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Paying the piper

As the county’s writers discoveréd,
vhen the government doles out $3-million
iis agants call the tune

UDY WIEBE WILL have a clearer
understanding now, fmm personal
. experience, Of how Big Bear saw
government agents. Their techni-
ques haven't changed in 100 vears.
Under political and moral pressure
to distribute treaty money, they’Il
do all they can to make it [ook like
agift, and tth/’ || insist it be ma-
trolled and doled by themselves.
As incoming chief of the
Writers® Union of Canada, Wiebe
attended a meeting in Ottawa this spring
to discuss ways of implementing “‘pay-
ment for public use” whereby a
$3-million fund is to be divided among
Canadian writers t0 compensate them for
tbe free circulation of their books in
public hibraries. Delegates representing
more than adozen asseciations of writers,
literary trandators, librarians, and
publishers had assembled not around a
ceremonial fire but along a semi-circular
table in tbe gleaming nevr offices of the
Canada Council, each wired to a glass-
fronted booth housing simultaneous
trandators.

The issue of payment for public use has
bzen simmering for more than 40 years,
after the Canadian Authors’ Association
and later the Writers® Union of Canada,
encouraged by similar schemes in
England, Germany, Scandinavia,
Holland, and Australia, began lobbying
for a system to compensate viters for the
royalties they lose when readers borrow
their books from libraries rather than
buyving them. The Canada Council
became involved in the |ate1970s after it
had “turned dowm applications from the
Writers Union and the Book and
Periodica Development Conacil to
undertake independent enquiries, on the
understanding that the Council should
and would conduct the enquiry.. ..”
That very telling sentence from the open-
ing page of A Proposal to Establish a
System of Payments for Public Use,
published by the Canada Council in 1981,
is early evidence of therivalry over this
fssue that has grovm up betwreen the coun-
cil and various writers' groups,

YWhatever its intentions, the council had
1o government money tO0 cover such
payments, SO it suspended any action on
the proposal untll |ast year. when the
Writers' Union and tbe Union des Eeri-

vains Québécois organized an interna-
tlonal conference on payment for public
use and again began [obbying. Even-
tually, Marcel Masse, then minister of
communications, announced the
$3-million fund, and the meeting was
called in Ottawa to decide how to
distribute it.

No one knew quite what to expect. The
Writers' Union and the Uniondes & Xi-
v& s Québécois had been led to bdieve
they would play an important part, yet
Masse’s legislation placed the money sole-
ly under the Canada Council. What did
it mean? Was the council to have com-
plete control, or would it simply transfer
and audit funds according to the wishes
of a board controlied by the writers’
organizations? Mothing was certain, and
many models were possible. At least, so
the writers thought.

At the outset, we were reminded by
Peter Roberts, director of the Canada
Council, that this money was neither a
grant nor a prize, but rightful paﬁment.
Our job was to agree on a method of
distribution, Nevertheless, when delegates
arrived that morning they were presented
with a “Constitution” and *“Proposed
Structure for a Payment for Public Use
Commission® drawn up by the Canada

Council, presumably in consultation with
the Department of Communications. The
document’ s language was unfortunately
all too dear; the Canada Council, it said,
“approves commission’s creation, powers
and procedures”’ and “‘approves commis-
sion’s Board membership”; it invites
recommendations from writers' groups

for appointment to tbe board, but *three
positions would be named by the Canada
Coungil” and “Thc final selection will be
made by the Canada Council.” Last but
not least, the head of the commission
“would have the status of an employee
of the Canada Council” and would report
“to the Director of the Canada Couneil.”

However much that $3-millian might
have been destined for individual writers,
control of distribution was obviously
as a government agent’s prerogative.
same old story. The representatives of toe
Department of Communications, Chuck
McGee and Gaston Blais, along with
Maim Kattan, director of writing and
publication of the Canada Couocil,
seemed genuinely surprised that the
writers' groups would take offence and
grumble about paternaism. Kattan, who
chaired tbe meeting, shrugged off any
questions about propriety.-

Discussion began with some polite at-
tempts to discover how flexible the pro-
posal before us vras, and to what extent
it was bound by legidation. Gradually,
the questions b- more pointed. Kat-
tan, who seemed t0 see any questioning
of the principle of the document as an a-
tack on the Canada Couneil (and hence
on himself), became flushed and
flustered, not hiding his impatiencewith
Matt Cohen and Michel Gay, major
spokesmen for the Writers’ Union and the
Union des Ecrivains Québécois. Cohen
and Ggg, in turn, became increasingly
vocal about their frustration with .the
proceedings. _

Eventually, some of the disputes were
resolved. The writers' groups were allot-
ted a majority on the board and executive
committee of the commission, their
delegates being chosen among themselves
and not requiring approval by the Canada
Council. Further delegates named by the
Canada Council. publishers, "and
likrarigns, though in a minority, would
have a vote. The revised proposal,
bov.zver, would still be subject to the ap-
prova of the Canada Couneil; the com-
mission offices would be under the
Canatla, Council roof; the head of the
commission would be a Canada Couneil
employee. Thus the writers would direct
policy-making, but the council would
retain administrative control. The
ungrateful recipients remain worried
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about how much will be Ieft for them
once the federal agents have paid their
expenses, and whether such agents will be
diligent and effective lobbyists for future
changes N the program.

Throughout the day, | was often lost
in clouds of analogy, day-dreaming of
council firesand smoke--s, of
bemused agents explaining to ignorant
literary savages the mysterious ways of
government. And so | thought of Rudy
Wiebe returning to the plains, and of
what his temptations might be ag he
remembers this meeting and thinks of the
year ahead. — RAY ELLENWOOD

Beauty and
the book

IN THE CORNER, a tiny washstand table
and achair: acosy place for a child to
crayon, perhaps, or med. But at the top
of this table Is a set of burins, delicate
wooden-handled tools. and in the centre
rests & half-engraved block of boxwood,
an orchid bloom emerging from the sur-
face. No child works here, but Gerard
Brender 4 Brandis, a |anky, square-jawed
man with big bands. Brepder 4 Brandis
isnot only an. artist but a printer, papet-
maler, weaver, and binder — or, as be
calls himself, a bookwright. His own
publishing house, Brandstead Press. has
produced 14 spare end exquisite books in
limited editions, and Porcupine’s Quill
has published a selection of his engrav-
ings, Wood. Ink and Paper. His coastal
landscapes, farmhouse scenes, and detail
of flora have appeared on magazine and
book covers, and be has illustrated two
children’s novels by his sister, Marianne
Brendis, for Porcuping's Quill.

Brender {4 Brandis’s landscapes are
small enough, but an engraving of a
snail’ s whorled shell or a mouse may be
as tiny asa postage stamp. His sensibili-
ty €S an artist iS reminiscent Of the
Hawthorne story, “The Artist of the
Bzautiful,” in which a watchmaker finds
beauty in smallness and abhors.the enor-
mity and power of modem industrialism,
As en en student at McMaster Univer-
sity, Brender 3 Brandis bated having to
paint huge abstract canvases. An offhand
comment fmm his instructor |ed him to
attempt his first wood engraving, a
minute portrait of a frond. His instruc-
tor took one |00k end sneered, **So you
want to be a little Dutch master, do
vou?”

Brender 4 Brendis has insisted on being
his own kind of artist since then, although
it took kim some time to fmd his way.
Born in Holland, he emigrated with his
family when he was five, in. 1947, and
grew up in northern B.C., Vancouver,
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and Nova Scotia before settling in
southern Ontarie. He now lives in a farm-
how attached to his father’ s in Carlisle,
Got. His studio is in the basement: one
smell mom for engraving and binding,
another for printing, and a third a small
gallery, all heated by a single woodstove.

Unlike the woodcut, wood engraving
— in which the grain of the block is
turned on end — allows for very fine
detail. Brender & Brandis began by mak-
ing Individual prints; his first books were
gifts for friends, but gradually he began
to think of his engravings es integral to
the page and type of a book. He searched
out texts he could marry with his engrav-
ings —a recent example iSWith Cheer-
Jul Heart, a sampler of botanical writings
b?/ Catherine Parr Traill. The book, in-
cluding 35 engravings printed on rag
paper, is bound in linen printed with an
antique fabric-printing block. in an edi-

*tion of 100 copies.

He is indebted to both Thomas Bewick,
the 18th-century master of wood engrav-
ing, and Willlam Morris, initiator of the
Arts end Crafts movement. but Brender
A Brandis feelsS more akin to another
‘Bnglish ariist: Beatrix Potter. “She's
much simpler end more accessible,” he
says, “ snuggling right down to Mother
Nature. Beatzix Potter is going back to
your own garden end saying, ‘Look
whet's herel” ** His own garden includes
hundreds of orchids, the models for the
richly detailed orchid blooms languidly
trailing over the margins of his next book.

When heisn’t engraving, Brender &
Brandis works the ealm rhythm of bis
spinning whee], nrints on the 1882 Albion
press, or binds. His books are simple
structures, thc bii executed without
the technical deftness of the engravings.
But they have a warm texture, and the ar-
tist’s sensibility shines through.

Next vear Brender & Braudis will move
next door to a house he is designing
himself. He’ll have more light to work by,
but heisn’t allowing himself any more
space. In fact, he'd be happy with less.

~ CARY FAGAN

Small world

WHAT WOULD YOU do to put the world
right? If someone had asked me to write
a response to that question when | wee
achild, | might have written, *““Please |t
John Kennedy, Nikita Khrushchev, and
Fidel Castro become bat friends.” Their
threats and counter-threats over the issue
of Sovial missile sites in Cuba held me
spellbound in October, 1962. When my
grade two teacher asked us 10 express our
concerns and state our solutions, for all
of us. the political equalled the personal:
our hopes were expressed through the
actions end morality of our daily lives.

et AR TELS T ———

I was acutely reminded of just how per-
sonal the political is for children while
browsing through the answers from some
4,000 five- to 18-year-olds who were ask-
ed last spring how they would change the
world and put it right, The best 400
responses -IN Poems, prose, and draw-
ings —.are to be published this fallin a
book titledt Dear Warld: How | Would
Put the World Right. It has been made
possible through the combined efforts of
Canadian publishers, book manufac-
turers, and booksellers, who have
donated their services to the project.
Ninety per cent of the money raised (the
first printing iS to be 100,000 copies,
which will sell for $9.95 each) will go to
Global Ed/Med Supplies Canada, a
charity set up in 1982 by Doreen Wicks.

The idea for the book first came up at
alunch meeting between Fred Wardle,
vice-president of Methuen Publications,
end cartoonist Ben Wicks, Wicks talked
about his wife Doreen'’ s struggles to raise
money for her charity, end Wardle sug-
gested putting out a children’s book
similar to one published by Exley in
England, also called Dear World, the
royalties from which had been turned
over to Oxfam. “Dereen end | thought
that format would be ideal,” says Wicks.
“Not only would children have the op-
portunity to do something directly to help
children in the Third World, but it isa
great way of raising the consciousness of
children to life in the Third World.”

Lest winter Wicks, Wardle, and
George Brysen, president of Addison-
Wesley Publisher& planned the project
during a series of lunches. Methuen
would distribute the book to the trade,
end Addison-We&y would handle the
school distribution. *George believed that
it needed to be endorsed and coordinated
through the various provincial ministries
of education,” says Wicks. ““Within 10
minutes of sitting down at the table, he
would inevitably get up end dash off to
phone some ministry offictel. In nine Iun-
ches, | don’'t think he spent more than
five consecutive minutes at the table.”

