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FIELD NOTES
Yesierday’'s news

Scorning the excesses of 20th-century
writinﬁ. a new review seeks to reacquaint Its readers
vwith the spirit of 18th-century journalism

| HE EDITORIAL offices are in these
i rooms,” says David Warren with
| a sweep of his arm. He moves
) along the bannistered corridor.
¥ ““This is the room where paste-up
is done, and so forth. And this
door is shut because that’s our
bedroom.”

It seems appropriate that the
newly established offices of The
Idler reside in publisher David
Warren’s family home in Toron-
1o, since he feels ““a sort of post-partum
depression’® now that the first issue is
out. That issue is a saddle-stitched,
black-and-white paper of 32 pages and
five advertisements, one of which is for
The Idler itself. Warren refuses to
divulge the review's paid circulation
until 2 fevr months have passed, but he
printed 5,290 copies of the first issue, a
number he hopes to iriple — his target is
15.150 — within three years. At a cover
price of $2.25, with a 12-issue subscrip-
tion going for $24, the target is ambi-
tious — to say the least.

For January the tossed salad of topics
included an assessment of the western
democracies’ knowledge of Depression-
era famine in the Soviet Union, reflec-
tions on the way music reaches our ears
through instrument and environment,
and an anonymous look at the “‘Bland
Election.”” The last begins, ‘*The
Regressive Preservative Party swept all
regions of Canada to achieve the most
astounding political trinmph ever
recorded by Barbara Frum.”

The publisher and parent of The Idler
is a small “p* preservative himself.
\Warren is a straight-haired, bespectacled
man of 31 vho smokes a steady chain of
cigarettes and says he [ikes to shock peo-
ple. His last full-time job abroad was as
editor of a paper called Business in
Thailand, and in Canada he has a
reputation primarily as an economic
journalist. By choice Warren has never
spent much time in his homeland. He
lert Canada for Britain as soon as he was
old ¢nough to travel on his own, ac-
quircd a British accent, and spent a few
years holed up in the London library
acquiring an in-depth knowledge of the
classics in lien of a formal post-
sccondary education. Hard-bound

volumes on wooden shelves are the wall-
paper of The Idler's ofifices. The only
visible paperback is a two-volume sct of
John Locke’s 18th-century essays.

The 18th century, in fact, is the
ancestral home of The Idler, inhabited
by essayists like Johnson, Addison, and
Steele. The periodical from which The
Idler takes its name was written by
Samuel Johnson from 1758 to 1760 and
inserted weekly in the pages of The
Universal Chronicle. Warren chose to

. revive the name because Johnson is one

of his favourite writers. He spent
“‘about a month last summer immersed
in The Tatler, The Idler, The Spectator,
and so forth — completely neglecting
the 20th century — in order to teach
myself the spirit of 18th-century jour-
nalism.”

The excesses of 20th-century prose
and poetry horrify him. “I am tired of

|

o lopg,
opening a book of a poet's latest offer-
ing and seeing the word ‘shit” in the mid-
dle of the page. I am even more tired if
he thinks he’s shocking me.”” What he
appreciates are ““stories operating on the
highest literary level, but which never
forget the entertainmaent they were sup-
posed to be. Verse that is exhilarating
just for being language.’’ In Canada, he
feels, that makes him part of a small but
gignificant group.

The Idler’s collection of what Warren
calls ““potential co-religionists’® reaches
out to a few established writers like Josef
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Skvorecky, George Jonas, and Auberon
Wauogh but consists mainly of young,
relative unknowns. Many contributions
don’t carry a byline but are part of a sec-
tion the editor calls ‘““The Idler's Note-
book.” “We work out of apartments
and coffee shops in the way our
ancestors did — the periodical essayists
of the 18th century,” states the in-
troductory essay, ‘“‘and like those
gentleman-hacks of old, we are without
secretaries to answer our 'phones. The
capital for our venture has been raised
from our own pockets, and the necks we
€xpose are our own."'

When Warren is asked to expound
upon the premise of The Idier, his reply
ticks to an Enlightenment world ordered
by the Divine Clockmaker. “We belicve
in the philosophy of natural right,’* he
says, ‘"the idea that there are such things
as good and bad, which man cannot
know absolutely but which he can try to
understand. We're a bit sick of 20th-
century moral relativism.” But the
writers of The Idler also believe in *the
dialectical process. I'm not interested in
producing a paper that becomes ‘us con-
servatives versus those liberals,””’ says
Warren. ““That’s a very mind-chilling
sort of thing.”

Twentieth-century eyes may have to
refocus occasionally when reading a
story that begins, “‘There was a time,
well within living memory, when musical
taste and connoisseurship habitually
relegated the usage of ancient instru-
menls and arcane performance practice
to the substatus of antiquarianism.’
The reader sometimes finds himself on
an exhausting hike when he started on
an invigorating walk in the woods.
Another 20th-century innovation The
Idler could adopt is the occasional refer-
ence to “‘girls” as ““women.”” Come to
think of it, Dr. Johnson never called a
female over 20 a girl, either.

But The Idler means more to Cana-
dian letters than real-men-dont-eat-
kitsch pedantry. It understands that the
truly dedicated reader has a natural
curiosity about almost every subject and
deserves to satisfy it with articles of
reasonable depth. It assumes that Cana-
dians can read foreign and domestic
wrilers for wit and learning without
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BRIARD MOORE

*Moore is a wonderful story-teller. is books are never dreary and
rarely untidy; their excitement is poised, almost serene.’
— Books in Canada

A story of hypnotic fascination, moving from the Riviera to the
coast of California, in which elements of the bizarre, the
inexplicable, the supernatural, and the eccentricities of ordinary
life are unforgettably mingled.

~re Penguin Books Canada $4.95

IHE BAHLE

ANEW ILLUSTRATED TRANSLATION

]JL LIUS CAESAR

A dramatic new first person translation of Caesar’s
Gallic Wars — one of the greatest military campaigns
ever conceived and executed, This handsomely illus-
trated sourcebook has strong appeal to the discerning
reader.

“Here is history as it should be written — and rarely is.”
- Houston Post

$19.50 paper

Beaverbooks
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reaching for their Canadian-content
regulations. And it believes that the
timely comment on this week’s intellec-
tual fashion is less important than the
timeless piece of good writing that will
be read — and appreciated — many
years hence. — BARBARA WADE

Jake and the id

WRITERS ARE mysterious creatures -—
evolutionary products thrown up to
assist the race Lo survive.” So contends
Joseph Gold of the University of
Waterloo, the only university in Canada
that offers a credit course in biblio-
therapy. An English professor for 15
years (he is a graduate of the University
of Birmingham, with a doctorate in
[iterature and communications from the
University of Wisconsin}, Gold now
limits his academic work to twice-weekly
seminars in bibliotherapy while he com-
pletes an internship with the Inter-Faith
Pastoral Counselling Centre in
Waterloo, Ont. To his knowledge, he
will be the first therapist to combine a
literary background with counselling
training — the perfect combination, he
feels, for use of bibliotherapy as an ad-
Junct to traditional therapies.

Bibliotherapy is not new. The library
at Thebes was inscribed ““The Palace of
Healing™; the medieval Abbey Bbrary in
St. Gall, Switzerland, was called “The
Medicine Chest of the Soul’>; and in
1841 John Minson Gait wrote the first
North American book on bibliotherapy
— a book with a decidedly religious and
moral slant. Later references appeared
in the Atlantic Monthly in 1916, and ina
1949 doctoral dissertation by Caroline
Shrodes, who defined bibliotherapy as
“a process of interaction between the
personality of the reader and imagina-
tive literature which may engage his
emotions and free them for conscious
and productive use.”” Karl Menninger
compared bibliotherapy to phar-
macology, ““to be withheld or prescribed
specifically with the expectation of
specific outcomes.””

Joseph Gold holds that *‘literature
exists to compress the greatest amount
of information and experience for the
benefit of the reader.” He suggests its
use is most appropriate for clients ex-
periencing ““feelings of depression, anx-
fety, helplessness to the normal range of
stress situations — puberty, marriage,
divorce, grief, and job loss.”” He em-
phasizes that it is unsuitable for more
seriously disturbed patients, who would
be better served by psychiatrists.

Gold became interested in
blbllotherapy ‘while working on a com-
mittee for the retention of compulsory
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hizh-school English. His interest in the
problem of illiteracy Ied him to wonder
how story-telling affects people’s lives,
He points out that even traditional
psychotherapy consists of a patient
telling his ““story®’; the therapist is there
“to give control and assistance in
reshaping the story to coincide with the
patient’s neads and desires.”

He believes his clients approach a
writer with an openness and trust that
few would bring to a therapist. “With
bools there is always the option of get-
ting in and getting out.”® (He cites .Alice
in Wonderland as dealing directly with

when a reader displays what he calls
“the eurcka phenomenon” — the
shocked realization that a writer has ex-
perienced and expressed something rele-
vant to the reader’s plight,

Matching the book to the client is “'a
very individual, intuitive thing. Not only
does the book serve to release material
for discussion, but i develops a sharing
bond between therapist and client.”’
Books that Gold uses for seminar discus-
sions include Diary of @ Young Girl, by
Anne Frank; Jake and the Kid, by W.0.
Mitchell; Tex, by S.T. Hinton; Lives of
Girls and Women, by Alice Munro; and
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no prescribed Iist of therapeutic titles,
At the moment Gold is compiling a com-
puterized directory of books of fiction
for use by other bibliotherapists.

Some bibliotherapists regard
Dostoyevsky as a therapeutic writer,
because he explores the dark side of
man’s sonl. Would Gold recommend
him? *““Not likely — or with great cau-
tion.” Sylvia Plath? Gold strokes his
beard. “‘She certainly would not im-
mediately spring to my mind.”” Do his
theories draw on those of Jung? *“‘No.
I’'m not interested in patterns and
systems in a story. A novel is uniquely

I Am David, by Anna Holm, but there is itself.” — HELEN PEREIRA

]

the fear of no-return.) He is gratified

ENGLISH, OUR ENGLISH

War of words

"What is to bacome of us if there is not
one person In the Commons who can be relled on
to say precisely what he (or she) means?'

By Bofz Blacliburn

HE FORMER prime minister of
Canada and now external affairs
minister Joe Clark read a state-
ment in the Commons recently in
which he spoke of *“‘reducing the
danger of nuclear conflict.” If we
do have a nuclear war, I don't
think anybody, even the mighty
Joe Clark, can do anything to
make it less dangerous. If he was
talking about the threat, or the
probability, or the possibility of nuclear
war, he should have used one of those
words. I repeat, this was a prepared
statement (probably written by & com-
mittce) of considerable importance, not
an off-the-cuff speech.

In the years since the beginning of live
television coverage of the debates of the
House of Commons, I have become
accustomed (but not inured) to the
grotesque maltreatment of the English
Ianguage (to varying degrees) by all of
our elected representatives, and I often
vronder what is to become of us if there
is not one person in that chamber who
can be relied on to say precisely what he
{or she) means.

But Clark is our nation’s top diplo-
mat. I was brought up to believe that
diplomats were required to be very
careful about their diction, since one
carelessly chosen vrord could start a war.
That was one reason that French,
honoured for its subtlety and respected
for the consistency imposed on it by the
French Academy, was until very recently
the [anguage of diplomacy. (Does it
make you pigele or scare the hell out of
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you to imagine Joe Clark going all over
the world negotiating our future in his
French?)

Perhaps this comes down to a ques-
tion of semantics, rather than diction.
Doubtless Clark and his aides and
writers could cite dictionaries that would
support his use of danger in that sense. I
have a friend and colleague, a writer and
professional cruciverbalist, who has a
roomful of dictionaries. When I chal-
lenge him on what I consider to be his
misuse of a word, he always is able to
find at least one authority to back him
up. When I chided him for defining

emergent as pressing, he had no trouble
finding a popular modern dictionary
that supported him. Indeed, the OED
cites, but says nothing to condone,
examples of that use as early as 1706, but
I suggest that the only thing that that
indicates is that the misuse of words is by
no means peculiar to modern times. If
one wishes to say wrgent, that is what
one should say. Emergent means rising

out of a surrounding medium, and any
figurative use of it should be based on
the literal sense.

There exists, of course, danger that
someone might start a nuclear war, and
that, presumably, is the danger that
Clark wishes reduced. But that is not
what he said.

I am now prepared to be scoffed at by
people who will tell me that it’s perfectly
obvions what was meant. I’m used to
that, but the attitude of those who
dismiss fine distinctions as inconsequen-
tial quibbles creates an environment that
encourages dangerous misunderstand-
ings.

Here is a sentence from a Toronto
Globe and Mauil report: ““The report was
immediately dismissed as a ‘complete
fabrication” by Mr. Mulroney’s press
secretary, William Fox.” Is it perfectly
obvious what was meant there? The
writer might claim that it is, but even a
careful examination of the context does
not rule out the possibility that the
reporter was quoting some anonymous
person who had called Fox a liar.

This is & usefuf example of the pitfalls
of the passive, a voice much favoured by
journalists trained to put first things
first. In this example, the fact that the
report was dismissed was more impor-
tant than the identity of the dismisser.
The passive construction enabled the
reporter to report in the descending
‘order of importance, but it also resulted
in ambiguity. And ambiguity can lead to
lawsuits.

Or even wars. OJ
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PROFILE
Other people’s lives

‘1 try to be transparent, to drop away my own prejudices,’
says Elspeth Cameron, whose approach to biography

has made her a leading chronicler of literary personalities

Ev John Goddard

ITH A LITTLE slimming down and a
snappy soft cover, it might rise to
the best-seller list in the paperback
trade,” wrote Montreal poet
Louis Dudek of Elspeth
Cameron’s biography on Hugh
MacLennan in 1981, “But now we
have it as a university press book,
with three sirikes against it as far
as wide readership is concerned —
fairly high price, modest edition,
scholarly format. 1 hope it does
find its readers anyhow.” .

It did. Hugh MacLennan: A Writer's
Life, published by University of Toronto
Press, was soon on the Maclean’s best-
seller list, remaining there for three
months. Last April it went into paper-
back — all 421 pages. Praise from the
critics was nearly unanimous. “'Well-

8 Bocelisin Canada, March, 1885

Elspeth Gameron

rescarched and beautifully written,’” said Dudek in his review
for Canadian Forum. *A major work,” said William French
in the Globe and Mail. **A model for literary biographers,”
said Ken Adachi in the Toronto Star. The book was a finalist
in 1981 for the Governor General’s Award for non-fiction,
won in the end by George Calei’s Caribou and the Barren-
Lands. Cameron won the University of British Columbia’s
medal for Canadian biography.

The editors at Saturday Night took notice, inviting Cameron
to write book reviews, then major personality profiles, begin-
ning with Peter C. Newman. The Newman profile won her the
1982 Fiona Mee Award for literary journalism. Articles on
Jack McCleltand and Timothy Findley followed as Cameron
carved out a niche for herself as a chronicler of Canadian
literary lives. Now she is nearly through writing a biography of
Irving Layton, scheduled to be released this fall by General
Publishing and almost guaranteed to atiract a mass audience.

I was astounded that [the MacLennan book] was in any
way popular,” Cameron says. “I was only aiming to be accu-
rate in a scholarly sense.”

AT AGE 42, Elspeth Cameron has a firm, perfunctory hand-
shake, a charming manner and stunning good looks, a mature
version of what one high-school contemporary remembers as
“smouldering, unusual beauty, like a heroine out of Hardy.™
On a bright, wintry day, she is in her office at New College,
University of Toronto, where she teaches Canadian cultural
history and is coordinator of a Canadian literature and
language program. She has three writing projects on the go: a
book review for Saturday Night; a profile for Chatelaine of
Laura Legge, the first woman treasurer of the Law Society of
Upper Canada; and the Layton biography, which is moving
along at more than 2,000 words a day, three days a week. She
also has three children, ages 14, 12 and § — iwo by her second
husband and one by her third, Paul Lovejoy, chairman of the
history department at York University and a professor of
African economic history. “And we have no housekeeper,”
Cameron says, laughing, as if wondering herself how she
manages to keep up.

She does it, she says, by being a good administrator. “It
may not look it* (there are boxes of file folders on the floor,
on a chair, and on a desk) ““but I could put my hand on any-
thing in this room.’”” Both her parents were administrators.
Her father, now retired, was general administraior of the
Royal Victoria Hospital in Barrie, Ont., where Cameron grew
up, the eldest of three girls. Her mother took a job, when the
youngest was 16, as secretary at the Simcoe County Museum
and quickly rose to become its director. .

“My parents were the kind of people who, when I asked
about things, always told me the answers,”* Cameron recalls,
sitting at her writing desk next to book shelves lined with
Irving Layton books and supporting prints of Hugh MacLen-
nan. “‘My curiosity was never stifled. They encouraged me to
read about almost anything.”

PHOTOGRAPH 8Y JOHN GODDARD
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She was a top student, chosen in grade six to write her first
bool: review (for a local radio station), and described by her
former high-school English teacher as “‘unrelenting in pursuit
of her goals.”” She was also a star athlete.

“J Eknow it sounds odd,”® she says, ““but writing to me fecls
lilie competitive swimming or playing basketball. I was very in-
volved in sports. I was in ballet for 15 years, 1 was in skating, I
have all the swimming stuff — you koow, the bronze, silver,
instructors’, all that, both Royal Lifesaving and Red Cross. I
set records in high jump and various track-and-field events in
high school. And when I'm writing I feel the same kind of
exhilaration, the feeling of moving forward, the sort of
momentum that I used to feel when I was in sports. Ii’s like,
you know, three more laps to go."*

in 1974, Cameron attended the Canadian literature sessions
of the annual Learned Societies meetings in Toronto and heard
poet Franl: Davey speak passionately about the deplorable
vay in which bibliography and biography were being ignored
in the study of Canadian writing. The speech struck a chord
with her. By this time, she had acquired an honours B.A. in
English at the University of British Columbia, an M.A. in
Canadian literature at the University of New Brunswick, and a
Ph.D. in Victorian literature at McGill (on advice, which she
continues to resent, that she would never get a teaching job
with a Ph.D. in CanLit). She agreed with Davey that the so-
called Mew Criticism, with its concentration on the study of
themes and images, had to be balanced with work of factual
substance, with information about the author.

Davey’s talk inspired her to attempt what tumed out to be
the first major biography of a Canadian writer. She first
thought to write about Robertson Davies. Her M. A. thesis was
on Davies and she had written a short book about him, now
out of print and lost, she says, among the plethora of short
biographical books that hit the market around 1970 when
CanLit courses became the rage. But by now she was living in
Montreal, teaching Canadian literature at Loyola College, and
as a single parent with two small children she thought she had
better write about a Montrealer. **Hugh MacLennan was the
obvious choice.”™

*4 lot of people make the assnmption that I must be a fan
of MacLennan’s or I must be a groupie of Layton’s, but that’s
not so. I've never chosen any subject either from admiring
them excessively or disliking them excessively, only from the
fact that they're important figures and we need to know more
about them.

“] basically set out to accumulate information about
MacLennan that was otherwise going to be lost. And I know
that’s true, because a number of people I interviewed for
MacLennan and now for Layton have since died. I wanted to
Enow: Hov did he get where he i5? Where did he come from?
What are the facts? People make rash statements about
famous people, and they in a sense fall for the public image
without knowing what really happened.”

MacLennan consented immediately to cooperate — to give
interviews and turn over his papers and letters. “Frankly, I
doubted if she would ever get through it,”* he said recently. *A
Tot of people had come to me before with the same idea, and
nothing would ever come of it. But Elspeth is tremendously
industrious, very intelligent. She went everywhere — to
England, Germany. She met a whole lot of people I hadn’t
seen for vears. She knew more zbout me than I could
remember. And that book is longer than anything I’ve ever
written.””

The research, crammed in with her other duties, took six
years, twice the time she had anticipated, although she banged
out the manuscript in five months. In the process, she found
MacLennan was an excellent essayist, and as a by-product of
the biography she compiled a collection from 400 he had writ-
ten, published as The Other Side of Hugh MacLennan.

The biography mainly deals with the events of his life, the
excruciating sadness of his first wife’s death, the books that
influenced him, the people he knew and corresponded with,
and the difficulties of trying to write for a living in the days
when Canadian literature had no public following. The book
includes an extensive analysis of MacLennan’s writing, and
o.ccasionally delves into his eccentricities and curious obses-
sions.

“‘He literally moved out of his home at the age of twelve and
slept in a tent in the back yard, summer and winter, until he
graduvated from university. . . ,** Cameron writes. “*His Spar-
tan father approved of the whole idea, thinking it would
toughen him up, . . ."” She tells how MacLennan continued to
write to his father after his father died, a series of six letters
that speak of the great force that Dr. Sam Macl.ennan had
exerted on his son for so long,

‘Cameron’s biography ‘astounded me,’

says Hugh MacLennan. ‘I¥'s meticulously
accurate. . ..I'm lost In admiration’

She also describes MacLennan's zeal for tennis. He rarely
lost, but when he did, ‘‘his reactions could be spectacular:
throwing his racket away, he would fall down on the grass and
tear it up with his bare hands, or pitch himself in fury onto the
wire fence that surrounded the court, such was his frustration
at losing.”

MacLennan was pleased with the book. *‘It astounded me,”’
he wrote to Cameron after receiving the first copy. *“It’s
meticulously accurate. . . . I’m lost in admiration.” But he
didn’t remember his performances over losing at tennis and he
remains strangely obsessive about the tennis passage. *“That
never happened,” he insists. *“I never iore the grass with my
hands. I was probably lying on the grass because I was tired,”

Cameron is not defensive about his objections and prefers
not to argue the point. But when pressed she gives a
philosophic explanation that says something of the hazards a
biographer faces when writing about a Iiving subject.

*I think it’s sort of a symbolic thing. Nobody really wants
to think that his life has been contained in 400 pages and I
don’t see how you can avoid a negative response on some level.
The same if someone does a portrait of you, you feel, “Well, I
Iook better than that,’ or *It’s not the way I see myself.’ And I
think that detail for him has become the outlet for the negative
response. I did double-check it afterwards. There was more
than one eyewitness. But if the tennis hadn't been mentioned,
I think he'd have fixed on something else.”

WRITING ABOUT a living subject can be a *“very tricky
sitvation,” says Clara Thomas, co-author of William Arthur
Deacon: A Canadian Literary Life. *“You have to get the per-
son’s trust, and that reguires a special kind of temperament
and patience, all kinds of charm and personal integrity.
Elspeth has all that.”

She needed all that to deal with the mercurial Irving Layton.
Layton read the MacLennan biography, and in the fall of
1981, when he was writer-in-residence at the University of
Toronto, he invited Cameron to write a biography about
himself. Cameron had been toying with the idea of writing a
mystery novel about a biographer who discovers her subject
has committed a crime. But publishers were calling with offers
for another biography, and Layton’s invitation was too good
to refose.

At least, that’s how Cameron remembers the events. Layton
tells the story to his own advantage. ““One day when I was
writer-in-residence at U of T,”" he says, ““she came over to me
when I was having lunch and asked if she could write a
biography about me. It took me by surprise, and I think my
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face registered surprise, but then it must have registered agree-
ment. ] had an idea she was Jetting herself in for a great deal of
worlz, but I said, “yes,” not something sensible like, ‘Let me
think it over for 24 hoars".”

Mov: Layton has reservations about the project, ““I’ve read
most of the profiles she’s done, and I thought they were very
well done. And the MacLennan book 1 thought was very good.
But I've read a lot of biography, and hers is not so much a
biography as a story. To me, she is telling about the external
events of his life, Hugh's life was quiet, sedentary, un-
tumultuous, compared to my cross-starred life. [ thought, how
vsas she going to be able to handle the compulsions, the obses-
sions, the dark spots, and the lighter spots too, to make it clear
what it is that drives a person? Any biography should do some-
thing like that — how a writer’s work comes out of the swamp,
the matrix of his hfe, the sewer-laden stream, end gets trans-
figured into poetry.”

One critic had had reservations similar to Layton s about
the MacLennan biography. “|Cameron’s] discreet accuracy is
bought at a price: vitality,”” wrote Mark Abley in Maclean's.
“The accumulation of orderly facts and the scarcity of
disorderly anecdotes gives this biography a strangely abstract,
bloodless quality. . . . Hugh MacLennan’s inner life remains a
closed boolk.”

As if anticipating a shortfall in Cameron's work, Layton,
while continuing to cooperate with her, has also begun writing
his memoirs. aiting for the Messigh it is to be called,
chronicling his youth to 1943. He says it will be in the book
stores about the same time as Cameron’s book.

CAMERON 1S aware of the challenge of trying to capture
Layton, and as she discusses this i the late afternoon at her
office she illuminates the more creative, subjective side of her
ovm personality, and something of the struggle a biographer
goes through,

T AT Nl e Sl m—

I think that in MacLennan I was able to have the book
reflect the person,” she says, resting her chin on one hand.
““The images in the chapter titles, for instance — The Voyage
Out, Charting 2 Course, Storm at Sea — tliose are MacLen-
nan’s images, they reflect MacLennan. Writing a biography
isn’t just a question of chronicling facts, it’s a guestion of re-
presen¢ing the facts in such a way that they somehow express
the persohality. It’s a question of getting the facts straight first
and then somehow finding the form, style, pace, narrative, all
the things you would associate witkl creative writing. I would
not want to be creative to the point of skewing the facts, but I
want to make it entertaining to read, like a novel, and to make
the form and style expressive of the subject.

“Now, Layton is a completely different kind of person from
MacLennan. Layton is a Romanian Jew. MacLennan is a
Nova Scotia Scot. Layton came from a very poor family.
MacLennan came from a wealthy family. They’re miles apart
in terms of upbringing, the kinds of ideas that are going to be
floating around, the kind of life options that are going to be
presented, and so on. Even the pace Layton lived at is com-
pletely different from MacLennan. Therefore it seems to me
the book on Layton has to be different in pace if the feeling of
Layton is going to come through.™

Faced with trying to convey the personality of the subject
and the atmosphere of his times implicitly in the prose style,
she says, a biographer virtually has to become the other per-

on. “I iry to be transparent, to drop away my own expe-
riences and prejudices, and in a sense live the other person’s
life.

“It becomes a kind of obsession. You get to the point where

. you know in advance what that person would think on some

subject, even when you don’t know what the person actually
said about it. If you asked me what would MacLennan think
abont something, or what would Layton think, i would prob-
ably be pretty accurate.” O

ANNOUNCING THE 1985 TORONTO

BOOK AWARDS

FINALISTS

WHO GOES TO THE PARK by Warabé Aska
Tindra Books

SIR JOHN BEVERLEY ROBINSON by Patrick Brode
Uhiversity of Toronto Press/Qsgoode Society
TORONTO TO 1918 by ].M.S. Careless
James Lovimer & Co. /National Museum of Man
TORONTC: CARVED IN STONE by Margaret and Merilyn McKelvey
Firchenry & Whiteside
EJ. PRATT: THE TRUANT YEARS 1882-1927 by David G. Pitt
University of Toronto Press
FORGING A CONSENSUS edited by Victor L. Russell
University of Toronto Press

THE ENGINEER OF HUMAN SOULS by Josef Skeorecky
Lester & Orpen Dennys Publishers

The City of Toronto Book Awards consist of $5,000 presented annually to authors of books of Herary
excellence that ave evocative of Toronto. This year's winner(s), selected from the above list,
will be anmounced on Thursday, February 28, 108s.
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FEATURE REVIEW
Personal deductions

Unlike his English and American counterparts,
the sleuth himself has become a central character
in Canadian crime fictlon

By liVayne Grady

Riurder on Ice, by Ted Wood, Charles
Seribner's Sons (John Wiley & Sons) 182
pages, $15.95 cloth (JSBN 0 684 18134

i)

.Smol;e Detector, by Eric Wright, Col-
lins Publishers, 186 pages, $16.95 cloth

(ISBN 0 00 222643 X).

