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REPORT 
- . i 

Through a mixture of fantasy, satire, and 
joual, Quebec’s short-story writers affirm their 

indeuendence from ‘sterilizinn conformism’ 

THE s”om STORY hes long 
been oae of Quebec’s fawwite 
literary forms. & JOho Harris 
notes in COWS et nouwfles do 
Canada fmnpis 1778-1859. it 
c’as one of the earliest forms of 
story-telliog, developing from 
a strong oral tradition. Yet 
there ere few recent enthol- 
ogier. even io Quebec. In 1968 
G&rd Bessette edited De 
O&bee Ir &dot-Bon&we, and 
ii 1970 Adrlen Therio edited 
Conreu~ Canadiens-fhznpnk 
The only IWO recent antbol- 

c ogier in translation are Philip 
2 Stratford’s Stories from 
3 Quebec (1974), and Voicer 
Z /ma Qt!ebec (1977).. But the 
& short glory has continued to 
P grow in the 1980s. and 
5 QuGbkois writers are develop 
a Ia2 the wider range of short 
g fiction’s possibilitieg. 
$ The social chenges that have 

I.. 

decade have also led to pro- 
found liremy cbangcs. As Ronald Sutberlend has noted, 
French Quebec is being transformed into a pluralistic society. 
Eirth wntrol has reduced the size of traditionally large 
families, although, as Roth Car& suggests in his novel. No 
County W’iChout Gmndfotfiem, “People stop making babies 
because they don’t want to live anymore.” Mlchel Tremblay’s 
novel, Tize Fat Wornon Nat Door Is Pregnant. on the other 
Imod, has seveo pregnant charect~, which may soggest 
endurance in spite of social change. 

Quebeckers are moving emtmd. Graduates witb degrees in. 
$3~. chemicel enginewiog, have moved to other pmvloca. 
Immlgraats from Vietnam. Cambodia, Haiti, and North 
Africa, as well as the major European nations, have made 
their imprint cm the pmviace’s literature. One publIshlog 
house, Editions Nameen. has published several collections of 
storie: by Haitian or Moroccan authors. Nalm Rattan, head of 
the Canada Council’s witiog sod publication section, Is fmm 
Iraq. He hx published four collections of stories, most 
recently Le Sable de I’ile (1981), which includes a dozen stories 
about the inabllty of men and women to communicate. 

The election of the Parti Qu4h&zois In 1976 aad the effects 
of Rii 101, the Chexter of the French Language, effected 
major changes witbii Quebec SocleQ. New Qaebeclcers were 
obliscd - some might say coerced - to Integrate into fraoco- 
phone rJther then aaglophone sodeQ. Whether these writers 
are to bz considered Quebec authors is, of course, hotly 
debated among Quebec literatl, but the changed political 

climate made itself felt in Quebec fiction. As Ronald 
Sutherland says: 

Tixe traditional soul searching, tormented egoccntdtity of Qeebee 
writing Is quickly vanishing, at teaa among the creative writers. 
There is no need to be enga& now, to explein wket it means to be 
Qtibkois. The Oovetmmmt t&es cam of that. The Oovemmmt, 
in feet, produces so many white papers and blue papers, and dii 
Lives. end pamphlets, and expleeetions, that there is realty nothing 
more to ray. As a msulr, writers are free to explore new subject 
matter. new themes. new techniques. and that is ex&y what Is 
beppeeleg: L 

Politics and pm&t have certainly not disappeared from 
Quebec short fEtion: the metaphor of ix&ion often appeen 
in la nouvelle .&lure. Quebec writers might gay they ere not 
writit@ about politics, but with a Trudeau-like shrug they add 
that it’8 up to the reeder if he waats to read politicJ into their 
work. For example, M&Jot.+ Th&iault has a story called 
“The Scri~c” in which a professor rewites the RngJlsh die 
tionary by discardiig all the words he does not like, thus 
reducing the book to 500 words. He then d&cards the work 
aad crossbreeds ti chlklrea. Isolationist? One of the best- 
selling books of the past year has been Leandre Bergemn’s 
Dictlommim de b Iangue &b&&e - B dictionary of tke 
Quebec. not the French, language: in his prefer Bergemn 
proudly celebratw “the day-to-day creativity shown by the 
Q&b&o&, who LUC not overly influenced by the stmilizing 
conformism that paralyae3 most Western societies that have 
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THE MOST EAGERLY AWAITED 
PAPERBACK OF THE YEAR 

‘This novel is a reminder that 
fiction can amaze.‘-_ 

‘. . . a masterpiece’.-Gilobe and Mail 

‘D.M. Thomas has created a work of 
astonishing humane force.’ 

- Maclean’s 
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been too well educated.” In Quebec, true independence means 
freedom not only from Boglish Canada, but also from a 
cultwsJ dewndence on France. Contemporary short fiction in 
Quebec m&be seen as an attempt to &eat&a language with 
which to express that freedom. 

It may take some time before English Canada tinds out 
much &out tbls new mood. The writing simply is not imme 
diately available to most of the country. Translating a book 
may take years, and even the original books are not that iasy 
to fmd. Fewer than half the fall titles were on display at Mont- 
real’s annual Salon do Liwe, the &antic book fair at tbe 
Place Bonaventure in November, where publishers and their 
representatives line up by the hundreds. The staff at book 
stores were often poorly informed. And 811 Ray Ellenwood, 
president of the Literary Translator’s Association of Canada, 
bar bitterly noted, despite Canada’s official policy of bilin- 
goalism tbe country is “sometbii less than spectacular” at 
makii our two literary cultures available to each other. 
(Philip Stratford has pointed out in his 1977 Bibliography of 
Gmadiam Books in i%ndation that es a publisher of Literary 
translations, according to UNESCO statistics, Canada is 
ranked between Iceland and Albania.) 

At seven cents a word, the Canada Council’s rate of pay- 
ment (compared to 20 cents a word for time fast and fluent 
translators who make the Rent and MacDonald Gnomission 
Reports and other government documents immediately avail- 
able), literary traoslators ans not keen to work on poetry or 
fiction. As a result, short fiction comes to English Canada 
unsystematically, often years after original publication. Anne 
H6bert’s important fmt collection, Le Torrent, contains 
stmies written behwen 1945 and 1960. Yet this collection. 
which marked the start of the modem era in Canadian short 
fiction, did not appear in translation until 1973. Sbxe nickel- 
anddindog it through literature doesn’t pay off in coin of tbe 
realm, only classics, prize-winning books, or books by well- 
known authors are translated. 

Also, the Prrnch-Canadian story is differrnt. In its search 
for a new language, contemporary Quebec short fiction 
bristles with problems for the translator. Jo&?/, street slang. 
country argot, and Acadian French often mean evea the 
Quebec editions require glossaries. Satirical titers such as 
Jacques Perron are often given extensive footnotes that name 
the names and define the targets. Puns and blasphemy often 
csmmt be translated at all. 

The Quebec story often dispeoses with the well-ordered 
alot. structure. theme. and characterization of the En&h 
Canadian story. Phili~Stratford’s well-known obsetvati& is 
worth repeating: French Canadians don’t vnite short stories, 
they write eontcs, r&its, OT nouvelles. “The English term is 
more generic, the French more p&se. . . . The n&it is a small 
slice of life witb a strong historical or autobiographical basis. 
The conte is more olwful. a symbolic tale which stems in 
Quebec from folklore id a.richbral tradition. It is sometimes 
an intellectual conceit. or a contem~oraw fable. The now& 
is genedy longer, m&e concemed~witb character, more com- 
plex, and ~MT subtly stmctored.” Indeed, tbc Quibeeoip 
writer takes the subspecies a few steps farther. In breaking 
down the boundaries between prose aad poetry, sometimes 
new temdnologies emerge. Writers call their stories ‘rurtcs. ” 
“contcs pdtique. ” “pelie pmse presque no&v..” or 
‘sorcellores lyriques. ” 

In addition. the story-telljng tecbaique is different. As Strat- 
ford notes. the teller is often in the tale. Tbis goes back to tbe 
campfm tbe trapper in tbe woods @I& a yam about 
something that happened to him. The reader used to tbe longer 
trajectory of the English-Canadian story has to readjust his 
reading pace to deal with the compressed time, digrusJons, or 
even tlat endings that sometimes generate new stories in Quebec. 

The content is also much different. Certainly elements of 
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social realism and political commentary are found. But the 
new writers have moved far beyond the 8rmmd-bmaking work 
of Hubwt Aquin and other writers of the early 1960s who 
commented on Quebec’s nationalist problems in often angry 
prose. The Quebeckers also reach back to the sunvalists of 
France. Roth Carrier was writ a thesis on French suwalism 
rhen he wok hk fmt collection, Jo/is &I&, in 1964. Michd 
TrLmblay’s f&t book, Co&s pour &wu~ affwd& (1966, 
translated by Michael Bullock as Storiap for Laf.+N&ht 
Drinkeiz in 1977) also owes much to the surrealists. Mordecai 
Ricbler wooIdn’t reco8nize what happens on me St. Denis io 
Andr6 Carpunier’s 1978 book, Rue St. Den&: comes fantav 
r@w.s. These elaborate stories of God, Tiie, Space, and 
bookshops that mysteriously appear and disappear derive 
more from Jorge Lois Barges than the social realist tradition. 
Twnty yesrs of Gia Viieault’s fabulist stories have been 
reissued in a rcfmspective collection called La Pedle heure. 
Mountains, uees. ms, books, lamp posts, and stones come 
to life, often with horrid (or at least blackly humorous) cow- 
quenm for the characters: a carpenter fmmcs the morning; 
mysterious characters warn others not to open the mail. 
@uebec fiction has a rich fsntasy tradition that is now 
bwing to be further explored. 

The Quebec short story has one other important distinction. 
An E@isb story often \vorks through the sensuality of 
hogua8e, and then by an accmnolation of imapes, scenes, and 

the Quebec s&y writa ti more interested in the 
quality of their i&u. Quebec short stories are packed with 

, 

ideas: philosophirp; p&go&s; Linguistic theories. At times 
the En&i.& reader might fmd that this lards a dryness, 
abstractness, even thinness, to Quebec fiction. 

The most extreme are those writers associated with such 
magaeinea as La Nouvelle barre du jour (New wbreuk) and 
Lat Herb&$ rouge (Red Grew). Both, despfte their wall cir- 
culations, publish some of the most important experimental 
witing in Quebec. In their innovative stories, writers sweep 
aside, smash totally, the central metaphor oP the traditional 
story. They explore laogoage. tease the &ted page, twist ahd 
defme their new perception of the limitations of so-called 
“malistic” vtiling. Based heavily on the liaguistic theoried of 
Roland Barthes, Mieh.4 Foucault, and other Fmneb sLrup 
hwalist phikwphers, the extremes of Quebec fiction am 
purely language centred. Niwle Bmssard. founding editor of 
La Barre du jaw and its successor, La Nouwlfe barre do jour, 
edited a special isme of Room of One’s Own. featuring 
Quebec Pembtists, in 1979, and in 1980 she editedLcEslm&gias 
du t&l, published in Coach House Pwss’s Slory So Far se&s. 
Asampleofthdrprare~~hov,farthelaDguseeurplo_ 
sion has gone. Abyss- separate Gabrielle Roy’s prose fmm 
Nicole Brossard’s. Campare the openin of a recent Roy story 
“Blyl Ely! Elyl” - “1 till ask mymlf what could have 
pmmpted me that aver& to 80 from Wionipeg to BIy, a 
villageonlysDme~milcsaway,bytrain”-~withthatoP 
Bmssard’s “S/mulu~lon”: 

the appearance of ink 
rhe sacred mcmt o/&mm In a&m 
SPAA.= 
the sldn came to me from 
a stmy 
a ndom sign of tbii tmubkd vitality 
a glance shining 
vitily glimpsed aL elbow and knee 
CIues for the diions Quebec won might take am found 

in the popular, literary, and scholarly mapazincs, few of which 
areasextremeintheirappmachtotictionasLrsHerbm 
mugcs. A bmadsheet called Livre d’ici publishee monthly 
nviews by well-known writers about each others’ work. 
Qu&ec.Fmntx&, published by the Fmach teachers’ assoda- 
don, has regular pmfdes and biblio8mphies of major Quebec 
authors and a genemu review and commentary section. 
Adrien Therio’s Left= Qu&6coi%ee, somawhat like Books in 
Cunudu, Peatores reviews, interviews, critical mticles, news of 
current literary events, and announcemems of the seemingly 
end& winners of Quebec prizes. Spime is the best-!xnowo 
fembdst ma8azine. ,Zvn&e ir the classiest literary ma8a7iae in 
Quebec City. From Montmal~ibert~publishes the majority of 
French Canada’s short fiction. To keep Quebec authors from 
becoming too insular, the m-e publishes essays on world 
liter&m. with special issues oo such authors as Czeslaw 
Milosz and Julio Cortazar. 

Science fEtion has aSways had an appeal, and for the 
younger Quebec writer SF marries technological change with 
the search for new sobjwt matter aad a new language. 
Magaziw like Im@ne and Solar/s (and gruesome comic 
books at every new kiosk) chart the progression. In 
September, 1981, the Universite du Quebec k Montreal apon- 
sored a three-day symposium on science fiction and the fan- 
tastic in Quebec lltemhre. In June, 1982. Chicoutimi will be 
the site for the second ~temational Conference on Science 
Fiction (the fmt was held in 1919). Organ&d by Elisabetb 
VooarbUr8, who came to Quebec from Fiance in 1973, the 
conference is expected to draw science-fiction faos and writers 
from around the world. (In 1981, Vonarburg published six 
nouvdka in L’Oeil de la nuit. Other science-frcton coUections 
in&de Rem? Beeulieu’s fti book, L&end= de V&e, and 
Jean-Pi April’s Lu Maehfne rt arplorer Icr~ction. One of 
the oddest hybrids of the lengoage expkxion, science ftction 



and feminism; is Louby Bersianik’s 19% novel, The 
E&lionne, published in translalion by Press Porc6pic. 

Scholars of Quebec fEdon will find singlegulhor special 
issues aud lengthy articles on various aspects of major novels 
in Voiv % Images; littimtwe QuMcoim, published by the 
Llniversile du Quebec k Monlr6al. The curreul issue feaNres 
AdrIen Therio. I 

Women’s mriting has aIsn been strong ln Quebec: Anne 
Hi-bert and Oabrlelle Roy hdped pave the way for Marie 
Ckdre Bkds, and it’s interesting that much of their work has 
been lo rhe field of short fiction. More recent feminists have 
tended to band to&her to form schools (espcclally!in Mout- 
reaI and Quebec City), usiry a form of group dynamics to 
komch stmug. intense auacks on language, philosophy, and 
i&es re+-uas. Susan PaNdls has written ao importanr sNdy, 
FemmeJicdw: femme r&IS aad Madeleine Oulette-Michalska 
explorer the feminine psyche lo her books, most recently in 
L’Echrrppe des dirroum de I’oeil (EFecrp Jim the Hs 
Diwowse). Frauces Theoret, Yolande VilIemaire, L&e 
Lacasse. Susan Jacob, Susan Lkresque, and Claudette 
Charbonneau-Tissot each have two or three collections. In 
1920 Yves Therlault’s daughter, Marle-Jos& published Lu 
CerPmonie, a collection of Oothic r&ifs: tales of vampires. 
citchcs. trolls, and women who turn into bats, spiders, or 
v~olves. Dark mouotain walls and cobwebbed gloom appear 
often iu contemporary Quebec short fxtlon. 

It is not easy to pinpoint exactly where the story is going in 
the Quebec of the 1980s. but several interesting fml collections 
mlehl omvide hints. Claude Boisvert’s Tmrzches de n&ml 
(.&es if Nothingness) is based on puns aud an atNck on 
Europe~l authors such as Albert Camus and Jean-Paul Sartre. 
Audi+ Couture, a CBC employee lo Ottawa. has formed hls 
own publishiig compauy, Editions Asticou. and has published 
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his own book, L’E&?r et l’endroit (roughly. Hell mid Here), 
whii purports to be an unedited text written by an unknown 
author, Joe Hasani. Found. as it were, by chance. Perhaps 
anticipating hostile reviews, the dustjacket shows a character 
thumbing his nose at the world. 

Some other first collections go in different dIrectloos. 
DianeMouique Daviau, a 3&year-old Ph.D. candidate ln Ger- 
man literature, has published Hlsroires enIre quutre mum 
(Stories Bet~wn Four Walk). Some of her characters need 
walls for refuge. others flee emotioual conlines to fmd hew 
forms of soIiNde and despair. In Fiau9oi.w Lhuuoullu 
Tessier’s Visions d’amour fhe legal and religious dift%uIties of 
marriage are examined. Des& Sawxany, a X-year-old 
Hungarian imm@n~, has written six stork about women in 
La Paw. Fantasy and the grotesque appear in Deuys 
Gagnon’s sroriea in Le Village et la ville. 

Another new Qu6bbis author is MarlIu Mallet, a ChlIeau 
emig16 whose first language ls Spanish. Her f&st book, Les 
Compagnonr de Phorlog&pointeuse (Companions of ihe Time 
Clock) is about the ambiiities of human relationships. Ha 
chamcten are despair@ victims who still have some faith in 
life, ln surviving, and lu preserving their belief in a contiuued 
history. In the longest story, “Voyuge (I I’exrrgme, ” cherecters 
who have survived torture lu a Chilean prison pass around 
VaIhun to ease their pain, and drive out of their way to avoid 
the stench of the 70,000 prisoners in Santiago’s National 
Stadium on thelr way to meet a Uight out of the country. 

An importaur collection publIshed ln 1981 was Andre 
Major’s Lu Folle d’Elv& (The Girl Who LovedElvis). Ma@% 
39, was one of the founders of thwadicalpnrIipriPmovement 
in the 1960s. A political essayist, poet, Stow-NW, and 
novelist, he won the Governor GeneraI’s Award for fiction in 
1977 for The Swecmws of St. Emmamml. La Folk d’Elvh is 
hi fmt collection since 1965. In the IO stories, his characters 
learn to strain against thell own emotional barriers in order to 
see things as they reaIly a. In the title story au unnamed mau 
picks up a woman. She Nkes him home., where they make love 
to Elvis Presley records. Annoyed that she dismissed him so 
easily, he es N her apartment and dlseoven hex with 
someone else. Through Ihe mpsic of Elvis, and through the 
men she meets, she keeps her &mory alive. 

: 

One of Quebec’s most prolific authors, 65year-old Yva 
Thkiault, has recently brought out two volumes of a four- 
volume pmjectz La Femme Anna et aulreconleFand Valerie et 
le gmnd cunot (published by VLB Editeur, named after the 
publllher/novellst Victor-Levy Beaulieu). These contain 60 
pwlously unpublished’ works dating fmm the 1940s aud 
1950s. orlginaIly written for the CBC. Valerie is Theriault’s 
40th book, and the 100th title ou VLB’s list. The introduction. 
wrirten by Beaulieu. notes that Th&iault has witteu more 
than 1.000 slorles. yet only 60 or so had so far appeared in 
book form. The preface (which in rum is an outline for a 
biography entitled Salute to II Girmf) places these storicc within 
Lhe couNaL of Th&iaulPs career. A carpeN& son fmm 

‘Quebec Cily and Montreal, he is indeed a great subject. 
Trapper, bush pilot, truck driver, then printer, editor, and 
author, whose novels include the award-winning study of the 
luuit, Agaguk, Thkiadt could almost be a symbol for 
Quebec. “I became a top tennis player, au undefea!ed boxer, 
and a known writer,” he says, “to spit in the faces of the 
bourgeois bastards who wouldn’t lel me speak to their 
daughters because 1 was of such low levels. For a long time 1 
carried a chip on my shoulder. Now 1 don’t give a damn 
anymore.” In 1970, he suffered a massive stroke that forced 
him to learu how lo walk and speak alI over again. Now he 

. says, “At my I923 Anglo-Saxon bourgeois-type home In the 
Laurentians, 1 have a most complete wood-workIug shop, and 
fool around there most ewnlngs, now that age. arteries, and 
inceutlve fail lu the women chase.” His stories are simple, in a 
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poetic st& and charged with imagination and drama. 
Possibly Quebec’s greatest story-teller and most prominent 

litemry figure, Jacques Faron, 60, now is reissuing some of 
his earIier v:ork. His 1962 story, “Ls Barbe de I+ancob 
Herlel” now appears in a” elegant (though overpriced) for- 
mat, also from VLB. Whhen this story first appeared it marked 
the debut of the noted Ferron style: the caustic irony, the vivid 
details. the anecdotal departure. the fantastic and magical sw- 
faces that reveal the hard truths within a char@ng Quebec. 
Scholw arc a Favourite Ferro” target, and in this story Ferron 
dims his barbs at the elderly Quebec aothor.and revolutionary, 
Frwoix Hertd, who grew a beard, moved to France, and 
bewme a” academic. Ferron, himself a separatist, physician, 
and novelist, was also founder of the satirical Rhinoceros 
Pmty. For his work in life. litemtum, and politics I think 
Ferm” is the Canadian author most dwrvillg of a Nobel 
Prize. 