Mailings were sent to schools across
Canada, askigg Students to submit their
entries to the local Bank of Montreal,
which organized regional selection com-
mittees. Their choices were forwarded to
Methuen in Toronto, where they were
judged by Margaret Atwood, Pierre Ber-
ton. Margaret Laurence, Maureen
McTeer, Mila Mulroney, Pierre Tisseyne,
and Ben Wicks. The top 30 entrants
among the 400 whose work will be
published will also be flown to Ottawa in
November to meet Prime Minister Brian
Mulroney and Gevernor General Jeanne
Sauvé,

The overwhelming number of entries
are about nuclear warfare, pollution,
famine, drug and alcohol abuse, and
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poverty. The solutions, directives, pleas,
and prayers poignantly combine faith in
and fear of tbe future. AS one child
writes, “ Our plight isto save the world
from oursglves.”

For many entrants, space is not the
final frontier but an infinite garbage
dump. Some suggest loading the space
shuttle with drugs and alcohol and
shooting them off the planet; others
believe that the cruise missiles should be
seat into outer space. One boy in the
Northwest Territories has a uniqueplan
to rid the world of pollution: “I would

—

get along hose about 500,000 metres long
and | will take all the pollution and pump
it into space..”

To solve the problem of famine, many
suggest cutbacks in arms spending and the
allocation of these funds for food. One
child, however, believes the solution lies
in placing the starving in hotels with
unlimited access to mom service. The ban

mbol recurs in many of the drawings,
illustrating the elimination of such
menaces as ““clear warfare and smoking,
and in one drawing a boy bans sisters.

But by far the most common are pleas
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for peace. A poem by Laura Perry of
Sydney, N.S., epitomizes the political and
emotional acuity of the Dear world
entries:

Pence

Like dawn creeping

Slowly over the world

Banishing the cold darkness of the night

Comes slowly draining hatred from the

world.

Peace cannoi come in @ minute

It comes in smaill things

A smile. & truce.

SHERIB POSESORSKI
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The wrong stuff

No matter how hard a writer strives to find
the word that precisely denotes his meaning; it may
remain a secret between him and his dictionary

By Eob Blsckburn

FEW MONTHS AGo, | perplexed a
number Of people when | at-
tempted to explain my objection to
certain uses Of gjfter.

The example | used was, “Three
people are i0 hospital after their car
collided with a threshing
machine.”’ Many readers saw
nothing wrong with that sentence.
One who complained made it clear
that he could not distinguish be-
tween gfter and because.

As a conjunction, gfteris used to intro-
duce an adverbial clause of time. It
denotes a sequence. Because is used to
introduce a clause of cause or reason.
Replacing gfter with because in the exam-
ple would make the sentence correct;
replacing are inwith weretaken to would
produce a better sentence.

Here are some sharper illustrations:
“The hotel is a heap of rubble after a
typhoon struck.”” “ She is a free woman
after the jury found her not guilty.”

Some of the readers who reacted to my
earlier comment have impressive
academic gualifications. I would apore-
ciate some-help from them. If s&one
can convince me that there is nothing
wrong With the two sentences quoted in
the preceding paragraph, | shall drop the
subject, but will never wittingly write their
like.

A

1RECEIVE (Or have received until now) a
monthly newsletter published by an
association of broadeasting executives. It
contains a regular column under the
byline of the president of a national
organization dedicated to convincing
advertisers that television is the most
rewarding medium in whick to spend their

money. Here are two sentences from his
August column: “The percentage of
working women has doubled since 1950,
with 42% now employed full time.”
“Although light users of all media, televi-
sion provides the best mesas of reaching
the younger working woman.*

What interests me is that, while the
second sentence is a syntactic abomina-
tion, | ean understand what hemeant to
say. The first, which appears to be
relatively straightforward, | have been
puzzling over for days. | haven't the fog-
giest ideawhat it means. Think about it.

SOMETHING SINISTER iS happening {0
Incidence. Itsvaluable modem meaning,
outside of special vocabularies, has to do
withrange of occurrence er influence.
One preperly might speak of adecline in
the incidence of volcanic activity or drug
abuse (or one might wish one could). One
also might speak of a decline in the
number of incidents involving such
thines.

Suddenly, however, we are reading and
hearing of incidences Of things — Inci-
dences of child abuse or government cor-
ruption. \Wbat has happened to incldents?
Perhaps the answer lies in SOme confu-
sion with instences, since instance
nowadays iSmost commonly used (cor-
rectly) to mean example.

Homonyms have always been a prob-
lem in our language, and the problem has
bee’ aggravated by the ever-increasing
incidence of broadcasting. Because of &’
interest iN home-computer telecom-
munications, | read a great deal of casual
written correspondence among young
people who are usually unaware Of such
distinctions as those between insfents and
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instance, or incidence Sod incidents. They
misunderstand each other very often.
(The thought just struck me that
homonym may now mean the alias used
by someone leading a double life, and no
one has told me. 1 have long since learned
not to say | am feeling gay. but | am still
having trouble with komo. It has always

been troublesome, anyway. since in Latin _

it means man, but as a2 Greek-rooted corn-
bining form it means same or like. The
ﬁubli(_:ity surrounding the AIDS plague

as given currency to komophobia, and
| wonder what sort Of Rosetta Stone
etymologists of the 40th century will nesd
to decipher that. Them was a time when
respectable word-coiners would “se
homaogeneous roots, but television
changed all that. SO a future scholar
might wonder whether a homophobe
would be frightened by men or by seeing
himsdlf in a mirror, but how would he
guess that the “word” refers to a person
who is afraid of people who indulge in
homoerotism?)

It used to be that the writer’s struggle
was to find the word that precisely
denoted his meaning. He may still seek
it and find it, but if he i5 a realist he will
realize that it's a secret between him and
his dictionary.

DURING THE DbOG days . . .

One evening a charming CBC weather-
person apologized for the inaccuracy of
her forecast the previous evening, and
expleined that “the weather system didn’t
move as planned.”

A news report onan informal gather-
in]% hosted by Prime Minister Mulroney
told us that ‘half the 15 ministers were
part of Monday’s cabinet shakeup.” O
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Fact and ﬁcti@

‘Unless you write a novel, you are not considered

to ba a real writer,” says Heather Robertson, who "switch-hits’

betwreen journalism and a new career rewriting history

By Borbara Wade Fosa

EATHER ROBERTSONis Opin-
ionated. “Very opinionated,” she
agrees cheerinlly as she sits cross-
legged on a fabric-covered futon on
the second floor of her Toronto
home. For most of her adult life
she has been paid to express her
opinions. Even in the course of a
casual discussion she will comment,
“| notice Daniel Ortega has called
Reagan the greatest fasclst since
Hitler. I would certainly agree with
that.” Her opinions as a journalist have
been valued, she bdlieves, because “the
press represents the public’ s eyes and ears
and conscience.’” Ha conscience tells her
that emperors and politicians wear the
scantiest Of wardrobes. “YOU [as a
member of the press| are engaged in a
kind of warfare with the politicians,
because the politicians usually want to
pull the wool over people’s eyes.”

|

It may also be ha opinions that have given value to ha fie-
tion writing, At 44, Robertson has become, in Canadian terms,
a successtul fiction writer, Her first novel, Willie. A Romance
(Lorimer), won the Books in Canada Award and the Canadian
Authors Association Literary Award when it was published in
1983. She deliberately chose the consummate politician William
Lyon Mackenzie King as its subject because of her obsessive
— and opinionated — interest In politics. It suits her role es
a “switch-hitter,” as she calls writers Who are both journalists
and noveligts. “There are not many switch-hitters in this coun-
try,” she says. “I think a lot of journalists are intimidated about
writing fiction. And a lot of fiction writers can’t write jour-
nalism, athough alot of them try.” The second volume in her
trilogy on King, Lily: A Rhapsody inRed, isto be published
this fall.

Next to the room where Robertson sits is her study. With three
windowed walls like an enclosed porch, light surrounds the sdent

. computer terminal. The new book is complete and Robertson

is taking a little time off. She will tour in the fell, something
she finds **very exhausting. One’s salesmanship is an enormous
factor. ] heard that a writer was turned down recently by a major
radio show because he was judged to be inarticulate — not inter-
esting.” She does not react when one of the opinions she
expressed es atjournali_st in a 1975 Maclean’s column is reed
back to her: “If all art is of equal value esindividual expres-
sion, attention natural ly shifts to the artist. Instead of critical
evaluations of their work we get interviews: we know how much
booze they drink, what kind of typewriter they use, how often
they’ ve been married and how much money they make.”

in 1963, THE start Of the sunshine decade, Heather Robertson
was a bright young Canadian on a Woodrow Wilson scholar-
ship to Columbia University in New York, where she studied
Victorian literature -the period, she says, of “the great fat
novel.” Some of the other scholarship students would not speak
to her, since she was only from Canada and could hardly be
their intellectual equal. To others, her birthplace, Winnipeg,
sounded exotie — better, my, than Minneapolis. Another future
writer, Erica Jong, was studying English at Columbia at the
time, but the cloistered nature of the disciplinewas such that
Robertson rarely saw her; Jomg?s Studies were anchored inan
earlier century.

Robertson was in the process of deciding that she would rather
write than reed. She didn't want to teach English at some ivy-
covered U.S. university-she wanted to retum to Canada. But
what could she write there? “Mogt of the Canadian fiction |
read was unbelievably sdlf-conscious end pretentious. Here |
was a very middle-class young woman from Winnipeg, and |
thought, whet really do | have to say? Not very much.” Par-
ticularly not very much, she believed, if she was determined to
avoid either of two common first-novel themes. the
autobiographical novel or a coming-of-age novel, the kind that
*most young novelists do.” 8he had little fegling for “slim
novels of much contemplation.”

The Canadian writers Robertson respected most a the time
were “‘Peter Gzowski and Christina Newman and all these peo-
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Acewo years old, Brian knaws a Iot about waiting.

ple at Maclean’s. Maclean’s in its heyday was a very serious
maeazine and there were high expectations.” On the strength
of her work on the student newspaper and a summer job as
areporter for the Winni [])_e%FreePress, she was hired as a
reporter on the Winnipeg Tribune. At age 23, she divided her
time between reporting — interviewing John Diefenbaker,
among others — and writing drama reviews of John Hirsch’'s
productions at the Winnipeg Theatre Centre. In the closely-knit
Winnipeg arts community, she quickly rose to prominence.

The idea for her first book arose from some of her work for
the Tribune. Robertson had visited some Indian reserves, where
she discovered a civil rights movement emerging, much as it
had among blacks in the southern United States. At the time,
in anticipation of Canada’s centenary, Imperial Tobacco Was
soliciting Manuscript outlines on what Canada would be like
in the year 2000. Robertson knew her project was not exactly
in keeping with the theme, but she sentin 8 proposal anyway.
she was one of the 10 wko got $3,000 each, enough to sub-
sidize research and travel during the next year.

¢ evervbodv else was spending the Centennial summer
cavorting around tbe country, having 2 good time in Yorkville,
smoking dope,”” she says, ““I was Jocked in my apartment writing
this manuscript. It was enormous — about 500,000 words. I
just couldn’t stop, | bad so much to say.” Eventually, her
Centennial project became her first book, Reservations are for
Indians (1970, whichshe published with **an old friend from
university,” James Lorimer. Half adozen other non-fiction
books on tapies from prairie life (Grass Roots, 1973) to war
art (A Terrible Beauty, 1977) were to follow as Robertson
developed ideas from her journalism, her columns, or her own
restless mind.