“lurder Sees (he Lighif, by Howar
Engel, Penguin, 240 pages, $14.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 670 80304 9).

THOSE WHO WERE disappoinied by Ted
Wood’'s award-winning first novel,
Dead in the Water — the weary, stale,
flat (though mot unprofitable) account
of the exploits of Reid Bennett, chief
and sole member of Murphy Harbour’s
police force — will find Hhttle cause for
celebration in this second instalment of a
threatened tetrology. Bennett, flat as
cardboard in the first book, has thinned
to tissue in this one, and the plot, which
at least aspired to two dimensions in
Dead in the Water, chugs along a single
linear line in Murder on Ice. Bad Guys
Lidnap Carnival Queen, Good Guy goes
out, kicks a few heads and brings her
back. The limp twist, by which the Bad
Guys turn out to be Bad Gals, members
of something called the Canadian
League of Angry Women (CLAW), who
have been the dupes of even Badder
Guys from the city, spreads the plot to
even thinner proportions, but deepens it
not a jot.

Bennett is a comic-book hero — a
cross, perhaps, between Superman and
Sergeant Rock. He swings like an
automaton from scuffle to scuffle, from
snowmobile chase to hand-to-hand to
scout car to hand grenade, with a
mesmerized singleness of purpose that is
at times embarrassingly difficult to take
seriously. At one point he ppts a neat
bullet hole in the forehead of an
assailant who is downstairs from him in
pitch darkness; at another he catches a
grenade, runs with it through a crowded
room and tosses it into a conveniently
opened safe in the back office. He goes
through these motions with a military
thoroughness (he is, as we are tediously
reminded, a Vietnam veteran); the few

attempts to develop him as a character
are like attempts at endowing Mr. T with
personality. In fact, the whole novel
reads like a plot outline for an episode of
The A Team.

Murder on Ice would have been
helped, though not saved, by a few sub-
plots and some local colour, but Woods
seems totally uninterested in the genre of
detective fiction. During a recent radio
interview, he defined the difference be-
tween a ““thriller”” and a “‘mystery” as
follows: *“Women read mysteries, men
read thrillers.” The complexities of
parallel or dove-tailing sub-plots wonld
no doubt prove too demanding for a
writer with so Iittle understanding of,
and so great a contempt for, his own
craft.

It is not as though Wood can’t write.
His book of short stories, Somebody
Else’s Summer (Irwin), contains some
very fine writing. Here is the opening
paragraph of a curiously Faulknerian
short story, ‘“‘Out of the Rain"":

The afternoon light had dimmed to a
sulphurous yellow and a sudden
frightened wind had sprung up, spin-
ning the roadside maples. Dust eddied
along the shoulder of the road and a
cloud of fragments tore loose from the
load of straw to fly over George’s head
and away down the long concession that
stretched in front of his tractor.

In Murder on Ice we get this:

I hit the snow rolling, all my soldier’s in-
stincts taking over automatically. It was
harder in my parka thar it had been in
my combat fatigues in Nam and the
snowshoes were almost impossible to
turn, but 1 shucked them quickly and
tossed them against a tree where I would
be able to find them again if I had to.

How?’s that for action? It is unfortunate
that Wood feels he doesn’t need to write
well to write thrillers for men.

Eric Wright understands the in-
tricacies of plot, sub-plot, character,
and locale, and the result — a series of
well-written, evenly paced novels based
on the carcer of Charlie Salter of the
Metropolitan Toronto Police Depart-
ment — is a welcome addition to the
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narrow shelf of Canadian detective fic-
tion. Salter is a middle-aged, flabby,
kindly, troubled man who works along
established procedural lines to arrive at
three or four plausible conclusions, one
of which may be the correct one. He is
solid rather than brilliant, rather lLike
John Reeves’s Inspector Coggin, or a
more provincial George Smiley.

In Smoke Detector, Salter pursues an
arsonist who has killed the owner of a
cheap second-hand furniture shop on
Bloor West, The novel is a quiet,
ruminative, deductive quest — not the
high-speed chase we got from Ted
Wood, nor an intellectual conundrum
solved by Sir John Appleby or Gervaise
Fen — and the search is tied up with and
at times interrupted by Salter’s concem
about the growing disaffection between
himself and his adolescent son, his anx-
iety about his wife’s new career, the little
plastic wheel on the patio door that
keeps breaking, and his own failing
health. Salter is, in fact, a character; we
care about him. The crime is almost
secondary to our interest in Salter's life;
it bothers us because it bothers Salter.

And therein, ironically, lies the
novel’s shortcoming. The crime tends to
get short shrift. There is not enough
description: the scene of the crime, the
police routine, the body itself, the
suspects. We see it all through Salter’s
somewhat preoccupied eyes, and he has
seen it all before: ““The room was char-
red and blackened and still dripping with
the water that had been poured into it.”’
This is the basement of 2 junk shop on
Bloor West?

There is also & small problem with
method that it“would be unfair to in-
vestigate here. The point is that too
many questions are left to dangle until
the last few pages of the book, by which
time the reader, caught in the web of
Salter’s personal life, has lost track of
their importance.

The suspects in the case — among
themn George Kemp, “‘the independent
old Newfie who regarded Canada as
another country”’; Gene Tanabe, a
Japanese Canadian who had been

<y
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evacuated from Vancouver in 1942;
IMurdrick “the twister®’; and Darling the
Cabbagetovm sandblaster — form a
kind of microcosm of Toronto's
cosmopolitan social substructive. A
more studied portrait of their interrela-
tionships might have done for Toronto
what Jan van der Wetering, for exam-
ple, did in Akis novel about a Japanese
businessman in a Western capital city,
Oulsider in Amsterdam. But Smoke
Datector works well as a detective novel,
and the series is shaping up into what
one hopes will be a long-running ac-
quaintance with Charlie Salter.

Murder Sezs the Light is the fourth
and best of Howard Engel's Bennie
Cooperman books. In the earlier instal-
ments, Cooperman was presented as a
kind of aw-shucks parody of the
American private eye, self-effacing in-
stead of brassy and pushy, inept and
mother-ridden rather than omnicapable
and independent. It seemed at times as if
Blake Edwards had cast Woody Allen in
the role of Lew Archer, It was funny
once, but wouldn’t do for a whole series
— yet another return of the Pink Pan-
ther.

The new Cooperman is quietly self-
confident, likable rather than pitiable,
and incidentally more effective as a
private investigator. Instead of stum-
bling over the solution to a crime, he
now interprets clues and manipulates
suspecis in true detective style, He is no
longer the gumshoe, teetering on the
edge of self-parody, though he is still a
far cry from Albert Campion. He has
not lost his humorous cynicism — the
running chopped-egg-sandwich gag, for
example, is still there, but it has been ab-
sorbed into Cooperman’s personality
rather than included as part of his reper-
toire. The snide asides and tough-guy
one-liners have also been pared down to
become part of Cooperman’s style:

1 found a quiet corner by &2 bookshelf
that contained copies of National
Geographic going back to before Co-
lumbus. Behind one of them I recogniz-
ed the elder of Kipp’s two boys. He told
me his name was Roger, and he was
thirteen. Before I asked him he told me
that his mother was laid up in Ben-
nington with hepatitis she had caught
eating at a vegetarian restaurant.

Though both Murder Sees the Light
and Murder on Ice take place in approx-
imately the same area — Algonquin
Parl: and nearby Muskoka cottage coun-
try respectively (Murphy’s Harbour is
supposed to be Port Severn) — the dif-
ferences between them are significant.
Wood’s caper takes place in winter; Ben-
nett has to keep moving, as though to
slovr down for five minutes would mean
freezing to death. Cooperman, on the
other hand, swelters, fully dressed, in

-
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midsummer heat. He spends whole
pages in a tin boat, pretending to be
fishing while keeping a private eye on
Norzis Patten, an American cult leader
who is hiding out in the park. The long
wait poses a problem for Engel — he has
to fill up the silence with words — and
he solves it tolerably well:
Nothing moved. My head was getting
hot. T should have worn a hat. That
made a pretty picture as I closed my eyes
against the magenta light creeping
through my eyelids, My normal hat
would suit the north woods like a bikini
at the opera . . . . I took off my shirt,
removed the undershirt and dipped it in-
to the Iake. After wringing it out, I fit-
ted it 2o my frying brow. For a minute
or so, refreshing rivulets of lake water
ran down my shoulders and disappeared
into the folds where my belly rested on
my bell. . ..
Like Cooperman himself, Engel’s prose
style is unpretentious, workmanlike. It
gets the job done. .
The second half of the novel,
however, fails to maintain this slow,
rambling pace, and the novel suffers for
it. Things suddenly happen, scenes
become obligatory rather than rising out
of demands made within the text.
Cooperman is attacked and, for no good
reason, not killed. This is always bother-
some in crime novels: one poor sod gets
an axe through the head while a poten-
tial witness to the act is merely knocked
out and left for dead. It is a bit like ask-

ing why Hamlet didn’t just march into
the castle and stick his bare bodkin into
Claudius’s gullet: because then there
would have been no play. But the
dissembling has to be convincing, and at
times even in the best of detective novels
it is not.

Our suspension of disbelief becomes
more and more strained. Toward the
end of Murder Sees the Light there is a
seduction scene that is so totally un-
necessary and pointless that even
Cooperman feels bad about it. And
there is a variation on the death-bed con-
fession that ought not to be used except
as a last resort in a novel that has
become too convoluted to be unravelled
any other way, which Murder Sees the
Light is not.

Yet Engel has written a good novel;

lIike Sinoke Detector, it works on levels
other than that of pure mystery, and this
may be the direction Canadian detective
fiction will take. When other detective
writers want to write character novels,
they generally leave their detectives out
of the book altogether — Ruth Rendell’s
The Lake of Darkness, for example, or
P.D. James’s Innocent Blood. Both
Wright and Engel have moved toward
“‘straight*’ fiction but have centred their
books on their detectives. In the English
mysteries it is the murder itself that
fascinates — the sealed room, the
remote country house, the plethora of
suspects, the intertwined motives — and
though George Orwell may have be-
moaned the decline of the actual English
murder, fictional English murders are as
gruesome and gratifying as anything
ever perpetrated by Dr. Crippen.

The English detective remains a
remote, austere figure with little private
[ife at all outside the confines allowed by
his profession (or hobby): Albert Cam-
pion collects rare first editions; Peter
Wimsey seems to know a lot about wine.
Even though a sort of cult has been burilt
up about him, very little is known about
Wimsey's personal habits and his im-
medijate family — information we do get
about him reads like excerpis from
Debrett’s Pecrage. In American crime
novels the detective is often in-
distinguishable from the criminals he
pursues: he acts outside the law, a kind
of guide to the underworld, like a
demented Virgil dragging us through the
Inferno. Though it serves equally well as
a description of the main action in the
Jliad, my plot summary of Murder on
Ire — Bad Guys kidnap Carnival Queen,
and so on — adequately sums up
American popular fiction from The
Deerslayer to Hollywood. There is little
development of character type from
Daniel Boone to Humphrey Bogart to
Clint Eastwood.

It may be that Canadian mysteries will
be a blend of the tlwo types, not unlike
Buropean models — the police pro-
cedurals of Nicolas Freeling, Per
Wihloo, van der Wetering — in which
the detective develops from novel to
novel much as the protagonist in straight
fiction would do, while the murder is
merely something that happens to him
that either aids or impedes his develop-
ment as a character, Canadians do not
share the English - fascination with
murder, nor do we idolize gangsters as
the Americans do. What is left for the
Canadian detective novelist but to ex-
plore our interest in the development of
an individual identity, through due pro-
cess and within the confines of a social
order, a field that has been so carefully
and wonderfully searched by the Dutch
and Swedish writers? (1
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Aprobingyet affectionatelookat theland and the people

Chief of The New York Times.

The Canadians is a rich, colourful and adventurous work in which Malcolm
carefully and clearly tracks ‘down the essence of Canadians, who seem at once
so similar to Amencans and so dissimilar from each. other, and yet who are

uniquely themselves.

AVAILABLE AT YOUR LOCAL BOOKSTORE
$24.95

Fitzhenry & Whiteside

In this remarkable book, Canadians

at last have the opportunity to see themselves from the
‘ unusual perspective of an outsider; an award-winning American

journalist who lived and worked in Canada for four years as Toronto Bureau

“It is refreshing to have a
lively, knowledgeable book,
The Canadians, by an intelligent
journalist, sympathetic but
hardly uncritical about our
very own Canadian conun-
drums. That it happens to be
\ by an American, reaching us
| even as our new government
is reviewing our tangled
love-hate relationship with
the Goliath to the south,
also makes it timely. ”
Mordecai Richler
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REVIEW

Top of
the Hill

By Bruce Allen Powe

The Private Capital: Ambition and
Love in the Age of Racdonald and
Laprier, by Sandra Gwyn, McClelland &
Stewart, illustrated, 514 pages, $34.95
cloth (ISBN 0 7710 3736 8).

ON READING Sandra Gwyn's account of
how Ottawa’s upper crust amused itself
in the years 1865 to 1911, I began to
think what a useful backgrounder it
would have been for the raw Tory
hordes who arrived in the fall of 1984.
For, as Gwyn points out in her colour-
ful, intricate narrative, Ottawa is a un-
tque society in North America based on
its origins as ““a raw liitle colonial socie-
ty with a viceregal court perched on top
as a coronei among pinecones.”

To appreciate the forces that have
shaped the peculiar character of our na-
tional capital, the newcomer can learn
much from Gwyn’s fine plunge into
sacial research. I wish it had been
available when my wife and [ joined a
long line of predecessors in shocked
disbelief when we arrived on the Ottawa
scene in 1951.

Having arrived fresh from Edmonton
and university — with an M.A. in
economics and a starting salary of less
than $2,600 as an administrative officer
trainee — 1 coukdn’t believe that this
dump was our national capital. Row
upon row of gloomy red brick buildings
{invariably trimmed with dark green or
brovn paint), narrow pot-holed streets,
rickety streetcars, poor shopping, no
restaurants of any note, were charac-
teristic of this run-down city. Among all
the other overeducated, underpaid ex-
patriates from across the countiry, we
were thrown into a perpetual housing
shortage, forever moving from one
dingy flat to another. The only compen-
sation was that our lowly incomes threw
us into the midst of the less affluent Ot-
tawa natives who spoke with Irish and
French accents and became lifelong
friends.

For official government errands we
were grandly supplied with streeifcar
tickets, not cab slips. Possibly it is
nostalgia for the lean, meek civil service
of 30 years ago that, partly at least,
motivates the Tory cutbacks today.

It wasn't uatil I got a job on the Hill
that a new world of imousines, govern-
ment planes, receptions, and cabinet
gossip opened up glimpses of power that
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have always [ured young people into the
frantic life of the ministerial aide. While
there was no doubt that the cabinet and
senior mandarins were the power cen-
tres, the top of the pyramid, at least
socially, continued to remain at Rideau
Hall.

It is to that pervasive inflnence over
the years that Gwyn brings her sharp
powers of observation:

In the matter of politics the kind of
governor-generaley Dufferin (1872-
1878) invented came to its end during
the King-Byng crisis of 1926. As wielder
of social power, though, the Dufferin
style persisied right up to our own time.
Indeed, some of the difficullies that
Governor General Edward Schreyer ex-
perierced between 1978 and 1984 in his
efforts to impose a2 more populist and
lower-keyed approach to the office,
stemmed from the fact that Canadians,
without realizing it, had come to expect
that their governors general would
forever behave as the Dufferins had
once behaved.

While Gwyn concedes the viceregal
court lent to Canada a touch of class
missing in Washington, she leaves little
doubt of her feelings on that score:

The arrogance of the viceregal court

cowed Canadians and so, by extension,

prolonged the nation’s immaturity. It
took us until 1952, only fifteen years
short of our centennial, {0 summon up
sufficient nerve to appoint a Canadian

Governor General.

And the appointee, Vincent Massey, was
hardly your typical Canadian.

The strong presence of the Ridead
Hall court is a recurring theme as Gwyn
takes us back to 1865 when, to this mud-
dy, stinking shantyiown, came the first
350 or so civil servants to get ready for

el

the new Dominion. The Ottawa of the
19505 was a paradise in comparison. The
new arrivals suffered even greater
cnltural shock at the poor housing,
odorous drains, lack of running water,
constant danger of fire, swarms of flies,
mosquitoes, and rats. Fevers ran ram-
pant. It was terrible.

Through the diary of one Edmund
Meredith, a professional civil servant
transferred from Quebec, we are taken
through the early days as the capital
gradually took shape. Then, as Meredith

fades from the scene in 1879, Gwyn
resumes the story mainly through the
eyes of a lively women society colum-
nist, one *“‘Amaryllis”” who, with ““a
streak of elegant bitchiness,” was a
sharp observer of local foibles. (Like
reviewers of mysteries, I can't disclose

n’s detective work to uncover the
woman's real name).

What saved Ottawa society from utter
misery was a succession of imperious
British governors general who became
the focal point of that unique viceregal
court. Oddly enough, it was these
displaced aristocrats, trying to make the
best of it, who lent popularity to winter
sports: tobogganing, skating, and ski-
ing. Celebrities like Anthony Trollope,
Oscar Wilde, Winston Churchill,
Charles Dana Gibson, Lily Langtry,
Guglielmo Marconi, and Rupert Brooke
pass across an extraordinary social
scene.

With the Edwardian era came the New
Woman, the first of the emancipated
who rode bicycles and dared to take
lovers. While the “*multi-layered clothes
of the day inhibited the quick assigna-
tion,”” an active sexual life went on, and
one unfortunate cabinet minister was
actually chloroformed and gelded by 2
cuckolded doctor.

Dull it wasn'i, and neither is the lively
narrative that Gwyn has constructed
from diaries and other sources. With the
eye of one of our best political jour-
nalists, she also relates long-ago events
to today, including a fascinating paralle]
between Lauriermania after 1896 and
Trudeaumania in 1968.

“The parallels between the two are
almost uncanny,” she writes; except that
Laurier was a much smoother. con-
ciliator and was well coached by Emilic
Lavergne, who was probably his
mistress. She taught Laurier manners
and dress, how not to blow on his tea,
and showed him “how to understand

[English Canadians] so that he could use

them."

Gwyn describes her book as a “‘social
history.”” Not really. Rather, it's a
history of society, of the upper strata.
Only fitfully do we get glihpses of the
lot of the ordinary folk as the glittering
parties pass them by. Her approach,
too, is from a feminist perspective (she
describes Amaryllis as ‘‘a kindred
soul’”), and the book ends on a lament:

Al about the time Amaryllis stopped

writing (1902), Ottawa began to ‘decline

noticeably as an environment favour-
able to women. Here, as elsewhere in
the country, women reverted more and
more to being the **Childlike Woman™

« » « » In the capital, the descent was par-

ticularly steep and continuous, all the

way down to about the mid-1970s, when
the women’s movement began to assert
itgelf.
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After the careful writing in the rest of |

the bool:, the statement is out of con~
text, a parting shot that she hasn’t at-
tempted to substantiate. Yes, 1
remember when my wife (no *“childlike
woman'’) was one of the first married
women to be hired by the Dominion
Bureau of Statistics, and was prohibited
from advancing beyond the clerical
level. This was in 1951. But I also recall
that women aides were often the power
in ministerial offices. And Charlotte
Whitton, Ellen Fairclough, and Judy La
Mlarsh (from 1960) were notable excep-
tions to Gwyn’s thesfs.

Finally, about the book’s design and
format. The publisher has chosen a
Chemistry Two textbook layout with
wide margins filled with footnotes and
postage-stamp photos. It’s an unusual
treatment, but I must admit that it
gradually begins to work on the reader
and allows one to follow along instead
of flipping pages for photos and notes,
The cover design, though, is a clutter of
conflicting type styles and graphics, and
surely someone could have thought up a
better title than The Private Capital,
with its intimations of an economics
text.

These quibbles, however, do not
seriously detract from what is sure to
become a landmark in popular history
writing in Canada. A rather cute epi-
graph — “‘The End of the Beginning’*
— hints at 2 sequel. Let us hope so. O
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The nationalist
dream

By Ramsay Cook

tionalized; the independence movement
in disarray; even Bill 101, important as it
is, is less than meets the eye.

Quebec premiers, then, are pas com-
me les autres, partly because of their
personalities but chiefly because they
lead the only Canadian province with a
French-speaking majority. Consequent-
ly in political practice, though not in
constitutional law, it is a province unlike
the others. Running a province and a na-

Jean Lesage and the Quiet Revolu-
tion, by Dale C. Thomson, Macmillan,
501 pages, $34.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7715
9797 5).

tlon at the same time is a trying business.
It drove Jean Lesape to drink and a
minor heart attack. It contributed to the
early deaths of Daniel Johnson and

WHILE MOST provincial premiers leave
only a shallow footprint on the sands of
Canadian time almost every Quebec
premier, at least in this century, has left
a mark that will not quickly wash away.
Sir Lomer Gouin presided magisterially
« over Quehec’s first industrial revolution
and kept the nationalists in their place.
Maurice Duplessis played at being a na-
tionalist while ensuring that the in-
dustrial revolution continued without
any interference from the state. Jean
Lesage brought Quebec’s public institu-
tions into the 20th century and started
the nationalist hare that René Lévesque
has been attempting to run with ever
since. Lévesque has been an impressive
personality, but his government has not
made much impact either on the pro-
vince or the country: the PQ Union Na-

Jean-Jacques Bertrand. It often seemed
to frighten Robert Bourassa and it now
threatens to exhaust René Lévesque.
Every Quebec premier since Mercier in
the 18805 has been concerned not only
with the administration of a province
but also with the defence of French-
Canadian culture. Almost every Quebec
premier has found it politically conven-
fent to play upon the nationalist feelings
and insecurities of French Canadian
voters and to do battle with Ottawa.
And almost every premier from
Duplessis to Lévesque has discovered
that the nationalist tiger, once aroused,
runs where he chooses.

That was certainly Lesage's ex-
perience. When this capable and am-
bitious federal politician took over the

_ Quebec Liberal party-in 1958 and Jed it
to power in less. than two years, his na-

CANADIAN MAGAZINES

BIC3BS

E) Pyt ] e o ey TP 4y —mT TN T T o e —

he new 1984/85 Canadian Fill in the attached coupon today
Periodical Publishers’ and for just $2 (to cover postage
Association catalogue is and handling), we’ll send you our
the one source that describes 197 new catalogue.
of the latest and best Canadian e — e ——— L
magazines. ) . i i
There’san incredibly wide variety 1 lease send me the new 1984/85 CPPA catalogue. I enclose
9?:38‘:;’ points of view and special | my chegne for 52 to cover postage and handling.
inf .
‘They’re all yours to choose from |
Nbﬂ% 19 7 when you get our current catalogue l Name
publications with its easy to use detachable order i
to choose from!  form. : _ prr—
: City Prav. Postal Coda
| Canadian
{ Periodical
| lishers’
| tAssocation] 54 woiseley Street, Toranto, Ontario M5T1A5
|
]



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

tiopalism was indistingunishable from
that of Laurier or St. Laurent. As a
back-bencher in Ottawa he had made
only a few nationalist noises to ensure
that his talents were not ignored at
cabinet shuffle time. He was elected
premier on a platform that made the
usual bows to provincial autonomy, but
emphasized the need to reform and
modernize Quebec’s _institutions. Na-
tionalism was in disrepute, associated
with the reactionary regime of Duplessis
in the minds of most intellectuals and
reformers. But once in power Lesage
found, as his predecessors had done,
that nationalism was a useful tool. It
gave a kind of moral tone to arguments
that might otherwise have seemed to be
about nothing more than sordid things
like cash and power. Explaining the
economic advantages of a publicly own-
ed hydroelectric system was difficult.
Repeating and embroidering the emo-
tionally potent slogan “maftres chéz
nous,” was simpler and more potent.
Pressing Ottawa for more room in the
direct tax system could be justified by
Quebec’s obvious need to catch up in
educational, social, and public health
policies after those years of neglect by
Duplessis. But to add a little glitter to
the boring statistics of federal-provincial
finance, there was the claim to be speak-
ing for a province that was also the na-
tional homeland of the French-
Canadian people. How the other
premiers, enxious to squeeze Ottawa,
envied Lesage. All they had were the
boring statistics, at least until
“‘regionalism’’ was reinvented by
scholars and poets and politicians and
oil men. But not even Newfoundland na-
tionalism was as saleable as Quebec na-
tionalism, for Quebec really is different:
powerful enough to destroy Canada.
Once Lesage and his ministers — aid-
ed and abetted by the new intelligentsia
in search of government jobs and sub-
sidies — had aroused nationalist emo-
tion and harnessed it to a reform canse,
others began to raise the ante. If Quebec
was not a province [ike the others, as
Lesage claimed, why shouid it be a pro-
vince at all? Egalité ou Indépendance
was Danie]l Johnson’s ambiguous de-
mand; Vive Québec libre was Pierre
Bourgault’s — and Charles de Gaulle’s.
Wasn't that a free translation of maftres
chez nous? Lesage, always a federalist,
never seemed to understand the connec-
tion. Surely it was possible to be a [ittle
pregnant. But René Lévesque and the
new technocrats who swarmed around
Quebec City in I[960s — Jacques
Parizeau, Claude Morin, Louis Bernard,
André Marier, and André Patry —
thonght they were presiding over a
natural birth, a new nation. Once out of
povrer in 1966 (defeated by the votes that
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went to the separatist candidates) Lesage
tried to call a halt to the process he had
set in motion. But his coalition collaps-
ed. Lévesque and the clear-minded na-
tionalists went their own way, founding
the PQ, claiming that only a sovereign
Quebec could contimue the Quiet
Revolution. Tradeau and the clear-
minded federalists went to Ottawa.

Dale Thomson’s lengthy, detailed and
sometimes repetitive account of Jean
Lesage and the Quict Revolution is the
most complete compendium of Ffacts
about the Lesage years in power that is
available. Each major development is
examined closely: educational reform,
hydro nationalization, federal provincial
squabbles and finances, government
economic planning, Quebec’s interna-
tional adventures, and the defeat of the
Fuiton-Favreau constitutional amending
formula. (One, by the way, that would
have served Quebec better than the pre-
sent formula, adopted as a result of
Lévesque’s mishandling of the constitu-
tional negotiations.) Thomson also pro-
vides a good deal of biographical infor-
mation, including some quite frank
commenis on Lesage’s increasing
dependence on alcohol and (revealed for
the first time) his heart attack shortly
after his 1966 defeat. All of this is
valuable,

Unfortunately, the sum of the book is
less than its parts. One weakness is that
the author was unable to decide whether
he wanted to write a biography or a
study of a government in power. The
result is pari of each, with the parls inef-
fectively integrated. Another problem is
in documentation, Though Thomson
has had access to the Lesage papers the
revelations are surprisingly meagre.
And, worse, the author does not always
document his claims — when he

discusses some crucial details of the
France-Quebec waltz, for example.