Jacques Ferron’s younger sister, Madeleine, has published 
her fourth collection, HiFloires .!d#iants. She writes of her 
adopted bome;the Beawe. a” area near Montreal that she 
portrays as a land of gentle people. U”Ske her brother. she D 
does not write fa”tasy or satire. I” ha introduction she says 
she longs for the stories her father told, and when she moved 
to the Beawe she soaght out the local story-tellers. Each story, 
based upon a” event that actually took place in the Gasp& or 
Abitibi regions, supposedly shocks the moralist in her. She 

tdk how a marriage led &J saicideghow a” artist gave liquor to 
an old ma” with cirrhosis of the liver; how a violin-maker’s 
career was nearly rained by a” economic depression; how 
simple country people became America&cd a”d accastomed 
to suburban living. . 

The dustjacket of Louis Haebb’s collection, Toubes Jw- 
s/alw, notes that each story “is like a barrel full of cod.” D 
With the possible exception of Antonine Maillet, Acadia” 
writers are almost unknown in English Canada Had16 writea 
about religious fmatics. the mt cholera epidcinic, hicks of - 
the tradespeople, and tales “of the shipwrecks that break 
hearts as well as boats.” F&d with anecdote& facts, 
characters. and drama drawn from life, Hach6’s storier require 
a gIomuy even in the French edition to crack sonw of the dii- 
ficult New Brunswick French. 

But not all coIlectio”sa~~soeartbbomxi. Jean-Yvcs Sotmy’s 
L’EImntw IIU b&n rouge (The Slmngcr with lbe Red 
Balkwn) tdls about a” extra-terrestial b&g who c0”w.s to 
earth. somewhat like the little prince of Antoine de Saint- 
Exup&y to see the weaknesses of humanity. He doesn’t sar- 
vive the experience; as the narrator notes, “One would have 
thought that the coming to earth of a new person, of a real lit- 
tle prince, would have created some interest. But the thirst for 
the marvdlous, which he would have awakened, was “ot 
quenched. A truck crashed the stranger.” 

Saucy, 31, is a former banker and social worker from Mont- 
real who travelled for three years in the A”wican Deep South. 
His novel of an independent trapper in “orthem Quebec, 
Creafuras qf the Chase. was translated by the late Job” 
Glasrco by 1979. Now Saucy has tamed .away fmm the “or- 
them experience, a change that indicates as plucb as anythi”g 
the changes witin the new generation of Quebec writers. His 
new stories are futuristic, science fiction. One, a fable set in 
prehistory, tdls how governments were formed by cynical 
people. Another, “Things,” is told from the pobt of view of a 
house whose occupants have 1e.R. 

The fabulist mode contibues in the work of Donald Ahuie, 
who received the Jean Bemud-Molso” Prize for his collection 
JtW?ie ef lea mofs. An epigraph from Julio Cortamr sets the 
tone: “What interests me is not the laws, but the exczptiop to 
the laws.” Alarie’s characters live on the fringe of society, and 
his short, dense stories give the impassion of people su- 
rounded by a. great solitude, not unlike the experience of 
Quebec. He writes of a” autistic child, a” old man confronting 
death, and childm” with the wisdom of old men. One story is 
told from the point of view of a woman in a painting, who 
hears the sad comments of spectators parsing by. “How much 
lime do I have before me?” she sadly wondas. “Maybe 
eternity.‘= 

I” Louise Maheaux-Foxier’s En toutcI 1ettre.v (AR in 
Letters, 1980) each title of the 25 stories corresponds to a dif- 
ferent letter of the alphabet (except “Billets de clam,” which 
combines B and C). Packed with anecdotes and digressions, 
puns and wordplay, these elegant experimental stories cover a 
\vide range of wonmn’s experiences. “X” is about a woman 
who buys a” alphabetical binder to help herself get organbxd. 
but finds that “X” is missing. Thii prompts a Prow&i” 
“wnory in which she finally recalls her father, who hdped her 
mark her homework with crosses.. It gives her “such a fanatical 
respect for our language and its b~diosyacrasies” that she 
immediately retams any mail that omits the X at the end of 
MaheaUX. 

When Jacqaes Ferm” recciwd the Govemor Ge”eral’r 
Award for Tak from an Uncertain Country u) years -0, it 
was possible to describe Quebec not only a uncertab~. but 
unknown. Thingr have changed. Today writers are certab~ of 
where they am going. Now we know Louise Maheaux-Foxier 
is being ironic when she puns that a writer (I’cCriwin) cries in 
vain (le cri vain.) q 



FEATUREREWEW 

Je me sonnviens 
Roth Carrier’s new novel, the inaudibIe soliloquy of 

an old man nearing death, is both an eloquent 
plea for Quebec and perhaps his most anti-English work 

No Country Without Grandfathers, 
by Roth Carrier, translated frnn the 
French by Shell Fischnmn, House of 
Anansi, 139 pages, $8.95 paper (ISBN 
0 311734 090 6). 

rkt,* NOVEL. origbmuy called II n’r D pas 
depoJ,ssanrgrond-~~andpublished in 
1979. was inspired by a trip Roth Carrier 
“xade to his ow” grandfather’s farm in 
southeasturn Quebec during the making 
of the tilm The Unpte#d Land. (This 
trip &so inspired some of the stories 
included in The Ho&y Suwler.) It 
taker the form of a single, long soliloquy 
by a 73-yeawdd ma” ho\m ~?i Vieua- 
Thomas, or Pep&, over the CQM~ of 
about 24 hours. Confmed for the most 
part to his rocking chair by hi family, 
rhllh he refers to simply as “the 
Others,” he feels he has bee” ““alled to 
his rocking chair like Jesus on hi 
cmss.” To ke&~ his mind alive he 
rehearses to himself the story of his life. 

He remembers hls Late Wife (though 
he can’t quite recall her name). the 
cinlcrs he spent in the bush cutting 
dew trees for the An&&. killing deer 
v:ith his bare hands and a hunting knife, 
bulkliw his own house, and raising his 
large family. His thoughts are period- 
ically invaded by tbe Others, whose ways 
ax “lo”? for+” to hi than those of 
the An&v. “The Oth& have eno~@~ 
poison in their mouths to infect a 
poisonous snake,” he thinks. When he 
reads a newspaper his eyes fall on the 
obituary page: “Do you see your nsmc 
then, P&p&7” his zpndcbildren ask. 
When a lelter arrives from the Govan- 
ment, P&&e tries to read it, but he has 
forgotten so many words: “You’ll have 
to go back to school. P&!&e,” says one 
of the Others. “lr’ll be handy, P&&e,” 
adds another: “the school’s rlshr next to 
the gmveyti. ” 

Because View-Thomas can? or won’t 
speak to the Others, “o one guesses how 
deeply he is affected by the news in the 
Govemment letter that his favomite 
grandson, Jean-Thomas, has bee-n 
imprisoned for danonstrating againat 
the Queen of England “and of 

By WAYM GRADY 

Canada.” The Others are ashamed that 
their honour in the village has bee” 
stained, and eve” View-Thomas ls co”- 
fused at firer: “In View-Thomas’s 
day,” he muses, “people had learned to 
be silent the way Jesus Christ suffered 
on his cross, without a word: to suffer in 
silence to atone for the sin of being 
born.” 

Gradually Vieux-Thomas reallam thal 
Jean-Thomas’s anger and resistance am 
not only justified. but have been 
inherited. passed down fmm father to 
so” since the initial resistance on the 
Plains of Abraham. Jean-Thotias’s 
father (Vieox-Thomas’s son). Diew 
dcmnd, had rebelled agaimt his Bnglish 
bosses by dumping a load of logs on the 
lawn of the paper company’s president, 
and had done nothing since but snmke 
cigarettes and read books. ViEux- 
Thomas, wvhe” he worked as a logger, 
had bee” “young himself in those days 
a”d scatterbmineil like all young people; 
a young ma” didn’t have blood in his 
veins back then, he had tire.” When he 
left his home for the lumber camp the 
tirst time he had walked for days 
through the bush. alone, unsure of his 
way, and when he had arrived at the 
camp he had heard English spoken for 
the finrt time. Terrified, he had turned 
and fled. But still, the resistance of this 
new generation leavea hi cold: their 

very lanawze is for&n to him. “If we 
an&e 6&y,” he overhears them say- 
ing. “the aspirations of the “e&e of the 
Land of Qiebec have alw& been IX”- 
swed by the dominant power.” 

“Words aren’t the true reality: 
View-Thomas has mld himself earlier 
on. “But words make a kind of magic 
that revlvea dead tu and bri”gs to life 
other thi”gs “ot yet alive: words bmtmv 
life.” For View-Thomas, words also 
threaten life: the Others’ words cut 
straight into his heart, and Jean-Thomas 

words at the Quee”-. Throughout th; 
entln soliloquy View-Thomas does not 
audibly utter a single word, though he k 
often told to keep quiet by the Others. 
He occasionaUy address- a silent quec 
tion to hls God: “And how much 
longer, dear Lord. will jrw let me keep 
the gift of standing on my ovm two 
feet7” I” the end, &( Jean-Thomas haa 
taught him, it is actions lhat count, 
however fmitless and llfedenylug those 
actions might be. 

As ViewThomas’s narrative pro- 
gresses the toone becomec more and “mm 
anti-English - perhaps as specifically 
a”ti-Bnglish as Carrier has ever been - 
and?he old man’s memories become 
correspo”di”gly darker and mom elo- 
quent. Them is, for example, Carrier’s 
version of the “Rose L&dip” stoty, h 
which a beawlful villagegirl da”cea with 
a handsome stranger who turns out to be 
the Devil. In Canier’s version the hand- 
smne s&anger is a well-dressed A&& 
from the city, who is p&iially beaten 
by a village lad and sent packing back to 
his office. Them is also the very power- 
ful story of View-Thomas’s winter 
spent shovding coal in the bottom of a” 
old stea”nhlp N” by a” English captabi. 
View-Thomas - who at that time 
might very well have bee” called Jean- 
Thomas - worked side-by-side with a 
black man whose moans of sotrow and 
pain became a new but, unlike English, 
entirely understandable language to 
ViewThomar. 

The end of the novel is a Iong, pas- 
sionate, and eloquent appeal for the 
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ntmn of Jean-Thomas, in which the 
young man assumes mythic pmportions 
es the .Sa\Sour of Quebec. View+ 
Thomss represents the idea of Quebec 

.~__.~_.________~_ ~.. .._._. ~. ..__~.~. _. ._ ~._ __..___ ___________ ._. 

that Jean-Thomas is trying to pmtect - that make up the Country of Quebec 
it is not an intangible idea, like freedom, end were stoleo by the Boglish. And 
but s very real end specific idea, like the without which, indeed, them would be 
land, like the mcks and trees and rivers 110 coontry at au. 0 

FEATURE REWEW 

Mary Meigs’s autobiography combines a 
vigorous, literate portrait of the women in her 

life with a nleasant contempt for Freud 

Lily Erkme: A Self-Potit, by Mary 
Mrigs. Talonbooks, 260 pages, 98.95 
paper [ISEN 0 38922 195 2). 

I OWE MUCH to the occasional quirkiness 
(a conceivably the superior wisdom) of 
book-review editors, which so often 
leads them to send me books that, kft to 
myself. I would never think of opeoing. 
Take this one: it’s a set of autobiogra- 
phical essays by May Meigs. an 
American painter whose work I don’t 
know, who lives in Canada as the lover 
of Marie-tX4re Blais, a writer whose 
work I admire but don’t fnd enamoosly 
attractive; its title is take13 from Virgioia 
Woolf s To the Lighthouse, not one of 
my favoorite novels: much of its subjmt- 

of my major preoccup4oos. _. 
What a pleasure, then, to be able to 

report that it’s a good book that I’m 
drd to have read, glad to possess, and 
glad to recommend to other readers who 
share my limitations. For ooe thing, it’s 
witten in a siogularly pore and vigorous 
EngJish prose that does credit, probably 
in cquol parts, to the author’s Americao 
board&school and to her innate liter- 
ary sensibility. (A mark of her good taste 
is that in alI her discussion of home: 

“GFLY.“) 
Though Mary Meigs says that “love 

ha alwys taken a secondary position in 
my life, secondary, that is. to my work 
as an tit,” it takes the lion’s shere of 
her book: I could have wished for moie 
of her ideas on art, bmaose what she 
does say is interestiug. She confesses 
frad& that her principal talent is for 
dr&ng, not painting, that she has a 
stronger natural sense of line then of 
space or colour. Tlds is borne out by the 
self-portrait reproduced 011 the cover (a 

By I.M. OWEN. 

painthg in \vhich the main forms are 
heavily outlined) and by the !awo ilbnstra- 
tions to Blais novels mpmduced inside 
the book - brilliant drawin@ these, 
rembdscent of George Grosz but with 
their own strong individuality. 

Mary Me&s was born in 1917. Ha 
close friend Edmund Wilson used to say. 
“We belong to the same generation,” 
though he was old enough to be her 
father. He was right, she says, “in the 
sense that I wes brought up as a child of 
hlr gmeration and not of my own. My 
parents, in turn, below to a genera- 
tion before,th& own.” These parents 
were well-to-do, well-connected pillars 
of the Democratic establishmeot in 
Warhington in the days of the New 
Deal, yet deeply puritan. They were 
Epkcopaliaos of the very low church, 
rigid abstainers. and almost 
unbellevebly pntdii. (“You do noi say 
to a young mao that you’ve seen your 
sister in her pyjamasl”) This may well 
account for her having come to sex late, 
but any assumption that it acwonts for 
ha joining the sexoal minority founders 
on the fact that she has an entirely “nor- 
mal” twin sister. Mary Meigs has a 
plea.saotIy sharp way of dealing with 
ea5y Freudian explanations: 

At the age of eleven, I had “ever heard 
ofrex,... and bad never wondered 
where babies came from. On a voyage 
fo Bumpe at this time, I wcde e poem 
about the sea beating against “Mls 
Porthole,” which I found thirty years 
later and rhowed Edmund . . . . “A 
sexual image: I could almost hear him 
thlnklog 8s be laughed delightedly over 
it. but couldn’t Miss Porthole redly 
have bca a portbole, aed the sea, the 
sea? For [the FraIlan] . . . a little .#I 
who has new seen a vatdan, who doer 
not know t& meani~ of tbe word 
“W.” rom&nv acldews a pro- 

, 

phetlc w of se$ml imyew. 
There is something here of Samuel 
Johoson’s sturdy refutation of Berkeley. 
Later she deals with the Fmodiao 
enelysts’ klterpmtation of Lewis carmlk 

I infinitely prefa the momse end Init 
able DodDon, whose genius could only 
be tied by living out his neumsis, to 
one rho has been analyzed, and who, 
km now that Alice represents his 
own penis. has come to abhor hlr love 
for liole girls, and in bls contented Stab 
of complek virility. dreams no lower. 
Her fvst long-tetm lover was Barbara 

Deming, the writer and radical activist, 
who shmx the dedication of the book 
with Meri&ZIaire Blais. Me@ tried and 
failed to emulate Dani& activism, 
which she still admires. She wouldn’t say 
this herself. but her lotelllgence is too 
dear and balenced to accept the easy 
generalizations of placard-carrying 
demonstrators. On feminism, for 
example: Deming’s “mdic.al” fembdsm 
is of the kind that adopts the traditional 
stereotypes and user them to assert the 
superiority of women. 

won’t you _” asks Barbara, 
“that if ma don’1 become more llkc 
women. they will destroy .our planet?” 
YP. I agree, I ray. for the people who 
. . . N, down the *mat trees of tile rain 
forcrt, who hnskn the march of the 
daurr . . . . who kll and tm-.ure each 
OtbeT . . . . who am presidents, premiers 
and dlctatorr . ..tb~Y~dlllleG~. 
every one of them. ‘ITbey are doing 
tbcre things because they want to prove 
they arc mm.” rays Barbara. whereas I 
think they fre doing them because they 
arehcaby m the inexorable memmtum 

. . . . W’s not a qualion of 
sex,” rays Ma&Claire, “but of 
conscience.” 
To thk I can only say, “Hun-ay for 

MarIaClaire.” Which is what a large 

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


pm of rhls book says too. The piaure 
of Mark-Claire Blals is vivid, loving, 
funny. and altogether charming. For 
this alone, the book would be of perma- 
nent value in the record of Canadian 
Liter&we. But there is a great deal more 
in it. Approaching the end of my allotted 
space, I’m surprised to fti how few of 
fhc topics in thii fairly short but very 
rich book I have touched on. (I haven’t 
even mentioned Mary McCarthy, who 
fcurcs premlnen~ly.) All the better: if I 
hare succeeded at all in conveyiug its 
qutity. you will want to discover the 
rest yourself. Do so. 0 

By PAUL WILSON 

Th.cEu:vGPUonue: A TrlpIych NowI, by 
Louky Bsrsianlk, translated from the 
French by Gerry Denis. Alison Hewitt, 
Donna Murray, and Martha O’Brien, 
Press Porc6pic, 348 pages, $9.95 paper 
(ISBN 0 IX873 192 X). 

*~E~~BER THB usr scene in Some Like 
If Hot? Joe E. Lewis has just discovered 
that the reman he hss married is a man. 
Unruffled, he smiles bcatificallv and 
says: “Nobody’s perfect.” That, in a 
nutshell, is my response to The 
Et@lionne, a long and psssionate tract 
from Quebec that comes lurch@ into 
English trailing clouds of ghxy in its 
wke. Praised as “a truly great book, 
absolutely feminist” by no less a per- 
sonage than Sirnone de Beauvolr, it sold 
more than 15,000 copies on its home turf 
and stands, along with Jovette Mar- 
chessauk’s play The Sugu of the Wet 
ISIS, as one of the pillars of the new 
Quebec feminism. 

The Eugellonne (which apparently 
means “The Bearer of Good News”) is a 
female weawe from another planet 
who ls scouring the universe in search of 
“the male of her spedcs.” She lands on 
earth and goes through a series of vague 
advcuturcs durlag which she and the 
characters she encounter expus:postulate on 
tbe plight of women now and through- 
out the agss. The book is an anti- 
~to;;yti~tire in the tradition of Swift 

Because fhe st~aure is so rambling 
and the range so vast and encyclopedic 
(no stone ls left unturned under which a 
stray male chauvinist attitude might be 
lurking), because the chamcters are 
merely mouthpieces for aphorisms and 
have no strong identity of their own, and 
because the tone is constantly shiiting 
back and forth fmm parody to high 
smiousuas. the book, for all its intellec- 
tuality, ls extremely diffmlr to come to 
grips with except on a basic gut level. 
Readers will either want ‘to clasp if to 
their bosoms or throw it out the window 
in exaspemtion. 

If there is anything like a coherent 
argument in TheEug&ame, it seems 
to be this: Once, in the promzoaa phase 
of evolution, “WC” were Individual 
cellular creatures (-Paramecia) happily 
and uncompetitively reproducing “aith- 
out conjugation,” as biologists might 
put it. Then along came the spectre of 
sexual repmdu&m, and “we” IV= 
sepamted into sexes and bludgeoned 
into higher forms of exisw.nce, and thus 
into hierarchy, by the phallus, the 
baton, the sword, the pen, the .cmss, 
home ereclus, the virile impregnator and 
enslaver who for eons browbeat and 
conned compliant women out of their 
biit and chaiusd them to hearth 
and cradle with the devices of myth, 
religion, war, psychology, polkics, law, 
and above all, language. 

In her’ quest, the Eu@onue becomes 
a messiah fgure (“Lay down your 
dishtowel and fohv me,” she talls one 
of the characters) whose mission is to 
demystify the holy writs that have bound 
women (and only women?) ever the 
millennia. The book concludes with 
a vision that completes the circle: 
“Listen my brother mau . . . here coma 
the.AgecffhePammec~a....Free 
yourself, finally, for what you are: a 
human being tenderly riddled with holes 
of pleasure and creative poaw.” 
E;smrne if I am reminded of St. 

Despia’ tleshes of an eugaging and 
playful sense of humour, and despite 
Bersianik’s sincere appeal for peace in 
the valley (she is by no means crudely 
ant-male), it is her manifesto, fin& 
that is riddled with holes. Part of the 
problem is that she frequently attacks 
attitudes that are no longer cum% at 
least not outside Quebec, and the effect 
ls rather lie heaping daborate and strl- 
dent scorn on people, for example, who 
still take Genesis literally. Sill&y, her 
lengthy critique of the sexism inherent in 
the Frmch lenguage is amusing and 
erudite but not particularly relevant. In 
the first place. French is much more 
gender-ridden than English and thus her 
sathe, in tmuslation, frequentlyloses its 
edge. And in the second place, lawwe 

THE EUCELIONNE 
Louky Bersianik 

“The Eugelionne exudes 
indignation, rage and energy 

. . . . I ayeg;;ful to have 
. I, 

Globe & kil. 

“A truly great book, 
absolutely feminist. I am 
delighted at its success.” 

Simone de Beauvoir. 

A Press Podpic book. 
$9.95 paperback 

The authoritative how-to-book. 
Must reading for newspaper 
xople, broadcasters, publishers, 
ibrarians . . . for everyone who 
lopes to get rich on the 
ntbrmation revolution. 