She was a voice from the west to whom Teronto had decided
to listen. She also wen attention because of her youth. “The
feeling then was that the future was with the young. Y ou had
magazines like Saturday Night — Robert Fulford, who wasn't
very old himself, was very receptive and seeking out young
writers. Maclean’s was seeking out young writers. Y ou had
people actually pushing you forward, wanting to get your books
into print. It’ s like looking back into a golden era by today’s

Robertson wrote profiles and articles for almost every major
Canadian magazine in the style of the self-absorbed 1970s. In
the light of the direction she would |ater take, her articles some-
times read like the fiction-writer Heather Robertson express-
ing herself. A Maclean’s profile of broadcaster Barbara Frum
describes From in terms of Robertson: “ She. a Jew from
southern Ontario, and |. a Wasp from the Prairies, are both.
in a sense, children of the Depression, daughters of intelligent,
energetic mothers whose own ambitions were beat by pov
and social custom into the mold of conventional domesticity."”

Robertson’s writing ability and self-described interest- in
““challenging the conventional wisdom” landed her a column
on the back page of Maclear’s in the pre-newsmagazine, pre-
Allan Fotheringham days. There she wrote thoroughly
researched essays omce a month on topics ranging from educa-
tion to masculinity, including one, “Confessions of a Cana-
dian Chauvinist Pig,” in whick she expressed “a desire to toss
ahand grenade into every American camper | pass on the
highway.” Theman who kired her, Peter C. Newman, says of
her columns and of some television eriticism she wrote for the
magazine, *'She was fabulous. I couldn’t wait to read her copy
myself, and that’s a rare experience for an editor.”

The column or essay iSstill Robertson’s favourite medium
in a magazine. (“It's very difficult to do as a writer because
it seems very self-serving, but | love that kind of debate, that
kind of dialogue with the reader.”) But by 1976 she had decided
“to get out of the rews field.” Still distressed by the State of
Canadian fiction (“‘so rural, so domestic®*), she wanted to write
abig book about the status of Canada. Around the same time
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Wiliam Lyon Mackenzie Iing's perplexing diaries were released
for publication. and Robertson found her subject. “What an
extraordinary personality! What a gift to the nation — a man’s
personal diaries!”

“iN THIS COUNTRY, if you write anovel — any novel — you
are considered to be a real writer,” Robertson says. “If you
publish absolutely brilliant journalism in a magazine you are
not considered to be areal writer.” Initially she found the idea
of writing a novel “terrifying.”” She struggled through 130 pages
or so and took the & aft to Lorimer, knowing “ be has great
judgement end he's very frank. When be thinks I’ ve gone off

‘It was very difficult knowing how to
leave out chunks of stuff. If you're a
journalist, you're so conscientious
about trying to proceed along and not
leave a hole in your argument. With a
novel, the key is the white space’

the rails or am doing something stupid. he’ll tell me so: He also
hasa strong sense of in which direetion | should be pushed.”
Lorimer thought she should be encouraged es much es possi-
ble, end handed her over to Roy MacSkimming to learn the
fine points of fiction writing.

“| found that if acharacter wasn't working you just Ssmply
drop it,” Robertson recalls, “It was very difficult knowing how
to leave out chunks of Stuff, skip time. Especially if you're a
journalist, yoU' re S0 eonscientious about trying to proceed along
and not |eave a hole in your argument. Bet with a novel, the
key is the white space.” She would begin writing €t nine 0’ clock
every morning end work until noon, then return for another
couple of hours after lunch, diseipline she learned €S a deadline-
locked journalist. “It’s true in a sense, thet thereis a muse.
Y ou work'out of your subconscious. Nen-fiction iS written out
of your conscious, your rational mind. Y ou have to sort of open
the well and allow that process to happen.” The daily trip to
the well sometimes produced only apage or two. bet at other
timer the words ¢ame easily. Sometimes Robertson would
awaken et 3 a.m. with the characters she had created *“*natter-
ing on in my bead.”

For the first several years it wasa Slow process, until she
realized she no longer was restricted either by faets or decorum.
“My moment of Ii%eération €S a fiction writer came when | set
down et my typewriter and wrote ‘ The Red Cross sucks cock.’
To get that out of my Wasp Presbyterian subconscious was
totally liberating. After that the novel took off. It just wrote
itself. After five yearsof agony | sat down and wrote the rest
of it in three months.” .

She laughs. “‘Heather Robertson Falls on Face' — | could
see the headlines. The fell thet Billie came out | was just terri-
fied. | could See them all sharpening their pens!’ The pens wrote
mostly praise, however. K en Adachi of the Toronto Star wrote,
“Sly, pungent and funny. Willle is as entertaining as it iS art-
fid. Anesperienced journalist end author of fivewell-received
non-fiction books, Robertson has all tbe literary equipment for
a new career: a pecled eye, a tuning-fork ear and en innovative
way with local color end speech.” Maclean’s Anne Collins
described Willie as *more than just a psychological porteait of
a prime minister end an important social portrait of the pest.
It isan ode to the myriad ways in which humansbuild public
POSES tO bide their empty hearts,”

Her confidence bolstered, Robertson took another year off
from journalism to work on the second volume in the Macken-
zie King trilogy. I have written the kind of fiction thet 1’ve

.
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always loved to read, which is historical fiction. L ots of action.
lob of adventure. lots of people. lots of scope, lots of time and
space to move around in. And a much more distanced view of
the characters. I'm not a bourgeois novelist. People who wtite
about relationships, about personal traumas, about individuals
in conflict — that's not for me. | will never write a novel like
that. | am much closer to Doctorow, to Gore Vidal, to Tolstoy
and Solzhenitsyn. Y ou write more out of an epic tradition.”

A few crities didn’t take kindly to Robertson’s “innovative
way with color and speech.”” Her character Lily — awoman
born before the tarn of the century — writes in her diary slang
terms like “puked,” and marries William Lyon Mackenzie King

‘| have written the kind of fiction that I've
always loved to read. Lots of action, lots. of
adventure, lots of people, lots of time

and space. I'm not a bourgeois novelist.
People who write about relationships, about
personal traumas — that's not for me’

in a fartive, fictional ceremony. Describing tbe book as "terri-
ble,” historian Jack Granatstein took ha to task on CBC-Radio
for distorting history without the justification, he feels, of a
greater artistic purpose. He now says, “'1 remember her saying
— and I’'m sure this iS almost a direct quote — that ‘the
historiane had |eft out everything interesting.” Well, it's one
thing tO internalize Mackenzie King' Sthoughts, but it's another
thing to have King dressing up in an Air Force uniform, to have
him committing in effect a rape{after Lily shouts at him, ‘ Screw
your mother!'], {0 have him marry. Mackenzie King's life and
records are quite interesting enough without her doing this.”
Adachi calls Granatstein a “purist.”

Robertson herself believes that “all you' re asking the reader
to do is to re-imagine history. |t's a game. | call it suspension
of belief. During the course of the book you suspend your belief
in the historical record and look at it again in terms of a2 more
mythological point Of view.” Asked about the ethics of rewriting
history, she replies, “It is entrenched in British |aw that you
cannot libel the dead. It isthe very basis of free speech. People
while they are alive can construct all kinds of mythologies about
themselves —the Biiy Bishop furor isa case in point. At some
point somebody has the right to cell it into question, to say that's
not true, or to say perkaps that's not true. In journalism you
can do it while they"restill dive-if you can make your case.”

HEATHER ROBERTSON iS &till very much ajournalist. A recent
issue of Chatelaine carries her article about a Soviet woman
she eonsiders “my counterpart*? and tbe friendship.that sprang
up between them., A recent Saturday Night contains her account
of an armed forces private whe was drummed out of CES
Shelburne because she is a lesbian. Robertson seized on the idea
when a newspaper clipping about the woman piqued her interest
—her usual reason for writing articles. ““There are certain
magazine stories that | always love to do.”

Her view of the fiction writer is the same as her view of the
journdlist. “Society puts up a kind of mythology of the state
view,” she says. “It’s the novelist who can present a counter
mythology. That’s why writers are <O feared, why novelists are
expelled from the Soviet Union and even killed in some coun-
trieg,” And she brings & journalist’s sensibility to the value of
her Tiction work. “| don't believe in writing for the fit audience,
though few. If people don't want to read you, there’s prob-
ably something wrong witk your work. | know for a fact that
if my books failed, | would stop writing them.” [
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‘VHUIOGRAFH BY LES YATES

IN MEMORIAM

‘S0 dear, so fleeting . . .’

The remarkable career of Hubert Evans (1892-1986)

was often obscured by the self-describe

Old Journeyman’s mysterious life and character

Ey Alan Ttige

OLLOWING HUEERT EVANS'S death,

a little over a month after his 94th

birthday, four of us huddled under

& lean-to on the beachfront outside

y the cottage be had built in 1927.

Typically, before he succumbed to

pneumoniacemplications on June

17, Evans bad requested that there

be no fuzeral for him, no display

of public mourning, no wake. No

fuss. So instead the four of us —

writers John Faustman and Edith

Iglaver, Evans's publisher Howard

White, and myself-traded sandwiches

and stories through tbe afternoon, and

reminded ourselves how little we really
knew about this exceptional man.

Hubert Reginald Evans was born in
Vankleek Hill, Ont., on May 9, 1892. The
eldest son of a stere Methodist school-
teacher, Hubert often dreamed of run-
ning away in a canoe to live with the In-
dians. Half a century later he would get
his wish, live among B.C. Indiansas a
friend, and subsequently write the classic
novel, Mist on the River.

At 18, he dropped out of high school
to work as a reporter for the Galt
Reporter, the Mail & Empire, the World,
the New Westminster News and the
Nelson Daily News. From these ex-

eriences e learned his lifelong respect
or brevity and clarity as literary virtues.

He spent 21 years as a signaller in the
trenches in the First World War, was
wounded at Ypres, and subsequently re-
jected a City Hall reporter’s job in Toren-
io. A chance meeting on the train to B.C.
led to a job as a salmen hatchery sgl:er-
intendant at two remote northern lakes
He corresponded with his school friend,
Ann Winter, who shared his philosophy
“4to travel |ight, to own only what you can
carry on your back.” They married in
Vancouver in 1920, after Hubert bad lost
his ““stake” in a poker game.

Amn Evans, a graduate of the Univer-
sity of Toronto, encouraged her hus-
band’s writing aboard a 48' x 28' float-
house ha built on Cultus Lake. His free-
lance writing career began when he sold
a 500-word satirical piece to Dorothy
Parker at the New Yorker. (Evans Would
publish most of his books and articles in
the U.S)) In 1927, the first of three adult
novels to appear at quarter-century inter-
vals, The New Front Line, astudy of a
B.C. homesteader, echoed his idedlistic
responses to *“the old front line’ of Buro-
pean warfare.

With books such as Derry of Totem
Creek (1920) and Forest Friends (1926),
Evans became one of the most popular
writers for young people in North
America. (**My wife suggested I write for
teenagers because you can still change a
person’ s viewpoint up to thetime they’re
20.”) He built his seaside retreat at
Roberts Creek, joined the Quakers. and
raised three children, “Two hundred
dollars a month was my cash crop; but
you ¢ould live like a king on that if you
wanted to work with your hands, do some
gardening, cut your own wood, build
things."”