But the most disappointing aspect of
the book is that it contains no real at-
tempt to analyse the events it describes
or to place the events of the 1960s on a
larger canvas, Thomson hardly discusses
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Quebec nationalism until the last
chapter, where he offers a few un-

original, cursory comments. Nordoeshe _

make any attempt to assess the social
and economic forces that underlay the
political events that he so fully describes.
William D, Coleman’s recently publish-
ed Independence Movement in Quebec,
1945-19807 should be read alongside of
Thomson’s informative but prosaic ac-
count of Jean Lesage's turbulent years.
1t provides the analysis that makes those
years understandable. 1
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Departures
and arrivals

By Barbara Novak

84: Best Canadinn Stories, edited by
David Helwig and Sandra Martin,
Oberon Press, 177 pages, $23.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 38750 544 9) and $12.95 paper
ISBN 0 88750 545 7).

[ Coming Altraclions 2, edited by |
David Helwig and Sandra Martin,
Oberon Press, 139 pages, $21.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 88750 540 6) and $11.95 paper

(ISBN 0 88750 541 4).

“] DON'T HAVE the heart to go on writing
more short stories; there is little market
for them,” announced David Lewis
Stein in an introduction to four of his
stories that appeared in Clarke Irwin’s
first collection of New Canadian Writing
(1968). The market must have improved:
his *“The Working Class,”’ set in Toron-
to during a teachers” strike, is among the
dozen stories collected in 84: Best Cana-
dian Stories.

In making their selection, editors
Sandra Martin and David Helwig looked
for stoties that “‘were written to be read
rather than merely admired or even en-
vied . . . . We wanted stories that would
expand the traditional narrative frame-
work without sacrificing artistry or
technique.”

Though conservative, their selection is
eclectic, and there isn't a weak story in
the book. It could be argued that some,
such as Frances Itani’s ““Grandmother,”
Audrey Thomas’s “‘Elevation,” or
Mavis Gallant’s ““Lena” perfect rather
than expand the traditional narrative
framework, 1 have come to expect per-
fection from Gallant and Thomas, but
Itani is a new writer to me. Her portrait
of a deaf and mute grandmother came as
a wonderful surprise.

Other stories succeed in expanding
their authors’ narrative frameworks.
Carol Shields’s ‘““Home’ departs from
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the naturalism of her novels to the realm
of the surreal, and she unleashes a fine
sense of comic absurdity. A powerful
coupling of poetry and prose in Gwen-
dolyn MacEwen's ““Letters to Josef in
Jerusalem™ propels this story into a
literary dimension beyond that of the
stories in Ler 1972 collection, Noman.
Set against the background of the Mid-
east wars, ““Letters . . ."" reflects on the
imminence of a global nuclear night.

In *“*Mine,” a chilling, well-paced
story of a recluse, Nora Keeling exercises
greater narrative control than in any of
the stories in The Driver, her first collee-
tion. And Tom Marshall's control in
“T* elevates this story about a pro-
fessor terrorized by a pre-schoolboy toa
fevel above the merely clever. By intro-
ducing a hesitant first-person narrator in
the final sentence, the author forces the
reader to reconsider the whole story: an
interesting reverberation results,

Bonnie Burnard’s *“Moon Watcher®
(about a woman contemplating whether
or not to divorce her husband) and
Elizabeth Spencer’s ‘“Madonna’’ (about
a woman reflecting upon her infidelity)
are both compelling, evocative stories.
Robin Mathews has captured the
cadences of Gabricl Roy’s The Tin Flute
in “Florentine Letourneau,”® but his
story aroused my admiration more than
interest.

Coming Atiractions, Oberon’s annual
showcase of the works of relatively
unknown Canadian writers, features
some outstanding fiction this year.

As the editors note, the sensibility and
scope of Michael Rawdon’s writing is
international. Two of his three stories
included in this collection are set in
Spain. One contemplates the nature of
gxiles from the point of view of a nar-
rator who both admires and judges their
behaviour. The other is an account of
two orphaned brothers who are sent to
live with their British uncle in Valencia.
The third, “Paracursions,” is set in
Morth America and explores the impact
of a tegnage suicide on a variety of char-
acters. All three stories are remarkably
rich in texture, and are sophisticated,
elesant, and (except for their titles)
accessible,

Dijane Schoemperlen’s stories are
cleverly conceived, Written in a deli-
berately flat style, they tend to distance
the reader. *“This Town,"” structured to
resemble a Chamber of Commerce
brochure or a sociological study,
presents pertinent information under ap-
propriaie headings, such as Climate,
Population, Hobbies, etc., with cross-
references where necessary. Contrasting
with this impersonal structure is the
author's use of direct quotes and anec-
dotes, suggesting something much more
intimate. One can imagine the towns-
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people reading this story aloud in the
local bar, nudging one another knowing-
ly. Schoemperlen’s other stories share
similar characters, settings, tone, and a
tendency to rely on the active voice and
present tense. As the refrain in her third
story goes: ““What we want is a change
of style.”

A young girl growing up in the 1940s
provides the first-person narration in
each of Joan Fern Shaw's three stories,
In ‘“Transfer®® she flees her parents’
abuse and is confronted, on a Toronto
streetcar, with a victim of Naz atro-
cities, In “Red Sequins on Markham
Street’’ she connects with an old, Jewish
junk-dealer long enoigh to leamn some-
thing of the truth about him (and more
about herself). And in **Raspberry
Vinegar" she confronts death with
honesty and courage. None of these
stories contains the faintest hint of sen-
timentality, though Shaw's choice of
subjects could easily have led her into
that trap. The author is too sure of her
material to allow it to stray from her ar-
tistic intention.

The title of this series, Coming Attrac-
tions, suggests that these authors areina
developmentsl state, a sort of literary
chrysalis. This is misleading. They may
be new voices to the reading public, but
they are nevertheless mature writers.
They are not “‘coming’™ aftractions,
They have arrived. O

The fourth
wise man

By L. Owen

Years of Impatlence: 1950-1960, by
Gérard Pelletier, translated from the
French by Alan Brown, Methuen, 255
pages, $24.95 cloth (ISBN 0 458 98270
9.
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TO ME, INCOMPARABLY the most in-
teresting development in Canada in our
time has been the emergence of the new
Quebec, We date the beginning of the
transformation from 1960; what needs
explaining js why in that year there was a
group of distinguished and sophisticated
people, mostly aged about 40, who were
ready to step forward and dominate the
political and cultural life of the pro-
vince. How was it that a generation of
such quality had come to maturity in a
period that they themselves called the
Great Darkness, and what had they beed
doing in the immediately preceding years
to prepare themselves for the dawn?
Thats the question that Gérard

Pelletier sets out to answer in Years of
Impatience. He does it by means of a
very personal memoir, the story of four
friends and what they did in the 1950s..
{With characteristic modesty he says it's
a book about three men.) He starts with
a very effective prologue, showing the
four in 1961. Three of them — Pelletier,
Jean Marchand, and Pierre Trudean —
are in a private room in a Montreal
restaurant. They have been there for
more than an hour, but the fourth, who
made the lunch date, hasn't shown up.

And, even If we've been wailing more
than an hour for René Lévesque, [ stiil
don't feel Impatient.

My twe companions do.

Marchand never could stand waiting
for people unless there was goed reason
for it, and Lévesque never has good
reasons for keeping people waiting: it
comes naturally to him, like breathing.
Trudeau, for his part, considers lateness
a mark of contempt for those who are
kept waiting. But he is resigned to it and
has Imperturbably ordered his lunch.
We do the same, and here we are, all
three of us, busy with dessert.

An hour later, Marchand is about to
stamp out in a rage when ‘“the door
opens. René bursts in, his long forelock
flyving, an enormous briefcase under his
arm, his tie crooked, a cigarette hanging
from his lips, full of energy. “Hello,
guys! Baten already? "

Thus, deftly, in a few pages, the four
personalities are established. Then we go
back and learn when and how the author
had met each of the others and how their
remarkably disparate backgrounds and
characters affected their alliance. The
point isn’t laboured, but of course a
good deal of the interest of the book
comes from the reader’s awareness that
20 years later the central fact of Cana-
dian politics would be the duel between
two of these friends — one of them, in
the 19505, the least public of the four,
the other the least interested in domestic
politics.

The great events are all here: the
return of Trudeau from his travels in
tirae to join Marchand and Pelletier on
the picket Lines at Asbestos in 1949; the
founding of Cité fibre, and later of the
Rassemblement; the belated politicizing
of René Lévesque in the CBC producers?
strike. They take on a new quality, for -
me, by being seen from the inside. The
curious method of editing Cité libre
fascinates me: each contrbutor would
read his article aloud, and the rest of the
group would challenpe it sentence by
sentence. One night a new young man
came to a meeting with an article in his
pocket. After hearing this intimidating
process he crept away, the article still in
his pocket. His name was Hubert Aquin.

What I most regret about those years
is the blindness of the CCF to what was
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going on in Quebec, and its consequent
failure to become a significant force
there. Pelletier makes this vivid; he
recalls how in 1947, just back from
Europe and quite ready to join a
socialist, labour-oriented party, he had a
long conversation with David Lewis.
Lewis said firmly: “We don’t cater to
Quebec nationalism.”” Pelletier had to
look up the English word ““cater” \hen
he got home. **“My research revealed that
David Lewis was missing the train.”
Against this, to be fair, should be set the
almost total lack of interest in events in
the rest of Canada displayed by Pelletier
and his friends.

What was it that made the generation
born about 1920 so different from jts no
doubt equally talented predecessors, and
led it to create a society in which its suc-
cessors would flower as they have?
Pelletier suggests that the intellectnal
and cultural capital of French Canada
was Paris; when in June, 1940, Paris was
plunged into its own Great Darkness,
French Canada was suddenly on its own.
And after the war France was too preoc-
cupied with its futile and disastrous ef-
fort to keep its empire to have much to
offer to Canadians. So they made their
own culture. Pelletier remembers Félix
Leclerc in 1943, sitting on the floor with
his guitar, singing his own songs for his
own amusement. It hadn’t yet occurred
to him that they might interest the
public. But it soon did. And when televi-
sion came, he and others were ready to
use it. It’s a striking fact, by the way,
that Duplessis avoided appearing on
television, and expected his ministers to
do the same; whereas Lévesque made his
name as a television star.

Alan Brown’s translation is ad-
mirable, and might have been perfect if
there had been an editor to save him
from the gallicisms into which trans-
lators almost inevitably fall sometimes,
like ““militantism® for **militancy’’ and
“aggressivity’” for *“aggressiveness,”

Now I'm impatient, for the sequel to
Years af Impaiience, and also for other
memoirs from this group. It’s probably
too much to hope that Trudeau will ever
settle down to write a book; Lévesque is
still busy with other things; Pelletier tells
us that Marchand hates writing; but
what about that formidable figure, so
important in the political background
and the publishing foreground, Jacques
Hébert? I recall a long, tedious, and
pointless meeting in Frankfurt, perhaps
in 1970, Desperate with boredom, I
observed out of the corner of my eve
that Hébert, beside me, was busily
writing short notes to his family and a
long reflective letter to Plerre Trudeau.
Now that he’s in the Senate, he should
have erough tedious meetings to write a
whole book. (I
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Body language

As many women writers have discovered,
personal experience need not be repressed in order
to produce objective, ‘universal’ poetry

By Libky Schalor -

Rinding Twine, by Penny Kemp, Rag-
vecd Press, 120 pages, $8.95 paper
B 0 920304 32 X).

wold Eorcings, by n Stevenson,

Pulp Press, 111 pages, $7.95 paper
ISBMN O 3918 147 B).

of Paradise:
Piaf Pooms, by J udlth Fitzgerald, Black
Moss Press, 64 pages, $6.95 paper (ISBN

0 55753 116 4).

DURING A DISCUSSION on feminist
aesthetics at the last League of Canadian
Poets annual meeting, two of us said we
thought it was not possible to write well
about childbirth unless one had had a
child. Robert Enright objected that ¢his
racant authentic writing could only come
out of personal experience, to which I
responded, ““The trouble with some
male writing is that it’s disconnected
from experience — jt's disembodied.”

Our views were not really that far
apart. Enright wasn’t rejecting the vahte
of persona] experience as part of the
writer’s raw materials, and I am not of
the opinion that Flaubert should not
have written Madame Bovary because he
vas a man nor Doris Lessing Briefing
Jor a Descent imto Hell because she js a
woman., The question is important,
however, in deiermining the character~
istics of a female aesthetic and a male
aesthetic, if such animals exist. (The
question of a feminist or masculinist
aesthetic is a somewhat different sub-
ject.)

Female \"ntmg makes direct use of
personal experience more often than
male writing. Male writers are more like-
ly to mediate their experience through a
variety of devices, with the result that
their dependence on it is often unrecog-
pizable. It may be argued’ that great
vriters of either gender can write about
experiences they have never had — such
s childbirth — if they possess empathic
genius. I'm not sure about this. I prefer
to believe that language is an extension
of the body, that it arises out of personal
and social relations. Some of the most
intevesting current work in women’s
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writing freely explores the relationship
between the body and lanpuage, ex-
perience and language. |

On the surface, such generalizations
(granting many exceptions) would seem
to reflect the different ways women and
men live, whether the result of social
conditioning, biology, or some com-
bination of these. Women, the cliché
goes, are more able to express personal
feelings. Why should art be any dif-
ferent?

The reason some male critics place a
greater value on writing that is not
obviously personal may be that they feel
easier with work that functions more or
less as they do. The value in a work is
not how personal it may be, but in how
well it expresses either the personal or
the “‘other.” Personal matters, expres-
sed personally enough, with courage and
honesty by =z talented writer, apply
universally — because none of us is un-
ique in ourselves or in our experience.
Personal experience plays an important
role, but in very different ways, in the
three books under review,

Binding Twine makes direct use of
experience, telling the story of Kemp’s
custody fight for her chikiren. After her
marriage broke up, she tells us in the in-
troduction, her son and daunghter Lived
with her for six years, their father seeing
them infrequently if at all, and not pay-
ing any child support until served with a
court order. For four of those years
Kemp raised her children on welfare.

The father eventually decided to
spend some time with his son, and the
boy stayed several months with him.
‘When he wanted to return to his mother,
Kemp says, he was not allowed. Her ex-
husband and his new wife had decided to
seek custody. Kemp reacted by taking
the children ont of the country for
several months, then returned to battle
to retain custody, She lost. The judge
decided for the father, Kemp tells us, on
the grounds that the husband and new
wife had a better income than her and a
more conventional life-style.

This is the raw material for a riveting
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story. The other writing I have seen by
Kemp centres on language experimenta-
tion, word-play, and fantasy, but the
form she wisely chose for this book is a2
narrative, broken up into many short,
connected poems. And the book is a
good read, a page-turner. In her jntro-
duction, Kemp writes:

My task has been to transmute my per-
sonal experience into something larger,
more accessible: to make my truth avail-
able so that a correspondence is set up
with the reader. I don't know why the
run-on lines of prose are considered
more accessible than poetry. Poetry can
say so much in a single phrase.

Kemp fulfils her intentions, but it’s
not the strength of single phrases that
makes the book work. Indeed, as Phyllis
Webb noies on the dust-jacket, Kemp
‘‘risks the plain, the prolix and the
obsessional” in her narrative. The
langunage is not rich; there is little
description or imagery. Kemp carries us
along with lean and simple phrases. She
tells us what happened, what was said,
how it felt. What comes through is the
power of her love and the courage of her
honesty.

I was tripped up a few times in the
book by Kemp's fondness for puns and
similar-sounding words. Sometimes this
is witty and on target:

Subtie digs I dug:

the kids called

unkempt, my name

urdone,

But sometimes it is superficial, at odds
with the depth of the whole:

Pagin, pain go away. Come again

some other way.

Not this, Not this. Weary.

Wary. Worry. War. Were. Worn.

Out,

While the direct nse of experience in
writing seems simple — a form available
10 even a beginning writer — in fact it is
difficult. There are several dangers. The
writer might remain too close to the
material to maintain her artistry. She
might become too concerned about in-
cluding all the details of what happened,
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rather than the core truth. Or she might
simply sink into a well of emotion and
write sentimentally or melodramatically.
Lemp avoids these pitfalls, sticking to
the hard truth:

What choice is there

Novw, but a rough

hmnility, a ruthless

contemplation of

eveats.

The distinction between confessional
and personal poetry is important, Con-
fessional poetry is an outpouring of
emotion, which controls form and con-
tent. It is [able to be self-pitying. In
cffective personal poetry the poct is able
to put enough distance between herself
and her exparience both to exert artistic
control and to achieve an honest and
“rithless contemplation of events.”
Binding Tivine does this, and is the kind
of personal poetry that is personal
enough, thereby transcending limita-
tions.

Gold Earrings is the work of a poet at
vaar with herself, a prolonged, un-
resolved conflict between two selves that
are very far apart. Stevenson makes a
valiant attempt to force all her work into
a political envelope, but it is intellectual
politics, not politics from the soul. Her
personal, emotional self is not easily
beaten down, however, and intrudes on
her political discourse in strange ways,
as in several lines of striking imagery
that she then turns around and makes
fun of. What you get is a kind of poetry
fnterruptus, where the personal and
lyrical insights are doused with cold
water before poetic fulfilment is
reached.

The story behind this book is impor-
tant for an understanding of what is
happening here. Sharon Stevenson was
the daughter of a mineworkers’
organizer and Communist Party
member. At one time she planned to bea
union organizer. She was a member of
the Communist Party of Canada in her
carly 20s, got expelled, becdme
estranged from her father, and later
joined a far-left Maoist group, the Com-
munist Pariy of Canada (Marxist-
Leninist).

When she was 25, Stone, her first
boolk of poems, was published to a good
critical reception. Later, when she was a
member of the CPCML and an English
student at the University of British
Columbia, she wrote a thesis attacking
her first book for petty-bourgeois self-
indulgence. While in the CPC and in the
period before she joined the CPCML,
she openly wrote poetry, but as a
Maoist, she denounced all that,

But she continued writing, secretly.
She told one old friend to watch for her
when she sold party newspapers on the
street corner — if she was wearing gold
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earrings, it meant she was writing
poems. Henee the title of the book. In
1978, Stevenson killed herself by
washing down 50 sleeping pills with a
bottle of rum.

An atticle in the Toronto Star quotes
Dorothy Livesay’s assessment of Steven-
son as “‘the first young woman in
Canada to write about working people
from a sense of experience.” In my
reading, this does not come through.
The authenticity of experience and per-
sonal feelings that does emerge can be
found in a poem about her father
(“Holocaust’’), in several feminist
poems (such as “Dream’”), and ia Iyrical
and descriptive interruptions in the later

. political poems. But the infusion of a

world-view with personal passion, which
gives power to the work of many Latin-
American poets, is not
Stevenson’s politics come across as
something she thinks she ought to feel,
rather than something from the heart.
Her true poetic sensibility and personal
authenticity are elsewhere.

Strangely enough, the most compel-
ling part of the book is the poems writ-
ten secretly while she was a Maoist, with
awful titles like ““Poetry Too Has a Class
Nature,” *“Down with the Theory of
‘Human’ Nature,”” ““The Native People

‘Are Standing Up/The Working Class

Supporis Them.* In the period before
she took her life, the conflict within had
heated up unbearably, and the result is a
kind of shiny, bleeding language that the

poet attempts to nail down with multi-
syllabic words and multi-clause
sentences from her party’s mewspaper.
Whole verses and lines are quite
beautiful, interspersed with the heavy
singing of mandatory praises of the
party line, It is sirange and painful to
read, bui fascinating.

Robin Endres has written an intelli-
gent, insightful introduction to Gold
Earrings which, although it perhaps
praises too highly Stevenson’s overall
achievement, articulates the nature of
the conflicts Stevenson put herself
through:

For the Marxist poet, the law of cause

and effect in history collides with the ex-

perlence of synchronicily which is at the
root of all writing. The poet must have
the ability to suspend the sense of linear
time and live — for moments at least —

in a world where things like to happen

together.

there.-

Endres iurther notes that Marxism
tries to fit “‘all problems into itself.”
Stevenson tried to fit it all, unsuccess-
fully, into a Marxist aesthetic, and ran
into some of the same problems that
artists find themselves in today when
they try to include everything into
feminist dogma or a fixed definition of
feminist aesthetics. A body of artistic
wotk does not fit easily into a large,
enclosed philosophical structure; it
needs an open field.

The political, philosophical views will
find a place within the body of work; if
they enclose the work, they limit and
damage it. Endres offers what thight be
seen as good-advice-too-late for Steven-
son: *. . . the purpose of radical poetry
is not socialism. The purpose of
socialism is a world where more and bet-

“ter poetry is possible.” Stevenson's
repression of her personal experiences as
artistic material, and her attempts to
write in accord with certain moral and
intellectual imperatives, prevented her
from achieving a fuller realization of her
poetic gifts.

In Beneath the Skin of Paradise: The
Piaf Poems, Judith Fitzgerald takes on
the persona of the French chanteuse,
Bdith Piaf. The book’s tone is confes-
sional, except that the confessions are
attributed to someone other than the
author. This is a form that has been used
successfufly many times; often the writer
has identified with the chosen character.
A reading of some of Fitzgerald's earlier
work, particularly the obviously auto-
biographical poem series *‘Past Cards"
in Split Levels, indicates that she iden-
tifies with aspects of Piaf’s life, and that
her choice of this form is a method of
mediating some of her own personal
experiences. This can be seen in verses
like:

perkaps I'm tiny

but I've got strength

nonetheless

and I've been fighting

one thing qfter another

and one ihing
after another’s
been fighting me

and this small package

is dynamite -

“Past Cards" is a more successful
work then the Piaf poems; its language
and emotion are sharper. Fitzgerald is
better when she is direct about what is
on her mind.

An editor I was talking to last year
complained that there was too much **I”*
in current fiction; that what fiction was
really about was ““we.”” This strikes me
as a bit of an old-fashioned prejudice
when the lines between autobiography
and fiction, poetry and prose, and other
forms are becoming blurred. The ques-
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tion is not whether to make use of per-
sonal experience in writing, but how to
do it well. Although much great litera-
ture does not make use of personal ex-
perience in any obvious way (of course it
all does in some way), the attempt to
disguise or repress personal experience
out of a misguided concept of object-
ivity or universality can produce writing
that lacks authenticity and power. [J

REVIEW

Suffer little
children

By Eva Nichols

The Book of Maithew: The Story of a
Learning Disabled Child, by Betty Jane
Wylie, McClelland & Stewart, 179
pages, $158.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 9059
3).

MANY PEOPLE view the writing of an
autobiography as an essentially self-
indulgent exercise. After all, unless the
author is someone particularly interesi-
ing or well-known, who, other than the
author is likely to be interested? 1 do not
altopether agree with this point of view,
although I recognize that one soul's
catharsis may indeed be another one's
poison.

Betty Jane Wylie"s biography of her
son Matthew is not a run-of-the-mill
autobiography. Mother as much as son
serves as the heroine/hero of this story
and it provides an Interesting insight into
an exceptional relationship. Of course, I
may be biased. I enjoyed this book
because my daily experiences involve me
with many Matthews and many Betty
Janes. And their relationship to one
another and to society at large is one
that should be repeated a thousandfold
in the lives of other learning-disabled
children and their families.

But how will the reader react who
does not even know what a learning
disability is? We cannot assume that
boolis about groups or individuals with
spzcial neads will be read only by others
with similar needs or those with at least
an intimate knowledge of them. While I
find it hard to judge this clearly, I do
sense that the puzzle created by the idea
of learning disabilities for those who do
not know this particular hidden handi-
cap would not be clarified by The Book
of Aatthew.

Wylie has had previous successes with
autobiographical books. But the dif-
ference lies in the fact that her other ex-
periences, such as widowhood, although
no less painful for her, are more readily
comprehended by the lay reader. Having

a [earning-disabled child is an experience
shared by about 10 per cent of the
population, and even for them the con-
cept of leaming disabilities may be con-
fusing.

Yet even those who are involved and
knowledgeable, who truly care, have
complained about one aspect of this
book. Wylie’s son, Matthew, is a brain
damaged young man. Brain-damaged is
a term that Wylie uses interchangeably
with learning-disabled, perceptually
handicapped, and mentally retarded.
Clearly she does recognize that there are
differences between these labels, but
since they had all been used at one time
or another to describe Matthew, she
does so0 as well. Unfortunately, this has
provoked a negative reaction in those
who have for years been trying to fight
the idea that learning disabilities are
synonymous with retardation. I wonder
if thereby she has lost her potentially
most sympathetic audience: the parents
of other learning-disabled youngsters.

So what is a learning disability? Itis a
communication disorder that strikes
about 10 per cent of the general popula-
tion and results in messages being mixed
up in the brain. It tends to occur in peo-
ple with predominantly average to
above-average intellipence., It may
manifest itself in numerous ways ranging
from the best-known one, dyslexia, to

really obscure conceptual and sociaf
difficulties. It may impact on one’s life
in one discrete area, such as reading or
writing, or cut across all aspects of daily
life, such that the learning disabled per-
son cannot apparently function well at
any time. .
Matthew Wylie was and continues
be fortunate in having 2 mother who will
fight for what she believes in. The sym-
pathetic reader can langh with, but never
at, Matthew. She may shed a few tears
with Betty Jane. But no truly sym-
pathetic reader will be untouched by the
simple prose:
*I asked how he [Matthew] felt when
he was sad.””
41 feel lonely,” he said. ““What do I
do with lonely? I try to be untonely."*
_And again:
1 asked him
“*Would you like to be born again?"
“Probably not,” he said “I'm okay
as I am.”
If only one could be sure that all
learning-disabled children could become
“unlonely” and could feel that they are

okay as they are. Please, if you have a -

soft spot in your heart for a child, any
child, but especially one who has to fight
to live in spite of incredible odds, read
this book. The Maithews of this world
need all the understanding and help that
they can get. O

PENGUIN «- SHORT - FICTION

earthy, wise, and ironic.

Caié
ILeDog

| Matt Cohen

‘Eight funny and elegant stories . . . Café Le Dog is an enjoyable
collection which masterfully combines objective reality with the
luminous, larger-than-life truths of the human heart.’

With a new introduction by Matt Cohen, Café Le Dog, presents a
_ selection of seven stories plus a novella. This is a i
collection that sparkles with Cohen’s unique sensibility, at once

- Penguin Books Canada $6.95

— Maclean’s
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CRITICAL N@TICE*S

ARTS & CRAFTS j

Contemporary Canadian Photo-
graphy from the Collection of the
Naoiloual Film DBoard/Phoiographie
eanadienne confemporaine de la collec-
tion de Toffice MNationa! du Film, by
Pierre Dessureault, Martha Hanna, and
Martha Langford, Hurtig, illustrated,
176 pages, $29.95 cloth (ISBN 0 83830

264 9).