4 Press Podpic hook $30.00 

fmlv 
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tWli-ENlBEBG TWO 

The Rlew Electronic and 
Social Change 

Edited by Dave Godfrey 
and Douglas Parkhill. 

4 pless PomSpic hoofs $9.95 
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by UsherCaplan 
farwxdbyylecnEdd 

LIKEONETRATD 
A Portnail of A.M. 5ldn 

A.M. Klein is best known as one of the foremost classic poets 
that Canada has produced in this century. After he suffered a 
mcmd breakdown in the 19.50% the sad. mysterious silence of 
his la yean remained unbroken until hi death in 1912.llds 
mw.%tg biogaphy, baped on neatly a dt.ade of odgind re=d~, 
dmra not only on the authors’ tbomugb knowbzdge of Klein’s 
witings, but also on hUe&ws with dozens of Klein’s friends, 
colleagues and telatiws. 
60 blacl; and while photoSraph% 524.95 

strI-IanyPdlnu 
‘TEE, KlNG OF CASA LOMA 
bytirlizOtedmvich 
ForewordbyGordonS1ndnk 
Tbit is the frst comprehensive biography of the mari who. when 
he began consttuction of his cattle in 1911. was said to be one 
of the 23 people who “owned Canada”. 6bulIient. cbarmiw 
and manipulative, this complex man rose to a paritiw of 
c..aordb~ary w&b, but died a pauper. 
3pa~e~ofb~kandwhilepholographs. SM.95 

P3FF.5 
byUou~mr4loelnolin 
Szt in P downtown neighbourhood where most of the rnidents 
can bc found sprawled semi-conscious on park bencbea and in 
flopbovse doorways. Doug MacLautin’s fust novel is the 
altcmatdy poignant. brutal. irreva’at and wildly funny stoty 
of life on skid tow. The tendt is both ft& and wondafuUy 
cot&dning. In addition to bwin8 worked at a mqmzk~ writa 
and advertidng copywriter, Doug MacLaurin’s career includea 
two years on \rancouwr’r skid row as a wioo. X2.95 

EV?ZRYWOMAN’S BOOK OF NUTRITION 
byJan~bTope3ndElha.betbRrigbt4ee 
This is a nutrition guide for the modem woman which addrates 
t&a reali&? Active woma involved in m a&or fanlabs, 
short of time. but fitness-conscious and concerned with theit 
health. For working women there’s advice on a he&by diet at 
the oftice. For women cith families. suggestions on mm” 
pbnningyrbuIudsddtatmmb&eatcmywithgwdnubidon. 
A timely and informative book. S8.95 paperback 

ONCE REMOVED 
Volta from Inslde the Adoptlon Mangle 
by Wendy E. Redmond and Sherry Sleigbtbolm 
ON~REMOVtiDrthc~bookonthirsubjsttbathasken 
endorsed by Parent Findas. the national organi?atiOtt for 
adoptees. Stories based on actual case hiitotia ate uted exta- 
sivdy thmughout, each saving to bigblight a particular am 
of the adoption/parat-se issue. Contmversial topic3 s!xh 
as the right of natural parents to remain anonymOur vxisus 
the right of adopters to know their origins BIT fully wandned. 
$9.95 paperback 

THECANADIAN WOMAN’S GUIDE TO MONEY 
Revlad EdItion 
byMo~mTosroro~andPrrdnielrS13p~nblmt 
llu first edltioo of the only Canadian book that looks gt 
women and money has been P bcstseti since its publlcariam. 
The new edilion, in stmightfonvard, lively kulguage UnravEL 
the complexities of credit. tbe stock market. life ionuance. 
mor@gts, the workplace, retbement plannine and bwsta@s. 
This revision is bared on the newest economic dcvelopmmtr - 
among them, sky~~ckcting interest rates and the recent federal 
budget. “No woman,” said June Callwood, “cdn affotd not 
torcadthis book.” 
$8.95 pspcrback 

TREDRLANR~ R&PORT ON RRSPS 
l982Fditlon 
byTOtltIld~ 
Intbe’8ZedidonoftbecondnbwbestwSu,Meoftbc~~ 
foremat experts lea& the way through the maze of planr 
mnfmnting the average investor. .tbiis year incorporating the 
federal budget’s new te.s~ictioos. 
59.95 papaback 

ARRYOU PAYlNGTOOMUCliTAX1 
1982Edition Updnted to Novembr 1981 budget 
by WayneBeach nndLyle&Hepbun 
Abestiet for fi”e OwstCUtiW tiu( I-% tkit guide explainr 
bmvylmednstlueturryaur~affaintotakefun~ 
of your ri$m under the law so as to minimize your tax burden. 
Tkis 1982 editkm indudes special nrpplcment~ which de&be 
how the November. 1981 budget will affect your tax sitwdi~~ 
intbecoming year. 
$10.95 paperback 
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by its very nature is a repository of all 
sorts of archaic idear and attitudes, not 
just x&t ones. Would it make sense to 
coodemn someone as a pr+coperolcan 
wactiouary because he refers to the 
dawn as “sumise”? 

The novel is also riddled with general- 
izations. Eerslanik’s extended attack on 
Freudian psychology, for example, 
i,nnorL?s such other system? as Jmgian 
analysis, xhere the feminine principle, 
the Anima. has pride of place in the 
he&g process. Aud every reasonable 
man know that such statements as “‘All 

power is at the end of the Phallus” are 
absurd. Women know it too. They also 
know. or would if they thought about it, 
mat under a political tyranny - or 
simply in the many natural disasters that 
plague life on earth - men and womeu 
alike suffer. We are bound together by 
more than our orifices. 

The infrastructure of nte hi@l;onne 
is ideology rather than life, and the 
tmuble with fnainism as an ideology - 
as opposed to concrete action to right 
concrete wrougs to eoncrete people - is 
the trouble with all ideologies: it treats 

. 

men aud women m though we were 
infmitely malleable, lnfiitdy perfectible 
beings and, conversely, es though ws 
wereall miserable fail”= at the business 
of trying to’ be men and wouwn. The 
century has already provided us with 
plenty of bloody evidence of what 
happens when that attitude gets the 
upper hand. 

1 much prefer Joe B. Lewis’s tolerant 
remioder of what the human cmditio” 
really is: nobody’s perfect. It is a coudi- 
tion that, for better or for worse, is no 
respecter of sex. 0 

Led by Terence Bymes, a powerful new 
chorus of Montreal writers is ready 

to confront the rest of North America 

MoIhters Mly, edited by Terence 
Bytes. Quadrant Editions, 118 pages, 
26.95 paper (ISBN 0 88495 008 X). 

Editions barely tv:o years ago, tie under- 
took somethlug novel in Canadlao 
publishly: the formation of a substip- 
tion press that promised to deliver seveo 
titles a year for $30. He said, in part, 
that it vn” his intention to restore some 
of rhe creative energy that had dribbled 
out of the book business in this countty 
over the pzst decade, and he promised 
thot Quadrant books would contain the 
best serious witlog available without 
regard to source, style, or subject 
mottcr. These aims were certainly laud- 
able, but initiaUy it looked like Gedda 

a small circle of old fri&ds than in 
exablishioz 811 outlet for “a”, fresher 
toleuts - especially local ones. Happily, 
the cynics are being confounded. With 
its second season well lo hand, Quadraut 
csn lay some claim to providii the base 
for a literary movement that is ceubed 
squwely in Montreal but has tkm coo- 

more distant places. 
Terence Byroes is the most fully devel- 

oped of the witers concemed end the 
mownent owes much to his large and 
8encrous talents. Bymes \:as born iu 
Toronto 33 years ago and raised in the 

By T.F. RIGELHOF 

United States. After settliug for a few 
years in Ohio, where he mixed freehuxe 
journalism with the designing and 
building of electronic equipment for 
biological research, he came to Montreal 
in 1975 to study writing at Concordll 
University with Clark Blaise. His choice 
of teacher was carefully deliberated. 
Byrnea saw in Blake a kin of sorts: both 
men have some Freuch ancestry and 
powerf”I eyes for objective detail% 

That kinship comes through in his 
own stories but doesn’t swamp them. 
Byrnea has his own voice aud vision, aud 
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Temm Byrms 

Ids mst collection of stories. winrelin&? 
Over, is dlstb~ctive and dist&ulshed - 
the teal gem in Quadrant’s first series. 
On first reading, the thing that impresses 
the most is the intemst he takes in the 
lives of others and his ability to vinv 
them in ways that never violate their 
integrity. He is new simply voyeuristic: 
evmg he writes is informed by a 
quiet, almost oriental, compassion. The 
four Montreal stories in the collection - 
“Coupal Street,” %isteuing I”,” “Food 
People,” and “Wintering Over” - sug- 
gest that if there ls anyone at work on 
the English side who is capable of 
writing a novel of Montreal in the ’80s 
that maintains contintdty with the work 
of Gabrlelle Roy, it is Terence Byrne& 

Repeated readings heighten those t-d 
impressions but add something more: 
the stories offer a broad and detailed 
criticism of coutemporary life, a 
walustion of North ‘Amerlcau culture 
and its domestic myths. Thiugs that 
seem at first just skilful reworkbxgs of 
“genres” - the youug academic at his 
Chainnan’s welcoming patty in “A 
Member of the Department” for 
inrtauce - take on greater weight. In 
each of the stories Byrues clearly 
d&e&es a collapse of tbe social and 
sonomlc distinctions that once ruled 
North Auwlcau life md the self- 
coloulaations that arise to replace them. 
His characters ucape from cold aud 
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hostile nvimnments into more bollb 
chilliy cager of their own making. He 
esvninej the “Giting over” of lives 
from within without losing compassion 
for their frozen inhabitants. By doing 
this, he asserts the necessity of working 
out &mate mutes and ways of traapr 
vahtatiw conventional values. 

This year, for Quadrant’s second 
series, Byma has edited a” anthology, 
fi~utineas Doily. In it, he e”@oys the 
stories of nine other writers to broade” 
the scope of tbis critique and to drive 
home the point that North American 
culture is inwsive, that the categorias of 
“urban,” “rural.” and eve” “national” 
are no longer possible in fiction or in 
life. With the exception of Robert 
I-rarlov:, the story-tellers of i+4&m?.s 
Doi/y arc more or less ce”tred in Mont- 
real and its environs. That is not their 
only point in common. Brim Bartlett, 
Peter Behrens, Mel Dagg, Angela MO”- 
serrate, hlbiam Packer, Edeet Ross, and 
Svldy Wi’iy am setious, skilled, urnen- 
mental &titers who are remarkably free 
of self-indulgence. They get down to the 
business of telling powerful stories of 
our time with a minimum of fuss in Ian- 
gage that is clear, accurate, free of 
clich6 and cleverness. They have learned 
a pat deal about the craft of hard 
representational realistic story-telling 
from the Montreal writers of a decade 
0~0 - Blake, Hugh Hood, and John 
Metcalf. Like those older wiiers. they 
knav: how to be simple and direct with- 
out bein simplistic or needlessly offen- 
sive. A”d they have a wonderful 
edginess: they write of muddled and 
troubled lives in a troubling way. They 
are alert, and alert the reader to the con- 
trary motions within the spirits of their 
chamcrem. 

The anthologv is very felling i” Its 
treatment of diverse lives: Miriam 
Packer’s social worker in “The 
Helper,” Sandy Wing’s famwife in 
“Casutdties,” and Peter B&ens’s 
homeless romantic in “Music” are fully 
realized. In the but of their work, there 
is a strong echo of America” writing, 
erpecialiy the stories of Anne Tyler and 
Ann Beattie. And that is salutary. These 
witers - this is the sense in which they 
fmm a movemau - seem bent 0” 
smashing tbmugh the garrison mentality 
of much Canadian writing and connect- 

I& haunted by P&an “ightmares. 
What one likes b&t about these 

writers is their wUUngness to confront 
the whole N6rth Anwican contbmnr 
tmd mom distant places without selling 
out to a” ?mematio”al style.” Bymes, 
as editor, has served them well by 
puttins them together in a collection that 
allows their individual voices to form a 
powerful chorus. However, he does 

allow two discordant voices to rise in 
theii midst. Hatlow’s “Heroes” is 
sloppy in style and ~atiment and the 
pseudonymous Ludmilla Benhko’s 
“The Only Place On Earth” is folksy 
and cruel “dialect” writing - a sort of 
tmfuaoy Maara Haas talc of Ukrainians 
in tlte Eastern Townships. His rationale 
in ineluding them is elusive. 

Taence Bymes is now a part-time 
faculty munber of the creative wvri~ 
progra”~ at Concordia that Blake did so 
much to establish. Prom that vantage 
point, one hopes that he will continue to 
lead other writers in the direction he has 
mapped i” his own wrltlngs. It has the 
capacity to lift readers above the hemt- 
lesmess and mindlessness of OUT time 
and place. If he doer that and if 
Quadrant Editions continues to publish 
his own work and that of the other 
writers he most respects, Gary Geddes 
will accomplish all that he set out to do 
- and something more. q 

REVIEW 

By GEOFF HANCOCK 

The Cart, by Jacques Ferron, 
translated from the French by Ray 
Ellenwood, Bxik Editions, $7.95 paper 
(ISBN 0 92042 38 X). 

JACQUU IX?RO~N is one of the most 
extraordinary f&ion writers in Canada, 
or indeed in North America. A physician 
in a Montreal suburb, political activist, 
separatist, and author of “early three 
dozen books of plays. essays, stolias, 
and novels, Fermn is at once revered 
and despised by writers in Quebec. 
Viior-Levy Beaulieu dedicated Jack 
K?IUU~C: A Chicktw-&say to Fmmt, 
“with whom the couatries of Quebec 
begln.” A leading political figure, he is 
also founder of the satirical Rhinoceros 
party. Yet during the October C&is of 
1970, he negotiated the surrender of the 
presumed killers of Piim Laportc. For 
all hi literary and political accomplish- 
ments, however, scam& half a doan of 
his books have bee” trtmslated. Any 
reading of his work is often out of the 
context of his immense prose landscape, 
and often at the expense of changing 
political views or artistic growth. 

The Carl is a translation of ti Char- 
rette, which was written in 1966. 
Chmnologically it comes after a 1962 
short story, “The Bridge” (reprinted by 
House of Anansi in Tales of the Uncw 
hdn Country), and a novel, Lu Nuit 
(1965). aad precedes ti Co~#77 de 
colng (published by Coach House in 
1977 as Quince Jam, Appendix 10 
Quince Jam, and Credit Due). A full 
understmdii of the “ovd emerges 
when it is placed in this context, 
especially since Perron’s work under- 
went a radical change of vision and atti- 
tude after the October Crisis. 

The Carl is an allegory set in Mont- 
real. On the south shore of the St. 
Lawrence River is the wortig-class 
suburb of Longueuil, which for Femm 
represents the daytime world of life, 
reality, and mason. Across the river is 
the city of Montreal, the electric eartIe 
of the undenvorld - night, death, fan- 
tasy, and the subconscious, peopled by 
suange characters. The Link is the 
Jacques Carder Bridge, over which, at 
sunset, travels a little cart, drawn by a” 
ailing horse. The driver of the cart. 
Madante or Monsieur Rouille. must do 
all his errands before dawn. His job is to 
pick up the dead, then return to a rub- 
bish dump on a farm where goats run 
through the farmhouse. 

A Quebec physician inherits the 
medical practice of a century-old doctor 
who nobody believes is dead. A pram 
ticd, pragnmtic man, as he goes about 
his rounds he sees how the road of life 
also leads to death. His patients die, and 
he becomes swam of the cart that 
crosses the bridge to Montreal. The”, 
one day, on St. Denis Street at rush 
hour, the doctor dies. He becomes 
attother passmgw on the cart. (7Ie 
horse dies too, and is heaped on the cart, 
which is pulled first by the driver, then 
by the Devil, who wears a horse’s head.) 

Perran’s narrative strategy changes at 
this point, from first-person to third, 
from italic type to medium. With a 
mythological whisper the dead narralor 
is johted by the first of a number of 
strange characters, Barbara, daughter of 
Caron. the black furyman from Cape 
Breton. They PO to a cabaret called 
Hell’s Gate and meet a” odd aawrtment 
of characters: transvestite, dcm.o”s, a 
devil named Bdial, a whore with a heart 
of gold (who tells a story about a street 
that talked to itself whm it discovere.d 
smnem~e had painted Qu&c Libra on 
it.) Among the more prominent char- 
acters is a Scottish poet named Frank 
Archibald Campbell. the blarneyman- 
bailiff of the night, a flatterer and 
smooth-talker. 

The narrative starts getting rather 
muddled, and without Ray Ellenwood’s 
“c&s doesn’t always make sense. Rllek 
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\mod notes the character of Campbell 
bcxs “a certain rewnblance” to F.R. 
Scott, the noted trauslator, poet, and 
constitutional lawyer. Ferm” launched 
&able jibes at Scott for many years. as 
a postscripted essay and letter show. The 
character. v;ho represents the English 
presence in Quebec, would “really like 
to be a true Qu6b&cois” bat he doesn’t 
succeed and remains a kind of disin- 
herited witness. . . .‘I The characters 
note of Campbell that “he is a second- 
rate poet,” that %lly notions are his 
specialty,” and after a poetry reading in 
a cabaret. Campbell says, “1 always get 
good applause when I play the fool.” 
His critics add: “Drollery in poetry is so 
rare nowadays it should be encouraged 
wherever it is found.” 

In Quince Jam Ellenwood says the 
identity of Ferron’s characters “is 
inextricably linked with langwge and 
culture. It is aa amiable quirk of 
Fermn’s wxk that this recopy of iden- 
tity often takes place in opposition to 
various msnifestations of Frank Scott, 
the devil’s Queen’s Counsel, a worthy 
enemy, symbol of all that is admirable 
“IKI deplorable in what Fermn calls the 
Quebec Rhodesia”.%” After the October 
Crisis such denunciations became more 
a”d more angry, to the point of attack- 
ing Campbell as a” “imbecile” who 
sided with the Liberals, the true makers 
of social terrorism, “all friends of 
[Hu8h] MacLenna”, who imitated 
Hitler.” 

Fermn’s satire is so compressed that 
eve” the spaces between the lines seem 
charged. Somelimes he has a tendency to 
diis. even to be unclear in hi targets. 
Often anecdotal, he requires a patient 
reading. The Conanunist Party of the 
1930s. Dr. Norma” Bed”“& a Pope 
rho was indifferent to the Holocaust 
(and a successor who is indifferent to 
Vietnam) ye coupled to ideas about 
Israel, South Africa, and the Devil’s 
purchase of souls. AU in two pages. 

The Cart. unlilce The St. Elia - a 
novel with a sailing ship as a symbol of 
Quebec - is not one of Perron’s best 
nowls. Nor dos it have the poetic 
achievemem of his 1972 novel, The Wild 
Rosa. But seen against the backgnxmd 
of his other ticdon, it is worth readbx$ 0 

By JACQUES FERRON 

La Folle d’Ehls, by Andre M&r, 
Editions Quebec/A”uique. 137 pa8es. 
88.95 paper QSBN 2 89037 080 X). 

ALL warraas WXK in solitude using 
words that belong to the whole world. 
Some of them think they we the whole 
world, and it goes to their heads. Others, 
more cautious. go out in search of 
another solitude, a” equal, a bmther: a 
reader. These are the finer, more pwle- 
trating writers, and Andrd Major is one 
of them. There is a definite architectural 
harmony in this coUection of 10 storia 
entitled La Folk d’Elvk (The Girl Who 
Loved Eivk). In the first story the girl, 
biting into a” apple, &li”g up at Elvis, 
is a sculphxe painted in brilliant colours. 

And her down-at-heels lover is a sort of 
Monsieur Rip& (of all Quebec writers 
Major is closest to Louis Hdmon). The 
lover learns that for the girl Elvis will 
mntbme to exist, either thrwgb him or 
through someone else-there is “o love. 
no conununication. In the stories that 
follow, each ~lle admirable for its 
economy of means, each one as conelse 
and certain BI a thunderbolt, the reader 
takes part in a se& of experiments, 
more or less precarious, desiied to re- 
establish that lost cmmmmication; in the 
bueing of crowds, in furtive meetings. 
emi in this line from Baudelaix “0 toi 
que reuse uimd, 0 toi qui k smdt” 
(“0 you that I loved. sod who lrnew it”). 

For a young ma” from the bourgeois 
Ho&lap district of Montreal, his 
hopeless search is for a woman who ca” 
be sensual without being vulgar. This 
search giver consistency to his life and 
mea&8 to his language. Therr she is, 
suddenly ri&t in front of him, a waitress 
in a Greek res1aura”t, and their fated 
meeting never quite takes place. By con- 
trast, in “Wtze Ima8.s de la vie,” the 
failed artist, reduced to selling shoes and 
suffering from “an extmne humility 
before wome”,” yet nonetheless con- 
sumed with desire, suddenly fmds 
Claire, a pretty, promiscuous girl with 

Thk long-awaited new novel from the 
Nobel Prize-winning author . . . 