During the lean years of the Depres-
sion, Evans beachcombed, fished, and
built skiffs for theunemployed mea. (one
of hisboatsisin the museuin af Gibsons,
B.C.) A CCF supporter, he also wrote
doctrinaire radio andstage plays and, in
1932, aWriter's Prayer: “Help meto see
and to help others see creative purpose.
Help me to write with Sincerity and
without sentimentality. Thine iS the gift.
May I ever be a faithful steward of the

N i, -

talent entrusted to me, and never use it
for unworthy ends.”

‘As a faithful steward. Evans wrote
hundreds of pacifist morality talcs for
juveniles during the Second World War.
He also wrote the first fiction to docu-
ment the internment of Japanese Cana-
dians, No More Idands, a complex
novella that appeared in 1948,

In 1945 Bvans and his wife were invited
to teach | ndian children in isolated mis-
sion schools at Kitimat and Hazelton,
B.C. Nine years Iater (after two short
stories about Skeena River Indians had
appeared in Maclean 's), Evans published
Mist on the Riw, the first Canadian
novel devoted to the realistic and unsen-
timental portrayal of Indians as its cen-
tral characters.

After Ann Evans died in 1960, when
Hubert was 68, he became deeply depress-
ad. He wouldn’t publish another book for
16 years. He burned his manuscripts and
grew convinced the world was “headed
for afast wind-up.”

Tbm, impressed by a radio broadcast
by Al Purdy, he began to writs poetry,
which was published by Howard White
of Pender Harbour. An admiring
Margaret Laurence wrote in 1974, begin-
ning their enduring correspondence. After
Silver Donald Cameron wrote that
“Hubert Evans was a professional writer
when such elder statesmen as Ernest
Buckler and Hugh MacLennan were in
knee pants.” Evans was invited to be one
of only three lifetime honorary members
of the Writers' Union of Canada.

Beset by heart operations and other
seven ailments, Evans painstakingly
began to taps reminiscences of a turn-of-
the-century Ontario boyhood. Typing
made him dizzy, but by holding his nose
fnches from his old Underwood, he
managed to write his other great book,
O Time In Your Flight, a memoair-novel
of events seen strictly through the eyes of
anine-year-old protagonist. |1’ e?dperhaps
the best novel ever published by an
87-year-old — anywhere, anytime.

In 1984 the president and chaneellor of
Simon Fraser University, along with
Margaret Laurence (who flew out to mest
Evans for the first and last time), travelled
to Roberts Creek to bestow an honorary
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doctorate. Laurence's eeavocation ad-
dress praised Evans as ““the Elder of the
Tribe” He bad published 10 books of fie-
tion, more than ZOO short stories, dozens
of serfals and radio ﬁl ays, a biography of
David Thompson, three books of poetry,
and countless articles.

The B.C. Book Prizes named one of its
four mew literary prizes after Bvans in
1985. That same year he fell, was strand-
ed on the cold floor of his seaside cottage
for anight, and was told by his doctor
that he should finally enter arest home
in nearby Sechelt.

In those final years — when those of

us on the beach knew him as the witty,
self-described QOld Journeyman — Evidns

had meditated daily and found increas-
ing solace in Buddhism. He often recited
a haiku by a Japanese poet of the 1500s:
“Dew evaporates. AU our world is dew.
so dear, so fleeting .. ..”

As an essentially British Columbian
anthor for six decades, Evans never had
the connections with Britain that made
the likes of Pauline Johnson, Malcolm
Lowry and Roderick Haig-Brown into
B.C.’s best-known writers. Asweleft the
windy beach, we agreed it was next to im-
possible that our provincial government
might see tit to arrange for Hubert
Evans’s house at Reberts Creek to be
preserved. Aboard the ferry bacl to Van-
couver, John Faustman and | jokingly

L e R R TR TN

agreed that somebody should establish an
underground Hubert Evans Apnreciation
Society — maybe call it the Hubertites -—
asif al that decency Was somehow
necessarily subversive.

The good news is that the University
of British Columbia library has finally ac-
quired the cardboard boxer containing
Hubert's private papers-the few boxes
from the chicken coop that he didn't see
fit to destroy. The sad news is that, like
this article. posthumons recognition of
Hubert-Evans, although better late than
mever, Cannot-do justice to the man or
disgel the lingering mysteries Of his Life
and character.

S0 long, Hubert, we barely knew ye. 00

FEATURE REVIEW

Home is the haunter

In Alistalr MacLeod's short stories,
in one form or another, the past always
forces itself upon the present

As Birds Bring Forth ke Sun ond
Oeker Stories, by Alistair MacLeod,
McClelland & Stewart, 189 pages, $12.95
paper QSBN 0 7710 5566 8).

SEVERAL YEARS before Alistair MacLeod
published his first book, I came upon one
of his stories in a Best American Short
Stories anthology and became an admirer
even before I'd got to the end of its first
paragraph:

There are imes even now, when I awake
at four o’clock in the morning with the
terrible fear that | have overslept; when
I imagine that my father is waiting for me
In the room below the darkened stairs or
that the shorcbound men are tossing peb-
bles against my window while blowing
their hands and stomping their feet im-
patiently on the frozen steadfast earth.
‘There arc times when I am haif out of bed
and fumbling for socks and mumbling for
vrords before I realize that I am foolishly
alone, that no one waits at the base of the
stairs and no boat rides restlessly in the
waters by the pier.

It now seems clear that this single
paragraph. which opened “The Boat”
(later included in his first collection, The
Lost Salt Gift of Blood), was a strong
sienal of what would continue to stand
at the centre of MacLeod's fiction: the
past’s insistence on intrudi n% upon the
present; the inescapable pull of |ife on the
seacoast; the haunting figure of the ad-
mired father. It was also a demongtration
of the sort of intclligent and sensitive care
this vriter would be wiliing to put into his
choice of words, his ereation of rhythm,
his shaping of sentences, and his subtle
enginezring of the reader’s response.

Ten years of this sort of care have gone
into MacLeod’s second book of stories,
published in McClelland & Stewart’s new
Signature series. AS Birds Bring Forth the
Sun includes seven fine stories. all set in
Atlantic Canada, or in the places Atlan-
tic Canadians came from, or in places
they have gone to. In every one of these
stories the past forces itself in some form
upon the present: a childhood memory of
aheroic dog betrayed, a returned brother,
aradio station’s renewed interest in the
old Gaelic songs, a recalled family legend
of a big grey dog that has attended deaths
of fathers back through several genera-
tions. a recurzing talent for the “second
sight” in a blinded eye. Sometimes the
present is illuminated Dy the visiting past;
awaysit is haunted.

What MacLeod may be best. at is the
short narrative passage in whichan in-
dividual labours, in spite of surprising
obstacles. in pursuit of an important if
unusual godl. In this book there are at
least three of these passages | expect to
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remember for a long time. In each case,
| discovered myself sitting forward, grin-
ning, ready to whoop adoud with
admiration,

In “The Closing Down of Summer”’
the narrator is struggling to dig his
brother’s grave in the crowded family plot
while his father’s disintegrating coffin
must be held back from falling in from
the adjoining site. In *“Winter Dog'! the
boy-narrator has gone out with his dog
on the heaps.of ice that have crowded in
close to shore., and has pried 100 the
frozen corpse of a seal that seemed ““more
real than reality.”” Bringing the seal home
on hissleigh, he discoversagap has
widened between the ice and the land.

In*Second Spring” a farm boy who
wants to breed and raise his own calf for
alocal club isfinally given permission tC
take the chosen cow to visit the perfect
bull five miles away over a narrow dirt
road. At the top of the hill the boy and
m cow are spotted by amost undesirable

He weighed perhaps a ton, with immense
shoulders and an epormous chest, . . .He
carried his head low as he moved and
moaned towards us with strands of bead-
like saliva. falling from his lower
Jaw. . . .No formal heritage was visible
in the way he Iooked or the way he mov-
ed, and there was nothing like him in any
book entitled Signderd Breeds of Cattle.

‘This bull knews nothing of the club's high
standards and will not be distracted from
his need and his intention. The unasked-
for and fgé;hteni ng romantic encounter
is recounted in some of the best narrative
writing |’ ve read in along time.
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The title story is perhaps the most in-
ventive iN thé collection, in terms Of
technique. | expect it will be, for me, the
most memorable as well, It eppears t6 an-
gounce its particular dant in the language
of its beginning:

Once there was a family with a highland

name who lived beside the sea. And the

ltf_llal:tll had a dog of which he was very
ond.

Thongh beginning like a fairy tale, this
becomes the legend of the narrator’s
great-great-great Qrandfather, who_lov-
insly raiser apup left at his gate. When
the do? grows t00 large for male dogs to
mount, he — being a man used to
breeding animals — goes so far as to find
a large enough male and to assist the pair
in the process of mating. SOMe years after
the dog and her pups have run oOff, he
comes upon them on an island and calls
to the dog. Misunderstanding their
mother’s reasons for running to this
human, the wild pups |eap upon him and
Lill bim in full view of hiS horrified Sons.

The story shifts a this point, in a quite
wonderful manser, to become a contem-
porary account Of the nmarrator’s own
vigil, with his brothers. at the bedside of
his dying father. The entire family down
to the present generation has inherited the
fears and superstitions that attend the
legend of the big grey dog of death. “We
do not want to hear the voice of cur
father, as did those other sons, calling
lclllgtn;::'l.bls own particular death upon
While very much aware of the hardness
of Lifefor the people he writes about,
MacLeod’s wise heart perceives their
secret longings, admires their patient
strengths, and records with great authori-
ty the small triumphs in their struggle for
dignity, pride, and love. The last Story in
the collection, “The vision,” which is the
longest and certainly the most complex,
makes the greatest demands upon the
author's heart as upen his writing skills.
Another writer might have needed the
space and freedom of a novel in order to
tell this multi-generational tale of blind-
ed eyes and vision, of sex and love, of
friends and neighbours and enemies. In
the final paragraph, which is also the final
paragraph Of the book, MacLeod
ackmowledges the difficulty of the task he
has set himsdlf:

And when the wet ropes Of the |obster

traps out of the sea, we would pick

out a single strand aNd then try tO iden-
tify it some few fect farther on. It was dif-
ficult 1o do because Of the twisting and
turning of the dif ferent strands within the
rope. Difficult tO be ever certain in our
judeements or to fully se2 or understand.

Difficult then to see and understand the

twisted strands within the rope. And

forever difficult to se2 and understand the
tanaled twisted strands of love.

This is the task he has set himself in all

the p&cedin es, a tak he has per-
forr%&eg— opragall its diffiil —th)ril:h

strength, care, Wjsdom, and

iginality,
?gngg;kaa’e talent. Pm an admirer still. 0

the West

By Barbara Novait

The Gates Of the Son, by Sharon
utala, Fifth House, 342 pages. $22.95
loth @SBN 0 920079 22 9).

SHARON BUTALA, WhOSE Country of the
Heart was nominated for the 1984 Books
in Canada First Novel Award, has re-
turned to the same ranching country of
southwestern Saskatchewan for the Set-
ting Of her second novel. The firgt Of a
two-part series, The Gates of the SUN IS
the story Of cne man’s deep love for the
prairie and of his struggle to fmd mean-
mq_m hislife,
he book is divided into four parts.
detailing the four stages in the life of
Andrew Samson, WhO emigrated from the
United States as a young child shortly
after the turn of the century to settle in
Saskatchewan with his mother, who
ranched and did midwifery to support
them. By the time he is eight, Andrew is
riding in cattle round-ups, secure in the
knowledge that ““all he wanted in this
world was to be able to ride horses with
these men, to be likethem, freetogo
anywhere a good horse would take him,
free on the open prairie; his own man.”