Generally, the production qunality is
good, although some of the colour
plates seem slightly washed out. [

By Jehn Oughion

THERE'S A SENSE of both urgency and
elegy to this collection of photographs
from the stills division of the NFB. Elegy
because, after 43 years in the NFB, the
stills collection is being transferred to the
National Museums of Canada; and
urgency because, under the twin
shadows of the Mulroney culture-cutters
and ihe Appieberi repori, the fuiure of
the whole NFB seems in jeopardy.

This collection has therefore been pro-
duced for reasons of politics as much as
to give Canadians ““long-awaited access
to this great photographic treasure’ (as
the cover blurb asserts). Yet there has
been no dearth of excellent and well-
received books produced by the NFB
stills division, particularly during Lor-
raine Monk’s rule. What this collection

1= TOEN slume
offers is a survey of work since 1950 that

did not fit into previous exhibitions and
publications, as well as some that did.
Some photos were from NFB assign-
ments, and thus reflect a photojournal-
istic method; others are *art”’ pictures
purchased after the fact.

If that seems a rather unfocused
approach to editing a book that will, in
some ways, act as the stills division’s
memorial, the editors themselves don’t

offer a clearer methodolosv than iheir

RawaA S ravamiwa Einveasvwensassgm) adali EaEwas

choice of *‘the best.”* This does sidestep
charges of lack of geographic balance
(photographers east of Toronto seem
poorly represented), comprehensiveness
of leading photographers (Karsh is
inciuded but not Beny), and originality
(the brilliant B.C. photographer Tamio
Waliayama is left out). Some of their
chosen images are memorable; the first
five plates are brilliant, but the next few
fail to live up to the same standard.
Perhaps the task of winnowing 150,000
entries down to 127 representative
photos demanded a more defined
editorial approach than this book took.

&S
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Bools that recelve a particularly

positive critical notice are mar}ced at
the end with a star. ¥v
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Sunlight in the Shadows: The Land-
scape of Emily Carr, edited by Kerry
Mason Dodd, Oxford, illustrated, 84
pages, $14.95 cloth (ISBN 0 19 540464

).

By John Oughion

THIS ELBGANT, well-printed little collec-
tion is a tribute to Emily Carr. It com-
bines sensitive colour photographs by
Michael Breuer of the exact B C. loca-
tions she used in her pamungb with
apposite and previously unpublished
extracis from her letters, notes, and
journals.

As the manager of the Emily Cary
Gallery, Kerry Dodd is thoroughly
familiar not only with Carr’s art but also
with her unique approach to writing.
Carr used simple words and an
economical siyle to express complex
thoughts and overwhelming emouons. A

mnsw En.ul_y Carr sentence often va

the reader more than a whole page of art
criticism, as the samples chosen here in-
dicate: “Canada is a land of spacey
sweeps of thousand mile spreads of fir
trees, wild mountains, tearing rivers, a
land of terrific silences.”

Were it done with less taste, this book
could be accused of second-guessing the
artist; after all, her interpretations of the

scenes are what should count. But what
Dodd and Schener nrovide throuch their

WS SSAATS IS WALWRSWA S AW LANLNSVSEAL RARWAL

appreciative (rather than ml:ruswe)

approach is both a celebration of Carr’s
genius and an interesting way to evaluate
how she used the alternately lush and
stark beauty of the B.C. coast. Par-
ticularly for those who have never visited
Canada’s lotusland, this is a good way to
see Carr's work in the context of the
naiure she loved 50 much.

For the Carr devotee, it offers new
passages from her wiriting that in
themselves make this book’s modest
price worthwhile: *“To have been per-

mitted to give pleasure by writing and
painting the plain simple things of my
life fills me with the deepest gratitude;

. that these things spoke so that I might

hear and in a language I understood
even a little of.”” %

BELLES LETTRES

Remembering Orwell, compiled by
Stephen Wadhams, introduction by
George Woodcock, Penguin, 227 pages,
$7.95 paper (ISBN 0 14 007 4589),

By Ray Fillp

BORN ERIC BLAIR, Orwell was groomed
to be a member of the gentry. The Eton
boy spent five years as a ¢olonial cop in
Burma at the ‘“dirty end of Empire.”
The injustices he was trained to enforce
Ieft him with ““an enormous weight of
guilt.”” Noblesse oblige, Blair turned
into a bum, became Orwell, and went on
‘‘tramping expeditions” in search of
poverty. Privileged friends found his
Don Quixote complex frightfully amus-
ing. Coal miners continued {o call the
6’4" King’s scholar in rags “‘sir,”” and he
never wore his tramp’s gear around
gouthwold in case his father should spot .
im.

He only mana.geu io siiock himseif.
Down and Out in Paris and London was
rejected by Cape and Faber. T.S. Eliot,
one of the readers, claimed the novel
was “‘too loosely written.*” Orwell miser-
ably unhanded his manuscript to Mabel
Fierz, whose Hampstead Garden house
served as a base camp for the Blair-
Orwell rich-poor costume changes.

It took a bullet in the neck in Spain,
the lazy in-fighting of marigna Marxists,

1 -
and Stalinist viclence in Barcelona o

convince Orwell that workers were not
angels. However, his Spanish experience
did not shatter his faith in the “English
genjus,”” in a revolution without a civil
war, where ““a lion and a unicorn would
still grace the buttons of the uniforms of
England’s post-revolutionary socialist
soldiers.”

Orwell’s utopian vision was not in-
fluenced by the sci-fi socialism of H.G.
Wells {(who called him “‘that Trotskyite

AU VSRS

with blg feet’"). The English countryside
and the Tory table talk of 19th-century
rural radicals such as Willlam Cobbett
contributed more to Orwell’s sense of
healthy community and Peter Porcupine
Proietarianism.

Orwell was upset when Animal Farm
became the favourite fable of anti-
communists. Likewise, 1984 was meant
as a cautionary tale satirizing the perver-
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sion of ideals in 1948, Michael Foot,
former leader of the Brilish Labour
Party, mentions OrwellP’s **As I Please”
column in the socialist weekly journal
Tribune as *‘the only column ever writ-
ten in Fleet Strect by a man who came
into the office deliberately every week
with the idea of offending as many
readers as possible.”

As for Orwell’s personal life, his
death-bed marriage remains a macabre
accomplishment. The blonde beauty
Sonia Brownell, “like a painting by
Renoir,”” remedied Orwell’s “‘repulsive’”
self-image at a late stage in the game.
But they vwere happy in their brief-ever-
after fantasy world together.

Friends and enemies speak of Orwell’s
large gloomy presence. Big Writer Is
Watching You. Yet the name on his
hospital door, as on his tombstone,
- simply refers to a certain Eric Arthur
Blair. A strange sad circle of triumph. [l

%Vomen and YYords: The Anthology/
lzs femmes et les mots une antologie,
edited by the West Coast Editorial Col-
lective, Harbour Publishing, 287 pages,
$10.95 paper (ISBN 0 920080 53 7).

By Lorraine Johnson

THE TITLE is suggestive, as if tapping all
of the post-modern, French, feminist,
and psychoanalytic resources, It implies
that women somehow are initiated into
the world of language differently from
men and that they must affirm this dif-
ference by rejecting the language of their
*‘fathers’’ and exploring the
“openness’’ of “éeriture feminine."

This Canadian anthology may borrow
in places the language of post-modern
thought — French — but it in no way
approaches the philosophical rigour of
this movement, a rigour that is necessary
to substantiate any claims of [inguistic
and ontological difference. Instead,
women’s experience with language is
displayed in the most banal terms; as if
the point were only to “‘reach out to my
sisters.” This sentiment overruns the
volume, with titles like “‘Earth
Mother,” *“What We Want,”* and “We
Brown Women.”

After establishing *‘sisterhood,” the
anthology moves on to another over-
worked battle zone of clichéd images

and metaphors — role models. These -

simply cannot carry a story. Take Can-
dis Graham’s “Nothing Special,” for
example, Within the space of seven
pages, there is a father beating his child
in the apartment below, an obscene
telephone caller, sexual harassment on
the streats, and 2 working mother sup-
porting her only daughter, who con-
veniently starts to menstruate on page 6.
One waits for the consciousness-raising

CITIES

party, the abortion, the self-defence
course, and 50 on. The feminism of this
anthology is gutless, wasting energy on
the clichés of side issues while there is an
almost complete absence of articulated
theory.

Only Penny Kemp’s poem ‘‘Simul-
taneous Translation' approaches a
clarity of feminist statement. This poem
serves as a kind of preface to the work,
touching on the problems of Canada’s
divided linguistic community and then
extending them to the feminist issue of
both French and English as inherited,
cultural (read patriarchal) baggage. In
Kemp’s provocative word-play, *‘au
langage masculin’® is acoustically trans-
formed/translated into the astute ‘‘ch
long age mask you lent.”

Aside from this intelligent comment
on_women and words, the much-too-
short introduction lapses into the same
solipsism and self-reference that typifies
the anthology. The editors selected
works, the introduction tells us, that
reflect as fully as possible the cultural
and linguistic backgrounds, race, age,
sexuality, class and iocation of the
women who submitted their work.”
‘This is collective preening; the selection
process itself defines any homogeneity
the anthology bas, but the process is
based on simply reflecting what they
chose: a circle with an empty core. O

shows, a baseball stadium and more
than 600 residences, it now is mostly
parkland. The battles between the re-
maining residents, who want to meintain
their tightly knit community, and
Metropolitan Toronto, which wants to
clear their homes for more parkland,
have found their way to the provincial
legistature and the Supreme Court of
Canada. And the war continues.

Gibson"s story is fascinating, par-
ticularly as it places the current dispute
into historical perspective. As she tells it,
Islanders have [ong had their hands full
coping with municipal officialdom, and
were grateful 1o be transferred to Metro
jurisdiction, if only to be free of heavy-
handed city politicians. Ironically, this
occurred just as city sympathies began
shifting in favour of the Islanders. This
is not an objective history, at least not as
it relates to the Islanders. But after
reading it, it’s hard to disagree with Jane
Jacobs, who told a rally in 1980 that
“when people defend a place the way
you Islanders are defending this, that's
the greatest argument of all”* for preser-
ving the community. O

Toronto Remembered: A Celebration
of the City, by William Kilbourn, Stod-
dart, 336 pages, $21.95 cloth (ISBN 0
7737 2029 4).

More Than an Island: A History of
the Toronto Island, by Sally Gibson,
Irwin Publishing, illustrated, 324 pages,
$34.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7720 1446 9).

By liark Gerson

“WHAT “THE MOUNTAIN' is to the Mont-
realer, ‘the island’ is to the people of
Toronto,* hiftorian G. Mercer Adam
wrote in 1882. That the local obsession is
alive and well a century later is shown by
the flood of books about Toronto Island
in recent vears. Gibson’s is but the latest
and most complete of these. Pains-
takingly researched, scrupulously index-
ed and footnoted, and attractively illus-
trated, it recounts in sometimes
numbing detail the island’s history from
the days of French coureurs de bois to
the legal and political wrangles of the
present. '

For anyone not familiar with it, the
Island (actually a mini-archipelago) lies
between the city and Lake Ontario. It
was the defence potential of the Island,
originally a peninsula joined by a narrow
sandbar to the mainland, that helped
favour Toronto for settlement. Once a
bustling summer resort, complete with
hotels, amusement parks, vaudeville
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By Mark Gerson

THIS BOOK is among the literary gifts
showered on Toronto in honour of its
150th birthday last year. Unfortunately
it’s not among the best of the sesqui
season. Reminiscences and historical
sketches by Kilbourn are interlaced with
quotes, poems, and essays reprinted
from various sources, and the result is an
unfocused omnibus.

That isn’t to say that individual pieces
aren't noteworthy. Pierre Berton’s mov-
ing tribute to Union Station, written
when the railway terminal was threat-
ened with demolition, Harry Rasky’s
colourful description of a Jewish neigh-
bourhood, Michael Bliss’s entertaining
account of the city's Edwardian
Methodist mafia, Bharati Mukherjee’s
run-in with racism, and Marshall
McLuhan’s clever analogy equating
unscrupulous developers with airplane
hijackers are all outstanding. So are
Kilbourn's account of the absurdities of
municipal politics and the excerpt from
his biography of William Lyon Macken-
zie, although some of his other pieces
are not as successful. Also entertaining
are the dozens of short quotations from
the pens of Brendan Behan (“Toronto
will be a fine town when it is finished**),
Anna Jameson (“Toronto is like a
fourth or fifth rate provincial town with
the pretensions of a capital city’”), and
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the wag who wrote that ‘*no one should
visit Toronto for the first time.”

The material, as fine as much of it is,
is poorly organized and never gels into
anything more than an excuse to 10ss a
serfes of thinly related pieces into one
volume. Perhaps Kilbourn should have
prepared three books — a memoir, a
compilation of Toronto quotations, and
an anthology of the best essays written
about the city — rather than the single
jumbled collection that is Toronto
Remembered. O

CONMEDY & SATIRE ]

Characiers Including Me, by 1. Gor-
don Drysdale, Lancelot Press, 103
ages, $4.95 paper (ISBN 0 88999 235 5).

By itristy Eldredge
THIS AUTHOR did meet up with some
salty characters in his Nova Scotia
yvouth, but he's made a mistake in
presenting himself as one of them. His
own full but unremarkable life becomes
the main focus of his reminiscences, and
his narration gives little justification for
self-interest. As far as one can gather
from his conscientious but personally
reticent account, Drysdale is an amiable,
unassuming man who coped good-
naturadly with a rugged rural boyhood
and went on to do nothing noteworthy.
His interest in people has resulted in
his remembering quite a few funny
stories and conversational bon mots,
and these are entertaining, but they're
often presented in an odd, clipped man-
ner instead of with the expansive ease of
a born story-teller. Drysdale has an odd
tendency to give details where they
aren’t necessary and to withhold them
when they are. On the first page, he
writes: “*Usually everyone came home at
noon, for a meal which we called “‘din-
ner.” ** A few sentences later, he speaks
of hitching the horse up to *“an old red
pung”™ — a word that evidently strikes
him as less odd than **dinner,”* for he
neither comments on nor explains it.
The book is most interesting when it
does what it purports to do: describe
characters, One of these is Charlie
Steele, a big, alcoholic woodsman who
would drink anything from extract of
lemon to shoe polish. With his brawling,
his sexual prowess, and eventual mar-
riage to the town slattern, he makes for
the liveliest reading. Some amusement is
afforded by Drysdale’s account of the
humourless, idiosyncratic citizens of
Guysborough, N.S., where he settles,
but his stories of the uneducated black
people who live nearby are distinctly
patronizing. The book does not present
& large enough vision to have anything
but a very limited appeal. [0
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The Leacock Medal Treasury: Four
Decades of the Best of Canadian
Humour, edited by Ralph L. Curry,

-|-Lester & Orpen Dennys, 359 pages,

$11.95 paper (ISBN 0 88619 086 X).
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By Maria Horvath

NOT SURPRISINGLY, this collection of
excerpts from each of the 37 winners of
the Leacock medal for humour is great
fun. Most of ‘the pieces are nostalgic
reminiscences of life in the varied neigh-
bourhoods of Canada. They range from
Farley Mowat's Newfoundland to Don
Bell's Montreal and Morley Torgov's
Northern Ontario towns, from Sondra
Gotlleb’s North Winpipeg to Max
Braithwaite's small town in Saskat-
chewan. But humorous Canadians are
not confined to Canada; Lawrence Earl
visits Ireland, and Eric Nicol recalls his
adventures in England and Paris,

Perhaps reflecting Canada itself, the
humour collected here is quiet and smil-
ing rather than Joud and uproarious.
Strikingly, almast none of it is like that
of Stephen Leacock. There's little of
that zany, slightly skewed view of life’s
absurdities that made Leacock one of
the writers that Groucho Marx most
admired.

While the book has only a few belly
laughs, it is full of chuckles. Two
excerpts stand out. Morley Torgov re-
counts a delightfu] tale about the search
for a new leader of a Jewish community;
like all great humour, it is a mirror in
which we all see someone we know, Mer-
vyn J. Huston tells the story of the trial
of a local bootlegger who obviously is
also one of the most popular men in
town. What is the jury of his peers to
do? The verdict is hilarious.

Unfortunately, Mordecai Richler is
not represented. One can only wonder
what criteria determine the Leacock
awards so that one of Canada’s funniest
writers has never won one. Despite his
absence, however, the others are a funny
bunch. Only a handful failed to make
me smile. O

The Apostate’s Tatloo, by J.J. Stein-
feld, Ragweed Press, 134 pages, $8.95
paper (ISBN 0902304 28 1). .

By Veronica Ross !
“WRITE AND perhaps the suffering will
make sense,'* a character says in one of
the stories in this c¢ollection. One hopes
Steinfeld will heed this advice, because
his is an important new voice in Cana-
dian writing.

Of the 12 stories in this collection,
only three have been previously pub-

-

lished. The writing is brisk, assured,
fresh. Sometimes the tone is uneven,
sometimes the endings are a bit pat, but
these faults seemn minor beside the
strenpths.

Some of the stories are existential,
others are accounis of contemporary
life, the rest deal with being Jewish. The
existential stories are humorous, the
contemporary ones moving, but the
Jewish stories are the most powerful.
They hit you in the guts and heart. Sur-
vival, memory, history, suffering, guilt,
love: these are Steinfeld’s themes, and
they are weighty ones. For this reason,
one feels, these are also the stories where
the writer's voice hedges, where
Steinfeld slides into a too-pat ending.

The title story, *“The Apostate’s Tat-
100,”” is the strongest. An assimilated
Jew, Sam Morgan (Shlomo Markovitz),
becomes more and more troubled as he
studies his own heritage. Finally he has
his mother’s concentration camp
number tattooed on his arm, But it is the
wrong arm: “1 love you, I love you,
Shlomo,” his wife cries, which somehow
does not sound right.

Similar problems exist in others, but
the overall impression is that these are
profound stories about complex situa-
tions. One hopes that Steinfeld’s visions
will lead to further exploration of these
themes. Although the hand of the expert
is sometimes missing, Steinfeld is
obviously a writer with enormous talent
and much feeling. [J

Berlin Solsitce, by Sylvia Fraser,
McClelland & Stewart, 384 pages,
$18.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 3176 9).

By Sherie Posesorski

SERIOUS INTENTIONS don’t necessarily
make for fiction that can be taken
seriously. Case in point: Berlin Solstice.
This novel charts the fortunes of two
Germans, Carmel Kohl, an entertainer,
and Kurt Schmidt, a Hitler youth,
during the Third Reich.

Fraser aims at creating a fiction that
will seriously examine the political and
personal mentality of the German Reich.
She demonstrates her high seriousness in
her oversaturation of epigraphs
preceding each section, overscrupulous
historical descriptions of place, and pop-
in historical figures. None of it
coalesces. Huge blocks of historical
summary and detail stand out from the
narrative, like the yellow-marked
passages of a dogged student. Despite
the length of the novel, it appears too
short to carry the period covered,
1922-1945, which forces Fraser con-
stantly to synopsize historical events in
dialogue asides.

Her intention is the depiction of the
emergence of the Reich mentality —
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along the lines of E.L. Doctorow's Rag-
tire, which in masterly fashion explores
the whirlpool of economic, social, and
political evenis that created the men-
tality of 20th-century America. How-
ever, Fraser’s linear narrative makes the
history of the era logical and explainable
— trivializing its impact. What the novel
lacks is the swirling dynamic between the
personal and the political, As Schmidt
rises through the ranks of the S$ and
Kohl through the underground
resistance movement, it seems Jess a
political decision and more like
historical train-hopping. O

bemused unreality by asking $12.95 for
an unillustrated book of 76 pages, five
of which are to no evident purpose com-
pletely blank, [

Fury, by David Watmough, Oberon,
152 pages, $21.95 cloth (ISBN 0 38750
542 2) and $11.95 paper (ISBN 0 88750
543 0).

Chiristopher Carifer of Hazelnut, Also
Itnown as Bear, by Antonine Maillet,
translated from the French by Wayne
Grady, Methuen, 76 pages, $12.95 cloth
(ISBW 0 458 98110 9).

By Paul Stuawe

MAILLET'S Pélagie-la-Charreite (trans-
lated as Pélagie: The Return to a Home-
land) won the 1979 Prix Goncourt, one
of France’s major book awards, and in
50 doing triggered a flood of better-late-
than-never publicity from English-
Canadian literati anxious to demonstrate
that they’d known about her all the
time. This belated explosion of interest
in Maillet presumably accounis for the
appearance of an English translation of
her Christopher Cartier, a very short and
very slight tale situated on the borderline
between children’s and adule literature,

In attempting to please readers of all
ages, Maillet has created a fictional
world in which her adult narrator romps
vith friendly animals in benign natural
settings. The other major character is
Christopher Cartier or “‘Bear,” a young
cub whose callow confusions supply
sporadic moments of dramatic interest.
Although he will inevitably be compared
to that older cousin immortalized by
Macdan "Engel, this bear is the stuff of
gentle whimsy rather than erotic fantasy:
Christopher Cartier may be a great prac-
tical joker, but his amatory efforts are
confined to being cute and cuddly.

As the book meanders on through a
series of inmocuous and occasionally
Inane occurrences, some amusement is
provided by the verbal interplay between
bear and narrator. “Laugh on Tqyne”
as a pun on La Fontaine and mala-
propisms such as ‘‘metaphor” for
“meteor” and “Winnifred’* for *‘infra-
red” are good for several Ilaughs,
although I doubt that younger readers
will be much taken with them. This con-
clusion also applies to the boock as a
whole, which takes an adult perspective
on an idealized children’s world and
makes a generally bloodless and unin-
volving story out of it. The publishers
have contributed to this atmosphere of

By Robin Meicalfe

IN THIS YOLUME David Watmough con-
tinues the memoirs of his fictional alter
ego, Davey Bryant. A complex, original
creation, Davey follows the author’s
own footsteps from beginnings in Corn-
wall to maturity in Vancouver, The suc-
cessive volumes do not form a chrono-
logical progression, but assemble parts
of Davey’s life as might a jigsaw puzzle.
The nine stories in Fury fall into two
groups. Five, closely linked, describe
Davey’s boyhood in Cornwall and Lon-
don. Later, as the narrator’s youthful
self-absorption gives way to an adult
interest in those around him, the bio-
graphical conceit wears thin. These Van-
couver stories stand as separate works,
in which the continuity of narrator
seems incidental.

The title story, about a beloved pet
ferret, develops themes that unite this
rambling collection: human betrayal,
the failure of compassion, and the
predator that lurks beneath the skin.
How readily, Davey learns, we human
animals indulge the crude satisfactions
of bigotry and violence. “Nelly Moriarty
and the Jewish Question’ treats these
blind hatreds with a wry humour. Other
stories, such as ““Incident in the Forest,*’
depict young Davey’s horror at his own
capacity for brutality. In *“Where do I
Weep When Your Sad Song is Sung?”’ it
is memory itself that betrays us.

Although Watmough has woven the
[ife of Davey Bryant from the threads of
his own, they do not form a single gar-
ment. The facts are varied from one
stiory to the next to digpel the illusion of
autobiography. Like all of us, Davey
remembers not one, but many, contra-
dictory lives. All memory is fiction. O

I L L i

From the human mass. There is never a
reason why one Is spared and another
not. Precautions, such as hiding or pur-
chasing forged credentials, are useless in
a deadly game in which someone else
holds the wild cards. Those who escape
— be it for a week, a month, or a life-
time — are forever paying for the expen-
sive miracle that set them free. They pay
in damaged psyches, soured relation-
ships, and thousands of smaller ways
that are only noticeable in their cumula-
tive effect.

The first two stories in the collection,
““The Gates’” and '“The Saviour,’” are
brief, well-crafted incidents that evoke
the horrors of an era, the terror of in-
dividuals facing destruction, and the
trauma of those who are spared. ‘“The
Leave-Taking’” is 2 longer, more clui-
tered piece. The only one set in the pre-
sent, it relies on flashbacks and
reminiscences to flesh in the details of
Henrietia Blum’s relationship with her
son — a relationship molded during her

- struggle to keep the two of them alive

and free after her husband and daughter
are taken by the Nazis, In the play, **The
Aching Heart of Samuel Kleinerman®
{produced last year both by CBC-Radio
and Czerniecki’s own Theatre Plus in
Toronto), a Jewish family must decide
whether it can afford the moral toll its
survival would exact. While the power
of this drama is diluted by some uneven
dialogue and by superfluouns narmation,
the play retains much of its impact.
Czemiecki is himself a survivor, and
his tales possess a moving authenticity
that suffers in this book not from a lack
of objectivity but from the unfortunate
distraction of too many typos. O

The Promise, by Wanda Blynn Camp--
bell, Pulp Press, 129 pages, $7.95 paper
{ISBN 0 88978 141 5).

The Gates: Three Stories & A Play, by
Marion André Czerniecki, Mosaic
Press, 126 pages, $6.95 paper (ISBN 0

88962 256 6).

By iiark Gerson

THE FOUR PIECES in this unusual an-
thology — three short stories and a full-
length playscript — revolve around the
Holocaust. Each is a tale of survival, not
only of the atrocities of genocide, but of
the bitter, cruel choices survival
demands, the guilt it imposes, and the
scars it inflicts, Marion André Czer-
niecki’s survivors are plucked randomly

—— TR ey - pete— e, e g -

By Debra NMariens

CAMFBELL'S 12 stories rough up the
reader’s emotions, like sandpaper on old
wood. In three of them we learn the
hunting values of Northern Quebec:
wild animals are killed for their meat.
Although this may seem obvious to all
but tourist hunters, Campbell presents it
in the same way that Laura views the
carcass she skins in *“Rabbit’: “with
feelings that were clean of pity or
remorse.”” The difference of values be-
tween city and country is highlighted in
the same tale when a Montreal drama
student who likes to read de Sade aloud
while dressed in thigh-high boots gets
sick over a skinning that is for Laura
“the exercising of a skill, a ritual as
unextraordinary as sitting down to
supper,”* This dancing is taken up again
in the excellent, mildly ambiguous
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*Birthday Party.” Maude is visited by a
daughter who got rich in the city and
appears only at Christmas and on her
mother’s birthday, After the latest boy-
friend is introduced, and the daughter
adds, ‘*He likes you, Ma,” Maude cuis
through pretensions with, “‘I been
wondering when you were going to drop

ihis Miathas hustnace #7 Vak 32 30 svmnlaas
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whether Maude is playing up to her
guests’ expectations. When they leave,
she ignores the gifts she will eventually
give away, and resumes mopping the
floor. In “Thaw" Magda is a large,
tough woman who falls in love and
bepins to tell people just how she feels,
and in “Kisses” a servant-like wife
learns to tell her husband to ““kiss my

ass.” The wonder of it is that we hear
her traneformation throngh the gn::m

Vera exchanges with her nejghbour. EI

Stories by Canadian YWomen, edited
by Rosemary Suflivan, Oxford, 395
pages, $10.95 paper (ISBN 0 19 540468

8).