Fitzhenry 6 Whiteside 
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ga.sy sldn with MIC.~ he believed he 
could spend r &ht without case 
quences. Instead he finds in her a coun- 
try that holds for hbn a refuge for his 
inextinguishable ardour. But that is the 
exception: the stories fmm the Montreal 
series end with ‘2’Ifgluence d’un r&e, ” 
in rbich on eu~ployee, possessed by his 
desire for his boss’s senetary, who ooly 
torments him in his dreams. comes to 
the disillusioning conclusion that he can 
escape from her only by dmwniug him- 
self iu his work, “thauks to this daily 
mutine that is for us so comforting, and 
upon which we do ourselves great harm 
if w do not call in times of need.” 

And12 Major is strictly a writer of 
iv0Otd, but above his urbaa jungle 
stretche; the blue sky of the Lauren- 
dens, and of the past. The last three 
stories are *voted to that sky. One of 
them v.v can say deals with a dream that 
has already died. But the second, “Lo 
Sourwir de m dotdew. “is probably the 
most faithful recounting of the 1837 
P%xOb that I have ever read. As for 
“L ‘Egarement. ” with wlich the book 
ends, it is a perfect backdrop to the title 
story: Alpha, the carpenter, the builder, 
the fwbmnd of the “Vielks-p@& of 
hfaria Ckwdekdne. and of Monseianeur 
smd. . . 

_~~ 

This tender and cruel book. without 
compbccncy, evokes in co”nt&point the 
nemesis of Monsieur Ripois. I liked it 
very much. Cl 

Reprinted, in tmmhuion, 14ith pen& 
sion from Livre d’ici, Vol. 7, No. 4. 

REVIEW 

~Zontrad h Evolution. by ken- 
Claude Marsan. McGll-Queen’s Uni- 
we&y Press, 456 pages, SZ7.50 doth 
(ISBN 0 7735 0339 0). 

“AnctilTwNaALL Y AND urbanistically 
. . .MOlwealrrmams Caoada’s premier 
city.” one reads in the urban d&go 
Journal Tmce. Montreal’s striking 
inheaitauce, however, has been mar&, 
neglected, and seosdessly bulldoxd to a 
disheartenbtg degree. 

Perhaps the city’s effortless chic Of 
the 1960s was too reassuring; it disarmed 
Montrealem just as a second period of 
recklessly rapid development began. The 
urban battles of the early ‘7Os, more 
over, provoked an acute new awareoes~ 
of the dty% atzbitectuml vulnerability. 

Jean-Claude Marsan, architect, urban 
desiguer, and Montreal enthusiast. has 

the demand for ereatlve urban solutions. 
Marsan’s Montmd in Evolufion, while 
mapping the architectural distinction Of 
the %8tmpole.” since tbe 1600s. is 
utterly frank about the dty’s short- 
comln8s - tbe abdlcatlon to the could- 
be-anywhere international style in the 
towers of the business d&tit, the lack 
of green spaced (New York’s Central 
Park is larger than the combined area of 
Montreal parks), and, of course, 
Drapea”% brutal indifference to the Vii 

Nevertheless, the &y is still chtu’a~ 
terized by its diict and coherent 
“eighbourhoods, a development that 
Marsan is able to relate to the pattem of 
city growth iu the 17th and 19th tea- 
turies. He “ndedlnas how the c&s, or 
seigueurial divisions, formed the 
a&ultural and eventually social divi- 
sions that, over the centuries, lent such 
coherence to the development of the 
C&tede+neiges and C&e %-Catherine 
diSttiCtS. 

He also describes in grrat detail the 
architectural developments of St-Hen& 
SteAune, and St-Jacques - workiig 
class districts huddled around the shoe 
and teat& factorlea of the Eart End and 
the southern tip of the Island. B&-e- 
faced, monotonous, tbreestoried flats, 
wltb their circular staintiys. arose 

classes rew.ttled in more &&ous 
districts, far from the mills and fao 
tories, these styles were adopted as 
characteristic of the Plateau Mont- 
Royal and Verdun. Marsan notes in dry, 

adjacent soliides of Victorian West- 
mount above, and squaltd St-Hemi 
bdow. 

The Quiet Revolution, of course, 
upset the apple cart. freeing frauco- 
phones from a state of chronic economic 
passivity. This liberation is ntlected to 
some degree in the plaoniog and 
building of the downtown area over the 
past 20 years. There had been prominent 
French-speakii architects lo the past 
(Brnest Cormier’s tower at the Univer- 
sit6 de Mont&l and his art d=o homes 
testify to the vigour of thk tradition), 
but fmncophones have historically been 
on the outside lookii in at the 
economic actlo” in the downtown area. 
It seems focrediile that Place du 
+nad+, con?pri+tg the Ch8teau 

Champlain sod built in the mid-1960% 
was the fast major commercial project 
to be designed by a firm of francophone 
architects. 

Today, with the aggressive rise of 
French-Canadian capitaliun, the ques- 
tio” to which Marsaa does not addreds 
himself is, What SQks will this r’ki~%$ 

mercantile claS.9 impose? For example. if 

h&l 
project in Montreal - to be larger than 
Place ViUeMarie - wi8 be as a&bite& 
“rally bound to the glass and steel tradi- 
tion as anything the Angles have ever 
built. Is then any hope for a break with 
the intemational style, as a new genera- 
tion of architects starts mshaping the 
downtown area? Marsan’s work& also 
be reproached for its major blind spot, 
its failure to answer the questloo, 
Whither Montreal? Like Jani? Jacobs’s 
famous, flawed thesis, Mars&s work 
passes over in silence the formidable 

dty’s economic W&p cardz-& port. 
Agab~ and again, when commenting on 
the m&m d’&e of Montreal, Marsan 
goes back to the city’s geographical 
situation at the confluence of two rivers, 
the Great Lakes, and the North Atlantic 
- io effwt, of Europeand America. As 
late as the mid-19501 Montreal VW a 
major world shippins ceotre, on a par 
with the great port centrw of the 
American Northeast and northern 
Europe. However, with the coastr”ctioo 
of the Seaway in the late 195Os, maritime 
traffx was suddenly able to bypass 
Montreal for the centre of the continent 
- Chicago, Detroit, Clevelaud. Mont 
real’s economic slide over the last 20 
years has been dimcdy related to its 
decline BI a port dty. 

Today there is a radical change in this 
situation. For with the enesgy crisis, 
shipping becomes a much more impor- 
tant mode of heavy transport, and the 
preferred form of shipping is container- 
ization. Suddenly, shippers fmd it very 
a&active to unload their contaiuors at 
Montreal, to be sent by train to the antn 
of the cmxblent. particularly cblcago. 
Thii trend is bound to accelerate in the 
1980s. Pierre Laurln, of the .&ok des 
howa &II& MmmemiillleF. baa pro 
dieted that the return in force of Mont- 
real’s importance as a shipping catwe 
will be “an extremely important. 
dynamic factor for the dty’s ecouomy, 
stimulating transport, finance, ware 
housing and 8gbt tramformation work.” 
What is Marsan’s conjecture about its 
effect on dQ growth patterns? It would 
have been inter&lug to know. Cl 

_. _r__ ,..__ .__*._ ._.._ i._ 
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FEATURE REVIEW 
kl 

Morethan just a browser’s delight, the 
new encyclopedia of music is the most impressive 

national reference book Canada has produced 

Rnqclogedh of Music ia Canada, 
edited by Helmut Kallmaan, Gil 
Potvbi, and Kenneth Wmtus, University 
of Toronto Press, illushated, 1,076 
~=a. $75.00 cloth (ISBN 0 8020 5509 5). 

c.*wo~ ooaswT get much space in 
international enqclopediss. Indeed, 
what “fatematioaal” usually means 

- - 
ence aorl;s is “Ame;icaa.” The recently 
published Variety International Show 
business Reference, for example, 

wet con an oscat, Bmmy; Grammy, or 
Tony, aad has a list of the 100 “AU 
Time Film Rental Champs” (every one 
of them Americaa). The only Canadians 
who make it into the book are those 
vbo’ve made it oa the American enter- 
talmaent scene - people like Donald 
Sutherkmd and Anne Murray. Canadian 
Film Awuds, Cannes Pflm Awards, 
Veaice Fll Awards, etc., simply don’t 
eslst. 

One has similar difficulties even with 
such widely respected works as I%&- 
pzdto Britomdm an6 ilte New Columbia 
Eocycfop~dta. The new (1Stb) edition of 
Britamdco tells us that it was created 
“from a world point of vfew, by. the 
worldwide community of scholars, for a 
worldwide audience of laymen.” Sounds 
erritic. But half “the worldwide com- 

munity of scholars” who contributed to 
Britunnicu are American, and another 
quart= are Brltlsh. A member of “lbe 
v:orldvide community of laymen” 
approaching BriWmicn for a sense of 
Cmda’s cultural life would be sadly 
disappointed. It isn’t there to be had. 
Not one Canadian a&t. not one Cana- 
diaa film-mal:er, is named. T/Y~ New 
Columbia Enqclopedia modestly states 
that ifi range “is the entire accumulated 
factual Isowledge of humanity.” Given 
that cl& one wonders if it’s reason- 
able that the Beatles should set far more 
space than any Canadianr And that 
Marshall McLubaa, Maureen Forrater, 
aad bfargaret Atwood (to name tluee) 
shouldn’t be there at all? 

By MORRIS WOLFE 

There are only a haadfal of countries 
that have produced multi-volume 
national eaqclopedl. Predictably, 
they are c0uatrle.s that get Little space in 
iatematlonal refereace books. Mexico is 
one; Canada is another. We have now 
woduced three such works: J. Carte8 
I- 

L! 

Hopkins’s Gmoda: An .Emyclopedia of 
the Country (1899-1900), Stewart 
Wallace’s Enqclopt?dta of Canado 
(1935). and LE. Robbins and W.K. 
Lamb’s Bnqdopedia Conodions (1958). 
Altbough there have been attempts to 
update C&ad&~, it remeins, for the 
most part, a 1950s refereace work. A 
new Canadian encyclopedia now is la 
the works, but it won’t be available 
before the fall of 1985. 

Meanwhile, several useful single 
volume refereace works have appeared: 
Norah Story’s word Companion to 
Conodion History and Lltemtwe, 
William Toye’s Supplement to the 
woni Compudon, The Macmillan 
Dictiomny qf Gmadkm Biogmphy (an 
update of an earlier work by Stewart 
Wa8ace), and Coiomb&s Canadian 
Referents. Now we have by far the 
mosi impressive achievement of all - 
the Enqdopedia oj Music in Conoda, 
edited by Helmut Rallmaaa, 0lc.s 

Potvia, aad Kenneth Winters. 
EMC, handsomely designed by 

William Rueter, wntalns mom than 
3,100 sigaed entries on alI sspats of 
Canadian mu& (concert, folk, jazz, 
religious, melt. etc.): 500 iUustrations 
(of progmms, swrca, places; aad people) 
and almost 2 million words. Unlike the 
15th edition of Britamdco, which reads 
BS if it were written by huinanoids, J&UC 
h written with style and with the layman 
-me - clearly in mind. The de&ion to 
use quotations from contemporary 
reviews and articles addsto the relaxed 
tone of maay of the entries. The extea- 
slve bibliographies aad dlsco8mpbla arr 
fmt-rate. No wonder, then, that at the 
remarkably low pdce of $65, the fust 
edition of this book sold out within 
weeks of its appearaace. Compare 
EMCs price with that of The New 
Grove Dlctiomny of MUSIC - each of 
whose 20 volumes is ‘considembly 
smaller - which sells forS1,900 the set. 

I must say I expected to be dlsap 
polatedby&%fC.Iwastakeniabytbe 
horror storks that abounded durlag the 
nearly 10 years the book was la pmduo 
tlon: the editors didn’t know what they 
were doing; contributors were being 
auowcdtowiteataayIengtltamitogo 
off on tild taagca@ EMC was out of 
money and the project WBO goiag to g6 
belly up; the Caoada Council w so 
con~raed about the hook it was goiag 
to withdraw its support. No oae I spoke 
to believed anything very good could 
come of it all. 

But thefact is thatEMCisr browser’s 
delight, full of fascinating tidbits of 
information. I’ve speat considerable 
time over the past month happily rum- 
maglng tbmugh itr pages. If you want to 
know about famous musical families lik8 
the Bmtts and Adaskins, or the story 
behind such songs as “Man Ibys” or 
“When the Ice Worms Nest Again.” if 
you want to know who the only woman 
cantor in Canada is. what Northrop 
Frye was saying about Delius in 1936, 
who George Wade and His Combuskers 
were, how McCerthyism contrlluted to 
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Sir Ernest MacMillan’s departure from 
the Toronto Syn~phony. when Canada 
exported “The Diamonds” to the U.S., 
how many years “Opportunlly Knocks” 
v.as on the radio, where folldorlst Ruth 
Rubin was born (I hadn’t known she was 

and thou;ands of other things, they’re 
all therr ln mfC. 

EnfC, hovrever. is much more than 
just a repository of factual information. 
It offers useful opinions and perspec- 
tives on a variety of subjects. A” essay 
on country mmic, for instance, points 
out that “Canadii countly vocal styles 
. . . differ from U.S. ones in their reflco 
tion of Canadian regional speech 

a lower-pitched, &-“a& sound than 
their U.S. counterparts. \tith clearer 
enunciation, and lass drawling and 
sluning. The Canadian style, . . . par- 
ticularly that of Hank Snow and Wilf 
Carter, has intluenced several U.S. 
singers, iaduding Johnny Cash.” The 
article “Dictionrules of Music” traces 
the amount of space Csnada has received 
in intematlonal refeTe”ce works. “Com- 
plaints about Canadian coverage in the 
major luternatlonal muslc dlltionarles,” 
says ElfC, “should be focused not on 
quantity - which is reasonably prier- 

The engaging story 
of the famous Kingston and 
Pembroke Railway - better 

known as the “Kick and Push” 
Gone but not Forgotten 

by Carvl Bennett 
end Don McCifeig 

41/z x II 9.95 Paper 
mmm Barm 

RR 2 Renfrew, Ont. 1:7v 325 
613 432 8992 

am - but on accuracy and choke. 
When the fifth edition of Qrow’s Die- 
Iimmy appeared in 1954. entries on 
MacMillan, Marzoleni, and Willa” 
renmhmd 20 years behind the times, 
while [Canadll” adviser] Leo Roy was 
able to persuade the editor to include a 
number of Quebec city muslclans of 
relatively minor lnlportance . . . .” 

The entry on “Mur.ak” discusses the 
effect of Canadian-content regulations 
a” Muzak and of the recent develop 
ment of French-Canadian Muzak. The 
article concludes by stating that 

Canadian mmpols and writer B. 
Murray Schafer hss questioned the 
validity or Muzak’s claim to mask Ia 
desirable sounds such as factory 
maehiner or supermarket dattex He bar 
. . . described the produel In its gmwiag 
ubiquhy, as an invasion cd privacy and 
a denial ol freedom of choice. He . . . 
IM in Mazak the seed of a general dull- 
ing ol aesthetic rendtivity. whereby the 
iaescapab& exponne to its quasi-music 
could make unwary ears gmdually less 
and less receptive to the comcloar 
llstming experiences not only ol true art 
-and entatalnmmt - maslc bat also 
of the natwal envimnment.” 

John Beckwith, we’re told, “is, perhaps, 
the nnxt characteristically English- 
Canadian voice in composition.” 
Godfrey Rllout’s music, states the 
encyclopedia, “is prevailingly sunny and 
affmative; it eschews the ‘doom and 
gloom’ manner and self-conscious 

Rldout Likes fun ln musk and 
cannot easily resist conduding a work 
with a ‘aood tune’.” 

lack of critical o&lo; ln eMc. What 
they mean. I suspect, is newthe critical 
o&ion. I& ti that BMC doesn’t say 
that Hagood Hardy’s music all sounds 
just the same - i.e., like his Salads Tea 
commercial C?%e Homecoming”). Or 
tbat nine columns on Heaky Willan - 
mom space than anyone else in the book 
- fall to make dear that Willan ls now 
widely consldetvd to be a” owrated 
fiaure. As well. it’s true that sometimes 
one has to raai between the lines to find 
a negative opinion. According to MC, 
for example. Globe andMail critic John 
Kraabmd’s “drll~ sardonic. usuallr brief 
m&s, pragmaiic in the face of a mid- 
night deadline, [have become] a 
halbnark of Toronto skepticim? and it 
has bee” said that. . . measured enthu- 
siasm from Kraglund [is] the equivalent 
of a panegyric fmm a colleague.” As if 
to pmva the point, Kraghmd wrote a 
hlgbly skeptical review of EMC for the 
Globa, n&chlevously comparing it with 
l%e Eucyclo~ia qf American Murk (a 
book half its size1 without exolainina 
why the Canadian book, co”sid&g th;! 

absence of any other such material, 
needs to be laxger. 

My own &plaints about EMC are 
minor ones. I would have preferred the 
use of boldface to indicate cross- 
references rather than asterisks. The 
book titillates us by saying that Herman’ 
Geiger added Tore1 tn his name when he 
was 31. but w’re not told why. (It 
\vasn’t his mother’s name.) Gerald 
Fagan isn’t the conductor of the 
Toronto Mendelssohn Youth Choir; he. 
was replaced by Robert Cooper in 1979. 
The artlde “Art, Visual” doesn’t men- 
tion Graham Coughtry’s series of jazz 
prints. The entry “Literature with 
Musical Content” omits Alice Munro’a 
“Dance of the Happy Shades.” Nancy 
White is mentioned under “Political 
Songs” but it seems to me she deserves 
a” entry of her own. And them’s the 
whole familiar question of balance. 
Docs Anne Murray really deserve three 
times as much space as Elmer Is&r7 
Does Paul Anka’l Does He&y Wlllan 
deserve one-third more space than Hany 
Somers or John Weinzweig? (One can 
go on and on.) 

But these are trivial conc&~s corn- 
prowl to the breath-taking achievement 
of the Eecyc&edia QJ Music in 
Gzeada. Anyone seriously interested in 
musk, or Canada, or both, will want to 
spend rime with this volume. But 
beware. Reading EMC is addictive. 0 

REVIEW 
I 

The Ma” who Sold Prayers, by 
Margaret Creal, Lester & Orpen 
Dennys, I98 pages, $14.95 cloth (ISBN 
0 919630 I8 9). 

Real Mothen, by Audrey Thomas, 
Talonbooka, 168 pages, 37.95 paper 
(ISBN 0 88922 191 X). 

THE LIES OF these two authors have 
quite literally crossed. somewhere near 
the border. Winnipeg-born’ Marpet 
Creal now lives in Duchess County, New 
York. The Man Who Sold Pmyem is h= 
fust collection of short stories (she has 
also written a novel), and is one of the 
latest titles in Lester % Orpen Denny& 
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International Fiction List. Audrey 
Thomas, who was born in Biwhamton. 
NW York, has been living in British 
Columbia for almost Xl years. Her 
novels and short stories have earned her 
a v:eUdeserwd reputation as one of the 
finest writers in the munuy. 

Eoth authors write on similar themes: 
romea in a state of internal and external 
transition and mnflict. Their approaches, 
naturally, are different. M’s nar- 
raters arc distant, unobtrusive, and their 
voices change from story to story. In 
Thomas’s collection the narrator is 
deeply involved in the process of each 
story, us though experimenting with a 
stereopticon (a striking image in one 
story) for a threedbnensional effect 
“rvbich rould take on depth and a 
wonderful iUusion of solidity. That was 
the wick.” 

The result is that R-1 Mothers is a 
p.xticuhxly unified collection. Although 
the narration shifts in tone from story to 
story, stylistically it remains consistent, 
a single voice suuggU* from paren- 
thesis to parenthesis towni the intuitive 
goal that the mother, sleeping under the 
moon with her daughter in “Natural 
ISistory,” achieves for a fleeting instant: 
“v:holeness, harmony, radiance: all of it 
making a wnderful kind of sense.” In 
short, &xl’s narrators start fmm a 
point of clarity: Thomas’s narrators end 
up them. 

Both collections in&de stories in 
v:bIch a soman’s sense of rrsponsibiity 
toward her child is in mnflict with her 
sense of responsibility toward her mate. 
Thomas examines this problem in two 
stories. one mmic and one tragic. In 
“Red Mothers” the idea is distilled into 
a conflict between the need to nurture 
and the need to be nurtured. The latter 
Gas out (“Sometimes, I thiink that 
you’re the mother and I’m the teenager. 
Marie-Anne!“) as the mother rclin- 
quishes control over herself and her two 
daughters to the demands of a selfish, 
brutal loleer. First excluded, then emo- 
tionally and physically neglected, her 
children leave her to live with their 
father, much to her anguish. In “Iiany 
and Violet” a woman is caught in the 
middle, tryi= to satisfy the heeds of 
daughter and lover. “They both wanted 
to possess her. No. Each wanted her to 
say that each ws number one. What dii 
s& want? Both of them, but not so 
much pulling aud tugging.” A bakmcc is 
struck, but it is quickly upset with a 
mmicsdly inevitable twist at the end. 