In part two, Andrew has achieved alt
this and more.: a legendary horseman.
musician, and womanizer, he has Kttle
regard for the laws of the land, though
a deep respect for the laws of nature. But
his mother’s ow death from cancer,
followed Dy hiS imprisonment for cattle
and horse rustling, ]F]ropel him into
maturity. In part three he marries, raises
a family and establishes himself as 8 hard-
working, prosperous rancher. But no
human being holds the power over him
that the prairie does — neither his wife
nor bis children.

Part four finds Andrew an Old man,
alone and powerless to prevent the future
from_ encroaching upon his beloved
prairie. The vast plains on which cattle
once grazed are being ploughed into farm
laud, some of it overworked to the extent
that it hes turned to dust and sAlt. Every-
where, oil wells pump relentlesdy.
“Andrew couldn’t understand how a man
could do that to the earth. In the end,
what did a man have but the ground
under hisfeet?”
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When an artist arrives unexpectedly on
Andrew's ranch, he learns something
about the nature Of life. Change is in-
evitable; but the artist, like Andrew, has
a profound respect for the prairie, and
captures on canvas the beauty of the land-
scape asit was before it was cultivated.
Andrew tells him: “All my life... |
thought thislaand belonged tome.. . .
MNow | see that aint right. [t don’t belong
to_ nobody.” .

The novel is undeniably slow-paced; its
rhythms approximate the vastness of the
prairie itself. The speech patterns are
terse, particularly in the first part: there
isan absence of humour; and the overall
style tends to be flat, dispassionate. The
effect, however, is compelling. Alert to
sensual details. Butala dwells on physical
descriptions of the prairie in ail its
manifestations.

The book is shaped intemnally by the
eycles of birth and death and the seasons,
and much of the action concerns the
never-ending, back-breaking labour of
prairie dwellers. Whether she is describ-
ing women preparing meals without
benefit of running water or electricity, or
men digging wells. rounding up cattle,
and breaking horses, Butala captures
realistically the daily struggle of the peo-
de who settled the prairie.

Andrew emerges as a character with a
rich capacity for observation, but Butala
wisely limits the depths of his insights. His
questions, therefore, are for the most_part
left unanswered. | this were not the case,
the novel, given its use of stereotypical
situations and characters (tough whores,
overburdened ranch wives, the school-
teacher Andrew marries, the alcoholic
doctor), would come perilously close to
sentimentality. Asit is, part three ends
with the statement: **He cried for all the
things he hadn’t done, and for al the
things he had.” Fortunately, such lapses
arerare.

Andrew’s efforts to wrest meaning
from life are met with disappointment.
He is shaken to realize that his dyin
mother has no greater understanding of
life than he does:

Didn't she know what it was? She bad
come al| this way and she didn’t know?
All these years he bad thought she knew.
Thinking that she at least knew why each
of them had been born had given him the
courage to do all the things he did. He
conld not believe she didn’t know. He was
appalled to think that she would not
understand her dying tither.

But by the end of the novel, he has
arrived at greater understanding: “His
heart ached for the life that had been his.
But then, he thought, how perfect it bad
been, how exact, and long, and detail-
filled, how complete and beautiful. How
beautiful.”

Butala is more successful at physical

\
descriptions than she is at exploring the
emotional core of her characters, where
she tends to be somewhat heavy-handed.
The depth of Andrew’s lgvalty to his
mother, for example. is psychologically
ill prepared. There iS nothing in the first
part to soggest that his love for ha would
be as strong as is indicated by his response
to her de& in the second part. At its
best, however, The Gates of the Sun
expresses a prairie existentialism that is
profoundly moving. O

[REVIEW ]
Constellations
of the heart

By Douglas glover

Nadine, by Matt Cohen, Penguin. 256
pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN 0 670 81083 5).

WRITTEN IN THE form of a fictiona
memoir, Nadine chronicles the
eponymous heroine’s |ife and loves fmm
birth in the shadow of Drancy, a Nazi
transit camp on the cutskirts of Paris, to
her moment of truth during a terrorist at-
tack in Jerusalem 40 years later. In the
intervening years, she overcomes the |0ss
of her parents {in the death camps), early
exile to a foreign land (Canada), a strange
liaison with her obese and ¢orrupt uncle,
and the loss of her one true love to reach
spiritual maturity and become chairman
of the astronomy department at the
University of Toronto.

Nadine Santangel, the novel*s narrator-
protagonist, Is backed by a striking cast
of supporting characters: the brilliant
Stefann Piakowski who promotes her
career, seduces her, and finally confesses
his complicity in ha parents® deaths; the
neighbour boy Dennis Miller who. brush-
ed by greatness, discovers a comet and
becomes a star (a Canadian Carl Sagan)
oaly to suffer the indignity of his sexy
wasp wife’s multiple infidelities; and the
saintly, real-life British peace activist
Langston Hughes. .

By picking astronomy as his heroine’s
lifework, Cohen breaks new Hterary
ground, Not to mention giving himself the
opportunity for lots of clever in-
terplanetary imagery. Stars, comets,
planets. the Milky Way, black holes, and
the like are the business of the book and
also Its analogue:

Suppose the universe has a code. Suppose

the maps we make of the sky are the mapg

of our own psyches, and the constella-

tions in fact the countries of the heart.
He has a decided talent for making us see
the fabric of alife lived, for making us
believein people and miliens, from after-
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now trysts in the Park Plaza to anti-
nuclear demonstrations in London, from
a 1960s graduate student ménage in Cam-
bridge to the Wailing \Wall in the 1980s.

If ever a woman had reason for despair
and bitterness, Nadine Santangel does;
but hersisastory of the triumph of love,
Intelligence. and fortitude over
unspeakable evil, human weakness, and
the crossed wires of fate. It is the story
of a woman who, though scarred (inside
and out by the end of the novel), refuses
to see hersdlf asavictim. and achieves a
special kind of sanity and wisdom. If
Nadine has a message (and | think it
does), it is an ancient one: sursum cor-
da, or in the Englisk of the King James
version, *Be shone. and of sgood
courage.” ’

Cohen tells his tale with gkill and a
minimurm Of technical fuss. A master of
dramatic narrative, heis clearly fascinated
by plot and the flow of story. Eschewing
post-modernist whimsy, Nabokovian
playfulness, or Joycean pyrotechnics, he
alms straight for realism, practising the
age-old novelistic arts of selection,
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foreshortening, and control of point of .

view to keep the action moving and yet
give it emotional impact and thetexture
of specific detail. He deploys a limpid
prose style, first-person, relaxed, and
ironic, yet capable of condensed and
evocailve imagery:
1 even wanted a ceat that hadn’t worn
away 50 many of its threads that it was
turning into the bone white of canvas —
2 bone white like the bones Of skeletons,
abone white that nevertheless showed, on
its left arm, the clear ontline of where a
vellow star had been sewn fOr a previous
unhicky owner

Nadine continues the exploration of
Jewish themes that Cohen began in his
previous novel, The Spanish Doctor.
‘Though not a sequel in any obvious sense
(five centuries and Freud separate the two
stories). this new book bears aa intrigu-
ing family resemblance to the earlier one.
Though the connection is not made ex-
plicit, Nadine seems to be a 20th-century
descendant of the lineestablished in the
15th century by Avram Halevi and
Gabriela Hasdai de Santangel. Like
Avram, Nadine isachild of the pogrom;
like him, she is a scientist.

The two novels share a common
romantic structure -the long-suffering
childhood sweetheart waits (“waits’ is
not, perhaps, the correct words as Nadine
says, “For most of our lives we were like
twin stars, revolving around each other
..."") for am ambitious but muddie-
headed boy/man to Settle with her at the
end, with all this implies in terms of
phallocentric politicsand poetics. Yet

Nadine is sul generis — the flesh that.

clothes these bare thematic bones is new
and delightful. \With this novel, Cohen
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once again asserts his claim to being a
fit-rate practitioner of the “good read”
and one of Canada s pre-eminent Story-
tellers. O

Meither here
nor there

By Ann Crosby

No Fized Address, by Aritha van Herk,
McClelland & Stewart, 320 pages, $19.95
cloth (ISBN 0 7710 8701 2).

IT coULD BE argued that Arachne
Manteia, the woman Of no fixed address
in Aritha van Herk’s third and most re-
cent novel, isone of the more fortunate
women in Canadian fiction. For one
thing, she has steady employment, and
not in the female job ghetto where
boredom is bred. Arachne is atravelling
salesperson, free to Set her own schedule
and to pick her own routes through the
prairie towns of Alberta where she stocks
the shelves Of generd stores with the
Ladies Comfort line of women’'s
underwear. .

It's not 2 bad job and she's gpod at it
—sogood,in fait, that Ladies’ Comfort
pays the upkeep on her ear, a 1959 vin-
tage Mercedes with genuine |eather in-
terior. Considering the miles she travels
and the high-strung nature of the vehicle,
that’s quite a perk.

The car was a gift, willed to ha by
Gabriel, a kindly, rich, tea-drinking
friend of Arachne’s mother Lanie. Lanie
was a fortune-teller, loud and brassy. She
wore rhinestone-rimmed glasses and
Gabriel visited after hours, but if the'
arrangement was illicit Toto, Lanie’s hus-
band, never objected and Arachne was
sparad the kmowledge. Gabriel treated thc
daughter with adult respect and left her
the Mercedes.,

In fact, dl of themen in Arachne’slife
are exemplary. In the days when girls
were unable to get jobs as paperboys,
Toto, alabourer, left work for an after-
noon and took his daughter to a barber-
shop and on to the newspaper office
where she was assigned a paper route. The
mute was Arachne’s idea; it was not a
case of a father trying to turn his daughter
into the son he never had.

Arachne’'s “apocryphal lover,”
Thomas, whose house she shares, iS a car-
tographer, a man who matches Arachne’s
practical interest in roads and maps with
a successfnd caresr in map-making, ‘When
Arachne is not on the road the couple en-
joys an esoteric meeting of the minds and
an ecstatic mating of the bodies. When

she iSon the road, Arachne enjoys other
men on demand — hers — and Thomas,
with fuil knowledge, waits patiently for
her return. He also does 4ll of the cook-
ing, shopping, and cleaning and has no
hang-ups about getting married or hav-
ing children.

Thena, Arachne's one close female
friend, plays the role of audience for
Arachne’s endless stories of sexual
exploits, keeping the details of her own
life asa divorced sidgle parent largely to
herself out of respect for Arachne’s [ack
of interest insuch trivialities.

Arachne's life seems relatively blessed.
True, as achild, she was “not SO much
neglected as ignored,” but her parents
were married in a comfortable and bor-
ing sort of away. There was no domestic
trauma for the child to endure, Street life
was tough, but Spotface Mitch taught ha
how to get pennies for pop bottles (does
one have to be taught that?) and, hating
once been robbed of a sockful of paper-
route money, she learned the wisdom of
the streots and set herself ap as the only
girl end the leader of the most powerful
Street gang in the area. One bout of bully-
bashifig accomplished this feat. Other-
wise, Arachne endured the normal
frustrations and restrictions of childhood.