By Libby Scheier

1T IS A pleasure to see this impressive col-
lection of women’s short stories. An
historical overview of Canadian
vromen's fiction, suitable — and this is
not a dig — for use in the university
classroom, is long overdue.

The anthology begins with such [9th-
century writers as Isabeila Valancy
Crawford and Sara Jeannette Duncan,
and ends with young women like Aritha
van Herk and Dionne Brand. In between
are most of the women whose fiction has
received critical acclaim. An honour roll
of those Sullivan would have included if
she’d had more pages (and adding
another volume might not have been a
bad idea) is listed in the introduction.

My only quibble with this fine anth-
ology is that it ﬁ:gm. have included more
women whose writing is a bit more off
the beaten path stylistically (Gail Scott,
for example) and a few newer, less estab-
lished writers. The only writer repre-
sented whose prose is not already well
known is Dionne Brand. (I should add,
however, that an attempt was made to
include Donna Smythe's story, ““Red
Hot,”” irom the Bakers" Dozen short fic-
tion anthology, but permission to
rmuthlich wae danisd hvy Waman’e Praac

publish was denied by Women’s Press,
which held copyright.)

As Sullivan points out in her intelli-
gent and wseful introduction, most of
the major *‘women’s themes’ are in-
cluded in these stories (motherhood,
precnancy and abortion, the power
politics of personal relationships), as
well as other frequently used themes of
literature: “‘love and hate, progeny,
culture, politics and power.” Sullivan
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notes that when these authors write
about women’s experiences, they do not
do so from a *“crabbed, eccentric’® view-
point, but a universal one. Pondering
the meaning of this coexistence of
women’s themes with more traditional
subject matter, Sullivan offers an inter-
esting view of a contemporary female
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than biologically. Or, to update my
vocabulary according to current
academic style, Sullivan sees a socially
constructed but not essential female
aesthetic {(at least in this discourse).
Noting that the traditional ‘“‘universal’
viewpoint has been ‘“‘expanded® (my
emphasis) by these women to ““incor-
porate the perspective of the previously
silent majority,”” Sullivan says: “This
declares that the human story is being
rounded out; it is no longer androcen~
tric.”” Instead of seeing a female

aesthetic as narrower than a male one,
or simply other, Sullivan suggests that,
at this point in time, it encompasses a
male aesthetic and then adds some. This
is a striking notion and Sullivan makes a
good case for it. %

Yet this is not a blinkered account of
success stories alone. Although the word
"*death’’ does not even figure until page
14, the reader is eased into the idea with
the whole process described — both
physically and psychologically. Fine
does not attempt to valorize death by
speaking of heroes and victims and
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sible to young adults, stressing that
many others have shared the same exper-
ience, felt similar emotions and worked
through the guilt of another’s death. O

r_'_'—"'_"—""’*—_"_'——‘ il
L MIXED MEDIA

History on the Run: The Trencheoal
Memoirs of a Forelgh Correspondent,
by Knowlton Nash, McClelland &
Stewart, 349 pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN 0
7710 6700 3).

Afraid to Ask: A Book About
Cancer, by Judylaine Fine, Kids Can
Press, $19.95 cloth (ISBN 0 919954 79 6)

and $12.95 paper (ISBN 0 919964 56 7).

By Lorraine Johnson

DEMYSTIFYING FEAR is the main intent of
this book. Yet in purporting to write for
an adolescent audience, Fine is caught in
a familiar trap; the tone of the book
wavers between an encouragement for
life and acceptance of death.

Perhaps this is a necessary paradox
when dealing with cancer, particularly
when trying to reconcile a young
audience {o this illness. But s it a useful
taclic to place a chapter on prevention
near the beginning of a book whose
main readers will probably already have
contact with a cancer patient? For some
young readers, this might simply add to
the feelings of anger and resentment
which many psychologists find prevalent
among children of cancer patients. But it
might also direct other readers to the
more positive and encouraging decisions
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Whatever the effect, Fine is clearly
concerned for her audience, and her
compassionate yet direct writing will cer-
tainly appeal to teenagers. The medical
exegeses outlining different bodily func-
tions are balanced with various personal
stories and thus, the language of
melanoma and sarcoma and chemo-
therapy is translated into people and

. families and caring.

By John Goddard

RNOWLTON WNASH was 12 years old,
standing with an armful of newspapers
on a Toronto street comer in June,
1940, announcing France’s surrender to
the Germans. *‘France surrenders! Read
all about itl’* he shouted, showing an
early enthusiasm for breadcasting that
led eventually to his cuirent job as
anchor for CBC-TV’s The National.
Nash still has a Iot of the newsboy in
him, Judgmg from History on the Run,

his mamnire ac a Washinatan saweas
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pondent during the 1950s and 1960s.
Once, when filming the Oval Office, he
“couldn®t resist sitting down in the big
leather presidential chair.’” And he
admits 1o asking Winston Churchill “a
useless question . . . just to be able to say
I'd once talked to the great man.”

N

Nash’s analytic skill is boyish too. Of
Jobn F. Kennedy he writes: ““it seemed
clear to me that it was his image, not his
philosophy, that won the crowd.’’

Tha narrativa el-ine fram flat anandnta
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to shallow commentary to naive expres-
sion of awe as Nash strains to Iook over
the heads of prominent U.S. reporters at
newsmakers of the day. Never is there a
feeling of overhearing a private conver-
sation or peeking through the crack of a
door. Mash rehashes events of the Eisen-
hower, Kennedy, and Johnson eras,
while dealing only perfunctorily with
topics he was best placed to address: the
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challenges to a reporter in CBC-TV's
pioneer days, and how TV changed the
news business. O
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Forced Liiareh {o Freedom: An Ilus.
troted Biory of Two Forced DMarches
ond the Interval Beiween January to
Loy, 1945, by Robert Buckham,
Canada’s Wings, 98 pages, $11.95 cloth
{ISBI 0 920002 25 0).

By Etove Lulilis

AS THE momentous sweep of great
historical events recedes into the past,
we can leisurely look at their effect on
the lives of ordinary people. The Second
World War has produced many such
unpretentious records, Buckham’s short
diary of two forced marches across Ger-
many as a Canadian prisoner of war dur-
ing tl:z closing months of the conflict is
unusual because it is illustrated with his
pen-and-ink drawings,

A commercial artist turned bomber
pilot, Buckham was shot down and
imprisoned in Stalag Luft 111, scene of
“‘the great escape.’® Bui when the Ger-
mans forced the 20,000 Allied airmen to
march west, away from the advancing
Russians, the senior camp officer
ordered his men not to escape. Their
chances of survival were better if they
stayed together and waited for the liber-
ating armies to rescue them.

One of the few exciting moments in
Buckbam's othenvise low-keyed narra-
tive happens early in the march, when
fatigue, diarrhoea, and freezing weather
malie him lag behind and he struggles to
catch up with his comrades. Otherwise,
his words and sketches offer only

detached glimpses of the undoubted suf- _

fering endured by the marchers. A tone
of restrained endurance pervades this
modest Jittle book. Self-control, studied
curiosity about the passing scene, and an
appreciation of those whose ingenuity
can scrounge or construct the humble
necessities of life hold the story together.
There are also surprising moments of
distracting humour, Gke finding a bath-
tub with hot water in a Prussian castle.
Bucltham’s pleasure in such simple
things relieves the understated misery of
the events he has carefully recorded. O

lished oral history programs. Some set
down the memories of the high and
mighty; others chased the remembered
past of a more humble citizenry. In
Canada, the most energetic and accom-
plished proponent of the second
approach was the project devised by the
provincial archives of British Columbia.
The best of its journal, Sound Heritage,
has been gathered in this attractive, well-
produced volume, While more eclectic
and inferior, as a form of popular
history, to the more crafted works of
Studs Terkel or Barry Broadfoot, this
spirited collection provides a rich slice of
British Columbija’s colourful, often tur-
bulent social history.

A’ those who have dabbled in this sort
of history know, the end products
frustrate as they tantalize. When the
material is fresh, the interviewer
informed, and the editor sensitive, the
results do satisfy. The first section on
B.C.’s native peoples is especially effec-
tive; and the most stimulating piece of
all in Sound Heritage is an elderly Indian
woman's recollection of a turn-of-the-
century mission school. For other practi-
tioners, oral history is a record of exploi-
tation and struggle: the memories here
of workers in the lumber camps, mines,
and fisheries of British Columbia do not
stand so well on their own. In one glar-
ing instance, the respondent does not
remember the way the editor wants him
to remember.

At other times, oral history fails to be
anything more than story-telling by peo-
ple with unusual lives and a gift for the
gab in front of a microphone. Good and
not so good examples appear here as
well. Best read in small and digestible
lumps, Sound Herilage succeeds as a
collection of plain tales. But it demon-
strates the pitfalls — and not just the
strengths — of a genre of history it is
meant to celebrate. O

POETRY
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Lowry's experience limns in a black
Hght the extremity of self-aggravated
alienation, The disintegration of his
mind and body, its tedious and wilfully
sluggish regress can, in Lowry's case,
only be accounted for by a diagnosis of
pathological masochism. That Lowry's
talent for transmitting his mordant
vision has been internationally cele-
brated with cannibalistic fervour, sug-
gests to me the decayed spiritual health
of the scatalogical voyeurs who rejoice
in and feast upon his misery rather than
weep that such personal horror is
intellectually titillating and commercial-
ly viable. Thus, the historical and
literary contexts in which Thesen has to
struggle for a re-vision of this man,
themselves ‘'demand perceptive analysis
and comment.

Confabulations defeats dramatic
development by uncritically shifting
viewpoint from omnipotent narrator to
first-person in the voice of Lowry. This
creates a nebulous perspective. Clichés
abound, and too many participles drain
the cycle's potential energy, negating the
subterranean tensions that must account
for the volcano’s gradual incandescence
and eruption. Emotional identification
is absent, and thus the sympathy is for-
mal rather than special, Criticism of
society’s response to the man, and its
part in creating him js virtually unat-
ternpted.

Thesen’s painting of Lowry must,
finally, compete with his own 10-yvear
laboured image of himself: the language
of Under the Volcano; the dramatic tex-
ture. So considered then, Thesen may
not be entirely to blame if her treatment
of one of the century’s most complex
and self-destructive personalities falls
short of revelation. (0
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Words for Elephant Man, by Kenneth
Sherman, Mosaic Press, 88 pages, $6.95
paper (ISBN 0 88962 3).

Sound Herltoge: Voices from British
Columbin, edited by Saeko Usukawa,
Douglas & Meclntyre, illustrated, 276
pages, $24.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88894 443
).

By Brad Adams

IN THE EARLY and mid-1970s, when
money still gushed from the public well,
many universities and archives estab-

Confabulations: Poems for Malcolm
Lowry, by Sharon Thesen, Oolichan
Books, 41 pages, $6.95 paper (ISBN 0
88982 072 4).

By Kathleen lioore

THE COMBINED gifts of actress, analyst,
and anecdotalist are essential to create
convincing biography. Add to these the
eventful language demanded of a poem,
the compression, the crystallized insight,
and the task may approach heroic
dimensions. Dramatic identification
with a morbid genius such as Malcolm
Lowry was, must be especially difficult
to achieve; no less the sustaining com-
passion from which a sensitive portrait
must arise,

By Ken Stange

FOR THE READER who likes books —
unified, complex objects — Kenneth
Sherman’s Elephant Man is a major,
substantial contribution to the world’s
library, and a handsome, thoughtfully
designed book whose visual appeal is
augmented by a number of superb etch-
ings by George Raab. This book is your
proverbial “good read’’: by the second
page you know you’ll not be walking the
dog or takiog out the parbage until you
finish it. The subject matter, of course,
appeals to one’s prurient interest (which
is at least partially why Broadway and
Hollywood made so much money with
their versions of Merrick’s life), but this
morbid curiosity is not the central
appeal here, but rather in the words, the
writing, Sherman is capable of extremely
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graceful shifts of tone and style, mixing
historical quotations with epigrams and
his own protean verse to create a kalei-
doscopic and engrossing metaphor from
the tragedy that was the Elephant Man.
This book is too much of a piece for any
quotation to do it justice. Suffice it to
say that it is a book so {resh, different,
and absorbing that it nepgates all reason-
able expectations of the humdrum. O

SCIENCE & NATURE —r]

Harvesting the Northern Wild, by
Marilyn Walker, Qutcrop (Raincoast),
illustrated, 224 pages, $12.95 paper
(ISBN 0 919315 10 0).

By Liza Vandermeer

WALKER INTENDS her book to be *“*a trail
guide and source of practical informa-
tion™ about edible plants of the North-
vest Territories. But with its accurate,
attractive line drawings and maps,
descriptions of habitats, and uses of
plants, the book also contains much that
would appeal to those who have no
desire to eat anything wilder than the
occasional blueberry.

Walker is an anthropologist, and she
briefly describes different groups of
Dene people, their ranges, and major
food sources. These descriptions, along
with a section on “The Northern Land-
scape,”” form as good an introduction to
Morthern ecology and inhabitants as [
have seen outside of Thomas Berger's
reports on the Mackenzie Valley. Many

excerpts from the writings of such Euro-
pean explorers as Samuel Hearne and
Alexander Mackenzie are included, pro-
viding facts about indigenous peoples
and explorers alike. An annotated
bibliography of beoks on the North, and
a separate ‘‘recommended reading’® list
are also attractive features of this multi-
faceted source book.

23 PBooksin Canada, March, 1985

For each plant discussed, there is a
meticulous drawing, details on where to
search for it, which portions are usable
and in what way, and cdmments on
medicinal or other properties. My faith
in Walker's knowledge was confirmed
by her comment that the root of the
yellow water lily i3 ““‘impossible to eat.”
Most *““edible wild’* specialists cheerfully
assert that morsels similar to Chinese
water chesinuts can be obtained from
this plant, although I have found that no
amount of trouble produces anything
worthwhile, The recipe section is slanted
toward things to do with berries (rasp-
berry vinegar is very simple) but also in-
cludes savouries and that staple of
wilderness travel, bannock. *

Although his subject is grim, Mowat
does surprise us with some facts; that,
for example, animals now thought arctic
indigenes, such as the walrus, were once
very common around the Gulf of St.
Lawrence. Mowat quotes one source as
saying that polar bears used to ““infest
[habitants’] houses’” — which must have
been a nuisance. In any event, even if
skeptics believe that Mowat’s facts are
only half-accurate, he makes a powerful
indictment of human attitudes toward
other species that share our planet. %

EPQF&TS & ADVENTUFIE

Sea of Slaughter, by Farley Mowat,
McClelland & Stewart, 438 pages,
$24.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 6556 6):

Tiger: A Hockey Story, by Tiger
Williams with James Lawton, Douglas &
McIntyre, illustrated, 172 pages, $16.95
cloth (ISBN 0 883894 448 9).

By Liza Vandermeer

MOWAT'S LATEST book deals with the
region of Canada that has gained world-
wide notoriety for the great ice seal
hunt. The internationat indignation over
the East- Coast seal fishery has perhaps
been unmatched by any similar conver-
sation cause, probably because the
visual images of fTuffy white baby seals,
bloody ice pans, and men with clubs
have an emotional impact that is hard to
better. The object of this book is to draw
attention 1o other animals that once
dwelt, or still exist in, the varied habitats
between New England and Labrador.

Although few of the species Mowat
discusses (and they are numerous, rang-
ing from lobsters to polar bears) would
make as good media copy as baby seals,
they have all been subject to man’s prb-
pensities that, in Newfoundland sealers,
have been called greed and brutality. It
is depressing to realize that no wild
aniinal, no matter how hard-pressed,
will ever receive the same human advo-
cacy as these cute, lucky whitecoats, but
Mowat hopes his book will “help to
change our attitudes and modify our
future activities’’ with regard to nature
as typified throughout the Eastern Sea-
board. Such attitudes are exemplified by
the *“‘managing’’ of carnivores to extinc-
tion to Ieave more game for sportsmen,
or the increased catch of undersize shell-
fish, now that the large, breeding-size
individuals have become scarce.

Drawing on an impressive mass of
historical research, each chapter
describes the pre-1600 population and
range of an animal, and the human
activities that reduced it to present
status. Pictures of the various animals
described (especially uncommon birds)
would have increased the impact of such
descriptions.

By Brad Adams

NOW A SPENT veteran, Dave ““Tiger”
Williams hooked, chopped, and
scrounged his way to notoriety as a pug-
nosed forward with the Toronto Maple
Leafs and Vancouver Canucks. His
brash and outspoken autobiography,
penned by Vancouver sports writer Jim
Lawton, tells us — unexpectedly —
much more about the heart, muscle, and
waris of the spori than do countless
hymns to hockey greats and even Ken
Dryden’s The Game. Except to single
out a few wanton goons, Tiger makes no
apology for his brand of hockey, and lit-
tle for an era in the 1970s when the game
fell to the level of blood sport. Williams
cannot be let off quite so easily. But he is
all too right to claim that nastiness, for
better or for worse, is part of hockey,
and that players and teams without the
talent to free-wheel have to tough it out
in the trenches.

Tiger’s assessments and comments
about teammates, coaches, and life in
the NHL provide lots of fuel for change-
room chatter, But his story is of wider
relevance. For Williams, as for nearly all
professional athletes, the big time is a
gilded lunch bucket. The depiction here
of growing up poor in Weyburn, Sask.,
of rough-and-tumble Prairde hockey
towns, and of his great determination to
make something of himself are starkly
realistic. And there is more than a touch
of the Horatio Alger hero in Tiger: his
story is sprinkled with rough-hewn
homilies to the work ethic, self-
discipline, and loyalty to team, fan, and
family. Daggers are hurled at teammates
who took fat contracts but cheated their
promise on and off the ice. With its
bombast and abrasive honesty, Jim
Lawton’s bump-and-grind prose is the
perfect match for Tiger’s gritty and
sometimes likable intelligence, £1
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REVIEW

How the West
was won

By Ldarl Abley

|

The Canndian Prairies: A History, by
Gerald Friesen, University of Toronto
Press, 524 pages, $24.95 cloth (ISBN 0
G020 2513 7).

HISTORIES OF the Canadian West tend to
begin from the comfortable assumption
that the region had no history worthy of
the name until the appearance of white
men, first as explorers, then as traders,
finally as settlers. The first great merit of
Gerald Friesen’s comprehensive re-
vision of Prairie history is his concentra-
tion on native culture and ways of life.
He gives the Indians their due not as no-
ble savages but as people whose adapta-
tion to a tough environment was endar-
ing and intelligent. In so doing, he also
destroys a few common ideas about the
past. The Red River battle of 1816 was
nof, it turns out, a massacre of whites by
the bloodthirsty Métis; Indian society on
the great plains did not simply collapse

THE FRASER INSTITUTE |

at the advent of white civilization; and in
1885, Indians and Métis did nor form a
coherent force of resistance against
British-Canadian settlement. In the 19th
century as in our own, native peoples
were bedevilled by their inability to
grasp and use white men’s ideas of pro-
perty. What finally drove most the Métis
out of Manitoba, a province where for
decades they formed a majority, was not
so much overt prejudice as sharp
business practices that resulted in the
confiscation of their Iand.

Throughout The Canadian Prairies

Friesen seems fo take a quiet relish in

demolishing persistent myths, the fong

familiar stercotypes. He emphasizes
pioneer mobility, for example, against
the customary image that Old World
wanderers reached the West and settled

down for good. The truth was somewhat
different. In the area around Neudorf in

southern Saskatchewan, nearly one in

three settlers failed to make a go of

farming; what is more surprising,
though, is that about one in two of the
successful settlers also moved away
within a decade of gaining title to their
land. As many as 800,000 immigrants
had already left the Prairies before the
Great Depression began. Even the
farmers who stayed in the West ofien
supported their families by working in
labour crews or as hired hands to aug-

PROBING LEVIATHAN

An Investigation of Government in the
Economy

Edited by George Lermer

Coneriburors include: Thomas J.
Courchene, Richard G. Lipsey and
Herbzrr G. Grubel

An insighedul analysis of che factors in our
ractal system which induce government
intarvention and the karsh econsmic
reolicvies flowing from it.

22 pages © 59.95 paperback

INDUSTIRIAL INNOVATION
Its Plzce in the Public Policy Agenda
IZristian 5. Palda

In this significane study the auchor mises
prave doubts ahour the abilicy of the federal
povernment to accelerate economic growth
by stimulaxing technological innovation.
216 pages © $9.95 paperback

TAZX FACTS 4:

The Canodian Consumer Tax Index and
You

Sally Pip=s and Michael Walker with
Douglas Wills

This netw revised edition of the best-selling
TAX. FACTS qffers a province-by-province
analysis of the family’s hidden and direct
tax burden.

190 pages © 84.95 paperback

NEW IN THE FOCUS SERIES

John Floyd

FOCUS: On The Canadian Dollar

A key resource book for those interested in
finance, international crade, and monetary

theory.
98 pages ® 55.00 paperback -

Also available:

FOCUS: On Alberra’s Industrial and
Science Scraregy Proposals

Edited by Michael Walker

141 Pages ° $5.00 paperback

FQCUS: On Discrimination, Affirmative
Action, and Equal Opmniw

A Look at the Abella Report

Edited by Walter Block and Michael
Walker

80 pages @ $5.00 paperback

FOCUS: On The Insurance Corporation
of B.C.

Herberr G. Grubel

80 pages ® $5.00 paperback
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ment the unpredictable income from
their farms. Fifty years ago,” an
astonishing 75 per cent of the agricul-
tural labour force in Alberta gained a
[iving from wage [abour as well as from
farming. For all the region’s fertility and
size, it has never been easy to farm its
land for profit.

Inevitably, most histories of the
region have focused on the farms — on
the dreams of settlement, the hardships
of the ploneers, and the endurance of
those who outlasted the Dirty ’30s.
Friesen does not neglect such topics, yet
he throws an equal light on the urban
history of the Prairies, and the extent to
which they have always been subject to
social divisions. His perspective on Vic-
torian missionaries is refreshing:
““Though it was not their goal to create
race and class divisions, this was the
result of their work.” The virtual (and
to me, depressing) unanimity of conser-
vative opinion in present-day Alberta
can easily obscure a history of struggle
and poverty there. I was amazed to
discover, for instance, that in the federal
election of 1945, 54 per cent of voters in
the coal-mining town of Blairmore cast
their ballots for a Communist candidate.

Despite a valiant effort to explain
such arcane phenomena as the Crow
Rate, Friesen seems most at ease with
social and political history, One of his
best chapters describes the waves of
immigration onto the Prairies, and the
varying adaptations to the British West.
(The Icelanders, for instance, blended
into the mainstream of Prairie culture
much faster than the Ukrainians,)
Although Friesen should at least have
mentioned the importance of American
immigration, particularly to Alberta, for
the most part he tells a complex story
with confidence and occasicnal flair. It
has been far too e¢asy to dismiss the
culture of immigrant groups as ethnic
folkways, quaint reminders of a bygone
time that are doomed to disappear after
a generation or two; this kind of attitude
distorts understanding of the true pat-
terns of Prairie life even today. The
region ofien surprises outsiders by its
sheer diversity of culture. It is Iess than
half a century since a federal census
revealed that more than 90 per cent of
Ukrainians and about 70 per cent of
Germans still spoke their own language
in the homes of ceniral Saskatchewan.

The only instance where the author
seems less than just to any class or group
concerns his treatment of French Cana-
dians and the French language in the
‘West. ‘“Fainter hearts would be deterred
from western migration,”’ he suggests,
““by Quebec newspaper attacks on ‘On-
tario fanaticism’ which allegedly
resulted in assaults on French rights dur-
ing the 1869-70 troubles, the 1874-5
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dcbates concerning Riel’s amnesty, the
1879 Norquay ministerial crisis, the 1885
Territorial uprising, and the Manitoba
school and language legislation of
1590."" That ambiguous word “‘alleged-
Iy** casts doubt on the unquestionable
prejudices to which French Canadians
have long been subject on the Prairies.

Even after their religion had ceased to be i
anathema to a majority of western socie- [

ty, their language continued to be a
catalyst for bitterness and fear. Futher-
more, Friesen phrases his sentence in a
way that seems to blame the cowardice
of Quebec people and the rhetoric of
Quebec journalists for the refusal to
move to a region where French Cana-
dians could expect to face hostility.

In the early part of this century, he
observes, “‘a powerful new regional im-
age . . . transcended earlier definitions
of the national mission: the promise of
the west became the promise of
Canada.” (Of English Canada, that is;
the mission and the promise were dif-
ferent in Quebec.) Readers from outside
the Prairies may be surprised to discover
the grandiose hopes with which English
Canadians once saw the West. ““It would
become the centre of pravity of all
Canada; and, if it ruled Canada, and
Canada led the empire (as it soon
v:ould), then, as anyone could see, the
west would lead the world.”” A detailed
study of these dreams and delusions has
not, to my knowledge, been written. It
would be interesting to know when and
why the dreams began to fade, and what
replaced them. A tradition of
righteousness, infused with the odd mes-
sianfc illusion, runs through Prairie
politics even today.

The virtues of The Canadian Prairies
far outweigh its deficiencies, and there
appear to be remarkably few errors for a
work of its weight and scope. I can’t
help regretting the ponderous style, with
a plethora of passive verbs, into which
Friesen occasionally lurches (*. . . as
novelist Margaret Laurence’s creation in
The Diviners would have put it . . .""),
More seriously, Friesen suffers from the
urge to arbitrate all the important
academic disputes in Prairie history, and
to pronounce a judicious verdict each
time. He suggests, illogically, that *“The
number of scholars on each side of the
issne supgests that we should call it a
tie.”* There is something amiss with his
choice of emphasis when the historian
V.C. Fowke appears on nine times as
many pages as Tommy Douglas. A few
more character studies of the region’s
most important public men, such as
Douglas and John Diefenbaker, would
have leavened the prose considerably.

Such drawbacks notwithstanding,
Friesen has produced an important
well as a useful book. His own curiosity,

his personal love of the subject, are con-
stantly shown. Without ever indulging in
mystification, he shows that the Prairies
have experienced a much more com-
plicated, less straightforward history
than we are normally led to believe. OJ

the family

By David Latham

Fielding, by Dennis Cooley, Thistle-
down Press, 86 pages, $16.00 cloth
(ISBN 0 920056 74 7) and $7.95 paper

histledown Press, 79 pages, $16.00
oth ASBN 0 920056 72 0) and $7.95

THE SIMILARITY among these three
books of poeiry by three new poets from
Alberta, Saskatchewan, and Manitoba
has more to do with video and the
microchip than with their authors’
prajric environment. Forty years ago
E.J. Prait explained how poetry was ac-
commodating the environment of the in-
dustrial world: ““Dynamos, lathes, drills
and turbines are just as much material
for poetry as lilies and carnations and
cuckoos, and they are humming their
way into the measures of verse with the
same ease and intimacy as the former
reaping hook, the wheel, and the
plough.”* Now, as an accommodation of
the world of the microchip, surrealist
imagery is the staple of even the most
conventional contemporary poet.
Surrealist imagery is less an escape
from the brazen world than a
reconstruction of it. Brenda WNiskala
writes of a woman who sees the huge
eyes of familiar cows gazing across the
pasture; with a blink of her own eyes she
sees a man with an empty coffee cup
watching ber from across the breakfast
table. When she dreams of escaping
from the responsibilities of the office or
the lecture hall to the nostalgic images of
the farm, the images remain ones of
hardship. When she dreams of herself as
a swan *‘swaying in the music lake,” a
“‘walrus flaps away from the mirror.””
Ken Rivard constructs a fantasy world
by projecting life into the imaginary
worlds of paintings, dreams, cloud for-
mations, and calendar scenes that
“*might come alive.”” His father, watch-
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ing a Marx Brothers movie on television,
drifts into the studio ot during a com-
mercial to teach the brothers “*how to be
funny.” Rivard too often forces his im-
agery into metaphysicat metaphors that
offer little insight into human nature. In
one poem, clouds, comets, sky, and
moon are personified as a scene of
dancers and fiddlers at a country hoe-
down. In another, the falling raindrops
are compared first to “‘an orchestra of
tin cans,” then to a sage “*spitting care-
fully, of course clearing its throat
beforehand,’” and finally to a ““hobbling
... cripple in a trance.” Such meta-
phors suggest that Rivard identifies with
his portrait of a beleaguered Donne:

John Donne wears a baseboll eap

and a poem-filled mil.

he can’t make it to first base

with ¢ small magazine editor.