Crcal explores the same subject in 
“Prairie Spring,” in which the narrator 
recalls an event that occurred when she 
v:as a child. Her neighbows. an elderly 
couple, ;ue reunited with their daughter 
after a separation of 52 years. The hus- 
baud, vlho had found the six-week-old 

baby %wy trying to his nerves” had 
persuaded his wife to leave her in the 
cam of his sister in England while they 
went on a “little visit” to Italy that 
lasted IS years. Afterward. they 
emigrated to Canada. The father did not 
send for his daughter until hi sister’s 
death. “It is possible,” the narrator says 
of the wife., “that like muntless women 
of her generation and kind she believed 
that ha duty was to bead ha will to that 
of her husband.” It says much for 
Cmal’s writing that she is able to make 
the story absolutely believable. 

\Vomen?s fears run rampant in both 
mllcctioas. In The Man Who Sotd 
Prayem women fear for the safety of 
their children (“Inland Beach”); they 
are afraid .of being trapped by the past 
(“A Town Without a Graveyard”); 
afraid of not measuring up to the eapeo 
tations of a son (“Tales from a Pen- 
sione”) or a lover rCounterpoint”); 
they fear death and loudmess (“At 
Sunnyside Villa”). 

Thomas’s women grapple with a more 
insidious fear, most evocatively pm- 
sented in “Natural History.” The I&- 
moth in this story is the moon: “‘And 
the moon up there, female, shining 
always by reflected light, dependent on 

the sun. yet so much brighter, seem- 
ingly, against tbe darkness of the sky; so 
much more mysterious, changing her 
shape, contmlliog the waters, Bath- 
it aJl in her net.” The moon, inspiring a 
host of old wives’ tales, is to be feared. 
The mother in this story preys for her 
daughter (named after the sunflower) to 
be “strong, yet loving.” At the end of 
the story she shields her from the 
moonlight. 

Thomas’s women am afraid. not of 
men, but of themselves, of t&ir own 
smngths and needs. They BIT afraid of 
their streagth, because loneliuess may 
well be the price they have to pay for it. 
And they are afraid of admitting their 
need of men, of allowing themselves to 
become dependent, for then they risk 
being mere reflections, like the moon, or 
like the “uwted Ught” reflected from 
the eyes of animals at night. But aven the 
cat in “Natural History” doesn’t like to 
sleep alone: “The cat was old, but very 
ind&ndent, except for wanting to .sh 
inside at night.” 

The bnaaes in “Natural Hiior$’ 
reverberate throughout the entire ml&- 
don. In a story called “Out ia the Midday 
Sun” a woman conceals * letter from 
ha husband, knowing that when she 
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shorvs if m him ha will leave her. The let- vaknce..” The early work. however, ‘%hayBitz” at Holy Blossom Temple. 
rer is not from a lover, but from a does not convey a dear or positive The marriage failed: “ForesI Hi8 hadn’t 
publisher accepting a manuscript she Jewish image. The initial story. “The prepared M for life outside tha village, 
wrote recredy. She knows that her s”c- Pact” by Solomon Ary. is a sordid tale, let slone i” a foraign country: At the 
uess \vill upse, the balance of powar with set in Poland. of sexual blackmail main- time of writing (1972) she was con- 
her wilw-husband, will equalize il. and tained by primitive moras. templating her next move in the “safe!’ 
destroy the relationship. “I” tie Bleak The mood of the co8ection as a whole environs of Bathurst and Eglinlon. 
Mid-Winrer” is about a m&ge ci Imb ia. one of loss, comp8cated by’ the suf- Both Samer’s and Paris’s essays take 
inwlving two wmna”: one dependent. fer& inability to know the character of the raadar into their conSdance and this 
one independent. Their lover caters to what he is missing. “The Spice Box” is accolmts for their power. I” co”wast, 
the vmma” who needs him the most. an apt title. Devout Jews inhale from a Mordecai Kichler’s ironic memoir, 

Thomas’s stories are crealed with such family spice box at the end of the sab- “Their Canada and Mii” keeps us at 
a cornpI& masfery of form that to bath to fortify and comfort themselves arm’s length. Bichlar’s recollceda”s ara’ 
discuss rhem in linear terms is m do for the loss of a” “additional soul” amusing, intdiigmt, and informative 
them a” injustice. One story be&s with believed to inhabit their bodies during but bacause of his personal detadunent 
a quore from a guldebook in the Jeu de the holy period. they lack dime&o”. 
Paume, the lmpre&mist gallery in Pa.& A large “umber of stories snd poems Shirley Faessler’s “A Bapkat of 
“A picture must be built up by means of are wistful recollections of childhoods in Apples” is the best short shxy in the 
rhythm. calculation and selection.” This dosdy knit families aad mmmunilies. volume. Outwardly the narrator’s stap- 
approach applies equally well to a8 the These oftan idealized reminiscences mother is a” obese. primitive, slatternly 
smrier in Thomas’s collection. raflact a desire for something greater. “I woman but in the course of life she 

The srories in Real Mothers, though seek the s&ngth and vividness of reveals a” unpredictable nobility and 
shorter than those in TheMan Who sold nonage days.” A.M. Klein writes in the wit. The story teaches what is so difficult 
Pra_wrs, seem to be longer. Thomas poem “Autobiogmphiial.” “It is a these days, to look beyond people’s exta- 

fabled city that I seek; It stands in riots. The story is ser apart from the 
Space’s vapours and Time’s haze.” others by its natural hues. Verisimilitude 

For Mark Samar, what is lackiig is is too stm”8 a term for something 
the spiritual content of Judaism. In hi apparently achieved so effortlessly. 
honest and deep-reaching assay, I” contrast there are some mag”ifica”t 
“Beyond lbe Candles of Chanukah,” contrivances in this book: Jack 
Iirst published in 1978, Samar defines Ludwig’s “A Woman of her Age,” 
the choices of im”dgrants faced in Jerry Newman’s “An Arab Up North,” 
Canada. They could either rake the David Lawis Stein’s “Fresh Disasters,” 
‘opportunity to lead a traditional Jewish Mau Cohen’s “The Wabzbmaker.” and 
life, free from persecution, cu cast off H&n Wainaweig’s “Hold That Tiger.” 
the cumbersome past and accept They fall flat in the end because the 
Canada’s invitation for material success. effort of invention is not direclad to 

Because most Jaws chose the latter 
marsa, sarnm says Jwvi5h life taaw ip 

saying anything original or important. 
N&man, for ewnpla,~succaads in co”- 

Ey HEN..YIMAKOW 
sustained only by the cultural milieu: the vinqing us that a” Arab and a Jew - co- 
plaasanui~, the food, the (strwnlinad) workers at a Dewline station and 
observances. Howveer, “there is a friends - wa”t to enlist 0” opposita 
distincr fading of being wandews once sides in the 1937 Sinai war, but are 
more, but this time on a bamn internal denied penniqsio” to leave. So what 
landscape.” He says the upcoming ha”“ens? The Arab kii hbnsilf by 

The Spice Box: A” Anthology of generation of Canadian Jaws, in their tsciiilenr. 
Jwllsh Canadlsn Wtili”g, edited by 30s. has “no perso”al knowledge of. . . The antholow includea excemts fmm 
Morris Wolfe and Gerri Sinclair, Lester what could be wrong with what is hap- five novels: A& Wiseman’s dmckpot~ 
6 Orpen De”“ys. 310 pages, 516.95 peninp,” yal thare is “ambiv&“ce.” and 
cloth (ISBN 0 919630 75 8). “frustration” and “a I- of atrophy 

that is intemalizad and inarticulate.” 
THE ED~RS of fhis anthology faced a I” another -kabla essay, “Gmwin8 
dilemma. Their aim was to collect the Up a Jewish Princess in Forest Hill,” 
besr fiction, non-fiction, and poatry by Bma Paris describes her qu.ast for a 
Jew on “the subject of being Jawish in larger vision of life absent from her 
Canada.” Should they reflect Ihe range ~pper-da~~ ghetto upbringing. Toronto’s 
of available witi” or concantrate on Forest Hill Vfflage was a place where 
rhe bert work by the best writers? BL ideas held great prestiga yat Jewish girls 
presendng esan~ples from 37 authors were expected to ‘%a~” lhemrelves for 
and poets, they have chose” m produce a doctor or a lawyer or, “if you werm’l 
a general introduction and a source of s&l classy.” a rich businesmmn. “We 
sociological insight. But only a small g&w ~11 hothouse flowers and more than 
number of selections demand republica- one of us had trouble ‘outside.“’ At 15 
do” in their own right. she look a summer job in the kitchen of 

The chronological arrangement of the Sunnybmok Hospital but was eventually Henry K&d’s The Rich Mm, Lmnard 
mawial, the editors say, reflects a Iran- exposed as a rich girl slumming. She Cohen’s The Fawurfte Game. William 
sition from Ihe old world to the new, later studied in France and fell in love Wehuraub’s Why Rock the Boat?, and 
fmm *‘a nmng awaencss of Jewish with a Franch Catholic. In open ddiance A.M. Klein’s 771e Second Scroll. Only 
idamity to a sense of graving ambi- of ha community she married her the chapter from Klein tempts me to 

__~.__ --- _____~ 
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reread tha wlmle. Similarly only the 
porms by Klein and Irving Layton 
dizplplay the authority and universality 
that comm~~nd attention. 

Tile Spice Baw reveals the pitfalls of 
Acting ilR ethology on sociological 
rather thzm literary grounds. While 
nxmy Jewish writers address the loss of a 
xwl, only a few do so in a may that 
fort&s. q 

The VlcitaUs, by Miriam Waddlng- 
ton, oxford, so pages, S5.95 paper 
(ISBN 0 19 5403gO 0). 

~~LIINO The Visitants, I was struck by 
the absence of something I couldn’t 
exactly plsce: some quality. some atti- 
tude that these 40 poems simply didn’t 
contzdn. Anger7 Sorrow7 Bittemess7 
No. because in r few public lyrics, B few 
civil elegies, Miriam Waddington does 
express these dark emotions. What was 
it, this absence7 It took me B while to 
m&e that I was missing all sense of 
fear, and that T/ze V~itams is a fearless 
book. Its main preoccupations are 
death, old age, and solitude - all of 
rhiih are usually tackled with regret, 
unease, or the kind of boisterous swag- 
ger that seems a poor disguise for fear. 
But Waddington is undaunted at the 
prospget of death, and unafraid of direa 
feeling. She can, in consequence, vnite 
cith wxmtb about the cold. 

The rich texture of her language arises 
partly from another son of courage. 
When the mood and the occasion are 
right, she’s happy to use simple rhymes 
and verse-forms that more “sophisti- 
wtcd” poets might scorn. (sophistication 
GUI be an arful burden.) Waddington is 
pxticularly adept at using internal 
rh>mes to hit the various elements of B 
poem together. Embedded in a poem 
wiled “When the Shoe Is on the Other 
Foot for a Chulge” are the phrases “old 
br-d.” “spidery red,” and “unleav- 
cned as lead” - but the natural 
linlxord, the underlying rhyme of de& 
is never uttered. She often direas her 
cue&s to the nurture of a simple 

lyricism that will be able, if necessary, to 
carry complex emotions. In the 40 yean 
that she has been writ@ poetry, Wad- 
dington’s vision of life hns probably 
changed less than the meaar by wblch 
she expresses it. 

Perhaps the title poem of the new 
book is as close as she gets to personsl 
despair. It describes things that have 
been lost, things that are no more: 
friends, her father, Gabriel Dumont, 
ancient stories; and so on. Unusually, 
she uses the term “emptiness,” and the 
dead friends who iwme to her are 
“anguished.” But these visitants bring 
with tbcm gifts of music and liit. and 
the ending of the poem is charaaerlstic: 
“they come to console/your cries they 
come/with their firefly lantems/to lead 
you amazed/through their blazing/gate- 
ways of stone.” Not only the images but 
the very rhythms suggest acceptance, 
even delight. Her words flow like 
galvanized honey. Two of the poems in 
this collection, “Crazy Times” and 
“Prairie” (16 and 13 lines long, rap- 
lively), use not a single word of more 
than two syllables. If you think that’s 
easy, try itl 

Most of her work is written in Ir%g 
meandering sentences - a delta of 
words, &ing her images and’tboughts 
enough time to develop through time. 
Waddington has nwer been a poet of 
broken, isolated fragments of i&as. In 
some of her poems B sweet sense of nar- 
r&e underlies the lyric form, keeping 
us in touch with an oral, story-telling 
tradition. When you scan the lines with 
your eyes, and neglect to listen for the 
sound of ha words, you miss at least 
half the effect. She is essentially s poet 
who connects: Canada with the &stem 
Europe of her Jewish forebears, the 
Prairies with Toronto and Montreal, our 
lives with other generations, and our 
language with the speech of the dead. 

This suggests one reason why her 
longer;lhsn-usual poem “Real Estate” 
comes 8s such a surprihe: for here the 
connections axe snapped, snd the twin- 
ing familiar voice is broken constantly 
by brutal injunctions from another 
mouth: wg couuwr CAR6 LESS. so LOT 
THEI EAT GRASS. HUBBY VP T,!AB IS 
MONFI. and sa on. To this second voice 
everything is material, and ewything is 
profane. Waddington’s own vision takes 
thll from this world (late flowers, lost 
languages, even the hard-working earth- 
worms) and .maker them into B smxa- 
ment. Her poems teem with this that 

Night 

bik on PRe Ecige . 
of Human History 
by Jerome Deshusses 
Hailed as a classic when 
first published in France in 
1979, its author was 
praised as a successor to 
Swift, Nietzsche, Orwell 
and Huxley. One of the 
most challenging 
appreciations of the human 
condition to have appeared 
in decades. 
405 pp. $24.95 

An Edec8ic EsI 
by Dalton Camp 
A collection of the best of 
Camp-the low-down on 
our recent political history 
‘...prose that crackles” 

Saflrrday IV;@?% 
“...probably the best 
political writer in Canada.” 

Peter Worthhg#on 

184 pp. $15.95 

A-i- BOOKSTORES 
EVEWYWHE:R!E 

and eternal - “a b&kfast t&/witb s 
cupful of light/and B saucer of day.” 
The words sing, the world gleams. The 
danger is easy lushness, B vice to which 
;~ahe~sionally, but only occasionally, 
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I think that the mood behind The 
tlsikmrs, for all its awareness of death, 
is the mood of William Blake in 
“Jerusalem”: “Albion gave me to the 
whole earth to walk up & down; IO 
pour/Joy upon every mountain, to teach 
songs to the shepherd and pIoughman./I 
taught the ships of the sea to sing the 
songs of Zion.” The pronoun “I” 
appears freququently in The Vkimnrr, yet 
it’s a book that escapes tbe dreariness OF 
egotism. Waddingto” is always ready to 
be Fascinated - by the weather, the 
land, the past, by anything I” Fact. She 
knows that full attention Is a bkssbtg 
without price. 

To end on a prosaic note: many 
readers of good prose, and many lovers 
of tilms and pl@?z, feel thwarted. 
aUe”ated by contemporary poetw. Its 
devices, its postures, its rhythms, eve” 
its appearance on the page seem to them 
wllfully at odds with what they were 
tautit poetry should be. Such people 
Ia”d they’re often r&bt to be baffled, 
though wrong to condemn) would do 
wll to read Miriam Waddington. Her i 
work is immediately accessible, it’s both 
timeless and timely. and much OF it will 
give delight. D 

REVIEW 

By ALEERT MORITZ 

Fur Cron You, by Pave1 Javor, 
translated fmm the Czech by Ron D.K. 
Banerjee and Alfred French, Hounslow 
Press, $3 w, $1.95 paper (ISBN 
0 382C2 056 9). 

Evvenlogc on Lake Onlado. by 
Waclaw Iwmiuk. Iiounslmv Press, 60 
page$, $6.95 ~gper (ISBNO 88882054 2). 

“tr saghts Tti.4~ the finest and most 
Famous worl:s of the ancients were also 
induced by exile,” wrote Plutarch, com- 
menting on Tbucydides and Xenopho”. 
Certainly, literary history will say 
somethiy similar of the Uteratums of 
eastern Europe in our era. And Canada 
v:iU be honoured For the mle it plays in 
probiding many writers-in-exile a place 
to sta”d. 

In almost every case. these writers 

their work to Canada and to English 
literature. Wr fmm isolating themselves 
in a” expectation - or a pipe- - 
of return to the native land, they have 
pal”FuUy accepted separation and the 
need to becomepart of a new language. 

Many have. bke Pavel Jaw, sought 
to communtcate through translation; 
Javor’s verss is tidy known in 
Quebec tbro& French tmndatio”, 
though this is his fust book-length 
Bnglish volume and is, tmfortunately, 
posthumous.. Others, Like Waclaw 
Iwaniuk, have been able to make the 

of their wuric directly iu Engllsb.- 
Their own exile is the theme of Javor 

and Iwanluk, as it is for many eastem 
Bumpea” end& writers in Canada aml. 
elsewhere. Yet, as serious poets, they 
automatically overleap the bounds of 
nationalism, factionslii, and local 
history. Their exile becomes, in their 
work, somethbxg that lads energy and 
concrete lmmediaey to a universal 
human condition. 

At the level of universal concerns. the 
caster” European voice speaks of i&It- 
able loss and of ma”% oilarim state. his 
sense that he is by “&s&y a wan&r 
on the earth. There are tones here 
seldom attentpted by contemporary 
English poetry. Pathos is one of them, 
and it is a majpr strength of the poetry 
of Javor, pe” name of Dr. George Skvor 
(1918-81), a leading Czech exile poet 
who lived in Montreal From 1950. 

Javor’s theme is the classic one of 
man’s Frailty and the brevity of the 
individual life in the context of nature’s 
vast, cyclic mnewl. The economy end 
reticence of his Forms and his bnage 
ma&g power give freshness and dlltino 
tion to his handlii of this basic 
intuition. He has the ability to convey 
the concrete experknce through which 
his insight into this theme, and his right 
to use il. were acquired. 

He giw the ravour of what is lost: 
Czech childhood and family, village 
cuItute, the ethos of his “at& country- 
side, a friendly hmd of rhzh harvests and 
ueasant wisdom. The eentml Buro~e of 
ihe Folk tahx. with its ble”i of 
humanity, vitallsm, and enchantment, is 
recognizable: 

From the depths o/ rhe wffw 
WV?@ 10 rhe ~18 . . . 
The odow o/honeycombs qfpioughed 

sense of loss. The poet recalls a &ply 
longed-for. FuUy human land that btevit- 
able changes am not merely removing 

but destroying. Still, it is a” etemal 
country OF imagination and desire: 

This ls a pathos, a nostalgia that has 
been diiovered to be not sentiment but 
a truth of the human condition. 

However. this pathos does pars into 
sentbnentality at times lo Javor’s poems. 
I” part. this may be the Fault of the 
translators. I” fire verse, both produce 
straightforward. informative versions. 
But Javor was primarily a poet of v&i- 
kional lyrical forms. and the trarulators 
attempt to rcpmduce these in so~“e 
cases, with indifferent success. The 
poetkirms, uncertabt rhythms, Faulty 
rhymes and line lengths certainly reFkct 
the translators’ pmbkms with JJngIish 
Forms. and not Dr. Skvor’s ability with 
Czech ones. 

Another tone rare in contemporary 
English verse is a fuUy informed, mature 
skepticism with regard to scie”tIIk and 
ideological claims, and with rega& to 
the possibiities of pqlitics. This tone 
“&ht be called poliiical and’social 
irony; but there is a depth of Feeling in 
it, a wisdom underlying the satire, that is 
the Fruit of a more ancient viewpoint, as 
welI as a more bitter historical exper- 
ience, than that which gives rise to much 
English poetry of this type. 

Tbis tone Is the most co-o” one of 
Waclaw Iwaniulr; it was dondnant i” his 
earIkr book, Dark Times, a selection in 
English translation of poems fmm his 
many Polish volumes, and it is equally 
evident in Evenings on Lake Onfmio, his 
first book written in English. 

For the idiimatic ease of its Iariguage, 
and For occasional fa pomx, this is a” 
imprcdsive book. But it is not as Imprer- 
sive as Dark Timep, and not merely 
because that book was of hi “selected 
poems.” What is missing here is not just 
cmtsiste”t quality Fmm poem to poem, 
but often the sense that anything fresh is 
being said. Certain phrases and se”- 
tences sxe given a pointed ring but are in 
Fact baoal, and these have a tendency to 
fame at the c-mdusion of poems: “And 
today is/whal has bypassed us/with 
yesterday’s memories.” We are left with 
a” knpression of dlsUIusio”ment, but 
liltk or nothing in the way of thought. 

still, them are many bllpressive poenls 
here, and the book would be fully 
justified by one OF these, “I, Leonardo, 
Say So,” a candidate for the anthologies 
of the t’uture. 

Neither of these books mobii the 
pathos and the hard-won political 
realism of eastern Eumpe with the same 
depth, power, and consistacy as a 
volume by Joseph Bmdsky or Czeslaw 
MUosz. But both are important and 
attractive For their m&“ity, their 
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seriousness. and a power of expression 
that creates. in each case, a hoodlid of 
deeply impressive poems. Few books 
have more to offer. 0 

Ilki@ !Pcrcy% Wonderful Town, by 
Bruce Hutchlson, Douglas & McIntyre, 
illustrated, 203 pages, $16.95 cloth 
(ISBN 0 88894 318 0). 