So what's her problem? The problem,

it seems, isthat she doesn't fit into the
story that has been written for her. Had
the author presented tbe character asa
case study of nihilism and amorality,
Arachne could have played her rale, but
instead poor Arachne is forced to keep
insisting that her predicament is due to
her féemaleness, and it doesn’'t work.
Arachne spends her adult life endlessly
trying to escape 2 sense of gender respon-
sibility, but there is no one in the novel
making any demands or ha. Day after
day she travels her sales mute., convinced
that only by driving can she prove that
life isnot Static. Fine, she proves it, but
what is she fighting? There i S nothing or
no one in the book to stop her.

She chooses to sell women's under-
&ear, “the instruments of repredsion,”
but she herself is not repressed. Wh){1 is
she then selling repression to other
women? She doesn’t like women. but
then she doesn’t |ike mea either. ““They’re
just bodies,” she says, “you could put a

aper bag over their heads.” Luckily for

er, most of the men she encounters act
as though they have paper bags over their
heads. She cruises for mm, but none of
them hurts her; a few insult her, but only
mildly, and most are kind, understanding,
concerned, and helpful. Sheis not kept.
harnessed. belittled, beaten, impregnated,
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|eft, domesticated. She is loved, sup-
ported, free, serviced, listened to, fed,
cared for, and employed.

Whlch brings us back to nihflism. Van
Herk has drawn a character whose
nebulous brand of internal frustration
leads to amoradlity, a character who sees
hersdlf as a perennia victim in spite of the
good fortune that she encountersie her
own life and the way that lifein general
seems to conspire to protect ha. Itisa
story about senseless direction and the
fact that Arachne iSa woman is neither
heré nor there. It isnot the socially eon-
;" norms of femininity that thwart

In spite of occasional lapses into self-
conscious prose (“it makes her uncom-
fortable, some dish weighed down with
cheese, s0 she lays her fork prongs in the
middle of the plate and looks back at him
under that lambent skin”) and some allu-
sions that boggle tbe mind (**a brother-
in-law without the sense to power a D-cell
battery”), van Herk does make an artful
stab at Tportrayi ng the birth and develop
ment of nihilism. In spite of Arachne's
protestations, however, there is very lit-
tle evidence within the book that the
nihilism is sex-linked. O

[BEVIEW |

members of the research eommunity, particularly those .
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High épirits

By Paul Siuewre

The Devil IS Loosel, by Antonine
Maillet, translated from the French by
Philip Stratford, L ester & Orpen Dennys,
310 ;:;ages. $21.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88619
097 5).

THE RUM-RUNNING Rabelaisians of The
Devil Is Loose! are constantly stumbling
over one another’s poorly concealed
caches of illega spirits, and in much the
same way reviewers don't have to scratch
very bard to unearth the reasons for An-
tonine Maillet’s popularity. Ha stories of
life in Acadie, those French-speaking
enclaves in the Maritimes that have
preserved their distinctive eultural in-
heritance, combine tbe delightful simplici-
ty of folk tales with the intriguing com-
plexity of advanced kterary techniques.
Unlike the objectively depressing human
specimens who infest so much eontem-
porary literature, the inhabitants of
Maillet’s world are too busy experiencing
and enjoying life to devote much time to
wallowing in obsessional neuroses or be-
moaning the dissolution of society; and
if their actions don’t always tarn out for
the best, their “nothing ventured, nothing
gained” approach ensures that boredom
will never be aproblem for either her
characters or her readers.
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The Devil 1s Loose! is set in the early
19305, a period when bootlegging had
replaced fishing as the major occupation
of many coastal Maritime communities.
The place is the Acacdian villages of south-
castern New Brunswick, where two
groups Of locals, one headed by a well~
established grarter and the other led by
a feisty young woman named Crache-3-
Pic, are vying with each other and various
criminal and police organizations for con-
trol of this extremely lucrative racket,
Tantaized by the lure Of easy money, the
inhabitants of the area react by concoct-
ing a variety of devilish schemes that soon
loosen the bonds of traditiona social
mores. ) )

Most Of the' action revolves around
Crache-3-Pi¢, Whose tiny band of
stawarts usud ly succeeds in outwitting
both the law and their criminal com-
petitors, But Crache-2-Pic and her friends
aren’t in it only for the money: their
motives are really a mixture of locall
patriotism and an ingrained appreciation
of a good tight, with money important
only as a rough index Of success. The
relative purity Of their intentions gives
them a definite advantage over therr op-
ponents, Whose more selfisk concerns
result in a much |ess credtive approach t0
the grand game Of rum-running.

But it would be misleading to imply
that The Devil Is Loose! iS merely an Aca-

dian version of the revenuers-vs.- -

bootleggers conflicts familiar to fans of
Burt Reynolds films. Overlaying this basic
dramatic situation iS a colourful tapesiry
of myth, folklore, and tall-tale telling that
supplies a rich eultural background for
what is essentially a smple and
straightforward story. Mailtet uses this
material to flesh out her portraits of in-
dividual characters as well as to explain
the socia conventions oOf the communi-
ty, and much of the apped of The Devil
Is Loose! comes from our awareness that
we are exploring unfamiliar territory with
a knowled%ggle and perceptive Quide.

Maillet unfolds her narrative in a chat-
ty, discursive Style that reflects the oral
traditions associated with folk literature.
She is writing about a culture in which
everything Is related to everything else:
theré is nothing SO new Or extraordinary
that it will fail to evoke a“That reminds
me. ..” from those Who remember older
days and ways, and it is through this pro-
cess that asimple tale of group rivalries
becomes a complex web of stories recap-
tured and retold. ThoSe who prefer a
More linear approach tO story-telling may
vell find The Devil Is Loose! excessively
long-vrinded; but anyone who appreciates
a good yarn regardless Of itStwists and
turnings shouldn't fiid it difficult to ac-
cept the narrative' S penchant fOr genial
meandering.

In terms of its author’s intentions and
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interests, The Devil Is Loose! is an almost
completely successful novel. If Maillet’s
literary palette sometimes seems limited
to the primary colours, with a noticeable
absence of nuance in itS delineation Of
particular characters, this reflects her
desire t0 portray a collective brand of
consciousness rather than a collection Of
individual psyches. Similarly, her
avoidance of anything resembling socia
realism, initially Somewhat disconcerting
in a Depression-era story et in aby 1o
means affluent fishing community, 1S a
perfectly apt expression of her conviction
that it Is the subjective aspects of history
and culture that congtitute a people's
‘essential heritage.. In Philip Stratford's
highly readable and convincingly
idiomatic translation, The Devil Is Loose!
comes tO us as a marvellously i m-
aginative, cleverly structured, and highly
entertaining novel that should appeal to
just about every literary taste, while aso
whetting our appetites for the 20 or S0 as
yet untrandated titles from this enviably
talented author. O

FEVIE

Cat eat cat

By Ray Fillp

The Alley Cat, by Yves Beauchemin,
transl ated from the French by Sheilz
Fischman, McClelland & Stewart, 450
pages, $14.95 paper (ISBN 07710 1150 4).

THIS ENGLISH VERSION O f Yves
Beauchemin's Le Matou, 1S the grand
roman Of the New QUeDEC. The 450-page
novel manages t0 cawak between the
pretentious extremes of litter-atom that
IS too arty or too political.

A million-copy best-seller in French, Ze
Matou revises and extends the diable
tradition oOf French-Canadian folk tales.
Florent Boissonneault desires to make his
money in the restaurant business and
enters a nact with a devilish usurer to buy
The Be&y. He and his wife end up
going broke. Iiving in @ dump, finding
heat at night from a vacuum cleaner and
warming their hands by day over coftee
a Chez Bob Snack Bar, until the owner
pays them $10 to go awakl.

_The thick plot boils with mean cuisine,
dirty ticks. and out-to-lunch Characters.
There is Egon Ratablavsky, both the
“Old Rat” and “slimy alley cat” dop-
pelganger Of the story; Slipskin, a shifty
schemer; Father Jeunehomme, an aging
?n&s_t who doesn't say Mass or offer con-
ession but searches for the unfinished
pages Of Qogol’s Dead Seufs manuscript
tossed into astove in a lit Of religious
fury; Madame Jeunehomme, the priest’s
mother, Who lives in @ Miami mansion

Have you
- read
these?

Mayflower Madam

by Sydney Biddle Barrows
with Willlam Nouack

The revealing story of a
modern day Madam with
a Harvard MBA approach

6 X9, 352 pages, $27.95

The Hungry Self

Women, Eating and
Identity
by Kim Chemin

A clear sighted eloquent
examination of women’s
eating problems and how
they relate to female
denials of freedom and
self development.

5% x 8%, 240 pages
$10.95 softcover

Jaguar Woman and
the Wisdom of the
Butterfly Tree

by Lynn V. Andrews

Now In paperback, here is
the masterful sequel to
Medicine Woman and
Flight of the Seventh
Moon.

6 x 9,208 pages

$10.95 softcover

Fitzhenry & Whiteside
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after making a fortune selling pornog-
raphy in Quebec; and Monsieur Emile,
ihe siz-and-a-half-year-old alcoholic, rais-
24 on beer in his baby bottle, who lived
in the back lanes with his cat Breakfast.

From the opening paragraph,when a
brass |etter falls from a post office sign
and crushes amm’s skull, to escapades
cuch as Breakfast tumbling into a pot of
pia soup, to the dose of the book when
Mdonsieur Emile plummets to his death
from the mof of a burning building while
itving to rescue his cat, the falling motif
is one of many threads in the circular
varn.

Beauchemin’s achievement is that he
has succeeded in telling a mora tale
without any moralizing. He lets his
characters be. We see how they suffer,
bleed, weep, die. give birth, and, of
course, joke around with that beautiful
blasphemy and joie de vivre bred into
Cuébécois genes, _

Sheila Fischman's trandation moves
along as trippingly as walking poodles.
The English reader may be taken aback
by the two anglos, Spufferbug and Slip-
slin. They are depicted as cold, power-
hungry, and conservative — a colenial
stereotype that still lingers in this
multinationally-controlled province. But
Beauchemin’s people are not symbolic. |t
would be foolish to interpret the text as
a swipe at the blokes.

The action takes place in the Plateau
niont-Royal slums between 1974 and
1976. Interesting to note that the book
was written between 1976 and 1980, a
period that aroused distress calls in the
cngtophone community. Polities isn't
meant to be taken serioudy; it'sflat beer.
iJadame Jeunchomme, a paranoid Cana-
dian nationalist, accuses René Lévesque
and his “mob” of “being in tggjay of
the Soviets” The issue is dismi in one
paracraph. Beauchemin attempts t0 make
sense out of the painful mess through the
pleasures of the table and the fable.

A veaitress from Stash's cleaning the
restaurant window, or the nave of Notre
Dame cathedral that “looked more like
a rallway station,” or drinking Prince
vloir at the Faubourg St. Denis —
Peauchemin |ifts the flavour of Montreal
out of the air into mimetic magic through
his Satanic satire.

There isno haPpy ending, only a dark
tail in the shape of aquestion mark. Life,
whodunit? Funny that the human com-
edy in Quebec continues to find its most
omnivorous fire on the French tongne.
Ilo English vwriter can speak for us all.
And no epic voice has yet emerged to deal
with the mélange of Ianguages shaping
this plural culture.

Bristling with passion, humour, and
heart. The Alfey Cat will be considered
¢ha rreat timeless book of the '70s. Le
. 0

REMIEWE. .
The variaiions
of love

By Gary Draper

The Bishop, by David Helwig,
Penguin, 234 pages, $18.95 doth (ISBN
0 670 80746 X).