The title of Dennis Cooley’s book
reminds us that technology is only catch-
ing up with what is now old poetic
theory. Fielding alludes to the “‘open
field composition’® preached by Charles
Olsen in 1950 and later practised by
Robert Duncan in The Opening of the
Field. What Duncan demonstrates in
technique — that an image must beget
yet another image — and in theme — of
separation and regeneration — is just as
much evident in the work of Niskala and
Rivard as it is in Coocley. Thematically,
the love that all three write about is not
one of romantic passion but rather cne
of family pride and family bondage.
Cooley and Niskala honour their
parents, while Rivard celebrates the
awakening new experiences of his young
daughter.

Wiiting a long open-sequence elegy on
the death of his father, Cooley creates a
field (sun, wind, snow, and sky) for a
collage of images. The organizing prin-
ciple is the dream framework. Afier
leaving his father on the farm to drive
his young family back to Winnipeg, the
son appears in a jetliner on an airport
runway daydreaming about his retum to
his dying father. Images of his father as
a baseball-bat swinger, running through
the open field, are juxtaposed with those
of him as a coal-mining pick swinger,
digging on hig knees in a narrow tunnel,
The epilogue concludes with a dream of
his father as a young man in bed along-
sidle his father as an old man dying. But
when the poet awakes, he finds himself
in bed beside his wife, Diane. This allu-
sion to the goddess of dawn completes
the archetypal progression from the
death in February, through a thaw in
March, to a recognition of renewal in
April, Cooley’'s word play — “‘not
now/not know™ and “‘carbon phases/
your phrases® — epitomizes Robert
Duncan’s demand that poetry must yoke
the personal with the cosmic.
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Brenda Miskala explores the progress
of a youth growing up among tough
farmers, hardened by parents who had
no time from work to indulge in loving
relationships. Thus a child’s "first
lesson in strength’ is how a daughter’s
need to be mothered can anger her
mother. A much later lesson is learned
when she must care for her now-feeble
mother who has sacrificed so much of
her life to save her daughter from the
suffering that provides such strength. As
she offers her mother assurance, the
daughter stands “"*here  not feel-
ing strong.”” She is torn between her
personal inadequacy -to be strong and
her mother’s exemplary indifferenice to
sentiment.

Misliala’s poems document a struggle
betvreen what she associates with family
relationships — - didacticism, respon-
sibility, guilt, and respect — and what
she associates with sexval relationships
— disiraction, selfishness, defensive-
ness, and alienation. As a ““pathmaker’s
apprentice™ she is torn between looking
baclard and looking forward, between
the preservation of tradition she’s in-
herited from her family and the invita-
tion to revolution she receives from her
lover:

I vant to valf worn caitie trails

Jeal the smooth bed of a hundred
seasons

the destiny tradition paves

you hold the shovel that carves new
paths

the rod that searches them out

the conviction you want me lo share.

Originally from Montreal, Albertan
Ifen Rivard betrays none of the concern
for family roots that so haunt Niskala
and Cooley. The eclectic nature of
Rivard’s collection — ordinary observa-
tions about children, mundane
experiences of bluecollar workers,

metaphysical - metaphors that project a -

fantasy world, mental and emotional
corrclatives for the Albertan Iandscape
— suogests that Rivard has not vet
found his forte. His poems about the
working class and tenement Jow-life
smack of the cub reporter or the bright
college kid keeping notes for a journal
during a summer job. If he means to
vrite more in this working-class vein,
then fie must develop a more endearing
persona, as Tom Wayman has done. But
Rivard may be better advised to explore,
as he does in “First Chapter of Iis
Blovd,” his interest jn decoding the
prairie landscape:

Tie prairie’s semblonce of code

comes from the mud of centuries.

tha product belongs only o the coyoie
and the coyoile who waits will die
withour having said a word.
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Beyond the
call of duty -

By Roy ilacLaren

We Went to War: The Story of the
Japanese Canadians ¥Yho Served During
the First and Second World Wars, by
Roy Ito, Canada’s Wings, 330 pages,
$19.95 cloth (ISBN 0 920002 30 7).

THE STORY of Japanese Canadians in the
Canadian army during the iwo world
wars ranges the full spectrum from the
heroic to the ludicrous. The ludicrous-
ness arises from the reaction of the
Establishment, especially in British Co-
Jumbia, to the repeated efforts in both
wars of the Nisei to enlist. In the First
World War ‘““no yellow men need ap-
ply’”” might have been the banner over
recruiting offices until the incessant de-
mand for cannon fodder was no longer
to be denied. In the Second World War
it was only the value placed by British
and Australians on the unique services
which the Nisei could perform that final-
Iy led Ottawa to reconsider its bull-
headed rejection of such loyal Cana-
dians for general service. The heroism at
the other end of the spectrum includes
that of the Japanese Canadians who
fought and died at Vimy Ridge and
beyond, and who, during the Second
World War, survived in the uncertain
and volatile world of Malaya, French
Indo-China, Burma, and the Dutch Bast
Indies.

Roy Ito’s We Wen! to War leaves one
torn between laughing and crying. The
anecdotes from the First World War are
many, most underlining the persistent
attempts of the Nisel to be accepted into
an army that desperately needed men
but was opposed to granting those of
Asian background a place 'of equality in
its ranks: such a step might imply a place
of equality in the post-war world.
Nothing daunted, the Japanese Cana-
dians formed themselves into amateur
military units in Vancouver in 1915, pay-
ing for their own training expenses. The
Colonel Blimps of the day would,
however, have none of it. Only when the
Blutbad of the Western Front demanded
any two-legged creature able to walk
were Japanese Canadians in any
numbers reluctantly accepted. Ito re-
counts from personal recollections,
diaries, letters, and official records the
Flanders odyssey of the Japanese Cana-
dians. Fifty-four were killed and several
awarded the Military Medal (it was un-

thinkable, of course, that any would be
commissioned).’

Following the war the Nisel communi-
ty erected 2 memorial to its war dead
that still stands today in Vancouver's
Stanley Park, but the inter-war years
brought little else in the way of recogni-
tion of their heroism. Only in 1931 did
the B.C. Legislature — by a margin of
one vote — open the way for the
veterans to have the right to vote. All
other Japanese Canadians remained
disenfranchised as a result of the contin-
uing bigotry and prejudice then so prev-
alent in the province.

The inter-war years were not reassur-
ing for the Japanese Canadians. As
Japan moved from being an ally of Bri-
tain to a potential enemy, their plight
became even less happy. From Sep-
tember, 1939, the Nisel repeatedly
volunteered for service in the Canadian
Army, but as Ito graphically portrays
through anecdotes and lively vigneties
their commitment to Canada was con-
sistently denied and shunned. A few, a
very few, made it into the army, but only
by traveling as far away from their
native British Columbia as their ingenui-
ty and limited resources would allow.
Jack Nakamoto travelled in box cars
from Vancouver to Quebec City in 1940
before his repeated efforts to volunteer
at every stop en route were finally
accepted by the Royal Canadian
Engineers. Nakamoto and a few others
who later served with distinction in
Europe were the exceptions: Mackenzie
King endorsed the recommendations of
his B.C. colleagues (and a committee of
public servants) that Japanese Canadian
volunteers not be accepted into the
armed forces. After Pearl Harbour their
exclusion was if anything even more pro-
nounced, despite the fact that Japanese
Americans were being enrolled in their
own units in the U.S. Army.

All in all, it is not a pretty story that
Ito tells. With the expulsion of Japanese
Canadians from the Pacific Coast and
their concentration in camps in the
interior, across the Prairies, and in Nor-
thern Ontario, the prospects for any to
successfully volunteer disappeared en-
tirely. The fact that eventually a few
Japanese Canadians were permitted to
join the army came, paradoxically, from
pressure from Australia and Britain.
Within the total resources of the British
Commonwealth those who could speak
Japanese — or who could be readily
taught Japanese — were few. Incessant
demands from London and Canberra in-
duced a still reluctant Ottawa to open
the way for a few Japanese Canadians to

-enter the army for special duty as

translators, propagandists, sabotage
agents, and guerrilla instructors and,
later, for general service.
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Before any saw combat, however, the
atomic bombs on Hiroshima and Naga-
saki brought the war to a halt. Post-war
service in the uncertain world of the
Southeast Asia Command nevertheless
carried its own unique dangers as anti-
colonial movements attempted to fore-
stall the return of the metropolitan
powers. Here, amidst the disintegration
of colonial empires, Canadian Japanese
served with distinction, as their fathers
had done in the First World War. Yet
even these veterans, some of whom
reiurned home as late as 1947, en-
countered still the travel restrictions and
disenfranchisement of pre-war and war-
time Canada. It was only in 1949 that
Japanese Canadians were finally granted
the right to vote — and the commitment
to Canada that the Nisei had
demonstrated from Flanders to Singa-
pore was given full recognition.

A veteran himself, Ito tells his story
well. Qceasionally a little discursive, he
nevertheless follows his theme of the
commitment of Japanese Canadians to
their home with perseverance and
comprehension. His handling of a
disgraceful story is muted and sensitive.
His book is a fine account of the
courage, patience, and rare commitment
of brave people who have served Canada
well. O

 REVIEW :

Wolf in peer’s
clothing

By Fraser Sutherland

Block: “Wolf: The Life of Ernest
Thompson Seion, by Betty Keller,
Douglas & Mclntyre, 240 pages, $19.95
cloth (ISBIN 0 83894 439 X).

FOor THGSE like myself for whom the
drawings of Emest Thompson Seton
were central to their childhood’s
iconography, this bock is a good in-
troduction to the artist-paturalist.
Keller's biography does not go deep, but
she does ably trace the career of an ex-
traordinary Canadian.

Or was he English? Or American?
Bom Ernest Evan Thompson in an
English tovn on the River Tyne in 1860,
he came to Canada at age six when his
father, a ship’s broker of declining for-
tune, immigrated, The elder Thompson
spavned 10 sons before failing as a
farmer in Lindsay, Ont., and becoming
a low-rung bookkeeper in Toronto.

Seton revered his excessively pious
Presbyterian mother but sustained a
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lifelong ‘‘passionate, implacable
hatred"” for his father. For a Victorian,
Joseph Logan Thompson was not that
bad an old duffer, Keller implies. But o
Seton he was *‘the most selfish person in
history,” sharing the writer’s enmity
with General George Custer (unkind to
Indians) and St. Paul (keeping women
down).

Keller says that it was ‘' Seton’s
maniacal ambition to succeed where his
father had fafled. To'that end, he
studied art in Toromto, London, and
Paris, homesteaded in Manitoba, and
after moving to the United States
became rich on the lecture circuit pro-
moting books like Wild Animals I Have
Known, in the process becoming ‘“the
most widely read animal story writer of
all time.” As a young man, he ineffec-
tually claimed descent from a 16th-
century Scottish peer, Robert, 6th Lord
Seton, and after several name changes,
ended up calling himself Chief Black
Wolf, founder and leader of the Wood-
craft Indians youth movement. In this
incessant switching of identities thereisa
fascinating parallel — which Keller does
not explore — with the Englishman Ar-
chie Belaney’s masquerade as Grey Cwl.

For a restless workaholic, Seton was
in some ways a slow starter. He only
gained prosperity at age 36 after he mar-
ried a well-off American society lady,
Grace Gallatin, who became a writer
and naturalist herself. At age 71 he
became a U.8. citizen and remarried at
75, this time to his long-time adoring
secretary, a New York Jew named Julie
Moss Buttree, née Moses. Standing
four-feet six to Seton’s six feet, she and
Seton adopted a daughter, Dee, when
the anthor was 78. Dee was taken on the
lecture stage **dressed in a diaper, a wide
ribbon, and a war-bonnet.” Today she
maintains Seton Village in New Mexico,
once the location for her father’s experi-
ment in teaching the Navaho way of life,
but now a U.S. historical site.

In many respects, Seton's life was a
matrix of cross-purposes. He had ambi-
tions to become a great artist, naturalist,
and leader of North American youth.
Yet it’s arguable whether he truly suc-
ceeded in any of those fields. Certainly,
his credentials were frequently doubted,
and his authority undermined, Although
he considered himself a strict realist, he
was often accused of arrant sentimen-
tality im writing anthropomorphized
bicgraphies and “life histories’ of the
animals he studied, like the grizzly, silver
fox, arctic fox, and grey squirrel. As a
pioneer wildlife artist, he was bound by
the conventions of the high-mimetic
mode and hence outside the main cur-
rents of 20th-century painting. And the
story of how Sir Robert Baden-Powell
— a grasping Victorian worthy of inclu-
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On the
beach

By Brad Adams
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sion in George MacDonald Fraser's
Flashman series’ — cleverly absorbed
Seton’s 100,000-member Woodcraft In-
diaps into his own Boy Scouts is the
comic highlight of Keller’s book.

Absurd, self-deluding, brilliantiy
observant, a genius with his hands,
tirelessly active (he once canoed 2,000
miles in the Arctic and was still lectiring
at the time of his death, aged 86),
Seton’s life was a continuous conflict
between freedom and captivity, coh-
formity and eccentricity. At first™ as
trigger-happy as any other Victorian
outdoorsman, he became-an ardent con-
servationist, But perhaps his mmost
lasting memorial lies in the tattered, dus-
ty volumes in countless basements and
attics — guick pen-and-ink sketches of a
sandhill stag, head erect, and of a woif
hunkered down in snow.

1944: The Canadians in Normandy,
by Reginald H. Roy, Macmillan, il-
lustrated, 420 pages, $28.95 cloth
7.

Bloody Victory: Canadians and the
D-Day Campaign of 1944, by J.L.
Granatstein and Desmond Morton,
Lester & Orpen Dennys, illustrated, 240
pages, $24.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88619 046 0).

WITH THIS volume, Reginald Roy
follows firmly in a tradition of writing
best exemplified by C.P. Stacey,
Canada’s most eminent military his-
torian. Harnessing enormous research
and organizational discipline to strong
narrative form, theirs is an appealing —
if demanding — style of history. In
exacting detail, Roy retraces the progress
of the Canadian divisions from the Nor-
mandy beach-head through to the
frustrating battles around Falaise that
closed the first phase of the Allied
assault on Hitler’s Fortress Eurape., The
Candians in Normandy lacks the broad
strokes and masterly perspective of
Stacey’s larger Victory Cempaign, but
Roy brings to his smaller canvas an even
more finely honed sense of military plan-
ning and operation, Indeed, the scale is
5o minute, and the narrative so dusty
and crammed with detail, that the reader
may occasionally lose the line of the ac-
count — just as many a Canadian. pla-
toon’ stumbled among Norman
hedgerows in 1944. It is thus especially a
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pity that operation maps, redrawn from
Stacey’s official history, are not fresher
and [arger and — in the case of two end-
maps — more sensibly placed.

In his conclusion Roy offers some
balanced, if gentlemanly, judgements of
the Canadian achievement in the sum-
mer of 1944, Although rightly ignoring
more strident and ill-informed con-
troversies, he finds that there were
delays, some inadequacies, and a few
bad mistakes. But he reminds us how
crowded, heated, and narrow was the
Canadian front in Normandy, and that
greenhom Canucls were ragged by some
of the most hardened and vicious of
Hitler's divisions in Europe. Roy's book
serves as an exhaustive and authoritative

record of how the Canadians leamed A

quickly, overcame these obstacles, and
got the job done.

In contrast, Bloady Victory is a
popular, commemorative account of the
Canadian D-Day landings on June 6,
1944, and of the grinding inland push in
the months that followed. Although this
is mainly a pictorial album, J.L. Granat-
stein and Desmond Morton provide a
crisp, vigorous text. Readers familiar
with the reputation of these gifted and
prolific historians will not be disap-
pointed: they neatly compress the back-
ground of Canada’s contribution to the
war; they handle with ease and authority
the thrust and strategy of battle; and
they succinctly analyse the Canadian ac-
complishment in Normandy. Most im-
portant, they catch the fves and courage
of ordinary soldiers, and what it meant
and felt [ike to be there.

This breezy history is the perfect
complement to the folios of full-page
photographs and art work. Some of
these are old favourites, but most are
new treasures, and highlight the tiny
detail of army life and of men and

-

women under the pressure of war. The
authors provide bouncy, informative,
and often witty captions that entice the
reader to linger and look again. Both
text and pictures present an unusual feel
of freshness. Bloody Victory will bring
back the experience of war for veterans
and rekindle their well-earned sense of
pride. As well, it serves as an easy intro-
duction for younger readers who need to
know that, as the authors say, *‘the Nor-
mandy campaign of 1944 ranks among
the decisive battles of the twentieth cen-
tury anlt:il perhaps of Western Civiliza-
tion.”

REVIEW

Unequal
partners

By Kathleen Moore

Adam and Eve in Middle Age, by .

Rona Murray, Sono Nis Press, 47 pages,
illustrated, $7.95 paper (ISBN 0 919203
52 3).

Sheba and Solomon, by Karen Mul-
hallen, Eleftheria Press, 44 pages, $8.95
paper, no ISBN,

A TREE DIED for Murray’s book. It must
have been the Tree of Knowledge, for
the Tree of Life (conferring immortality)
Ianguishes untongued amid these clichéd
leaves and debilitated didactics. Making
Eve speak, Murray betrays her own
technique: “*So I strum,/indifferent to
stress and rhyme,/for fun. . . .”* Maybe
her fun, but not the reader’s. Clubfoot
jambs and tyrannical trochees pervade

this simplistic post-exilic exposé, em-
phasizing the careless, ambiguous, and
contrivedly archaic langnage. A flat tire
rolling down a gravel road could be mis-
taken for a Ioud reading of this book.

“*Who brings the bloody bacon
home?*? cavils Adam cavalierly. ““Taxes
wring the liver out,”” he snoris when ac-
cused of neglecting the pruming. *‘Do
you not hear eternity’s fine equipage/
hurrying near?"” he rebukes as Eve puffs
alight yet another carcinogenic butt.
There’s a new slogan for the Lung
Society.

Eve dithers and shrills, evoking vibra-
tion of this reviewer’s uvula and soft
palate — that is, a resounding snore.
“When I regained consclousness,”” (to
quote Sergeant Renfrew), I found on
page 30 a “’padiocked shark.” Is this the
Canadian Bank Manager’s new hold-up
deterrent?

While Eve, at one end of the book
“pauses on the brink/of memory,/and
of other places"” (like Quixote, she’s off
in all directions at once), Adam, at the
other, complains of those who

read old testaments and sweat

1o find Salvation in report

of devil’s numbers on a papal hat

signifying the antichrist. . . .

Devil’s numbers on a papal hat? Sounds
like Sunday Bingo in the episcopal base-
ment.

Bemoaning her matronly investment
in the upbringing of her Edenic off-
spring, Bve whines, ‘. .".and having
peeled my bare bones bare,/having
stripped skin from onion skin....”
Surely bare bones needn’t be ““peeled’”;
and the next line is neither metaphor nor
simile but sheer absurdity, unless we
suppose her to be making chicken soup.

Ah, but “Lives roll out themselves/
like spendthrift film/and always have,”
while the ““machine of’’ Bve ‘“reaches
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out,/withdraws,/battens its hatches
down,/battens upon. . . ./Success or
failure all one.”® They certainly are, if
you can get stuff like this into print.

*I wish I may, I wish I might/com-
plete the poems/] write tonight,”” sighs
Eve-Murray. I wish I didn’t have to
complete this book, sighs the reviewer,
bogeled while reading of Eve's raped
daughter, . . .the small hairs/scarcely
warm between her thighs,/a little cyg-
net, coasting unafraid.’® The girl’s just
had her arms chopped off, vet the
“small hairs”” — that are, no doubt,
pudendum follicles — are a fearless baby
swan; trusting, of course, that we have
not imputed meaning not explicit in the
lines. Who knows? According to Eve,
*Only the heron/on the kelp head
Inovws/ —amanuensis/without motion;
Fwater sift/calligraphy” — in other

words, a scribal seabird is motionlessly-

taking down exact dictation from a
“water sift.”

As Adam ‘“‘opens the dialogue’ he
observes:

Clicats flourish in their enterprise,

beast vacant canvass, wreiched pois,

chase an empity line, then plume

themszives like strutting turkey-cocks.

This book would make a wonderful
gift for your favourite cabbage-patch
doll, both being stuffed with fluff,
turkey-plame or otherwise.

Sheba and Solomon misses three great
opportunities. All, or any one of them,
could have inspired a fresh reflection on
the legendary relationship. Mulhallen
has passed up the rare chance to explore
the political, sexual, and spiritual levels
of an encounter between woman and
man, both as equals and powers in their
own realms,

Historical speculation suggests that
had such a queen as Sheba undertaken
the 1,200-mile trek from southwest
Arabia to visit her northern colleague,
she would have been motivated primari-
ly by commercial interests, threatened
by Solomon's hegemonial expansions.
The rumours of Solomon’s wisdom,
magical powers, and prowess with
women no doubt spiced the prospect of
the economic parley. Mulhallen’s cycle
neglects this potent debate, and the
intoxicating possibilitics inherent in the
negotiations preceding and probably
consummated by the mythical affair.

The love-relation was no doubt also
enlivened by the immemorial spiritual
struggle: the power of the god versus the
povrer of the goddess. The biblical pro-
phets continually rail against pagan
faiths, particularly those featuring the
love-goddess, to whose worship
Solomon seems to have been naturally
predisposed. Also, the Sabeans of
Sheba's day (her subjects) had adopted
the god Atiar, male counterpart of

34 Baoksin Canada, Mansh, 1985

™l DS e e e & i nte i m— e i e el

Babylonian Ishtar. How did the Queen
feel about this? Did she clash with the
priests of her own retinue? Did she seek
sympathy and support from Solomon?
Did she promote a goddess cult to this
northern Suleiman, taking full advan-
tage of his evident receptiveness? Mul-
hallen tosses all this potential out the
window with her one reference to Sheba
in the religious aspect of her role as
Queen: *...] am Sheba your eternal
priestess. . . ."

Frank eroticism is also absent from
Mulhallen’s book. What is probably not
widely realized, is that the Song of Songs
{from which Mulhallen filches her best
lines) erotically praises the man at great
length in the bride’s volce. 1 have found
dlsappomtmgly [ittle erotic indulgence
and delight in women’s poetry about
men — their bodies, their looks, their
sensuality. (Ann Sexton’s writing is an

-exception that comes quickly to mind.)

Muthallen bas not challenged this biand
tradition. She approaches the sexual and
the sensual obliquely or with cumber-
some restraint. We are left to imagine
everything for ourselves, with little help
from lines like . . .here got the Queen
of Sheba with child...””; *‘The
voice the touch the lexturel
which - renews'’; *‘‘bright horse/
bright rider.” We may strain ourselves
to find consummation in “‘prepotent
velvet/to velvet,”” where the sublime
union of this exquisitely dynamic couple
is veiled by the insinuation that they still
retain their royal robes.

The book lacks imagination; the char-
acters for whom it is named are flat and
unknown to us by the final page. The
language is clichéd and sparse rather
than spare. (It’s a thin book.) The dic-
tion is often ambiguous (**Thou art bent
on thy horizon™; *“*Where will I find
you?/With you'), and sometimes just
bad: “*Solomon, who are you?/I can see

only your clammish shell.” And some-
how, a Celtic archaism and an extinct
pachyderm materialize in the midst of
the sun-drenched Judean [andscape:
“Sweep on wing,/ken the mam-
moth’s sorrowings/With the whirl/No
mere swirl. . . .’ The voice and view-
point are inconsistent; but most of all,
for the ““love affair’* touted on the back
cover is substituted Sheba-Muthallen's
high-schoolish ruminations: *Is finding
someone the same/as falling in love?™
Sheba, the Queen, the priestess, the
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experienced lover and guardian of her
land's fertility, still sleeps between the
unpiumbed lines of mythic innuerdo, O

The 'temptatlons
of Big Bear

By James Garrait

Big Bear: The End of Frcedom, by
‘Hugh A. Dempsey, Douglas & Mecln-
tyre, 227 pages, $24.95 cloth (ISBN 0
8032 1668 8).

THE IMAGE reproduced on the dust-
jacket of Hugh Dempsey’s book is from
one of the most poignant photographs in
the Public Archives of Canada. It isofa
Cree chief, Big Bear (1825-88), shortly
after his arrest for his presumed role in
the failed Riel Rebellion. His weather-
beaten face gazes undaunted, though
not without sadness, at his captors.
Although he had never been an oppor-
tunist, a hint-of desperate opportunism
is now present in his eyes. In his left
hand he holds a pipe, a talisman from
his recent past. We see the chains of im-
prisonment irailing from his right arm.
The image gains in pathos as we read of
the events that brought Big Bear to the
end of freedom.

Big Bear was a chief of the Plains Cree
who, once entirely a woodland people,
bad migrated to the prairies *“in the carly
1700s, when, armed with guns and tools
from the traders on Hudson Bay, they
had become middlemen in the great
EBuropean fur hunt.”” This migration
brought the Cree into intensified conflict
with the plains-dwelling Blackfoot
tribes, and in the years 1824-26 a major
war raged between them. The warring
nations finally forged a treaty, but the
litany of tragedy brought upon them by
white settlers was just beginning.

In 1837 a smallpox epidemic broke
out. The disease had been carried into
Indian territory on an American Fur
Company boat. Its effects were devas-
tating, killing as many as two-thirds of
the Blackfoot.

Immediately after the smallpox

epidemic, Big Bear had a vision. . . . in

this vision he saw “‘the coming of the
white man, his purchase of the land, the
bounteous presents from the Great

Mother,"” {i.e. the Queen] and as it was

sarcastically described in later years,

**the generosity of the new-goming race

to his.”

Big Bear himself caught the disease, and
*it was his first real gift" from the white
man.
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Dempsey proceeds to document suc-
cecding *“gifis’ from the white men, and
to reveal Big Bear’s valiant effort to
stem the tide of trapedy engulfing his
people. Always he sought spiritnal
guidance in his struggle to retain their
freedom. His intense religious faith gave
him the willpower to resist the tempta-
tions offered by the Canadian govern-
ment, who swindled away the lands of
other tribes. The government, however,
was quite determined to give its gift of a
better life to the Indians:

‘Tho:e who were on reserves would be

encouraged to plant crops; thase who

had signed treaties but still lived by the
hunt would get as little support as possi-
ble, so that starvation would nitimately
drive them home. Starvation would
force the non-treaty chiefs to sign. . .