AFIEBSO ?.m?i~ years and words devoted 
to chnntlcllng Canada’s development, 
both as historian and journalist, Bruce 
Hutcblson has again tuned to fiction. 
At So years of age he presents this latest 
tmdertaki~ with the honesty and lack 
of illusion that have long been his trade- 
marks, pointing out that James Douglas 

has launched many better books and 
noting that Uncle F%?rcy’s Wonderjiil 
Town will surprise and distress hi 
friends who “expect a reporter to stick 
with reality.” 

He counters these feelings by takiag 
solace in the belief that “fiction is oflen 
truer than fact, more accurate than 
memory,” and is at pains to prwznt tbis 
book as simply a further attempt to 
tiring out our past and relate it to our 
present way of life. He ls careful, then. 
to pobit out that tbe wonderful town, 
EmeraId.Vale, and its characters are 
entinly imaginary - not just slight 
dlsgulses of what used to extst. At the 
same time he pointedly sets Emerald 
Vale in the “dry country” .of Brltlsb 
Columbia’s interior, with KamIoops as 
the nearest large centre and Vancouver 
the closest bastion of true civilization. 

The form of the book is tmly Cana- 
dian - a coUection of I3 loosely con- 
nected mini-stories. They are related by 
M-year-old David, who lives with his 
Aunt Minerva and Uncle Percy, editor 
of the Emerald Vale Wmkiy Echo. But 
David appears as a character in only 
three of these stories, leaving the reader 
with no single individual to follow from 
story to story. This is unfortunate, for 
on the oeza.sIous when David does take 
part the narrative hasan impact and 
immediacy that brlog it to life. 

In the best of these David fmds 
himself pmvldii ao alibi for a friend 
suspected of murdering his father at a 
time when the two were supposed to 
have been together fishing. A “big town 
lawyer” is called in from Vaomuwr and 
David successfuUy perjures himself to 
pmtect his friend, whose father was “no 
good” in any case. In this story David’s 
character emerges with thematic poten- 
tlal for the frst time. 

The next, and last, occasion on which 
thii process takes place ls the final story. 
Here David returns to Emerald Vale at 
the age of 70, accompanied by his grand- 
son. David, aged 10. It is a sad chapter 
in a8 respects. Both Davids are dismayed 
by what they fti, one because it is ail so 
modem, tbe other because it is a8 so 
hick. The new town itself, and its 
people, stand no chance of a fair trial 
from either of them. 

There Is a bitterness, a pett.lnerP here 
that seems unworthy of Hutchison and 
of the previous stories. It leaves the 
reader with a bad taste, one I suspect 
Hutchison has been leading up to all 
along. The old man and the boy search 
for a place to eatz “We cmddn’t find a 
good place but the restauraot was cleao, 
the hamburgers edMe. David quickly 
consumed three of them while I nlbbIed 
one and left most of it uneat&.” The 
new town is a mill town. the smell of 
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vhich bothers the visitors: ‘I. . :. the 
inhabitants, I yessed. were hardened to 
the money smeU and didn’t miss the 
rhiff of sagebrush and alkali.” The 
book, and Hutchlson, would be better 
off witbout this sort of conclusiml, or at 
least without it being made in thii sort of 
tone. 

The irony is that in this fmal chapter 

with its cot&t. Thii may be beEa& th; 
narrator has finally come out into the 
op:n, but I suspect it is because he has at 
lut done away with Mien and resorted 
atin to rhat he does best - joumalii 
- but it’s no way to ftih a collection 
of stories. 0 

The Moma&de Rfan, by Charlotte 
We Allen, McClelland 8 Stewart. 377 
pm, $16.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 8674 1). 

“I FEEL GOOD being able to divert people, 
to keep them entertained for a while. 
That’s all writing is: story-telling, diver- 

figure. . . .” This~oafe&io~ is made bi 
Sherrill Wezxcott on page 280 of her 
novel. Rather, I should say, on page 280 
of the novel by Charlotte Vale Allen. 
This may need a little unravelllng: 
SherrUl Westcott is a t%h.ious Tomato 
actress iukned nowlist and the heroine 
of The Marmalade Man. She is also the 
alter ego of Charlotte vale Allen, a real- 
life Toronto actress turned novelist, who 
is the author of The Marmniade Man. 

On pas 250, then. of the Allen- 
Westcott concoction, AUen allows 
Westcott to belittle herself as a literary 
rjsure and declare she is nothing but a 
teller of tales, a mere diverter of time. 
On those terms, The Marmalade Man is 
acceptable f&on - that is. iF you Iike 
soap opera. The novel is as fmthy, 
episodic, an:’ melodramatic as any of 
the soapers that bubble along on 
daytime television. 

The Mamwlude Man is not really 
about a man at aU, although Allen 
dedicates the novel to her quite substan- 

tlal husband. the Toronto actor Banie 
Baldaro, calllag him her “most beloved 
MammIade Man.” And there Is a 
charaoter named Jamie Femm, * 
Toronto stage actor and TV spokesman 
for a marmalade wmmerclal, who is 
supposed to be the key symbolic figure 
of the novel. But he never emerges either 
as a real person or a meaningful symbol. 
We’re constantly belw told that he’s a 
“charmlag, witty, sweet gentleman,” 
but we must accept that evaluation on 
the author’s say-so. If Allen-WeJtcott is 
to be believed, he iv so pmdlgiousIy en- 
dowed with charm that he spreads it 
around like marmalade to the three in- 
fatuated women in the novel who seduce 
him. 

The three Manndade Man-chasers 
are as shallow and unbelievable as the 
gIucose male who attracts them. Anne 
Reynolds is a middle-aged Tomato 
suburbanite who, when jUted by Per- 
ram, disintegrates into a promiscuous 
crazy lady, pick@ up men at the bar of 
Toronto’s Park Plaza Hotel. Dene 
Whitmore, a magazine photographer 
who also has a fling with .Ferrara, 
becomes a unnbie ‘&let ha husband 
drives off with her young sisler and both 
are mlmculously killed in a wash before 
they reach Hamilton. 

Cuiiously. though our actress-novelist 
heroine is pwmltted more space than her 
rivals, she is the least reallid character 
of the lot. We learn a great deal of trivia 
relating to SherrUl Westcott’s external 
life: how she won her first TV audition 
For a cat-food commercial (by putting 
on French and cockney accents); her 
favourite Toronto restaurants (Fenton’s 
and La Scalak her snobbish attitude 
toward boyfri&ds not in the theatrical 
profession mopelessly &Xl); even her 
opinion of Richard Niion (a megalo- 
maniac). But we get no sense of her 
interior life. It’s difticult to comprehend 
why the ideal&d Marmalade Man finds 
her so singular a person that he proposes 
maniage to her in the last, ridiculously 
contrived chapter, when all the 
characters are brought tomher trapped 
in a hotel fire. 

I hate to pick apart me Marmalade 
Man. Despite its many flaws, Allen is 
clearly more than a romance writer. Her 
potentiial to become a gifted novelist is 
often reflected in throw-away lines that 
deal with the entertainment world. “I 
stay off the sauce fQr,a few weeks,” says 
one minor character, an alcoholic. 
“Then. when it all starts turning a tit 
too black and white, like those Swedllh 
fUms, I get out the Chivas and tone 
down the edger.” Such moments lead 
one to hope that, in her next novel, 
Allen will dispense with the treacly mar- 

around black 
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By JANE W. HILL 

Roagh Layoat. by Doris Anderson, 
McClelland & Stewart, 221 pagas, 
$14.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 0742 8). 

lllD,TH PEMBERTDN “did want it all. The 
works. The chUdren. A great job with 
some purpose to it. And a terrific mar- 
r&e. Why not?” It’s 1974 and Jude is 
33. attractive, bright, ambitious - 
managing editor of Young Living 
mapzine (read Chafeialne) and aiming 
for editor. Rufus (why that name? I kept 
expecting Br’er Rabbit to hop out from 
behind hi) is an old pm but would 
rather drink than edit. 

Doris Anderson leads us through the 
world she knows so well - magazlae 
publishing In Toronto as under&ken by 
a vast corporation @Iled Meridian hem, 
read Ma&an-Hunt@, even down to the 
true iiasco of the computer purchased 
by the b&wigs to modemlze the clrcula- 
lion department, but which only fouls 
eve&ii up. Jude is at the ceatre of 
the book, sarmunded by her husband 
Marshall, chamrhtg and imalc, dlssa~ 
is&l with his futile job as a PR man for 
a trust company; ha two young cbiklren 
who enjoy their father more than her; 
Adele, her mother (even as a child, Jude 
had tried to be the father in the family): 
Lenore, her unfulfilled friend; and the 

-two men who cDme into Jude’s life - 
the writer, Iiuatley Pearce, who ls sup 
posed to be suave and self-confitient, a 
worthy suitor to Jude, bat who seemed a 
phoney to me, and the wealthy .James 
Partridge., sweet and iogenuoas, who 
tempts Jude with his need for her. 

At first Jude seems edviable - she has 
a job she loves, is geth public recog- 
nition. and is supported by a devoted 
family. She and Mar&all had long ago 
agreed: “They were to take hlms in the 
Fest Lane according to whoever got the 
best ehamxs. It was a partnership. Right 
now it was probably going to be her 
tam.” Bat then Marshall be&s to chafe 
under the egalitarian setup and Jude 
notices his increased absent from 
home; she. in tom, who has ahvays felt 
entirely committed to her marriage, 
ftis herrelf attracted to other men. You 
can fed the real rapport betwem them, 
but Jude is competent and aggressive - 

http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Doris+Anderson
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she would be miserable ns u fuil-time 
vi& and mother aud she knows it. She 
xn”ts Mnrshuii to do more of tbe prso 
ti~ccJ chores at home and to be a stronger 
disciplinarian with the children; he 
prefers to do the fun things, iike taking 

at night. This leads to nn u&y confron- 
tation between them and when Adde 
prow unv~Ung to fit into Jude’s pIan 
for n new domestic srmngement tile two 
roe left to work things out as best they 
our. Feminist issues are important to 
Doris Anderson and nrc important to 
Jude Pembcrton, both in her life and her 
mugasbte. 

Almost the best part of the book is its 
rendering of the business of putting out 
r mugnsine and of the corporation 
politics that impinge upon it. Jude’s 
nemesis is “Crazy Horse,” the publisher, 
tvho is overly persuaded of his own apti- 
tude for ruuubrg n womeu’s mugssine. 
A meeting to discuss circulation’s pm- 
biuus with the computer is n deiighs the 
hierarchy of pnrticipsnts is denr, with 
chcrts nnd graphs tnidng far longer to 
e~pluin the situation tbsn u strsight 
report v:ouid do. Jude mukcc the 
mistske of speskbtg out forcefuliy on 

the vice$resident whose it is. 
The intcrulav between Jude’s workinn 

life nnd home~iife is weii worked 0°C 
cith humour and churm and, most of 
the time, a good cur for disiogue. Some- 
hmv the book does not seem verv 
substuntial - it reeds easily but the 
imuression it leaves is et?hemernl But if 
you’re in the mood for a story eom- 
bining csreer, romance, and famiiy pro- 
blems in an authentic Toronto setting, 
then this could be it. 0 

REVIEW 

EY Ftcxon of Doubt: The E&baw 
C&, by Eilen Godfrey, Clarke Invbr, 
224 oases. 315.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7720 
1354-3i 

BEFORE THE rmcovew of the Ye S&y 
Corpse” - s potrefii female body 
stripped of its jewllery and clothes, 
stuffed into three gsrbsge bags, nnd 

eventusiiy identified us that of Betty 
Beishaw - there had been only one 
unsolved murder in the Swiss csnton of 
Vaud. Ik victim hnd been n prostitute. It 
is n safe bet that about that prostitute no 
book has been or wili be written. 

The care of Betty Bebhaw. howvcr, 
uu upper&ss matron in a Burberry rain 
cant, nn English instructor $t. the 
University of British Columbia who wss 
writing u book about Katherine 
ivinttsf* and of the msn tried for her 
murder, her husband, Professor Cyril 
Belshaw, a world renowned untbro- 
pologist, is profoundly disturbing. It 
ceils into question a lot of comfortable 
assumptions about the reiutionship of 
education and social dsss to vioience. If 
B mm so embrentiy civiUr.ed es Bdshaw 
is capable of the bsrburous uct of which 
he wss uccused, then surely the very ides 
of civiiicution is n sham, n paper-thin 
veneer over our crueiiest impulses, and 
none of us is safe. 

I picked up Ellen Godfrey’s book with 
some misgivbrgs. I had followed the 
Beishsw story ss it was told and retold in 
the press; Oodfrey hersdf had written c 
long piece about Beishaw’s trial for 
Taday magazine. It wus amply reported 
thnt the Bdshaws had been spending u 
sabbatienl year in the Swiss resort of 
Montana-Vermala; that on a trip to 
Paris Betty hsd appurentiy disappeared 
en route to the Bibliotheque Nation&, 
and that two and B half months later u 
body with well-csred-for teeth ws 
found thrown down u ravine in 
.%itrer1snd. 

When Beishaw wus asked by the Swiss 
police to supply his wife’s dental 
records, he obtained them from her den- 

with liquid paper bef& pus.@ them 
on. Thii fdsiiicntion of her dcntsi chart, 
which delayed the identifmtion of the 
body by six months, was the sole 
substantive piece of cvidence the court 
wus able to cite agebut Beishuw. He had 
bud B ndstrw. n young married woman, 
but their affair was hnrdly torrid enough 
to provide n motive for homicide. 
Besides, it was not the Bnt time he’d 
been unfaithful. Was there uuythbrg 
more to write about? 

As it turns out, there isn’t much more 
to say about the facts, nud the Ubd laws 
forbid guesses and conjectures or oven 
the naming of Beishaw’s mistress, for 
whom the pseudonym of Margery 
Wiison is used throughout Godfrey’s 
book. Godfrey is the author of two 
crbnc noveis, The Case of the Cold 
Murderer and Murder Among the Wail- 
taDa, but here she cuunot tell us . 
whodunit. 

But for uU that, and despite the occn- 
sional chunsiness of the writing (“In the 
whole district there ore less thsn n 

hundred lawyers”) the book makes cotn- 
peiiing resdiug because of Godfrey’s 
sensibiiity. She is plniniy not after chesp 
thrills. Instead she would have us grap 
pk with idess - ideas about justice, the 
compcrutive merits of the common law 
and civil law systems, the workings of 
the Bumpcan mind, whnt is rctionsi and 
inational behaviour, and the impossi- 
bility of understnmiiug another human 
heart. 

The subtext of her book is two cheers 
for civiiiration. CiviUcstion is the 
medieval srchitecture of Aigle, where 
Bcishaw’s trial takes pince. It’s the 
fenther-light croissants she enk for 
brunkfsst, and “the litany of smiles and 
thank yous, courtesy and fricndibtess 
makiig graceful the mall exchanges of 
every day.” And in the end it sppenrs to 
encompacr justice for the accused, who 
wins his csse “by reason of n very light 
doubt:’ 

“And when you consider the concht- 
sion of the tribunsl of Aigle,” wtites 
,Godfrey, “. i . B tribunsi of men whose 
uncestors had fought hsrd for their 
liberties, and who price them now, you 
wiU see u subtlety, u compassion, ,a 
brendth of tmderstnnding that speaks 
very weii for the human emtdition.” 0 

Available Now - 
write for our CataloglIe 

- features: 
INTERNATIONAL INUlT 
SERIIS Salik l5ooks I - W 
Weady ;dtiz;t)by NWT 

dS0 
Days Are Where We Live 
(international co-edition: 
ideal fust book for young 

children) 
and many more 

W books in our catalogue 
are available now. 

For Orders of Net Value 
$25.00 call us free 

Orders filled immediately 
call us now 

Toll free 1-800-5634353 

._-.- . ..__. _ _.__ _ -. , _. _.+_.m.. .-am.n._a--. F?z . . ---‘- 

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


_. . ..__.. ._.. ~._.~.... .- .___-- _-.- -.. .._~.. _~.~ __~ _ __... _ 

IN BRIEF 

Ehrdcr ct Moose Juw, by Tim HeaId, 
General Publishing. 158 page& $14.95 
cloth (ISBN 07736 OOS4 9). Detective 
addicts with prodigious memories 
(which is a tautology) will recall a short 
story by Tim Heald published in 
Wezl~end Magazine Ln 1978 entitled 
“The Case of the Frozen Diplomat,” in 
which He&d’s bumbling but likable 
detective, Simon Bognor of the British 
Board of Trade, was cold on the trail of 
Sk Roderick Farquhar. Farquhar turns 
up again in dfurder at i~‘oose Jaw, this 
time as a corpse, and Bognor is once 
“gain sent to Canada to lay down the 
scent of Farquhsr’s killer. Sir Roderick, 
who seems to be an amalgam of Bud 
McDougald, E.P. Taylor, and the 
Studhorse Man, “w the head of the 
giant Mammoncorp, and Bognor’s mlc 
sion is to make sure that his successor 
keeps Mammoncorp’s money iuvested in 
Brkisb interests. His suspects hdude 
Farquhar’s personal secretary, who ir a 
Quebec separatist; one of Farquhar’s 
associates at Mammoncorp, a political 
power broker vith his eye on 24 Sussex 
Drive; and so on. But for Bo@or. as “maI, 
nothing is as compllcatcd as it seems. 

Heald v&es with wit, verve, and 

social insight, and IU a result Bognor is 
not so much a bumbler as a believably 
fallible modem anti-hero, a kid of 
hybrid of Sit John Appleby and fnspec- 
tar Clouseau. John Bralne’s anti-hem in 
The Piotu Agent also works for the 
Board of Trade, but Braine is serious, 
and the book is terrible. His closest 
Canadian counterpart is probably 
Iiovwd Engel’s Benny Coop&man: 
both Hesld and Engel indulge in genre 
parody and social satire as a means of 

.WGLISH OUR ENGLISfl 

affirming traditional literary and moral 
vahws. This ls He&l’s sixth Bognor 
book, the only one without a pun lo the 
title (Just Derrerrp fs about the death of 
a pastry chef, Deadline involves a 
murder on Fleet Street, etc.), and the lot 
have been adapted for television by 
London’s Thames TV. Bogaor is bii 
business, and his books bristle with 
intelligence - it’s refr&ing to see that 
none of it has gone to his head. 

- WAYi+ ORADY 

Fascina& words on the fix our 
language is in, and other indispensable 

reasons for mending our ways 

By BOB BLACKBU.. 

wiu~t~o -tmsa comms has &.n a 
humbling experience. I refer here to the 
actual withtg pmcess, which entails a 
ridiculous amount of thumbing through 
dictionaries and other works of refer- 
ence in the hope of avoiding the commi+ 
sion of some solecism or barbarism that 
would earn me your scorn. This pursuit 
all too frequently results in the discovery 
that I have been misusing this word or 
that construction throughout almost 35 
years of writing, and therein lies despair. 
The next step is to refer to one “author- 
ity” after another until I f& one per- 
missive enough to cheer me up a bit. 

The other day I picked up a copy of 
Pamdigns Lwt, by the critic John 
Simon, in which he repeatedly snarls 
that people who say “intriguiig” when 
they mean “fascblatlng” are fools. I 
flushed gulltlly, but went off to check 
four reputable sources, two of which 
agreed with Simon and two of which 
placidly accepted fxtnate as one mean- 
ing of intrigue. However, I am inclined 
to agree with Simon: intrigue should not 
have its denotations of clandestine 
romancing or secret plotting watered 
down by such careless “se. 

Anyway, although I would not give 
the acerbic Simon the last word on rrny 
topic, I would recommend the book, 
which is now available in a Penguin edi- 
tion. Subtitled R@ctkms m Literacy 
and Its Decilne, it ls suffused with the 
sortofdeepcoocem for the welfare of 
the laoguage chat you find in such other 
best-sellers on the subject as those of 
Wllam Sal% and Edwin Newman. It 
isn’t as much fun, but there is some 

satisfaction in dllcovering that Simon, 
for all his dogmatic blwtexing, lived ln a 
glass house. 

He writes: “The term %nctional illi- 
terate’ designates soineone who, 
although he cao technically read and 
write, cannot do it well mougb to be a 
fully functioning member of our society. 
In other words, you [sic] cannot read 
road signs or the instructions oa a 
medicine jar and draw the correct infer- 
ences. Yet even these frequently adduced 
examples of functional illitemy ought 
to point to an inescapable conklusion: 
tihat good is reading and writing to pea- 
pie who cannot think?” I put it to you, 
Simon, that a question is not a conclu- 
sion, but, if it is, my conclusion i.% how 
did “he” become “you” bchveen 
sentences7 

A Nlws SzRVIca report on plans for 
future missions of the U.S. space shuttle 
de&bed hdw an astronaut equipped 
with a personal jet-propulsion device 
will leave the shuttle to “jet over to a 
malfunctioning satellite designed to 
study the sun and fur it.” Laugh if you 
will, but bear in mind that that same 
WrRer’s sloppiness some other time 
cotdd result in your being misinformed 
in some way that could have very serious 
consequences to you. The mistake was 
ludicrous. but not funny. 

