: of Numbers, by Paul Dution, The Porcupine’s
The Iloywlﬂlln R in His Hand, by James Reancy, The
Porcupine’s Qulll.
Cnn:ula “n- Home, by Bamy Griffiths and J. M. Daly,

Clnndn'l Polltical Economy, by Grot L. Reuber,
MeGraw-Hill Ryerson.

P LT et

TR WY

Te I LR T T, T

Canadign Cliles nnd Sovereignty Assoclaiion, Jane
Jacobs, CBC. il

Canadian Coastal and Inland Stepm Vessels 1809-1930, hy
Iohn \I Mills, The Stcamship Historical Society of

Onuln:u nl‘ Canada®s Pust: Selected Essays of W. L.
Morton, edited by A. I. \[:KIII , Carleton Lib
Crisks in Iran, by Robin Wood Carlsen, The now

\an
Robert Kroetsch, NeWest Press.
, Oberon,

g; Crow Jaurn.:ls
by Popy Wit Educational Resources,
Wllﬁmlau Pmduﬂmns Intemazional.
Dleppt 1942: The Jubllee Disaster, by Ronald Alkln.G.lge
Dragon Lady, by Silver Donald Cameron, M &
The aEnl:f,llsll Fact In Quebee, by Skeila McLeod Armpuu'hl
ne Clil, McGill-Queen's University Press.
50 N'orﬂl. An Atlantic Battleground, by Alan Baston, Paper-

For W nghbwrs in Hell, by Iving Layrod, Mosaic
Press/ Valley Editions.
Frechled Bloeapd Other I'ums by Gary Botting, Red Deer

College Press.
Gateway to Oblivion: The Great Lakes® Bermuda Triangle,
by ughCochnne. Doableduy.
m:l{ Under the Unlon Jack, by Austin

Hesp!rluaudﬂlll r Poems mmd Lyrics, by Chorles Si
ster, revised e;ulon edited by I-‘m:k M. Tiemey, -'Ffe

Tecumseh Press.

History, H.0. Bamen. Galdancc Ceotre, Foculty of
Educniton, Wol T.

Honour Yeor I'arlner. by Helen Levi, Queenston House.

How to Make Advertising Work for Your Smnll Business,
by Larry White, Financial Post/Macmillan.

Homanlles in the Present Day, edited by Jobn Woods and
Harold G, Coward, Willxi Laucier Universily Press.

The Irapossible Quebec, by Piezee Vallitres, translated by
lefirey S. Moore, Black Rose Books.

Ia the Country of the Antipodes, by Ludwig Zeller, Mosaic
Press/ Valley Editions.

Totimate Dislertions, by Steve McCaffery, The Porcupine’s

Qulll.
Jos !BIIT “The Man Who Was Nova Scotla, by Kay Hll,
The h{lﬂ Chrisiian Fathering, by Dopakd N. Basika,
G. R, Welkh.

Koble, by John Trengrove, PaperJacks.

The Lasi of the Free Enterprisers, by I. D. House, Carleton
Library (Macmillan).

l..ullr Pearson ouwd the American Dream, by Peler Smrs-

o berg, Double
The [.l:flgBdl\!n , by D. J. Flac. Barealis Press.
Tho Litle Red Cart, by A. P. Campbell, Borealis Press.
The E;Ihslh , by Pol Chantraine, transiated by Daviéd Lob-
Loslag Ground: Th:!rndnotmmyllhﬁuhﬂnmrh.
b;'A Dosmhnl‘mdw B. Rayrer. Ontario Real Estal

\ilgju Rulllm. ed.nedb_y Geolf Hancock, Aya Pre
\fonifest Destiny [Rewsed edltion}, by Ihmuh W. Mc-
Naught &1 al.. Clarke [rwin.
Mind Your Own Business, Be \'nur OIrn Baoss, by Maridee
Allen Winter, Waxwing Productio
The ::rla %EIII. by Negovan Rajic, lﬂnslmd by David Lob-

the mnhln deep as a lake yes, by Mastin Richards, Gabbro
5.
The Mardered Dreams Awake, by Cathy Ford, Caitlin

Press,
Nelie McClaog and Women's Rights, by Helen K. 'W'rlghl.
Book 5o “l of Cxmads. ’

,Ontarle (.'wnlry I)hry. by by Susan Peszy and Joe McKeo-

Peulaenst byl!nbu: \aanuu wansiaved by David Eliis, Exile

Physical Educatlon, by Cressy A. M. McCauy, Guidinoe
Ceatre, Faculty of Education, U of T.

The Pre-Confederation Premiers: Ontario Government
Leaders, 1831-1867, edited by J. M.S. Cosless, Dol T

Press.
Pride’s Const, by Joy Carmoll, Dell.
Rag I)nll‘s Stodow, by Myron Tumer, The Porcupine’s

Ilnolg and Bronchess Current nlu:ﬂuns In Slave Stodles,
edited by Michael Cratan, Pﬂﬁmo
Sdt:led Short Poems, by Kevin McCabe, publlshed by the

Slllm Llna. by Roy Ma:Gug:r \M&S

Sinclalr Ross. by Lorraine Mchullea. Pobliskers.
‘Tae Sleepin; W¥ Lady. by Joe Rosenblati, Exile Editions.
Someone With Me, by William Kurelek, M & S.

‘The State Ellte, by Deanls Ollen.

Sull Standi Eﬂ' Breton Bulldings From Days Gone
g‘{.’ rry Sunderfand, The College of Cape Breion

Snnny.lﬂll. The Health Story of (he 80s, by Bm and Bar-
Si o SIIﬂlll' immal.l “gy Shirl (".m Pmsm
man in Actlon, ey Coaran, .
wﬂlﬂ'ﬂlﬂ by Willlam C. H=In= Scal Books
To o Young Horse, by Shaton . Borealls Press.
Vilhjelmur Sm‘anﬂun ef "Arctiqee, Alannﬂ:r Gregnr.
transtated by Gerand N. Houle, E
Wnr ut 1812 Run:“rlu Gulde, by John C. riksen, p
the author.

wnm.mraul Kropp, Academic Press Canada.

der Auaesthesta, by Crad It:lom:y. Chamel

Worm Cwnlr. by David Acdrus, published by the auhfe.
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