Dempsey shows how the government
used starvation as a deliberate strategy
to civilize the Indians. The government
knew it had received a great windfall
when, in the late 1800s, the buffalo were
exterminated. With the Indians” primary
food source thus eliminated, the govern-
ment could afford to ignore their com-
plaints.

This policy reached the breaking point
on the morning of April 2, 1885, On that
day in the village of Frog Lake, Alia.,

Suddenly three shots rapg out, and

moments [ater Man Who Speaks Qur

Language ., . . burst through the door to

announce cxecitedly that the white peo-

ple were being killed. Big Bear jumped
to his fect and rushed outside, shouting,

“Stop! Stop! Don’t do it! Don't do it]™

But his words felf upon deafl ears, for

the slanghter had already begtn.

On September 11, at the subsequent
trial of Big Bear, “Seven witnesses testi-

fied. . . . Of these, six spoke in Big
Bear’s favour.”® Even so, ‘““The jury
tool: only fifteen minutes to decide on a
verdict of guilty, with a recommenda-
tion for mercy.”’ Big Bear's freedom
thus came to an end. The flower of
civilization could bloom.
The fact is, Big Bear was right in almost
cverything he claimed and everything he
tried to do. From 1876 until the rebel-
lion, he was unyielding in his attempts
to wrest from the government a better
deal for his people, The fact that he
failed did not reflect badly on his own

greatness, but on the government’s in-
flexibility and insensitivity to the needs
of a people from a different culture. O
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REVIEW
Stranger
than fiction

By Fraser Sutherland

Getting to Know the General; The
Story of an Involvement, by Graham
Greene, Lester & Orpen Dennys, 206

pages, $16.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88619 076

2).

THE WORLD'S greatest living novelist in
English has giver us an enchanting liitle
book that is either an unreliable memoir
or a fragmentary novel — or both. The
plot is pure Beggar's Opera, with Greene
as winsome, sweet-voiced and extremely
naive Polly Peachum. The dashing Cap-
tain MacHeath who romances him in
1976-80 is generous, quixotic, and
likable QGeneral Omar Torrijos, the
Panamanian *‘Chief of the
Revolution.” As in any good operetta,
there is also a comic servant, one
Chuchu, a sergeant in the General’s
security guard and Greene's *“‘guide,
philosopher and friend.” Chuchu is

a good and kind man with a human

wisdom much greater than my own. I

think my deep affection for him bepgan

. - . when he was 100 drunk to drive with

safely. He broke through the lights and

ran into a parked car. . . .

Chuchu, who has a “‘rather vague
number of children by several women™
took Greene at the General’s behest
‘“*wwvherever I wanted, whether in
Panama, Belize, Nicaragua, Costa Rica,
whether the trips entailed a plane, a
helicopter or a car.”” The Nicaraguan-
born Marxist is in fact depicted more
vividly than the elusive General. He ex-
ports bullets to revolutionary neigh-
bours and mismanages a complicated
sex-life, as well as figuring as a character
in the novel Greene was writing at the
time; he takes a keen interest in his fic-
tional progress. On the Way Back never
got finished — or possibly Gertmg to
Know the General is it.

A *‘sense of fun" prompted Greene to
take up Torrijos’s invitation to visit
Panama. The General also displayed
humour, Greene winningly admits,
when he appointed the novelist to be an
official delegate — Gabriel Garcia Mar-
quez, 2 mutual friend, was another — to

the signing of the 1977 treaty that gave -

Panama sovereignty over the much-
disputed Canal Zone. But the comedy
ended tragically: Torrijos was killed in
1980 when his small plane crashed in the
Panamanian mountains.
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To the author, Torrijos had *‘the
charisma which comes from hope’ and
a “romantic dream’ of social demo-
cracy in Central America that would be
“‘no menace to the United States, but
completely independent.”” A romantic
the handsome Torrijos certainly was.
Although married to an American
Jewish woman for 25 yvears, he thought
nothing of jetting off to Bogota to keep
a date with one of his many women.
Chivalrously, he also conceived a
derring-do plot, never executed, to spirit
Isabel Peron from her Argentinian
house-arrest.

Without our giving the U.S. State
Department too much credit for sagacity
or laudable motives, it's hardly surpris-
ing that the Americans were suspicious
of the General. After he’d deposed the
dynastic Arias family in a 1968 coup, he

" expelled 400 members of the U.S. Peace

Corps, frequently chaited with his
amigo Fidel Castro, maintained strong
Iinks with rebels in El Salvador and
Samoza-run Nicaragua, and crganized

‘his own band of itregulars called ““The

Wild Pigs.” (You knew you'd gained the
good graces of a Wild Pig when he asked
you to “Come and shit with me."")

Yet the General was no orthodox
Marxist but a *‘populist’ evidently
adored by most citizens of Panama, a
tiny anomalous country that the United
States created in 1903 to ensure its own
profitable use of the canal. Despite pro-
tecting left-leaning Latin American
political refugees, he retained members
of the old, regime on staff, and gave
special privileges to National Guard of-
ficers, defending the latter act: “If I
don’t pay them, the CIA will.”” Pro-
bably both of them did.

Ematic, sentimental, death-haunted,
‘Torrijos captivates Greene, and not just
because he’d bankrolled the writer’s
jaunts and freely poured the JYohnonie
Walker Black Label. As the fictional
general in On the Way Back tells a
female American reporter, ‘*You call us
Latin Americans because you won’t
Iook deep enough inside yourself —
where you would find us too.” The
General whom Greene gets to know is
some concealed part of himself,

Was Greene ‘‘used”* by Torrijos and
his guerrilla friends in E] Salvador and
Nicaragua? He anticipates the charge.
I have never hesitated to be ‘used’ ina
cause I believed in, even if my choice
might be only for a lesser evil. We can
never foresee the future with any ac-
curacy.” To that end, he consistently
defends the Sandinistas. After the latter
seized power and removed the Miskito
Indians from a war zone on the Atlantic
coast:

Tomds Borge, the Minister of the In-

terior, himself admitied to me that the
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Sandinistas had behaved clumsily. They
had not explained properly to the In-
dians, he said, the reason for removing
them to camps outside the zone.
However, [an] American nun had
visited the camps and she denied the
truth of their ill-treatment. She found
them well housed and well fed and bet-
ter cared for medically than they had
ever been before.

We need not equate the Sandinistas
viith Stalinists to detect an ugly echo
here of the Soviet “30s: ““We will pen
you in a camp for your own good.”

As for Torrijos"s death, the novelist
hints darkly in a postscript that “T have.
been perhaps unduly sceptical of any

evidence for new suspicion is two
documents harshly critical of the
QGeneral, one ‘*‘apparently a minority
report” (minority of what?) *‘dated 11
June 1980 addressed to the State Depart-
ment in Washington,” the other issued
about the same time by something that
calls itself the Council of Inter-American
Security.
So it is that I begin to wonder whether
the rumour current in Panama of a
bomb concealed in a tape recorder
which was carried unwittingly by a
securlty guard in Omar Torrijos’s plane
is to be totally discounted. 1 cannot but
remember the explosive EverReady
torch and Walt Disney picnic box which

Canadian plane and Canadian experts
examined the wreckage. 1 would much
like to read their report. 1 am told that
they found no sign of engine trouble
which [eaves us with the alternative, a
pilot’s error or a bomb.

Earlier, Greene admitted that the
General's plane went down in very nasty
weather, which surely disposes the
evidence in favour of an accident. Still,
if *‘the Canadian experts” read this
review, would they please write Graham
Greene c/o Lester & Orpen Dennys and
give him something substantial instead
of this muddle of hearsay? Then again,
it is, worth remembering that a great

part played by the CIA . . . .”” His
FEATURE REVIEW

Larger than lite . -

A diminutive time-bomb perpetually about
to explode, John Grierson brought to his public career
much more than a mere Interest In film

By LiYi. Owen

I saw in Managua. The plane was a novelist never stops being a novelist. [1

John Grierson and the Natipnal Film
Board: The Politics of Wartime Pro-
papanda, by Gary Evans, University of
Toronto Press, 347 pages, $24.95 cloth
0 2519 6).

John Grlerson and the NFB, ECW
Press, 165 pages, $14.00 paper (ISBN 0
920502 30 X).

AN UNLIKELY THING happened to
Canada in the fall of 1939: not the out-
break of war — that had been all too
likely — but John Grierson, a
phenomenon smaller in size but more
immediately explosive. His appoini-
ment, to the newly created post of
government film commissioner, was
perhaps the most uncharacteristic that
the Nlackenzie King government ever
made. Its impact was great; just how
enduring it was is shown by the publica-
tion of two books on the subject 45 years
later.

In 1939 it was only 10 years since
Grierson had made for the British
government Empire Marketing Board
bis film of the herring fishery, Drifters,
which is regarded as the foundation of
documentary as a genre. There had been
precursors, of course: among them
Cavalcanti's Rien que les heures (1926)
and Robert Flaherty's Nanook of the
North (1922) and AMoana (1926). The
term documentaire had been used as the
French for “travelogue,”” but it was
Grierson, not yet himself a film-maker,
who applied “‘documentary,”” in a
review, 10 Moana. What he did with
Drifters v:as to take the method Flaherty

33 Eooks In Canada, March, 1885

had used to portray primitive societies
and apply it to the industrialized world
— or, as he used to enjoy saying, *We
told Bob we could find enough savages
in Whitehall.” (This seatence, with its
impartial tactlessness toward Eskimos,
Polynesians, and bureaucrats, was 50
characieristic that I’'m surprised not to
find it in either of these books.)

Documentary, then, was still a young
form when its creator arrived in Ottawa.
It was chiefly produced in Britain by
Grierson’s former organization, the
EMB, later the GPO Film Unit, which in
the war moved to the Ministry of Infor-
mation under the name of the Crown
Film Unit. Its nearest rival was Henry
Luce’s The March of Time, which
wedded the techniques of documentary
and newsreel.

The act establishing the National Film
Board had been devised by Grierson asa
visiting consultant. When the minister of
trade and commerce introduced it in the
spring of 1939, he pictured the Board as
a coordinating, not a producing body,
with *‘only one paid man in the
organization,’’ and not in compelition
with private business. Famous last
words. Bui perhaps it would have turned
out this way if it hadn't been for the out-
break of war, and if Grierson hadn't
been called back to take the job — for
six months, it was said — uatil a Cana-
dian could be fornd. When he actually
left, six years later, NFB had nearly 800
employees, producing about 250 films a
year.

These two books with nearly identical
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titles provide a satisfactory survey of the
facts and significance of those six years.
Gary Evans, who was one year old when
Grierson left Canada but came to know
him well during the last two years of his
life when he had returned as a visiting
professor at McGill, gives a conscien-
tious history. This is nicely sup-
plemented by the other book, which
contains the proceedings of a John
Grierson conference held at McGill in
1981. In it we hear from many of Grier-
son’s associates, including some who
were in the NFB in his time: Lon Apple-
baum, Jim Beveridge, Tom Daly, and
Margarei Ann Elton.

It should be understood thai these
books are not just, or even primarily,
for people with a specialized interest in
film: Grierson is a much larger subject
than that. The son of two Scotch
Preshyterian teachers, and the pupil of
Walter Lippman, he gave his Life to
public education. In a sense his whole
career was an effort to answer
Lippman’s gloomy prognosis that the
world was becoming too complex for
sensible decision-making by ordinary
people, so that democratic control was
ultimately impossible. Film was Grier-
gson’s usual medium, and he had an
extraordinary feeling for its aesthetic,
but he never confused the medium with
the message — unlike some. (Did he and
McLuhan ever meet? That would have
been a spectacle worth watching.) In
Ottawa he had his great opportinity;
not only as head of the Film Board, but
from January, 1943, to January, 1944,
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as general manager of the Wartime In-
formation Board, he dominated the in-
formation apparatus of the country.

This part of his carcer makes a
fascinating study in its centzal problem:
the question whether government-
sponsored propaganda can be — as the
Mazis said it was — also public enlight-
enment. (Evans is perhaps inflating
things a little when he says that “‘the
Second World War was at [east on one
level a chess game between the Goebbels
and Grierson teams,” but one sees what
he means.) Wartime was a time of
unusually broad consensus, when party
differences were minimized, and as long
as Grierson and his disciples remained,
as he loved to say, *“one inch to the left
of the party in power," they could deal
with social issnes with Iess danger of
raising party hackles than at any other
time.

In all this, Grierson’s personality was
a powerful asset among his employees,
whom it turned into disciples; it was
also, among the politicians and man-
darins who employed him, a disaster
perpetually abowt to happen. For the
former aspect, see Graham McInnes’s
description, quoted by Evans from an
unpublished typescript, of his first inter-
view with Grierson: ““He was wound up
tighter than a watch and gave a tremen-
dous sense of controlled strength, of
bounding energy and bursting vitality
barely held in check by the diminutive
body." That’s exactly how he struck me
vhen he interviewed me for a very junior
job in WIB.

Idot everyone became a disciple, of
course. He found this rare phenomenon
baffiing when it occurred. Once, speak-
ing to me of Stuart Lepg, most dedicated
of his directors, he contrasted him with
YV.H. Auden, who had worked with him
on two films jn the 19305 but had left
him. ““Auden 5aid, ‘But I’ve got to go.
They're applauding The Dog Beneath
the Skin in the West End.” And he
went.,” And he looked at me with
genuine incredulity that Auden could
have felt 2 higher imperative.

As for his relations with his masters, -

Evans speaks of him as moving *“*adroit-
ly through the corridors of politics and
pover.” I think a more accurate adverb
vould be ““luckily.”” He barged through
those mine-strewn corridors with a con-
fidence in his star that perhaps derived
from his three years on a minesweeper in
the other war. Evans gives some hair-
raising examples. When he went away,
soon after his appointment, to fulfil
some previous commitments in Australia
and New Zealand, he chose as his tem-
porary replacement Colonel Cooper, the
head of the Motion Picture Distributors’
Association. He thought this was a
clever idea as it would prevent Famous
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Players from working against him, Un- |
fortunately Colonel Cooper was a H

dedicated anti-King Tory and a friend of
the dissident Liberal premier of Ontario,
Mitchell Hepburn. The consequences
were appalling, and it was a miracle that
Grierson wasn't blown out of the water
then and there. Again, late in the war, he
wrote to Mackenzie King o urge him to
dismiss his minister of labour and take
the portfolio himself. Walter Turnbull,
King’s principal secretary, wisely filed
the [etter before the old man could see it.

My own favourite memory of Grier-
son is of a winter evening when two of us
were working late. Grierson burst in,
homburg on the back of his head, his
face shining with triumph and alcohol.
He had been before the Treasury Board
that afternoon, defending his NFB
employees against the charge that their
appearance and manners were discredit-
able to the public service. He had
answered, he sald, ““Yes, I know they
leave a black ring round the bathtub.
But take shit, gentlemen. You know
what shit is, gentlemen? It’s nasty stuff,
disrrrty stuff. But if ya ain’t got it, ya
ain’t healthy.”* I silenily doubted
whether he had made many friends that
day.

The slurs that clung to him after the
Gouzenko affair were of course absurd.
Inevitably, many of the people he
attracted to NFB and WIB were
socialists, and inevitably a few of these
were Stalinists — they were on our side
at the time, if you remember. Grierson
himself was far too eclectic in his views
ever to have been a Communist. And
Grierson as a spy is unthinkable. That
profession requires concealment and
discretion, skills utterly bevond his
reach.

It’s curious that the publishers of both
these books chose the same picture of
QGrierson to adorn the jacket of the one

and the cover of the other, since it hap-
pens 10 look entirely unlike him. I think
it’s a picture of Hitler, trying out a new
moustache before escaping to Argen-
tina. [0
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The tenure
of the fimes

By Michiel Horn
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Seeking a Balance: University of
Saskatchewan, 1907-1982, by Michael
Hayden, University of British Columbia

|Press, illustrated, 379 pages, $24.95

cloth (ISBN 0 7748 0194 8).

MICHAEL HAYDEN'S STUDY of the
University of Saskatchewan will be
welcomed by those interested in the
history of the province as well as in the
history of higher education. This fine
book is, he tells us, institutional rather
than social or intellectual history. Yet we
learn a good deal of social and political
history in reading it.

In its early days the university had
much independence. It was state-
supported but not state-controlled,
Hayden traces the gradual erosion of
independence since the 1930s,
culminating in the University Act of
1974, and writes that this bill has placed
the university in constant danger of
government interference. This book is
not only a history of the university but a
defence of institutional autonomy and
academic freedom.

Hayden focuses on the four presidents
from 1909 to 1974, The original Univer-
sity Act gave the president a great deal
of power, which became amply clear
during the crisis of 1919, when the first
and most successful, Walter Murray,
had Bttle difficulty in ridding the institu-
tion of four senior faculty members who
had attacked his leadership. Murray's
influence — he served until 1937 —
helps to explain why even during the
Depression neither faculty nor students
seemed very radical. The faculty,
Hayden notes, ‘*have never been famous
or infamous for their radical views.”

In order to gain continued public sup-
port for the dniversity, Murray and his
successors stressed service to the com-
munity and the state. Such research as
took place — and in agriculture it was of
key importance from the beginning —
tended to be applied rather than
theoretical. The humanities and social
sciences never ranked high, and stood
lowest under J.S. Thomson, president
from 1937 to 1949. His successor, the
biologist W.P. Thompson, was taken
aback when federal funds became avail-
able in the late 1950s o build the long-
delayed Arts Building. Even though arts
professors were three to four in one
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office, Thompson saw no urgent need
for such a building.

Thompson was followed by John
Spinks, whose tenure (1959:74) was “‘a
time of crisis.”* Separatist tendencies in
Repina College led to independence in
1974. Student unrest in the late 1960s
and early 1970s proved disruptive; so did
Liberal Premier Ross Thatcher’s attempt
to influence spending within the univer-
sity. Faculty members became increas-
ingly eritical of the administration and
governing board, When the New Demo-
cratic Party gained office in 1971 dissen-

FIRST NOVELS

Local characiers

ILLIAM GOUGH'S Maud’s House
(Breakwater, 138 pages, $9.95
paper) is a one-character novel.
Maud, a spirited Newfoundland
woman, is traced from yvouth to
later middle age in a struggle to
find both her position in society
and her identity as a person. The
other people in the book act as
mirrors that reflect Maud's
thoughts and actions, witnesses to
her changes and her growth.

We come across Maud at the age of
40: flashbacks illaminate her early days,
memorties of her first dasing excursions

gion within the two-campus institution
had reached the point that externally
imposed change seemed necessary.

- Hayden deplores the form that change

took, however, and he is particularly
critical of the government’s dismissal of
Spinks.

The balance between study and service
has been lost, Hayden concludes, just as
the institution’s unity and independence
have. He takes rather a dark view of the
future. As for the past, he has chron-
icled and analysed its accomplishments
and failures with care. His style is a bit

|
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Whether Newfoundland or Yorkville, the
‘authentic’ settings of two new novels do Ilttla .
to overcome their slender plots

By Alberio Manguel

in‘to the world, coming to seek employ--

ment in the house that will one day be
her own, as the title reminds us. Every-
thing has to be learnt once again: new
conventions, new codes of manners.
Maud must learn what door to use
(kitchen or front), where to eat (not with
the Family but in her room), what the
people of the house require. Maud has
courage, Maud is strong: several
reminders in the novel make it clear that
she is equal to any man — that she can
wield a hammer or shake hands with
vigour, mend furniture or apply paint to
the walls.

AS IF ANY Further proof were needed,
the flourishing state of Western
Canadian vriting was amply demon-
strated in 1984°s crop of first novels.
Three of the six finalists for the ninth
annual Books in Canada Award for
First Novels — which offers a prize
of $1,000 for the best first novel
published in English in Canada dur-
ing calendar year 1984 — are books
set in the Prairies. (And two — one
set in the Prairies, the other not —
are, for whatever reason, by and
about Mennonites.)

The six titles on the short List are:
Conntry of the Heart, by Sharon
Butala (Fifth House); Precious, by
Douglas H. Glover (Seal); Dazzled,
by John Gray (Irwin); J Hear the
Reaper’s Song, by Sara Stambaugh
(Raincoast); Perdue: Or How the

FIRST NOVEL AWARDS

. West Was Lost, by Geoffrey Ursell

(Macmillan); and The Salvation of
Yasch Siemens, by Armin Wiebe
(Turnstone).

‘This year’s short list was prepared
jointly by writer-translator Paul
Wilson and editor-critic Alberto
Manguel, both of whom have con-
tributed columns about first novels to
Books in Caneda during the past
year. The other judges are: Dan
Mozersky, manager of Prospero
Books in Ottawa: Leslie Peterson,
currently on a year's leave from her
post as book review editor of the
Vancouver Sun; and novelists Leon
Rooke, writer-in-residence at the
University of Toronto, and Carol
Shields of Winnipeg. Their verdict
and comments will be announced in a
forthcoming issue. O
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Iaborious, but the story he tells is fasci-
nating. Not only presidents but also
faculty and students get plenty of atten-
tion. There are some curious holes in the
bibliography,. possibly the result of
Hayden's background as a historian of
Europe, rather than of Canada. His
failure to discuss changes in the terms of
academic tenure at Saskafchewan is
disappointing. Some readers will find
Hayden's conclusions too alarmist.
Nevertheless, this is a useful book that is
also, given its length and the many pages
of photographs, reasonably priced. O

Curiously, the author has chosen to
give his character a Gothic-novel seiting:
not in the plot but in the devices of the
genre. There are, for instance, the strong
family clans — first Maud’s own family,
then that of her employer. Mand’s
leaving home as a young girl brings to
mind that early Victorian world of
strong conventions. “If you goes,” her
irate father says to her, “never set foot
back home again.”* The Skipper, the old
patriarch Maud has gone to work for,
exerts his power on his two sons and his
daughter-in-law, but not on Maud.
Maud has the courage of the Gothic
heroine and quickly secures her own
ground.

Barly in the novel Maud finds out that
the sister-in-law, Bessie, had also “gone
into service’® and then married Em, one
of the Skipper’s sons. Maud will follow
Bessie’s footsteps (even though the
villagers don’t know what to call her —
they can't cafl her Ern's “‘Missus,” as
that title corresponds to Bessie, now
dead). But death interrupts Maud's care-
fully constructed life: the accidental
death of Ern, whose memory will haunt
her from then omwards.

I am told that Gough’s re-creation of
Newfoundland language is correct; I am
not certain that it suffices to lend true
life to the character. The Gothic devices
work but also make the slim plot fore-
seeable. The flashbacks add a little
suspense, as the reader follows Maud’s
memories piecing together her life.

Certain passages and descriptions of
people and events as seen through
Mauwd’s eves are written with strong
dramatic sense:

For Vince the world has stopped and
is watching him. He knows the curtains
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are back from all the windows around

the point. He knows that old women are

calling old men to come and take a look.

He is aware of his different-looking

suit, the slope of his shoulders, the scuff

of dirt 1o the side of the twrousers, the
suitcasc huge as a boulder near him, and

Maud blocking the way into the door.

The pastor gone, he has hurt his hand,

and the only way out doesn’t offer

much dignity.

But there lacks a vaster vision to
passages like this: a larger story that
Gough has chosen not to tell. One
vishes to know more about Maud and
her people, more of their history, more
of their landscape. Perhaps AMaud’s
House is only a beginning,

If Maud’s House remains discreet,
unobtrusive, Yorkville Diarfes, by Don
Lyons (Elephant Press, 205 pages, $5.95
paper), sprawls all over the place. As'its
title correctly states, these are the diaries
of a Yorkville character, a 14-year-old
kid who roams Toronto between Bay
Street and Avenue Road. The blurb
compares Lyons to Saroyan and Jimmy
Breslin; there is little indication of either
in the page-after-page teenage anecdotes
that deal in a quite conventional way
with drugs. sex and of course, violence.

Yorkville Diaries is set in the 1960s,
that Disneyland time of joy and enlight-
enment. The characters’ activities can be
summed up in a paragraph, such as the
one dated **Oct 1965'":

School's been back six weeks and I've
gone six times, What I do is head down
to the Village, drop my books oif at the
Supertest and hang out with Larry and
Stormin or roll in sweet Sue's arms.
Around three in the afternoon 1 collect
my boolks {(what a joke!) and head for
the Dutch Sisters where I put in a few
hours.

Back and forth through the world of
YorlLville, the characters spend their
time visiting new hang-outs, meeting
**chicks”” and trying to decide who is gay
and who 35 straight. Bikers get 3 share of
the story {one girl hides not one but two
knives, one in her bra, the other in her
pocket) and the book ends with a biker's
jaw being wired up in hospital,

The characters are caricatures: Here is
a dialogue with a French girl, Elvira:

During tonight’s meal 1 asked Elvira,

wheo lives across the hall from us in this

tiny room, if she was F.L.Q. It was one
of my brighter moments.

“*Non. Non, 1 am being from Thiers,
France. Where is F.L.Q. please?*’

“It's not really & geographical place.
it"s more like a state of mind.”

*auUn! QUII In Uniled States you say?

I comprehend.”’

Neither the humour of its prose nor
the intricacies of its plot sustain the
reader’s attention: Yorkville Diaries
reads like a watered-dovm script for
Animal House. (]
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INTERVIEW
Gharles Ritchie

‘| don't balieve in an artificial separation
between Interesting people and ordmary people. | don't
believe there is any such differentiation

By Georgo Galt

| HARLES RITCHIE, distinguished
Canadian diplomat and diarist,
was born in Halifax in 1906. He
attended Oxford and Harvard,
then joined the department of ex-
ternal affairs in 1934, He has serv-
ed as ambassador to Bonn,
permanent ambassador of Canada
to the United Nations, ambassa-
dor to Washington, and high com-
missioner to London. The Siren
B Years, his war diares (1937-45)
were published in 1974. Since then his
publisher, Magmillan, hag issued three
more diaries — An Appetite for Life
(1977), Diplomatic Passport (1981), and
Storm Signals (1983) — covering the
ycars before and after his diplomatic
career and including his lifelong friend-
ship with the novelist Efizabeth Bowen.
MNow retired, he divides his time between
London, Chester, N.S., and Ottawa,
where he was interviewed by George
Galt:

Eools in Canada: How conscious were
You when you were writing your diaries
that they might someday be published?
Charlzs Ritchie: When I was actually
vwriting them I wasn’t conscious that
they’d be published at all. Ii seems
rather hard to believe that anybody
would be foolish enough to go on doing

L‘nar!es Rﬂcme
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this in this obsessive way without think-
ing they’d be published, certainly not
consciously. God knows what goes on in
your subconscious. I think the first time
the subject really came up was when I
read the war diaries to Elizabeth Bowen
in the year before she died, 1972. She en-
couraged me. She said, “You should
publish these diaries,”* the war ones. She
never saw the others. I think that was the
first time I really thought that perhaps
I'd take a shot at it.