The same example also brings to mind 
the fm & is in. It’s only recently that 

label to the use &7x lo the 
of repair, but that use is fixed in the 
mhtds of most of us. While we still may 
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Business people. advertisers, ‘ob-hunters, 
accountants, librarians . . . all L 
be lookin 

mds of people will 
in the 1982 Canadian Almanac and 

Directorysfor facts, figures and addresses. And 
whv not? It’s the definitive sourcebook about 
Canada. Completely updated, revised and 
modified to be vour most current and reliable 
source of Canadian information. 

The 1982 Canadian Almanac and Directory Is a 
handsome. hard cover book tacked with 11DC 

r 8 a es, including a 37 page iridex,~that make 
m mg the information you need as easv as 

looking up a phone number! 
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The Fat Woman Next Door Is Pregnant, 
by Ivlichd tiblay (Talonbooks, 252 
pages, 38.95 paper). live5 “P to the pro- 
mise of its mawellously evocative cow 
- a hand-tinted phomgraph, from a 
family album, of the author’s mother 
smiling out a window. The fat woman of 
the title & Tremblay’s mother, pregnant 
with him. Homework. “I wrote this 
book,” he said, “to tell these people 
how much I love them.” He cert&ly 
succeeds at that. 

The novel takes place on May 2,194& 
it’s sprlm on la me Fabre in Plateau 
Mont-Royal. There’s a large cast, Of 
assoned ages, that includes a cat and a 
dog. Many of the humans are related, 
some are eccentric, a few invisibk, all 
the married women are pregnant. The 
book is a sties of rhythmically i”ter- 
cmmected sketches; if at times it displays 
a touch more lwguid whbnsy rhan tic- 
tionill drive, on the whole it’s a delight- 
fully effective, lyrical memoir. 

The fat and thin of it: from Tremblav’s 
neighbourhood pregnancies to an- 

underfed plot that unwinds like spaghatti 

By DOirGLAS HILL 

It’s a book about women. chiefly - 
about their youth and age. matcmity, 
affection, sexuality. Mm are baffled, 
irrelevant accessories to the poised 
mpeetant fertility that, in Tremblay’s 
view, tums the world. The language of 
The Fat Woman Next Door Is Pregnant 
- it’s properly heard as a novel for 
voices - creates a “elghbourhood hmed 
to the harmonies of pregnancy, to the 
awe of life about to be liwd. There are 
some lovely, moving sce”es. Tremblay is 
nothing if not eloquent, and he’s found 
a deft poetry to speak his tribute here. 

The translation is by She& Fischman. 
It reads smoothly, doesn’t jar, seems to 
me, without the orlghml to compare, 
“ncxceptio”abk. That’s meant as a 
complimolt. 

Dead Man’s Tears, by Joel Newmb 
(General Publishing, 220 pages. $11.95 
cloth), is dreadful. It’s conventional 
private eye versus mob stuff, but the 

_--- . ..~.~ . . . ~_._____.~ 

fuc our eyes on something. when we 
speak of f&g ~II object we are speak- 
ing of repairing it, not fastening it in 
place. When you ask a walrman CO til 
your television set. you don’t expect him 
to “ail it to the floor. We have repair 
and mend. We didn’t need fa to replace 
them, but by putting it to that use we 
have made it useless as a short, sharp, 
accurate way of say@ something for 
which we now lack an oneqtdwcal 
WOId. 

Another mportff spoke of the govern- 
ment’s havinn “disoemed with the con- 
&i&ion.‘* Tiat G patently ridiculow 
we knw the govemment hasn’t got rid 
of the constitution. But suppose there 
had been a debate going on in the 
Commons about, say. a proposed in- 
aeaseinthegasolinelax,a”d~same 
reporter suddenly told us that the 
govumment had dispemed with the 
gzbm tax. What would we make of 

A’ reporter on CBC-TV’s national 
newcast said thll of a man whose 
attempt to rob a bar&z was foiled: “He 