AT THE STILL centre of David Helwig’s
latest novel is a deathbed. It is the axis,
S0 to speak, of two different, only occa-
sionally intersecting worlds: the one in-
side the mind of Henry, the dying Bishop
of the book’ s title, and the one outside
his body. Theét first world iS vast, extend-
ing In timeback to Henry’s own distant
childhood, in space fmm southern
Ontario to the Arctic and to wartime
Londen. “The second is narrower, itS
chronology the few days remaining to
him, its geography the great cathedral
whose priest he hasbeen; it is peopled,
however, by a wonderfully odd assort-
ment of deathbed attendants.

The book is a meditation on the
varieties of love. This is not to say that
death is not a major theme: of course it
is. But the novel is much more a celebra-
tion of love. an examination of love in
death’s light: Henry”s thoughts about his
secretary. Rose. suggest one of Helwig®s
central concerns: *Sometimes he thought
she was in love with him, in some distant,
harmless way, and Henry did not
discourage it. Love came in many forms,
and he had learned how few of these
should be avoided.” The book is full of
echoes, and Rose's fedlings about Heary
reinforce the message: “The thinkers all
blabbed on asiif the types of love were
distinct, as if any fool could tell eros from
agape and agape fmm philia, but Rose
had never found it so smple. . . . She
would not waste her life looking for a
word for what she felt for the dear old
man Who lay imprisoned in silence, but
she knew that the world would be emptier
when hewas not in it.”

‘It would be wrong to imply that Helwig
has simply written an extended essay
about love and hung some characters on
it. His most powerful statements are all
embodied in action and image. The
varieties of love are not deseribed but
shown. There are the deep and com-
plicated versions Of love joining Henry to
Rose., to the Inuit shaman Ishakak, even
to the briefly encountered Mrs. Good-
ridge. There is the unlikely passion of two
of Henry's parishioners. Above all (or
perhaps underneath all) there is the story
of Henry and Amélia, his wife, a story
of consuming |ove, of misunderstinding,
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jealousy, forgiveness, and [0ss.

Helwig has created some very diverse
characters here, with varying degrees of
success. Amelia, as a central character,
remains frustratingly elusive (perhaps
because in some sense she remains €lusive
to Henrv. and we know her only through
the medium of his memories). A few
characters never rise above caricature.
But the Bishop and Rose are both strong-
ly and ¢onvincingly drawn. And there are
two characters orbiting about fhe
who aresvwermitefivlly nesllized, lar,

ecaume aff IHelwig’s ability t0 capture
them through their own voices: Ishakak
the Inuit shaman. who comes south o be
a part of Henry’s dying, and a retarded
young man named Norman, Who inhabits
the cathedral.

The novel’s greatest strength may be
;imgly the power of Helwig's prose. At
its best it ean beincredibly evocative,
poetic in the best sense without being self-
conscious or arty. When the third-person.
narrative vicks up some of the habits of
mind and the tone of voice of the centrall
figure of the moment (Henry, Rose, or:
Norman). it is instantly identifiable andl
convincing. The opening paees. for exam-
ple, constitute a kind of prose poem by
way Of introduction to the Bishop’s inmer
world: dlippery, fragmented, absorbed in
detail, struggling for alertness and under-
standing. Throughout the book there are
passages of remarkable ppwer and
beauty. '

There are problems here as well. The
lack of forward movement iS sometimes
annoying. There is Smply toe much
fragmentation, too little narrative push
for long spells to drive the reader on.
Questions are answered, sometimes,
before the reader’ s curlosity has been
sufficiently piqued. There are long
passages from Henry's childhood that,
credible s their appearance may be under
the circumstances, are SIMPly-NOt inter-
esting enough. They get in the way, in
fact, of the most powerful narrative line,
which is the story of Amelia and Henry.
And virtually =ll the reader’s questions
that argdgoin to be answered have been
answered well before the book’s end. The
problem, then, is one of structure, one of
internal balance.

The second problem is related to the
first, There is insufficient cohesion among
the fragments, | have ment i oned Henry's
childhood. If the book were longer it
could perhaps afford to be more inclu-
sive, and to move at a more leisurely pace.
In fact, the book is relatively short, so
that time SpEl'l.t OIl what seem to be nar-
rative inessentials really cuts into the
reader’ s interest. There is also the matter
of the people inhabiting the present world
of Henry's dying. Some of them are
smply too peripheral. Though Norman's
presence may be justifiable on symbolic
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THE REVIEW EVERYONE

Now Let Us Send You the Nexi 22 Issues (A Full Year)
At Half the Regular Rate —and You Don’t Risk One Cent

What makes The New York Review of Books so different from
any other publication in America? Why has it been called *, the
best general review of books and human affairs to appear in this
couniry in al least a generation”?*

Look af some of the articles and reviews enjoyed by over
110.000 readers in recent issues of Tbe New York Review gf
Books and you'll find the answers.. . .

.. +JOHN RICHARDSON describes how Picasso’s “amour fou”
helped ereate an entire period of ‘magical.” sexually inspired
painting and sculpture. ’

«». BISHOP DESMOND TUTU, drawing on his own childhood
experiences in a review of Leonard Thompson’s The Political
Mythology of Apartheid, shows how the Afrikaners
constructed potent, twisted myths of their own superiority.

.+ . BERNARD LEWIS. one of the world’s leading autherities on
Islam, explains just who are the Shifite Moslems and why they
have become an angry foree in the world.

« -« LOUIS AUCHINCLOSS writes an "The Inner FDR™ and finds
that Roosevelt's romantic vision of himself in American history
provides the key to his political success.

.« ALISON LURIE reviews Doris Lessing’s new novel, The Good
Terrorist, as “oné of the best novels in English | have read
about the terrorist mentality and the inner life of a
revolutionary group since Conrad’s The Seecret Agent.”

. GEORGE F. KENNAM reviews a strikingly new philosophy of
nuclear defense based on a civilian organization that challenges
the accepted doctrines of deterrence.

Fresh and brilliant articles on history, literature, politics.
biography. psychology. science. the arts.. .isn't this the kind of
magazine you wani to read?

Every two weeks The New York Review gf Books publishes
criticism by writers and scholars who are themselvesa major force
in world literature and thought-Gore Vidal, Mary McCarthy,
Elizabeth Hardwick, Joan Didion, V.S. Naipaul, Norman Mailer.
John K. Galbraith, Emma Rothschild. Susan Sontag, E.H.
Gombrich, V.S. Pritchett, Murray Kempton, Felix Rohatyn,
Stephen Jay Gould. and more.

These writers address themselves to a special audience of over
120.000 discriminating readers who know that the widest range of
subjects will be discussed in an exciting way. Is it any wonder that
Thr New York Review has become the most discussed journal in
the country? Or that one professdr notes that “Reading The New
York Review is my idea of whar going to a brilliant small
university should be.”

*Henry Daved Aiken, Branders University

IS TALKING ABOUT

An Exceptionally Clvilized Introductory
Invitation at Our Risk-Not Yours

Why not see for yourself what all the shouting is about? Wc
think you will enjoy reading The New York Review gf Books—but
we also think you should have the opportunity to decide in a
civilized, ‘intelligent way at our risk, not yours.

First. therefore, we offer you an Intreductory Subscription which
brings you a full year's issues (22 in all) for only $17.00— just half the
regular subscription rate and S25.W fess than the single-copy rate.

But that's not all to this invitation. There'san exceptionally civil-
ized puarantee attached: If you do not find The New York Review
your most irresistible reading during the fitst year ahead, just tell
us and we will return the entire subscription fee-not part of it ar pm
rata, but @l of it. It doesn’t matter if you have received one issue or
all 22— just keep them with our compliments. Why not return the
coupon today to take advantage of this exceptional invitation?

2cial 50% Introductery Subscription

g — at Qur Risk, Not Yours!
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The Xerr Yorlt Bewvicrr of Books
Subscriber Service Dept., P.O. Box 940, Farmingdale, NY 11737

Yes, please enter my Subscription to The New York Review of
Boolks for a full year (22 issues) at the special rate of only $17.00—a
saving of 50% from the regular $34.00 rate, and a saving of $25.00
from the newsstand price. I understand that I can ot any time during
the year receive full fnot partiol) refund of the entire fee.

Name

Address
City State Zip
1 $23.00 enclosed.” Or charge my 0 Amer. Exp. £ MasterCard O Visa
Account No. FExp. Date
Signature

This adds an extra Issue to your subscripton, without charge.

Full refund gnarantee.

0O Send bill. ‘

*36 added for Canadian postage and handling. May not be used for gift
subscripiions. Please allow 6-3 weeks for receipt of your first copp.
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end thematic grounds. in’ terms of its
ability to distract and alienate the reader,
it is a mistake.

The Bishop suffers somewhat from the
fragmentation of the narrative and fmm
alack of cohesion among some of its
parts. But at its best it is a powerfully
moving story told with exquisite craft. O

REVIEW |
Diamonds are
for Evers

By Jack Batien

The Yown Baseball Confederacy, by
W.P. Kinsella, Collins, 310 pages, 819.95
cloth (ISBN 0 00 223046 1).

ONEORNERY POINT about baseball, which
is of course at the centre of W.P.
Kinsella’s novel, is that no matter what
wonderful inventions a story-teller can
conjure Up about the sport, the real thing

will come along with events and deedson -

the diamond that are even crazier -and
more imaginative.

Consider this: Kinsalla’s book is about
a gargantuan exhibition baseball game.
lasting more than 2,000 innings, that
takes place in 1908 in Onamata, |owa,
between the Chicago Cubs and an all-star
team fmm the lowa Baseball Con-
federacy, The game is mythical — at least
to most people — but the Cubs are real.
These are the Cubs of Tinker to Bvers to
Chance — shortstop, second base, first
base-masters of the double play. Wdll,
only a couple of weeks before the Kinsella
book turned up, Sports Mustrated carried
an intriguing article that, among other
amazing bits of baseball lore unearthed
from the ancient files of the Sporting
News — the Bible of Baseball — reprinted
am astounding and wacky Johnny Evers
tale.

It seems that Bvers was determined to
solve the problem of what to do when the
opposing team has ruaners on first and
third, It's a deed cinch for the runmer on
first to steal second because if the catcher
throws down to second, the guy on third
will dash homeand score. Johnny Evers
pondered this terzible pickle of a baseball
dilemma and came up with a. strategy.
The catcher would throw dovn to second,
Lkeeping the ball low and herd, andBvers
would catch the bell as he charged over
second base and toward the pitcher’s
mound. Then, as Evers explained in the
Nov. 12.1908, Sporting News, he would
malie his clever move:

‘With much practice, | was ableto run
in on such plays, thus holding the runner
at third, end with a good throw fmm the
catcher, | could takethe ball and with the

same movement pass it between my knees
back to second base in time to nab the
other runner.”

Isn't that magnificent? lsn't it
diabolical? Just a trifle nuts? Doesn't it
surpass anything that a novelist could
devise?

Well, maybe not quite. Kinsella"s book
is full of baseball stuff that genuinely
staggers and delights the imagination. it
has the 2,000-inning game. |t has cracks
in time thatensble people to travel from
the present back to 1968. It has such
marvellous characters esan Indian named
Drifting Away who has a large chip on
his shoulder. And it kas love affairs that
join obsessive men with magical women,
a combination suaranteed to produce joy
and heartbreak on a grand scale.