BiC: Had you never read your diaries to
her before?

Riichie: No, never.

BIC: There’s an inleresting tension in
Yyour boolks between candour and discre-
tion. You write explicitly that nothing to
do with officlal secrets was included.
Obviously a lot af your private lfe
wasn’t included either. Was it edited out
before publication, or did you simply
choose not te write about such things?
Ritchie: Well, some things were left out,
but compared to what was left in, very
little. I think it's a very candid case
history, but it isn’t a true confessional,
so to speak. | would find it very difficult
to write about intimate emotional rela-
tionships or conversations. I didn't write
all that down.

BiC: So you didn’( treat your diary as a
kind of confidant.

Ritchie: It was more like this. I think
that perhaps there was some therapy in
it. It put things at a slight distance from
me, to write them down. This became a
sort of addiction, a habit. It sometimes

took the pain or the heat out of a situa-.

tion. I don’t mean I only did it for that
purpose, but I think this had some part
in it. But the prime motive, I think, was
to pin down a moment, a scene, and had
I been able to do 50, a personality. You
knpw, my mother, who had a great in-
fluence on me, was a marvellous mimic.
If she were in this room she could bring
the dead to life. The voice was exactly
right. The gestures were exactly right —
2 bad mimic is the worst thing in the
world, I think in my writing I wanted to
do rather the same thing she was doing:
to bring that person or that scene or that
moment to life, in movement. Of
course, it’s a very difficult thing to do.
But this was the impulse,

LT Y

BiC: Did you wrile every day? One sup-
poses not.

Ritchie: No, not every day. Sometimes
three or four days later. Very seldom,
though sometimes, at night, but usually
in the morning. Sometimes early, some-
times in an interval of work in the morn-
ing. When I wrote at night it was notice-
ably quite different. I’d had a drink or
two by the time T wrote the night ones
and they were, if possible, worse than
the day ones.

BIC: So it wasn’t so much a discipline
as. ...

Ritchie: As an addiction.

BiC: Did you read other diarisis?
Ritchie: Yes, 1 did. Any diaries I could
get hold of. I rather like diaries by
obscure people. Not the Pepys of this
world or even the Virginia Woolfs. Pm
fascinated by the odd diaries that were
kept by people who didn’t attain great
fame. For instance, I remember reading
a diary by some woman — I've forgot-
ten who — an American who married an
Englishman in about 1830 and went to
Italy, and there she met an-old girl
who’d known Byron. This old woman
said to her, **I can still hear the sound of
his foot dragging on the marble staircase
as he came up these stairs.”® Things like
that are fascinating.

BiC: Was Elizabeth Bowen a strong
{iterary Influence?

Ritchie: She wasn’t a literary influence
in the sense that [ never aspired to write
like her. Having no capacity as a story-
teller or novelist myself, I don’t think
that my style was ever affected by know-
ing ber. But she certainly was a preat
influence.

BIiC: Could you say in what ways?
Ritchle: Well, humanly speaking. And
quite apart from my devotion to her, she
was the most terrifically good company.
She wasn't like the real Bloomsburys
who grew up in a tiny little coterie
sheltered from the world in a sort of
goldfish pool where they all lived
together. She hadn’t had that kind of
life at all. She'd lived quite a lot in the
country in Ireland, and she hadn’t got a
formal education. There was much more
of ordinary life in her. She wasn’t a
hypersensitive, hypersophisticated pro-
duct of the English upper middle classes
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of the Strachey-Bloomsbury connection.
1 think that gives a tremendous savour to
her writing. It makes it different. Also
very funny. Extremely comic.

EiC: Did yon have any inlerest yourself
in writing fiction?

Ritchie: Well, [ tried. I've occasionally
tried short stories. I began once a novel,
but I soon put it aside. I realized this
wasn't a thing I could do, and if I
couldn’t do it well I didn’t want to go
ahead with it. It just died on me. I real-
ized the scrap basket was really the only
place for it. It was a different thing from
the diary. It sprang from different
motives: the story, the plot. It was what
I was after, but 1 hadn’t got it.

BiC: And yet you have so many of a
novelist’s sensibilities, the keen eye for
character and for derail. . . .

Riichie: Well, 1 found a form, I stum-
bled on a form in which I could put
anecdotes, personalities, reflections,
scencs, and so on, together. There used
to be those serap screens. 1 don’t know if
you ever saw one. People cut out things
and put them next to each other in jusxta-

— e mp e o A i

P I (T g R T B L

position. Perhaps one piece would be a
scene of the Bay of Naples and the other
would be a photograph of their grand-

father.

BiC: A collage.

Ritchie: A collage, yes. That’s what I'm

really seeking after, rather than a scrap
screen.

BIC: There's somethmg of the collector
in thet, isn’t there?

Ritchie: Yes, trying to pin the thing
down before it slides away, trving to get
the word for it and nail it down. Yes, I

suppose that’s right. There is & part of
the collector in it.

BiC: Did you ever think of leaving exter-

nal gffairs to iake up writing full-time?

Ritchie: No, no. I was very lucky. Exter-

nal affairs gave me a good opportunity.

And then there was the famous-pames

department. There are a greal many
scattered around, though I trust not
dropped, through my books. They’re:
very good copy, and they helped the
books to be published. But funda-
mentally I'm just as interested in my
cousin Susie in Halifax as I am in, well, I

CANWIT NO. 100

FEW FIGURES of speech are so
pointedly foolish as the oxymoron,
that bittersweet expression that con-
joins two seemingly contradictory
ideas, such as *“‘jumbo shrimp,”™
““military Intelligence,”” or *‘Pro-
gressive Conservative.”” ‘That was the
premise of probably our most suc-
cessful CanWit — No, 29 — way
back in 1978. To celebrate CanWit’s
100th instalment (Dear God, can it
rcally bave been 18 years?), we're
Tepeating our great OXymoron contest
for a whole new generation of con-
testants. And — as we did in 1978 —
we’ll double the prize to a whopping
$50 for the best collection of sly oxy-
morons received before April I.
Address: CanWit No. 100, Books in
Canada, 365 Adelaide Street East,
Toronto MSA 3X9.

Regulis of CanWit No. 98
OUR REQUEST for punning titles for
books by real writers provoked an
avalanche of entries, a number of
vhich linked Charles Lynch with
capital punishment, Brian Fawcelt
with plumbing, and Roch Carrier
with hauling stones. The winner is
Joan McGrath of Toronto for a list
that includes:

3 Run for It, by Carol Bolt
0O Boy At You Rich?, by Elizabeth

Smart
O Million Dollar Workous, by Fred

Bodsworth
O L'Awre, by Janet Lunn

[0 Bondage for Beginners, by Jan Truss
O Figure Eight, by Ann Blades

Honourable mentions:
0 Nirvana, by Michael Biiss
0O A Guide to Anatomy, by A.R.M.
Lower
D) Unsightly Skin Problems and Their
Treatmeny, by Harry Boyle
— Dean Jobb, Halifax

01 A Basement Full of Relatives, by
W.P. Kinselia

C1 My Experiences with the Fat Lady, by
rving Layton

— Michael P.J. Kennedy

Vanscoy, Sask,

O Obsceniry, Prafanity, and Parllamen-
lary Procedure, by Sir Charles G.D.
Roberts
— Tara Daniels-Draper, Toronto

O A History of Prophylactics, by Carol
Shields
W.M. McLaughlin, Windsor, N.S.

OO The Wolf at the Door, by David Gurr
— Rosalie I. Tennison
Carman, Man.

O Shakespeare’s Bird, by Leon Rooke
— Barbara Wade, Toronto

O A Walk In the Country, by John
Metcalf
-— June K. Thicke, Ladysmith, B.C.

U1 The Happy Motor Mechanic, by Bliss
Carman
— David J. Paul, Lucan, Qnt.
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UPON THIS ROCK - Paul O'Neill

The story of the Roman Catholic Church in

Newfonndland & Labrador. Numerous

illustrations. Special feature: Colour

portfolio of John Pgul 1§ in Newfoundland.
$50.00 deluxe edition

PART OF THE MAIN — Potrick O Figherty
ond Peter Neary
Illustrated history of Newfoundland &
Labrador. A megnificent book.

§35.00 clothbound edition

THE DICTIONARY OF NEWFOUNDLAND
ENGLISH — Kirwin, Story, Widdowson
“This treasure belongs in every Newfoundland
home."

$47.50

- - -1 -] (-]

MAUD'S HOUSE — Wiiliam Gough'!‘his new
povel by a brilliant talent i getting rave
reviews across Canada. It is the story of a
wonderfu‘!ly courageous and beautiful
vioman in 2 Newfoundland outport.

$5.95 paperback

G G ¢
BREAKWATER

¥.0. Box 2188,
St. John's, Nfld. AIC 6ES

B HORN THE WES TS [T

CEOFFREY URSELL

“...an unusual novel... Ur-
sell’s writing is com :
vivid, :md puetic a

— Books in Canada
$14.95 cloth
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vras going to say President Kennedy.
That's nol a very good example, but I
don’t believe in an artificial separation
between interesting people and ordinary
people. 1 don’t believe there is any such
differentiation.

BIC: But vou wanted to keep the so-
called interesting people a part of your
life?

Ritchie: Yes, 1 did. Perhaps when I was
youny 1 thought interesting people were
a different category.

BiC: How interested were you in foreign
policy?

Ritchie: Very much so. And from a very
early age. Very curious, 1 have a dlary I
found the other day that I wrote when I
was 13. There’s quite a lot about foreign
policy in that. Quite 2 lot about the

M
|
.

CLASSIFIED

Classiflad rates: $8 per line (40
characters to the line). Deadilne: first of
the month for issue dated following
month. Address: Books in Canada Class-
Ified, 366 Adelaide Street East, Toronto
MSA 3X9. Phone: (416) 363-54286.

AVARD-WINMING CHILDREN'S CAS-
SETTES — stories, songs. Ideal for
traval, quiet times, gifts. Free catalogue.
"A Gentle Wind”, Box 361-B, Sydenham,
Ont. KOH 2T0.

THE BEAST UMVEILED. The definitive
solution to 666 found in Sumerian
astronomy, basis of major religlons. 127
¥ 12", $12.80 paper, $28.80 hardcover,
$43.20 collector's edition. Not available
in stores. Cheque or money order to
Tessaract Press, P.O. Box 582, Victorla
Station, Westmount, P.Q. H3Z 2Y8.

CANADIANA & POLAR BOOKS. Out-of-
print. Reasonable prices. Catalogue
$1.00 to new customers. Thunderbird
Books, P.O. Box 21292, Sidney, B.C. V8L
356.

LKA CAMADIANA for collectors &
genealoglsts. For fras catalogue write
Mika Publishing Co. Box 536 Belloville
K8N 5B2.

OLD AND RARE BOOKS. Canadlana
catalogues. Heritage Books, 866 Palmer-
ston Ave., Teronto, Ont. M8G 252

POEIS INTO PRINT. Experiancad editor
offers 21 practical steps for getting your
poetry published. Only $2 postage-paid
to: Watchwords Press, 307 Central
Avenue, London, Ont. NGB 2C8.

SIMPLIFIED SPELLING — We all kno
that our English speling iz outrajusly er-
ratic and mostly Irrasional. Let's chanje
it by Jolning The Simplified Spelling
Society ov Canada, Sulte 1407, 111
Ridelle Ave., Toronto, Ont. MBB 1J7.

USED LAY BOOI(S. 30 day free exam-
ination. Write J.L. Heath, 66 Isabella St.
#1105, Toronto M4X N3, 922-0849.
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attempied Russian invasion of Poland.
What that had to do with me; living in
Halifax and going to Trinity College
School in Pori Hope, I really cannot
imagine. But it did interest me.

BiC: You're still finding diaries.
Ritchie: Well, I found this [ittle volume.
It’s childish, really. There are quite a lot
of them down in the cellar. But I can
never find the one I want.

BIC: Are you still writing them?
Ritchie: Sporadically. I can go for weeks
without writing, and then suddenly
something sparks and I begin again. I
never duite know what sets me off. O

FIECQMMENDED

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

FICTION

Ladies of the House, by Sandra Birdsell,
Turnstone Press. Never the superior
Author, Birsell replaces moral judgements
with the patience, thoughifulness, and
concern of a good-natured god who loves
his children but nevertheless must remain
silent. Her down-to-earth images produce
10 stories of remarkable richness.

NON-FICTION
Eldorado: Canada’s National Uranium Com-
pany, by Robert Bothwell, University of
Toronto Press. More than a corporate
history — of which it is an excellent exam-
ple — this is a first-rate examination of the
role and management of crown corpora-
tions. Bothwell's observations should be in
the minds of those in Ottawa pow contem-

plating our economic future.

RECEIVED

THE FOLLOWING Capadian books have
been received by Books in Canada in re-
cent weeks. Inclusion in this list does not
preclude a review or notice in a future
issue:

+ Agpressive 1S, Reciprocity Evaluated with o New Aonlsif-

el Approach to Trade Confficis, by R.J. Wonnacatt,
Institute for Research on Public Policy.
Anna's World, by Marie-Claire Blals, lmuluul by Shul.‘l
R R .
on| realing, oy oD,
The Belter Paxt of Heaven, by Ken Noms, Coach House.
Briiish Columbis Heritage Cookbook, by Mary Evans-
Atkinson, Whilezap.
Gm:ulEIlldl I_l'b!ﬂ‘llcllm A Study In Resideted Entry, by

amowy, er Instltute.
cnmnlu adia hﬂ, Studies, edited by Pacricta McLaren-Tumer, Brl-
5
Childof l.ulns. by M.J. Loslerand C. Pinet, Goose Lahe.
The Christmas Birihday Story, by Margaret Laurence, lllus-
trated by Helen Lucas, M & S.
The Collected Poems of Midam Mandel, edited by Sheila
Watson, Longspoon.
Copllict or Cnmpmlnls: The Futare of Public Sector In-
dustrial Relations, edited by Mark Thompson and Gene
Swimmer, lnsl|l.||le Tor Research on Publlc Pollw.
The CPR West, edited by Hugh A. Dempsey, Douplas &

Melntyre.
A Difficolt Falih, by Richard Lemm, Pattersficid Press,
‘The Discovery of Insulln, by Michacl Bliss, M & S.

The Domestic Mosale: Domesile Groups and Canadian
Policy, by Elizabeth Riddell-Dixon, Canzdian Ln-

titute of International Affalrs.
Dostoeysky and Sefclde, by N.N. Shoeidman, Mosaic Press.
Edmund Morris: Froatler Anist, by Jean s McQill, Dun-

durn
lI:belh Bagshaw, by Macjorie Wild, Flezhenry & White-

Embers and Earch (Selected Poems), by Gaston Miron,
translated by D.G. Jones lnd Mare Plourde, Guemniza.
Environment and Economy: Eﬁl}! on the Hoaman Geo-
praphy of Albectn, dued Iw B.M. Barr and P.J. Smith,
Pica Pleca Press.

Exil, Révolle el DissTdence, par Richard Glguere, Les Presses
de I"Université Laval,

.l-‘n!:us on e Capadian Dellar, by John E. Floyd, Fraser
nstitte.

Historic Inns of Quebec, by Marvin Fremes, Fitzhenty &
Whiteside.

Hay to Profit from he Comlngnymeﬂnﬂnﬂon. by Henry
B. Zimmer and Dave Greber,

Ieeberp Guides: Canadian Colleges and Universitles, edited
b;- David W. Willlams, Jceberg Press.

Imapes of the Land: Canadlan Block Prints, 1919-1945, by
Paudcla Ainslle, Glenbow Museun.

Gusiafson, Oolichan Books.

Islands =1 The Edge: Prese &hz Queen Charlolie Ifands
Wllllmsl. by the Islands Protection Soclety, Douglas &

Mcint
& \ﬁllnnn:’lr Bombardler, by Cartle Precious, Fitzheary &
Jopanese Business In Canada: The Elusive Alllaoce, by

glolilm @ W. Wright, Institute For Research On Public

Y.
Jill and the Big Cal, by Etho Rothsiein, Black Moss Press.
Jobn McCrae, by John Basseit, Fitzhenry & Whiteside.
Kate Rice, Prospeem. by Duncan, Simon & Pierre.
ltcnnih Clarks A Biopeaphy, by Meryle Secrest, Holt Rine-

& Winsto

l\ﬁln'l Story, hy Dvora Levinson, LP

Lean, Wiad, Lean, by David Walker, Collm:.

Life In Glnss, by Rhona McAdam, Lon;s

Loneliness, by Reuven P. Bulka, Guidance Centu. Faculty
of Bducation, U of T.

Lost Islands, by Henry Stommel, UBC Press.

Monaging Canado"s North, edited by Louls-Edmond
Hamelin, Institute of Public Adminkstration of Canada.

The Mn.lgr.u.e Road, by Charles Bruce, Pollersield Press.

‘The Mysterions Mommer and Other Newloundiand Storfes,
by Bert Batstone, Jesperson Press.

Nanoose Bay Suite, by Kevin Roberts, Oclichan Books.

‘The New Majorilys Adult Leamers In the Unlversily, by
Dupcan D. Campbell Ummwof Alberta Press.

Northern Ecology and Resouree Manngenrent, cdiled by
Rod Olson ef al., UnlwmlonAlbm Press.

Not Above (he 'l.'lw. by Heather Bird, Key Porner.

Noiable Congdlan Ctilldren's Books, 1982 Supplmnl.
edited by Ereng E. Audrey, National Library of Canada. .

‘The Objectives of Canadian Competition Policy, 1883-1983,
by Paul K. Qoreck and W.T. ury, The Institute for
Research on Public Poli

'l'hl Onlnrh Collection, by Fen Bayer, Fitzhenzy & White-

npul Is broken, by Belsy Wazland, Longspoon.
Penumbra, by Susan Kerslake, Ays Press.
A Pictorial Hislory of ibe Conadion Fitm Awands, by Marla
Tul?n:hv“h Stoddart,
Litles of Energy, by G. Bruce Doem and Glen Toner,

Methuen,

Private Banl‘c Letding =pd Developlag cnu.n'lry Debt, by
Plerre Sauvé, Institute for Research on Public Pollcy.

Pablle Noo-Profit Budgeting: The Evolotlon and Applica-
tion of Zero-Base Budgeting, by James Cull and Richard
Rlster, Instinute of Public Administration of Canada.

A Qlullun of 'l.nynll,. by Barbara Greenwood, Scholasiic.

ed by the Spirii: Rellglm Revlvals, Bﬁpllﬂl, and

H:lul',.v Alllne, by Q.A. Rawlyk, McGill-Queen's Unlver-
sity

“\E\' I!Illlufdln Lhe House (revised), by Leo Heaps, Fiizhenry &

e

Salut John on the Marchz A Bicentennial Pablicallon, Saint
Joha on the

Muarch,
-Second Noture: The Anlmal-Rights Controversy, by Alan

Herscovici, CBC Enterpriscs.
Selected New l):wllpmen'ls In Inieruational Trade Theory,
by RJ. Wonnacott, Insiitute for Rescarch on Publs

Poli
Sllndv? & Saobstacce In Brilish Foreign Pollcy, 1895-1939,
ited I%B..I.c. McKercher und D.J. Moss, University of
4

Tess.

Skxty Plos: Seniora In Conun?nry Fkilon, compiled by
Donalda Putman, Canadian Library Association.

“Itse Smaollwood Eru, by Frederick W. Rowe, McGraw-Hill

Ryerson.
Sociallst Sindies 83: A Canadlan Annual, Soclety for
Socialist Studies,

ml::' B&:I:I:!.o and 'Htsrnl:r. by Sheldon and Judy Godfirey,
1er n Denl

‘Tales of the Dnu. by Cllarlu Saugiol, Nawural Heritage.
‘IThe Terma Colta Army, by Gary Geddes, Oberon.

nomu Fall Like Rain, by Albert M. Jabara, Wisdom

e o My Torgue, by ariee Miariat. LOGEROOR.

‘onch to ongue, Marlate, poon.

The Unlinished Anilmlngy Yolume 1, edited by &‘II‘I! Falers,
Unfmished Monument Press.

Taer Veriical Labyrinth, by Aldo Cartenuto, translated by
John Sllepley. Tnner City Books.
Voloeless People, by Marco Micone, (ranstated by Mauriria
Binda, Guernica.

When Ilnm Was King, by B.). Gnnl. Goose Lane.

Wild Hearts, by Virginia Henley, At

The Wh;l nI Nipht, by Xathryn Colllns. Worldwide (Har-

- — i wwp apae . —w

] oy Crmaie f &3 4 ToFa T ~-¢ =



e et e Vi T T AL e Ma i e Tl R R T webs L R L E YR e Dt TR SR T

COMING UP

IN THE APRIL ISSUE OF

BOOKS IN CANADA

AND THE WINNER IS . ..
The ninth annual Books in Canada Award for First Novels

POWER PLAYER
A profile of award-winning playwright George F. Walker
By Timothy Wynne-Jones

DRAMATIC READINGS
Reviews and notices of the year’s theatre publications

Reviews of new books by I.T. Morley, Marie-Claire Blais,
Heather Robertson, Neil Bisscondath, Glenn Gould, and much more

BOOKS INCANADA

SR — - Available in better
‘ bookstores everywhere
or delivered directly
R o to your home.
VT TE TR Nine times a year.
I GOTIHT R :
T EHTIS Shouldn’t you subscribe now?

Yes, I'd like to subscribe 10 Books in Canada O
Name

Address

Postal code

Cheque enclosed a Bill me O

SUBSCRIPTION PRICE $13.95 A YEAR

316.95 A YEAR OUTSIDE CANADA
366 Adclaide Streel East, Sunte 432
Tomwnne, On. MSA IXY

U Camda's Naraey lBndmarke o
Roy Muaclacen on Eldorsdo HU
- Angd anintervies wilh Mesty Geovais
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NONFICTION BIOGRAPHIES THE POLITICAL REFUGEES:
BLESS ME FATHER, FOR| HAVE SINNED, ~ BANTING: A Blography, A History of the Estonlans in Canada,
Quentin Donoghue & Linga Sha’ggo soag5al Michae! Bliss .Apr, $995pa. Karl Aun - (Gei;lg’r:% o'?; ’fggiggj
----------------------- €. CHARLES TEMPLETON: An Anecdotal :
AN ESSENTIAL GRACE: Funding Canads’s  Memoir " Anecdota CONTINUOUS JOURNEY:
Health Care, Educaion, Wefire, Refiglon and -~ Charles Templeton May, $9.95 pa. Eﬂgﬁg:gﬁﬁﬁé‘; in Ganada.
uiture, . Indra,
Samuel Martin ............ Fob, 52095l ronir RN, s s May, $12.95
EXPLORATIONS IN GANADIAN FOLKLORE,  pai' RONEY: : ' (Generations Séries)
Edith Fowke & Carole M. Carpenter The Making of the Prime Minister ESCAPE THROUGH CHINA:
.......................... Mar, $14.95 |00 Mac%onam Fob., $9.95 pa Survival After the Fail of Hong Kong,
SURVIVAL STRATEGIES FOR GOUPLES, NEIL AND ME y - David Bosanquet May. $395 pa.
Dr. John Viight ... ... July, $1295 02 gion o Apr. 5995 pa, MEGLECTED MAJORITY, Vol 2_
LAUGHTER-SILVERED WINGS: S0 VERY NEAR: S " Alison Prentice & Susan Mann Trofimenkoff
Remenbering the Air Force I, POnIE Y NESR: The Pollical Memolrs of e : . June, $12.95pa.
J. Douglas Harvey. . ........ Mar, $3.95 pa. Dgggl'm el e:m: d M. Fleming. Vols. 1 8.1 {Canadian Social History Series)
LVNGANDLEATNG: " Samsas
y Women are Walking Out on arriage ' - e
Brenda Rabkin v .o Apr., §4, gﬁ;ﬁ' vggls?f;ﬁ oEN
THE BOOK OF MATTHEW: .
The Story of a Leaming- Dlsabled Child, ‘gg T‘%{f};‘gf faur Up-to-date Guide Donna McClement . May §1985¢l.
Betly Jane Wifie ... Apr. "495""" to Garger Planning an Job Hunting m‘s MFI;]MBER SUNNYSIDE. Feb.. 1995
SMALL EXPECTATIONS: i st Ao 59,95 ps, ke Flly . . ., $1995 pa.
Soclelvs Betrayal of Older Women, IT'S YOUR FUTURE: ’
R J""e oo Xh?'(}agaé:llla)n Gll:me to Estate Palfll nml:f??ﬁﬂ g]?Kﬁjlll:gg THE MAUSOLEUM
rthur rache fria pa. .
%’Mg;ﬁN Susan Musgrave .Apr., $9.95 pa.
g THE GREY ISLANDS,
;m:{;rg;:on """""" Ape, $1635 0. if{’é %Igarsma John Steffler ... Apr, 8995 pa.
Brian Moore............ .. Mar, $2095 ¢l ;s LIary. THE NEW CANADIAN POETS 1970-1985,
NSAPPE ARANCES Jon Caulfield . Apr, $995pa.  Edited by Dennis Lee. .. Apr, $14.95pa.
Howard Mosher. ... ....... Feb., $12.95 pa.
TRADE RUMORS, HUMOUR JUVENILE
Quinn Mcllhone. ............ Apr, $9.95 pa, LIFE'S ODD MOMENTS TELL ME, GRANDMOTHER,
DON'T YOU KNOW ANYBODY ELSE?, Stuari Tueman . Apr, $795pa. UmHancock. . ... .. Mar., $9.95 pa
TedAllan ................ Mar. $12.95 pa. . A
BREED APART,
WHEN WOMEN RULE, Tony German . Apr, $395 pa
AustinClarke ............ Mar, $1295p2. COOKBOOKS
MATTERS OF THE HEART,
Charlotte Vale Allen . ... ..... May, $9.95 pa. ;’,ﬂ: Fa"a"nf,ﬁ.‘s‘_'_co'_“_"m TR%.I;S $6.95 pa. NEWCANADIAN
MASQUERADE: 15 Variations BACKROADS AND COUNTRY cooKing, ~~ LIBRARY PAPERBACKS
on a Theme of Sexual Fantasy, Sara Waxman . .. Apr. $1295pa, ST. LAWRENCE BLUES,
Lisa Kroniuk ............ . Apr, $8.95 pa. * Marie-Claire Blais . .Mar, $4.95 pa.
"THE GRIME QF OVIDE PLOUFFE, BLOOD TIES,
Roger Lemelin ............ Apr., $4.95pa. HISTORY David Adams Richards . . . ..Mar, $4.95pa.
THE SUMMER TREE, DECADES OF DISCORD: Canada 1922-1939,  ST. URBAIN'S HORSEMAN,
Guy Gavrlel Kay ...._...... Jurie, $4.95p2.  John Hg[d Thompson with A“en Seager Mordecai Richler . . . Mar, 3495pa
EAGLE SONG, $g34 95¢). A LARKIN THE CLEAR AIR.
James Houston .. ......... June, $4.95 pa. " (Vol. 15 Canadian Cenrenary Serigs)  D. Patrick Sears Mar., $4.95 pa.

McClelland and Stewart’s Spring 1985 Line-up
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