never got my money.” Were that true, I 
suppose it would explain why the poor 
fellow was driven to try robbery. The 
use of new for didn’t is a vulgar error 
of Lhe lowest sort. 1 have long since 
abandoned the hope that the CBC 
would one day take seriouly its respon- 
sibility 10 offer us a model of good 
!ZZ$.tb~:,I still wasn’t prepared to 

~~~rn~woraov~~ta~~‘scolunm OIL that 
and which: On the 40th armhw of 
lhe Pearl Harbor attack, I heard a replay 
of Pranklln Delano Roosevelt’s famous 
broadcast in ‘which he termed Dec. 7, 
1941. “a date which will live in infamy.” 
I woti how much that eontriited to 
my long-lasting pmbkm with those 
words. 1 also wonder if his words would 
have had the same enduri~ force had he 
said “a date that will. . .‘I And that also 
brings to mind the fact that Dwight 
Ehenbow~er used to say “nluxdar” for 
%uclear.” Many of today’s newscasters 
still honour his memory by using his 
mispmnuncIation. q 

FIR%” IMPRESSIONS 



conventions are handled with fasci- 
ndng ineptitude. The plot is like 
spaghetti. motive is non-existent, the 
witily nearly ttcticmable. The snicker, 
I’d bet, is not a traditional instrument of 
litc-my analysis: it, along with the 
xboop, wzms to have been invented 
cspressly to deal with this novel. 

The shamus, named Kaufman, says 
things to women like: “You’re scared 
. . . scared of a lot of things, scared of 
ths world. So you resign yourself to 
secondhand pleasures. You prefer the 
perfumed safety of some stupid pulp 
novel to the swaty dangas of the real 
vorld: About xwnen he’s equally can- 
vincing: “Her movements were graceful 

and elegant, with an understated sense 
of confidence that only those born to 
great affluence can ever achieve.” 

Other than the morality of the book, 
which I’d describe as muddled heading 
toward dangerous, everything here 
seems to have come out of one small, 
underfed. misfiring computer. There’s a 
mishmash of useless detail - street 
names. clock time, exact diiensions of 
this or that - none of it with any logic 
or any bearing on anything. There’s also 
a riveting d&play of italia for emphasisz 
“Someone was ttying to kill him.” 

The dust jacket rays Joel Newman is 
worklw on a screenplay for a horror 
film. Preserve us. 0 

ON/OFF/SET 
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Three lively books of considerable depth, grace, and 
versatility, and one sad note from a small 

press that has, after 12 titles, given up the ghost 

By DA VID MACFARLANE 

Arb10NG THE MANY cGLLEcrroNs of 
poetry published each year by the small 
houses, there are always more good SW- 
prisen than bad. It is something of a 
miracle, rally, that against all odds 
poets continue to publish so large a body 
of such good work. Although most ml- 
lectiom demonstrate a wide range of 
quality-a rrader can often pick out the 
good poems that have blinded the 
author to the faults of the not-sc+good 
- the bc;t exunples of the work of 
lesser-knox:n Canadian poets is of a 
calibrc that stands against all comers. 
Gary Geddes, for instance, although 
hardly an unknown. is not quite a house 
hold name; the first poem from The 
Acid Test (Turnstone Press, 19 pages. 
57.00 pawi, “Tower,” has a confident 
sense of what good poetry is about: 

And when thw bekan 10 run, &!r the 
Jirst 

had setHed to rest In tke so/ snow, 
I mwr lost my cool. but took them 
one by one. like a EIll mltectlng kitten. 

Divided into three sections, Tke Acid 
Tat is a collection of considerable depth 
and versatility. &ides’s lengthy nar- 
native poem, “Letter of the Master 
Horse,” has been revised for inclusion. 
and on the whole the collection is satis- 
fying, at times intriguing. Gedder has a 
sensitive political and so&l conscience; 
he does not, apparently, have much of a 
sense of humour. Not that a poet has to 
be funny, of course, but tbe intimation 
of a cbuckIe might have provided some 
balancing irony.’ 

Tim Inksta take3 himself just as 
seriously in Blue Angel (The Porcupine’s 
Quill, unpagbmted. 54.95 paper) and, as 
in Gedda. many of the poems justify 
the pervading solemnity of the cc&c- 
tion. “The Beaks of Turtles” and 
“Snapdragons,” for instance, are 
beautifully written poems, reminiscent 
of the tinely crafted and delicate work of 
the Scottish poet, Tom Clark. Less 
succf%ful examples of Inkster’s verse., 
poems such as “Closely Watched 
Trains” and “The Velvet Glove,” reveal 
an egocentricity that is not of very much 
use or interest to the reader. Inkster 

jokn M. Mdnncs and 
jacqudyn A. Tm#y 
Here, finaUy, - a source of practical 
suggestions and guidance for any- 
one who lives or works with ‘. 
multi-sensory deprived children. 
Thts comprehensive guide outlines 
techniques and methods for 
assessing them and for devising 
programs to help them cope. ‘in 
excellent book.. . of great practical 
value to parents and pmfessionals. 
It makes sense of the predicament 
of a ‘deaf-blind’ child, with distor- 
ations in petreption that.. . lead to 
deviant behavlour, behaviour that 
can all too easily be mislabelled as 
constituting mental retardation, 
brain damage, or psychiatric disor- 
der.’ Dr. Roger D. Freeman, Divi- 
sion of Child Psychiatry, University 
d British Columbia 
$25.00 
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tends to be sophomoric when he’s not 
busy belog good, and as a result Blue 
An& locks the depth that one expects 
from a good book of poetry. Still, 
Inkster at his best is a poet of con- 
siderable potential. From “Do Not Put 
Trust in the Wind”: 

Do nm wl!x. close by rhe breakwuer 
a, nigbr. rbe chains of Ihe baas moored 
there mi&e their racker Wb that 
of Ihe r&i and Ihe wighl of rhr’wafer 
mshing up asabuf lbe Hone wan. 

David Donnell is another poet who 
deserves to be bettez known than he is. 
Indeed, IDan~cmus Cmsslngs (Black 
Moss Press, 61 pages, $6.95 papa) 
displays the kind of unique perspective 
and cunni~ turn of phrase that net Don- 
nell apart fmm most of his contem- 
poraries. His work can be lyrical and 
evocative and, as in a poem entitled 
“Traffic,” his wit can be sharp and 
delightful. In part, the poem was taken 
from an Avis rent-a-c= publication. 

The IOSI quore mlu, be P young mmz 
schooled in Ihe wrks of Li Pa. It is LI 
PoS m?rsage for America: 

I ws rhmwn /mm my car 1~1 il IeJl 
rhe rend. I BW InlerJound in (r dkch 
by some swans cows. 

Donnell has a matter-of-fact style that 
might be called flat if not for its web of 
ironies and oeculiar juxtawsitions. A 
thought be&es abs&t& clear in a 
single phrase simply because it stands in 
such unlikely proximity to the ima8es 
that surround it. Because Donnell’s 
verse is so consistent, these moments do 
not have the thud of a pooch line that is 
the usual punctuation of so much con- 
temporary poetry. 

bonnelI% wse ls a great pleasure to 
read becausd it grows in its complexity 
with each reading, and still manages to 
be arresting the first time through. Its 
remarkable grace is best illmated 
perhaps with an excerpt from the very 
beautiful poem, “Positions”: 

l-h& ip one s/the mOSt bmutllS 
parilronr C?fPwer. 

A 7HOLSAND WORDS 

Ihe woman lying M her back wilh her 
arms 01 her sides. 

Included in Eugene McNamara’s 
Foreing the Field (Sesame Pmss, unpagi- 
nated, unprkxd) came the sad notilii- 
tion that Sesame Press is giving up the 
&at. Editors Eugene McNamam and 
Peter Stavens are simply “out of money 
and hope:’ Citing the “roles of grant% 
manship” and the pressures of an infla- 
tionary economy, Sesame has suspended 
activity but has made available I2 titles, 
among them Christopher Levenson’s 
The Journey Back and Other Poems, 
Don McKay’s Air Occupies Space and 
Alan Pearson’s Frenvheelln~ Throu@~ 
Gossamer Dragstrips. These “tiny 
perfect dozen books” are still available 
through Sesame Press. Bn&sh Depart- 
ment, University of Windsor. 0 
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The way we were: from’ cowboys and Indians 
to the vanishing Inuit, -by way of 

dreamy clippings from the fashion mags 

By CHRISTOPHER HUME 

ANYONE WHO HANKERS after the good 
old days should immediately be made 
aware of several new books, starting 
with Edmonlon: Portrait of a city 
(Reldmore, 340 pages, 829.95 cloth). by 
Dennis Person and C%in Rootledge. 
This collealon of more than 400 photo- 
graphs from 1871 to the present (with 
accompanying notes) offers a wealth of 
infommtion. Here are the solemn and 
sow faces of the men and women who 
built Edmonmn. Posing in front of their 
horses, wagons, houses, businesses, all 
standing stiff and frozen for the camera, 
they don’t look like happy people. 
Perhaps the harshness of the climate and 
living conditions denied them any excess 
of cheeriness. Even seeing themselves 
remembered ia this book - unlikely 
to brlw a smile to their lips. There are 
two p6blrms with the way these photo- 
graphs are presented: with very few 

that it is diflii&to l&re them out, and 

as a record of Edmonlon. this is 
valuable document. 

The Real Old West (Dousla~ & 
McIntyre, 144 pages, $29.95 cloth), by 
JoAnn Roe. comes much closer to 
making the goad old days look good. 
Her book is a collection of duotones 

taken by a rather mysterious Tokyo- 
born photographer named Frank Mat- 
sum at about the turn of the century in 
the Okanagan country dividln8 the 
U.S.A. and Canada. There are many 
wonderfully evocative shots of the, 
chtiacters who populated this rough but 
bountiful land. Real-life sheriffs, 
cowboys, outJaws, and Indians provided 
Matsura wilh a colourful cast Ear his 
thorough and brilliant photographs. Not 
only did he have an excellent sense of the 
dramatic and the historic, but he also 
enjoyed. the humorous. 

One of Matsura’s Eavourlte subjects 
was Johnnie Louis, a Colville Indian 
from the A- Valley who acted as 
Matsura’s interpreter and appears in a 
number of shots. Louis looked evew 
inch the cowboy: scarf around his neck, 
s&shooter stuck in his belt, and, of 
course. the wide-brimmed hat. 

Despite the enormous slgntl%ance of 
his work, Matsum has remained all but 
forgotten until now. Historian JoAnn 
Roe has done us the favour of redlscov- 
erlng this marvelloos man and his 
ma@icent photographs. 

The final @mpse of the way we were 
comes ln Richard Hanington’s The 
Inui!: Life As It Was (Hurt& 144 paw, 
$19.95 cloth. 314.95 paper). As a free- 
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to tlie 
Arctii betwen 1947 and 1953. At that 
lime the old Inuit way of life had just 
begun to vanish. Harrington writes of 
biz adventures travelllng with dog sleds, 
livl~ in lgIoos, and hunting se& In the 
20 years since Haniagton’s last trip 
much ha changed for the Imdt; today 
even they mi&t look at Harrinpton’s 
photos rith amazement and disbelief. In 
one series we see the inhabitants of a 
panicularly remote community who 
have gone without nourishment for 
w&s. Many of them nilill obviously not 
survive much longer. In the midst of all 
this misery one man has constructed a 
crude violin from aa old tin and is play- 
ing it to amuse his family. Another seties 
documents the last hours of an ancient 
Imdt woman. “I put some tobacco into 
her soapstone pipe,” writes Hanington, 
“but she was too weak to suck on it. By 
ne.xl morning she had died of cold and 
hunger. Her relatives sealed the igloo.” 

Crrtainly a man who has seea what 
Hani@on has seen ls unlikely to 
romanticize the hit and their civlliza- 
tion. Nerertheless. he mowas the 
Paz&g of the old way of life. “I find 
nothing upliftlag in the future of the 
Inuit.” says Hanington, “as they move 
from harsh realistic life into our world 
of superficial and materialistic values.” 
By now the change has occurred: snow- 
mobiles have repI& dog sleds, igloos 
have given way to prefabs from the 
south. and young men are no longer 
hunters. A mere two decades were all 

demise of a llfestyli dating back 

graphs provide an invaluable of a 
remarkable. resourceful - and van- 
ishlag - people. 

Ftctuming to the land of “superficial 
and materialistic values,” we find The 
Art of Len 6ibbs (Reidmore, unpagi- 
noted. 535.00 cloth) by Betty Gibbs, 
rho is Len Gibbs’s wife. The less said 
about Len’s art and Betty’s book, the 
better. He trades on visual dicb& in a 
ray that makes Norman Rockwell look 
like o child-hater. His favourite themes 
are cowboys and kids. The former come 
straight out of Marlborough country; 
the latter m sweet enough to rot your 
teeth. Not recommended for those on 
sugar-free diets. 

Jack Shadbolt has long been one of 
the leading fgures on the Caaadian art 
scene. Act of ArI (McClelland % 
Stwart. uaps&mted, S49.95 cloth, 
316.95 paper), his third book, explores 
his newt image-making tedmiques. 
Each of the GO works is a sort of mon- 
tage, with a cut-out taken from a 
fashion magazine located somewhere 

within the canvas. Shadbolt explains: 
“At fust I thought of the fashion pti 
tares as a notebook of source material 
, . . . I. started to clip out exiting 
sections. or to paint around them to 
isolate them for the eye. But once the 
palming started, I muId not resist trying 
to relate each piece to an appropriate 
context. . . .” The results, a cross 

between the dreamy and the humorous, 
ml&t be considered very dose to shfick 
by some. But if viewed in the same light 
as they were done. Shadbolt’s paintlags 
are an expression of delight and wonder- 
meat. After aU, the book is dedicated to 
“the fashion mags and the fabric 
designers. the modds and their photo- 

i 

graphus.” 0 
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Finally translated after 26 years, Milosz’s 
Issa Valley produces the same resonant 

ambiguities as are found in today’s best fiction 

By PAUL STUEWE 

ANYCINB WHO HAS ever attempted to 
predict the winner of the next Nobel 
Prize for literatanz will probably have 
experienced that feeling of total 
bewilderment, compounded of roughly 
equal parts of pique, xenophobia. and 
lgnorancd, that occurs when the identity 
of the obscure Albanian documentary 
novelist or Paraguayan concrete poet is 
finally revealed. Althou.@ might may be 
right on the iatemational political scene, 
the Nobel juty k dearly not afraid to 
look very far afield for wor&hy can- 
didates. There have bven been suggrr- 
tions that the judges pride themselves on 
selecting a winnw whose name will 
evoke only a puvled “Who?” 

If this does often seem to be the case, I 
suspect that the judges usually have at 
least one good -on for flouting the 
literary pundits of the mt powers: they 
simply want to be able to read the work 
of their &-&on in their various native 
tongues, and the only way of ensuring 
that talented but we-known writers are 
translated into other languages is to 
award them Nobel Prizes. Thus The Issa 
VaUey (translated by Louis Iribame, 
McGraw-Hill Byemon, $18.95 dotb). a 
novel by 1980 Nobel winner Czeslaw 
Mllosz, has finally appeared in English 
26 years after its original publication but 

the-awani, and we can safely predict that 
more tnmslations are on the way. 

h4iisz is a Polish end@ now teaching 
at the University of California, and 
probably better known for his poems 
and essays than for his fiction. Although 
The Iisa V&y isn’t a poetic or didactic 
novel la the senses lo whii these adjeo 

- -. 
language and awarm& of how t&o& 

cai forces impinge upon indiiidual 
destbdea both add welcome overtones to 
what ls aseatially a Bllduapmaa sat 
in a traditional agrlcullural society. 

It is characteristic of the book’s com- 
plexity that one immediately has to begin 
qualifying sacb apparently straight- 
forward asserrions. It h a Bildungqvman 
in the sense that the adolescent prota- 
gonist comes of age during the course of 
the narrative, but he im’t so much 
educated in life’s particulars as sea.& 
tired to their relativity and bnper- 
maneace; end although the society he 
‘lives in is in many respezts bound by an- 
cient traditions, it is also at the mercy of 
disruptive outside forces such s wer and 
nationalism. These tensions behveea the 
familiar and the unexpected operate at 
‘every level of The Isa Valley, and they 
produce the kinds of resonant ambl- 
guities that one finds in only the very 
fmest contemporary fKtion. 

Perhaps the best example of this is 
Milosz’s treatment of supernatural 
phenomena. “The Issa Valley has the 
dlltlnction of being inhabit4 by aa 
unusually large number of devils,” 
begins an early chapter, and several 
reviewers have seized upon this sentence 
as proof of the book’s essentially faa- 
tastic nature. Agaln. ws aren’t quite 
that simple: it eventually becomes clear 
that Mllosz doesn’t mean this literally, 
but is identifylag a major element in the 
beliefs of the Valley’s inhabitants 
without taking a position on its truth or 
falsity. It l&t that devils e&t, but that 
devils tist if you think they exist; and 
even if you don’t tblak they exist, you’ll 
still have to contend with people who 
believe. they do. Mllosz also lntbnata 
that for “devils” we might substitute 
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‘God,” “mordity,” sod orha more 
socially acceptable notions and likewise 
geoeratc a t~tbful model of how 
thinkitt9 and behaving occur, aad this 
constant suivhtg for the toaxilnum 
possible meaning of his material ls the 
qaallty that renders 7% Jsr V&J a 
profound as well as an informative and 
entertainiag novel. 

Only entertaioment is promised by 
Elno K-Ianshi and Eric Sj6qtdst’s The 
Pink %‘ar (translated by Davis Jones, 
General Publishing, $13.95 cloth). a 
humorous thriller about bii-power 
politics that rev&s how difficult it is to 

omitted fmm ths bibliography. About Arbltrarlly Restricted Bii~ma@~,” 
the kindest retitling of this haphazard which would at least be accurate as well 
effort I can offer ls “‘LJtemtum la as indicative of the book’s u&does% as 
Gemmn in English Translation: Aa a work of reference. 0 

ItvTmvIEw 
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Keith Millard traces his literary odyssey from 
adolescent scribbling in West Virginia to 

writing novels in the rainforest of British Columbia 

amusing and w&g. The plot opera& 
on the principle tbat nothiog succeeds 
like excess. aad the absence of any 
discernible connection to reality assurzs 
that neither satire nor suspense will be 
forthcoming. R’s difticldt to imagine 
v:hy anyone tboaght it worth translatiog. 

A much more seriously intemied but 
in its own way equally objectionable 
book is Patick O’Nelll’s Gerntao Liter- 
nttm In En@sh Traaslatlom A Select 
Dibllo:mphy (TJniverslty of Tomnto 
Press. f&O0 cloth), which attempts to 
deflect criticism of its decidedly non- 

%elect.” Before get;itidov.% to &tails, 
however. it should be stressed that the 
“German Literature” listed here 
includes a good deal of Austrian and 
Swln witfog. aad that “Lltemture in 
Clemmo in En&h Traoslatlon” would 
have been a more accurate title. 
Austrian sod Swiss writers are Getmao 
in the same sew that Canadian titers 
are Amerlcaa - i.e. to some extent lia- 
~ulstically and to a much lesser degree in 
any other respect - and I’m frankly 
astounded at such aa obvi& blander. 
I’m also surprised that, &‘eo the 
author’s conception of ids task, Hugo 
Ball, Wilhelm Busch. Richard Huelsen- 
beck, Ludcig Reon, aad Jam Soyfer are 
not included, although the book is 
strongest in offerlily some iofomlatlon 
about the vorks of most of the major 
Germaa-language mltws. 

But it’s this “select” boslness that 
seems dowmight loexcasable. There just 
aren’t enough English translations of 
literature lo Gemtan to justify a hit-or- 
miss attitude toward their inclusion, 
especially when much space is wasted on 
itemizing the contents of the standard 
aathologies in the field. Users of this 
volume will not be able to rely upon it as 
a eomprehearive guide to translations of 
the v:ork of Hans Arp, Hermann Bmch, 
Bmno Fraok, or Karl Kraas, becaase in 
each case it omits one or more of them; 
and aayone interested in Max Bmd, 
Ham Fallada, Leonhard Frank, or Erich 
I:&tner had best look elsewhere, since 
each has three or more translated titles 

By WAYNE GRADY 

KEITH MAILLARD was born la 1942 in 
Wheeling, west virgioii, and spent two 
years studying English at West Virginia 
University. After tmvellii extensively 
around No& America he immigrated to 
Canada ia 1970 and now lives in van- 
cower, v/here he teaches ia the Creative 
Writing Department at the Uaiverslty of 
British Columbia. He has published 
three novels, ?ivo Strand R&w (Press 
porcepie, 1976), Alex Drfvhg South 
(Doubleday; 1980). and The Knife In Mu 
Han& (General, 1981). and has arm- 
pleted two others, one of which. Cuttint? 
Throu&, is to appear this spiiog. Dur- 
ing a trip to Toronto he talked to Wayne 
Grady about his petipatetic career: 

Books itt Canada: You feylelr song- 
witinq at UBC. Are you (I Iytical writer? 
l&4-: It varies from book to book. 
There are some very lyrical stretches in 
some of the books, but there are also 
some wry straight-a&ad, Raymond 
ChandleMque prose passa#es too. 1 
don’t know how anyone can call Alex 
Driving South lyrical; I had the laagua& 
bt that pared right down to the bone, 
long stretcbcs that are s&.&t deelar- 
ative sentences with eight words aad a 
period. 
BIG: But there’sstill II rhythm, (I musical 
quoiity to your writing. 
Malllardt Oh yeah, I’m very defiiitely 
ao ear writer. I think you can tell on the 

-it-an oral person. I read emrychiw I 
write pat loud, and if it doean’t flow I 
change it until it does. I think my writing 
comes right out of the oral tradition. 
BIG: Two Sv River’ws pub’@d 
~mt~b;utI~hmk you wlote Ala Dnvln.q 

Malllard: I’ve written five novels, aad bt 
my mbtd they make a cycle.. I a&ally 
blocked’out for myself, back lo my 208, 
a body of work - I sat down and made 
ao outlioe of the books I thought it 

would take. At that time I thought I’d 
need three. Of course that outline has 
chaoged a million times since then. bat 
the general shape of it has stayed the 
same. The only one that was a total sur- 
prise was Two Stmnd River, but even 
that fits, lo ao odd way, into the live- 
novel seqwnce. 

Inmy2OsIwasvetystmogly 
Influenced by Henry Miller. F&n Miller 
and fmm Kemuac I got the notIon that 
you could write directly about caper- 
ieoce. You didn’t have to be literary - 
you didn’t have to be James Joyce. It 
was a very refreshll wtlon. so I boa- 
gined a series of books that would start 
with someone grow& up lo West 
Virginia,andwouldtakehbnuptothe 
prcscnt.Tldsschema1keptrevisingas1 
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got older and actually began to accuam- 
late experience. There am layers and 
layers of writlag tbd go ail the way back 
to high school, and I’ve kept it ail and 
I’ve used it all. 

The summer betweeo grade eight aad 



high school, when I was 14, I wrote what 
1 thought was the beghut@ of a novel. 
It t-m she.% wish-fulfibnent - I didn’t 
know anyone like the people in the 
story, which was about two guys ridii 
around in a truck getting drunk. Bul 
their names were Alex Wsmw and Evan 
Carlyle. And even in that first version 
Ale_% was a kii of a thug and Evan was 
a bit of a ierk. Thev were my characters 
inembryo. _ _ 

When I fmally diemangled myself 
from university by dropping out, I 
wandered around the United States and 
Canada in the early ’60s - Alaska, 
Nova Scolia, Florida, hitch-hiking, 
Greyhound buses, flying youth fare. I 
fm came to rest in Los Angela. 
because of the continental tilt, in a 
rented room on Hollywood Boulevard 
that cost ~315 a week. In my room I had a 
bed and a girl’s vanily table. I put the 
typewriter right in the middle of the 
venhy table and began to write my first 
real novel. It was called Fhe Rast Is 
Silenca, and starred Alex Warner and 
Evan Carlyk. I sent it to a whole bunch 
of publishers and very luckii it was 
rejected by aU of them. Later on in 
Boston I vote a second draft of it, but I 
got sidetracked out of fiction by the 
anti-war movement. working for the 
underground press and such - the CIA 
probably have a fde on me as thick as 
the Manhattan phone book. 

Then I came to Canada and started 
writing fiction again, this time about the 
whole hippy thing in the States. My wife 
got a job teaching school in Alert Bay, 
so we we”t straight out of the over- 
heated. hio. oaranoid. New Left scene 
right into this Little co&unity that was 
CO eer cent Kwakiutl Indian on the West 
C&t, where it mined alI year. I wrote a 
60%page novel called Loo&g Good. 

After I’d moved back to Vancouver 
and split up with my wife, I reviewed in 
my mind this plan to write a series of 
novels. 1 realized I’d been cawing 
around all there tiles-dragging behind 
me this huge pile of impedimenta, junk, 
memorabilia, stretching sJI the way hack 
to when I vxu 12. I revised my schema, 
qxtded it. decided that the Lwo books 
I’d already lzitten v;zre part of it. It was 
1973. an extremelv moductive year for 
me. Whhout loo& at all thatimpedi- 
menta or anv of the Alex/Evan material, 
I wrote it a&in. And this was the firsi 
draft of Alev Driving South. That sum- 
mer I also wtote the first draft of a book 
I c&d Dirjieutty at the Beginning. 
EUC: Two Strand River came qft.?r Chat. 
Did you take its tide /mm a children’s 
stmj by Allwn Uttiey callad “One- 
Strand River”? 

which is the sea. I had fallen in love 
with, and moved in with, a childrxn’s 
librarian. She was an expert on 
children’s literature, and the oral tradi- 
tion, and she used to redte to me aU 
these wonderful rhymes. Then I&ad 
lived in Alert Bay, with the Indian 
culture which had faszinated me. And 
the other element was from Boston, 
where some of my women friends - 
Friscilla Long, who edited a book called 
The New L#t, and Bonnie Cohen fmm 
New York - were involved in what we 
called Women’s Liberation, remember 
that phrase? They had an enormous ef- 
fect on my thinking at that time. Them 
was a core of literature we all read - 
Simone de Beauvoir was about the only 

in what was called the Freudian Left: 
\ViIhelm Reich, Marcuse, R.D. Laing. I 
was calling myself an anarchiit - not 
the bombs-in-the-basement school, 
more like the George Woodcock type, 
intellectual anarchism. And we’d sit 
around and talk about sex roles. trying 

-it was wonderful how we talked 
in those days - “the phenomonology of 
it” - and we developed schemes in 
which children would grow up without 
sterioryped sex roles, they’d get neutral 
names. grow up anyway they wanted. 
And one day I thought it would be inter- 
esting to write a book about a man and a 
woman with switched genders. So all 
these things went into 7!+o StraadRiwr 
eventually. 
BiC: The title /or Knife in My Hands ir 
t&n /mm one of Sasua Maaamve’a 
poems: Did you m-eel her at ab&t this 
time, 1974? 
Mnillardt No, I wasn’t to meet her until 
years later. I seriously believe in inter- 
links below the surface that go on 
between people. I believe, for example, 
that the old woman in Ethel Wilson’s 
Swump Angel is the prototype for Mrs. 
Mackenzie in mo Stmnd River. even 
though it was years after I wrote Two 
Stmnd Rivar before I read Swamp 
Angel. I think there’s something about 
British Columbia that seeps into you, 
like the r&n. 
BiC: What wrked Two Strand River7 
You said it time as a uprise. 
Maillmk Right. I wenl back up lo Alert 
Bay to do a CBC program for Our 
Nat& Land, about the school where my 
a-wife had taught. And when I came 
back I had all these Indian voices 
running through my head, from editing 
tapes, and I had the Boston thing. and I 
had the children’s literature thing. and I 
thought My God, 1 will write an adult 
fairy tale.. It’U be built just like a fairy 
tale. make no pretenses at all of realism, 

and it’ll have a formal structure. You 
know: Once there was a Mng and he had 
three daughters. There were my two 
characters fmm Boston, a man who 
wants to be a woman and a woman who 
wants to be a man, and they’re mirror 
images of each other, and Wham! I sat 
down and wrote the damn thing in six 
weeks. The critics hated it, but now they 
call it my best work, the bastards. Where 
were those idiots when I needed them? Cl 

sir: 
I’d like to comment on a statement 
Victoria Branden ma& in her review of 
The Marriage Bad, by Constance 
Beresford-Howe (November). 

When referring to recent novels writ- 
wn by women, MS Branden applied the 
term “destructive. -to-lesbian. man- 
hatred.” The &to&mmon intima- 
tions beina made in that comment about 
lesbians aid their attitudes toward men 
are something that, being a lesbian 
myself, I can’t ignore. Simply because 
we, as lesbians and feminists,.choose to 
reject the present palriarchal set-up of 
the world and not define ourselves by 
our relation to men, we are viewed 
simplistically, and often maliciously. as 
bitter men-ham. This is both ignotit 
and narrow-minded. and often directly 
related to our obvious success in break- 
ing from some of society’s silliest but 
most stalwart rules and mks. 

I would like to sugsest that Branden 
read more of Jane Rule’s work. It might 
brighten her pessimistic (and oRen 
justifiably so) attitude toward recent 
“women% novels.” 

Karen Boegh 
Westbank, B.C. 

@lr mistake 
SLr: 
I was ddighted to see my book. Lund OJ 
the Peace in your “rewmmcnded” 
column in the November issue of Books 
in Canada. Thank you for your support. 

Could I avk yo” to note, however. 
that the publisher is Listed incorrectly7 
My publisher is This&town Press, not 
Turnstone. 

Leona Gem 
Surrey, B.C. 



THE EDITORS RECOMMEJVD 

THE FOLLOWING Canadian books were 
reviewd in the previous issue of Books 
in Canada. Our reeommendaticns don’t 
nccesxuily reflect the reviews: 

FICTIQN 
The Knife In My Hands. by Keith Maillard. 

Gencrzd. An impressive, perhaps impmb- 
ably dazzling. deplclion dl adolescent 
sexuality - hinpzd on a feena&s contra- 
dictory derirzr both to be a young &I and 
lo fall for young girls - .5et in West 
Virginia in the late 1950s and early ‘bos. 

NON-FICTIQN 

In Cmwda, by Thomas B~Berger, Clarke 
tmin. .A” often disturbfw excursion into 
the pa% rangta fmm rhe lath-century 
cxpulricn of the Acadians to the battle 
over aboriginal land claims in the lut 
decade. through which Judge Berw 
srycr pasuasively for the fuller1 possible 
charter of rl9hu in our new constilution. 

POETRY 
Coltcctcd Poems of Cwmond Souster, 

“otum~ 2. 1955-62, Oberon ‘Press. A 
darlxr collccticn than the tirsl volume, the 
pocmr berc are often preoccupied with 
death. though Sourla ultimalely dcties il. 
Again hr has painstakingly revised the 
poems. and few are left unchangcd. 

Classifisd rates: $8 per line (40 
characters to the line). DeadlIne: first of 
the month for Issue dated follcvrl”Q 
month. Address: Socks In Canada 
Classified. 366 Adelaide Street East, 
Tomnto N15A 3X9. Phone: (4%) 3636428. 

GAY FATHERS: Some of Their StoItes, 
Experience and Advloe. Unique new 
book by rnc” who lived the experlcnce. 
$6.85 from OFT, Sax 187, Station F. 
Toronto M4Y 2L5. Booletcn inqulrles 
c.ounht. 

NOLIE ANALYSIS of your child’s poten- 
tlal. 1% page bock.. . CHILD’S PROFILE 
only 812.83. Money back guarantee. 
Cllnlcal Ss~lces. 9800 West North Ave., 
f.lllvrau!.es,Wis~nsIn 53208. 

OLD AEJD RARE BOOttt. Canadiana 
catslogues. Heritage Socks, 3438 6 St. 
SW., Calgary, Alberta T2S 2M4 

USED CANADIAN BOOKS. Fme descrlp 
tlve catalogues. C & E Books. Box 2744, 
Stn. 8. Kltchaner, Ont. N2H 6N3. 

WE RPCENTLY RECEIV~C word that .the 
Universitv of New Bruswiek’s libm 
insists on keeping Chaucer’s L%&.? oh 
lhe Astrot& on its science shelves - a 
revelation that made us wonder how 
Canadian titles might similarly fare at 
the hacds of Iiteral-minded librarians. 
The Edible Woman under health and 
diet, perhaps; Surfacing and lIheA/s’pren- 
t&ship of Duddy Kruvitz under c&Is 
and trades; The Mountain and the 
V&y under ge0lc.g; and A Jest of God 
undet humcur. We’ll pay $25 for the 
best list of misfded titles that we receive 
before March 1, and an additional 922 
goes to A.J. Pattison of Frederictoo for 
the idea. Address: CanWit No. 70, 
Books In Canada, 366 Add,aide Street 
East, Toronto MSA 3X9. 

RcacIts of+mWR NC. 68 
BLAMS IT ON the Christmas maiIs, or a 
short= of holiday cheer. Whatever the 
reasoc~ Cacadian~authors received few 
personalized greetings fmm cur readers. 
The winner is Joyce S. Jones of Scar- 
borough, Oct., for a yuletide verse 
addres.wd to Robertson Davies: 

Within the wlk ofsound tezmlw 
ffl~ there be yule togs warmly bvmtw. 
I+=cce on earth the ma&-k mn& 
rhe wwtd with Chrktmas anthemsrang. 

. 0. but The Rebel A&s had thetrscv; 
7-h~ nng c@key on Chrktmm DayI 

BOOKS RECEIVED 
.1 . . I 

T~IE mwo\“t~o Canadian books have 
been received by Bcckr in Canada in 
recent weeks. IndusIon in this Iist doea 
cot predude a review or notice in a 
future isme: 



THE GOVERNOR GENERAL’S AWARDS: 
Do they work? 

HOME FROM THE WARS 
A profile of Timothy Findley by David Macfarlane 

OUR ANNUAL FIRST NOVEL AWARD 
(Announced in the April i&me) 

THE COLLECTED POEMS OF F.R. SCOTT 
Reviewed by Michael Gnarowski 

Available in better 
bookstores everywhere 

or delivered directly 
to your home. 

Ten times a year. 
Shouldn’t you subscribe now? 

-_-_--__-___________L_____ 
'i 

Postal code 

cbequefflclosed 0 all me 0 

SUBSCRIPTION PRICE $11.95 A YEAR 
$14.95 A YEAR OKWDE CMNADA 

xs6slraEw.~u1 
nima hl. hIsA 1x9 

L____________________-____J 



THE PRESENCE OF FIRE 
Gcoge Amabik 19.95 ,pa 

FOREVER 33 
Jacques @@eid P16.95 

CANADA’S OIL AND GAS INDUSTRY 
David Cmne 122.50 

THE GREAT TAX RIP-OFF 
Arthur Dmche 58.95 ,p 
The 1981 MacEachen Budget and What It Means For You. 
Your Tax Bill, Your Investmenls. Your Rerirement. and 
Your Business 
FLYING DEEPER INTO THE CENTURY 
Pier Giorg~o DI Ckco 59.95 ,p 

A GENIUS AT WORK: 
IMAGES OF ALEXANDER GRAHAM BELL 
Dororhy Harley Eber S22.50 
Prologue by R. Buckminsrer Fuller 

AMPHIBIANS OF CANADA 
Bar6am Fmom 512.95 fp 

GOING THROUGH THE MOTIONS 
A’alhnrine Govier 116.95 
THE GREAT URANIUM SCAM 
.&-r/e Gray S24.95 

FROM THE WORLD OF 
RODERICK HAIG-BROWN: 
WRITINGS AND REFLECTIONS 51695 

THE DICTIONARY OF CANADIAN 
QUOTATIONS AND PHRASES 
REVISED AND ENLARGED EDITION 
Robert M. Ramikon and Domfhy shie/ds 516.95 Iw 

THE TROUBLE WITH ADVENTURERS 
Christie Harris S12.95 
Iikamwd by Douglas Tab 

BLACK DIAMONDS 
A Search For Arctic Deasure 
James Howon 112.95 

ICARUS SEAL 
Chrysmpher Hyde 516.95 

SOMEBODY HAS TO DO IT 
Whore Work Is Houework? 
Penney Rome 316.95 

THE STRATFORD TEMPEST 
~lfarfin Kneiman S16.95 

PRINCESS 
by Robm lncey 

NOBODY’S DAUGHTER 
Aviw ~.wm 

GOING GRAND 
Jack MarLrod 

116.95 

516.95 

516.95 

A READER’S GUIDE TO THE 
CANADIAN NOVEL 
John MOSS 512.95 @a 

TARTS AND MUGGERS: 
POEMS NEW AND SELECTED 
Susm bfusgmw 512.95 (p 

THE CELTIC CONSCIOUSNESS 
Edlred by Robert G’Drisco~l 1125.00 

ROSEGARDEN 
Kurr Pnlka S16.95 

THE MUSIC WARS 
Gordon Pap and Tony As&r 116.95 

ESSAYS ON CANADA 
Mordecai Richler 116.95 

FRAGILE LIGHTS OF THE EARTH 
Articles and Memories - 19424970 
GabrkRe Roy Tmmbned by Alan grown S16.95 

CONSEQUENCES 
bfargaref i’rudmu Sl4.95 

THE THREATENED SEED: 
The Legacy of Today’s PoUulkm 
Mary Yan gm/k S12.95 (p 

WINNIE THE POOH CALENDAR 19B3 95.95 

TOM THOMPSON CALENDAR 1983 ST.95 

BEAUTIFUL CANADA 
CALENDAR I9B3 

FOR A BETTER LIFE: 
A HISTORY OF THE CROATIANS 
IN CANADA 
Anthony W. tiporich 

13.95 

S9.95 ,p 
SM.95 

STRUGGLE AND HOPE: 
THE HUNGARIAN-CANADIAN 
EXPERIENCE 
N. F. Dreisziger wkh M. L Kowcs, 
Pmd gody a Bennerr Kovrig 