The book is stractured around a man,
Gideon Clarke. who hag inhetited from
his .father the belief bordering on
fanaticism that the Cubs of 1908, reign-
ing world champions, journeyed to Iowa
to play an exhibition game that eventually
stretched over several days and severa
hundred innings. Baseball history shows
no record of such an epic contest. But
Gideon and a ball-playing pal manage to
slip back in time and to become both
spectators end participants, along with
Tinker, Evers, Chance, Three-Finger
Brown, President Teddy Roosevelt, the
Black Angel of Death, and assorted other
oddball characters, in the great and
wonderful multi-bluing extravaganza.

The novel is about alot of things ~—
obsesslon, |ove, dreams, the supematural,
And Xinsella sets everything down in the
fiielyrical style that his earlier books
have prepared us for. But the most
pleasure in The lowa Baseball Con-

Jfederacy is reserved for readerswho share
the belief of Gideon Clarke' s father when
be makes this small but essential speech
about bassball: “ Name me a more perfect
game]l Name me a game with more
possibilities for magic, wizardry, voodoo,
heodoo, enchantment, obsession, posses-
sion, There’s always time for daydream-
@. time to create your own illusions at
the ballpark.”

Which is something that Johany Evers
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wouldn’t have any trouble accepting —
and to appreciate fully and truly
Kinsella's accomplishment, it’ S necessary
to have a generous share of Johnny Evers
invour sold. O

IREVIEW |
Sense and
sensitivity

By Sherrill Chede

A Hot-Eyed Moderate, by Jane Rule,
Lester & Orpen Dennys, 242 ;)ages.
$12.95 paper (ISBN 0 88619 077 @

THIS COLLECTION, Whose basie theme is
love, confirms me in my belief that Jane
Rule's best writi n? IS about ideas.
Although she has published mary novels
and short stores, her fine work of literary
criticism, Lesbian Images (1975), stands
out. along with these essays, as her best
work. to date. | constantly felt, while
reading ha wise comments On writing,
sexuality, and art, that | was in the
presence of 2 most humane, reasonable,
and civilizing influence.

The excellent first section of essays in-
cludes topics ranging from the effects of
feminist literary criticism on writing to the
morality Of writers. At times, Rule gives
us crystal insights. In “For the critic of
whet isn't there, she says, about those
who wish to plagiarize the pain and
poverty of others, “Looking down is just
es distorting as looking up end es
dangerous in perpetuating hierarchies.

The second section contains selections
from her writing for the gay press, and
her point of view isbest summed up in
her words: *I am more interested in in-
Sl& than in judgement, . ..* She cleatly
and eloquently explains why, although
they have differing priorities. she writes
for the Body Pofitie. In one of her essays
she writes, “Preoccupation with periods
of intense sexual activity-as the goal of
liberation, Smply because it iS the image
of immorality, can become finally not
only boring but distorting in a damaging
r:ayofhow we read the length of our

ives.”

Rul€'s “Free to live” isone of the
better essaysin the literature of ““coming
out” — connecting it, as she does, to
recollections Of her grandmother's sense
of identity. She aso offers wise advice to
gay women and men on when to “come
out” to their parents. Whether she's
writing about appropriate clothing or
drag, monogamy or minorities, her gen-
tle, direct, open voice becomes her
endearing style: “‘Political writers often
find it easer to write about rabbits or
Martians than about people: That’s
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because, to the untutered eye, they all
look alike.”

One understands why Jane Role was a
recipient of the Fond for Human Diity
award, but | have to admit that so much
unrelenting reasonableness made me want
to plead for some oceasional righteous in-
dignation. Where she's a hot-eyed
moderate. I'd be a red-evpd radical.

Thefin-al part of the bool, ““Profiles
and Recollections” (on painters and
writers) and ““Reflections,” aptly ends
with athoughtful piece about the chain
of life.

Throughout her book. Jane Rule
shams with the reader ha not incon-
siderable insight into the human condi-
tion. Her refreshing point of view, her
geatle humour and logical mind make this
collection a joy to read. At theend, | felt
asif I had had a series of warm, inter-
esting and stimulating conversations with
adear friend. O

REVIEW

In appraisal .
oi older writers

Truth and Lies in Literature: Essays
ord Reviews, by Stephen Vizinczey,
McClefland & Stewart, 351 pages, $22.95
cloth @SBN 0 7710 8762 4).

IT'S NATURALLY gratifying to a reviewer
to receive a book consisting mainly of the
author’s book reviews. s it possible that
these ephemera of mine should be
thought worthy of preservation between
covers? Answer: Not unless YoU write &
couple of successful novels, ehum. Oh.)
It's still more pratifying to fmd that

Stephen Vizinczey's reviews are first-class -

examples of the genre. _

He never loses sight of the lpr| mary pur-
pose of areview, the strictly utilitarian
one of conveying to his readers a suffi-
clent idea of the book to allow them to
judge whether they want to read it. That
makes the sharp distinction between
reviewing and literary criticism proper: a
review iS written for people who haven't
read the book, while awork of Lterary
criticism assumes an acquaintance with
the writings it discusses. |'m well
qualified, by the way, to confirm that
Vizinczey carries out this primary fune-
tion well, since | haven’t read a single one
of the 54 books reviewed here.

But of course what gives -or fails to
give — areview vaue beyond its imme-
diate purpose is the quality of the
reviewrer’s personality, opinions, and
style. Reviews of concerts ar Of theatre
— ephemera about. ephemera -~ you

would think would be the most nerishable
kind of writing, and usually they are. But
Bernard Shaw's six volumes of musical
and dramatic reviews constitute one Of the
great monuments Of English prose. some-
times | dip into them before writing a
review just to recharge my battery with
Shaw’s powerful supply Of current.

I didn’t need to do that this time.
Vizinczey has personality, opinions, and
style in plenty. Especially opinions; while
reading him I was often reminded of Lord
Melbourne’s remark about the leading
book-reviewer of his day: "I wish | was
as cocksure of anything as Tom Macaulay
is of everything.” We quickly learn
Vizinczey’s uncompromising dislikes:
Goethe, “the great charlatan of
Weimar’’; ““the appalling novels of
Walter Scott”; André Malraux, “the
grand old man of the pseuds.” (I was a
little surprised to fmd areview express-
ing admiration for Ivan Iilich. who to me
is the high priest of the pseuds, but he
attaches to it a note retracting his error.

We learn some Of his endearingly
remarkable convictions. *“eraction-
anxiety is the main source of evil in the
world.” And we learn who Ids principa
literary heroes are: Kleist, Stendhal,
Balzac, with Pushkin, Gogol, Tolstoy,
Dosto:(revsky not fa; behind. In aEfine
essay (not a review) called *“Why Eog.
Lit. Is Not Enough” he explains his ad-
miration for these and hiscontempt for
the English Victorian novelists,

Let me confess, disqualifying myself
forever asa reviewer of fiction: | am il
read in European Hterature, even French.
Because | can read French pretty well, |
havé for decades thought that it would be
unworthy of me to read French literature
in translation. But when | settle down for
an evening's reading, somehow
something inEnglish seemsless like work.

Vizinczey has no such scruples, being
a Hungarian — to whom all Indo-
Buropean languages are equelly alien —
who lives and writes in English. He’s quite
happy to read Stendhal and Balzac in
English, Go I, and do Likewise,

He’s partly right, but mostly wrong,
ahout Walter Scott and his successors, the
Victorians. Scott was pioneering in many
ways, and like all pioneers (look at
English plumbing) he produced some
pretty crude structures. But af his best —
as he quite often is— he' s magnificent.
As for Thackeray and Dickens, what he
missesis that they’ re essentially great
entertainers. |t was a rare accident When
tither wrote a first-class novel, a Henry
Esmond or a Great Expeciations. He dis-
George Eliot with prudging praise,

But | suspect him of not having read
the greatest of them all, Anthony
Trollope. That's my personal heresy —
shared, though, by Tolstoy, who wrote
“Trollope kills me — he kills me with hig

LY

genius,” and promptly adapted the cen-
tral incident in Trollope’s The Prime
Minister to use as the climax of Anna
Karenina. |'d like Vizinczey to meet
Trollope’s heroines -them isn't aDora
Spenlow in the bunch —and to compare
Lizzie Eustace with Becky Sharp. Becky
is funnier, but Lizzie is real.

Besides the reviews, there's an article
on the Méfii that’s much better than
anything |’ ve read on the subject by a
professional journalist. There's a thrill-
Ing essay on Imre Naﬁy (the Hungarian
Communist leader Who defied the Rus-
slans), setting him in the context of
Hungarian history. As| read this, | felt
acurfous sensation. It proved to come
from the few drops of Hungarian blood
in my veins, tingling with pride. They'd
never been heard from before.

Thefirst part of the title essay deals
with Melville' s Billy Budd. |t' S many
years since |'ve read Billy Budd, and |'ve
always wondered if | had misunderstood
or misremembered it, but Vizinezey con-
firms that it's just as hateful as | thought.
As he says, its moral is essentially the
same as the defence in the Nuremberg
trials. Then he proceeds (tramglmg over
Dickens on the way) to another of his
great hates. the19th-century French critic
Sainte-Beuve. His peroration seems
appropriate to quote hem:

Sainte-Beuve makes you believe in multi-

ple reincarnation. You see Sainte-Beuves

on all the review pages, praising the
spurious, the innocuous, the pretentious,
and damning everything that is trathful,
lively, passionate, unruly — anything that
might move you deeply and stir you to
think — anything that might change you.

Because if yOU change, WhO knows, the

\ggﬂd might change — and that must not

Christopher Sinclair-Stevenson of
Hamish Hamilton, the L ondon publisher.
of thisbook, says in his introduction,
referring to Vii's first book. In
Pralse of Older Women, “he took the risk
— hehad to take the risk — of publishing
it himself.” Before this statement
becomes enshrined in a hundred Ph.D.
theses as proof of the timidity and

rudery of Canadian publishers in 1965,
et me pot it on record that the book was
accepted by MeClelland & Stewart, and
Vizinczey withdrew it on the ground that
the advance offered was too small.

This was indeed one reason, but there
was a more important one. | recall his
exact words, | think: “| said to myself,
Jack McClelland wants to publish my
book. So Jack McClelland thinks he can
make money. out of my book. So why
don’t | make the money instead of
Jack?’ After that self-published first
printing was exhausted, he confessed with
amusement that his net return had been
exactly what he would have received in
royalties from McClelland.O
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William Notman; The Stamp of a
Studio, by Stanley G. Triggs, Coach
House Press, illustrated, 173 pages,
$42.00 cloth (ISBN 0 88910 283 X).

By John Qughion

WILLIAM #%OTMAX was one Of the many
Scottish immigrants who helped build
19th-century Canada. Instead of bridges
or |egidation, however, he produced an
invaluable photographic record of the na-
tion through his own yrork and that of the
many photographers his studio employed.

‘The most striking thing about this well-
researched and lovingly produced book
isthat it isenly the second printed col-
Jection of the work of the most important
studio Canada has had. Netman opened
his business in Montreal in 1856, and
prospered by marketing portraits ﬁoften
hand-coloured) and views of the land-
scape, people, and growing cities of
Canada. The latter work won him an in-
ternational reputation, and foreign col-
lectors came to prize Notman’s views of
scenes like Niagara Falls and the wild
B.C. intérior and quaint Canadian pur-
suits like tobogganing,

Altheugh the studio continued under
the Notman name for 80 years, the
thousands of historically significant plates
in its collection were almost forgotten.
The studio’s importance was not really
recognized by art historians, Triges
writes, until 1955. The plates in this book
conczntrate on the pre-1900 period, which
was the least documented by other Cana-
dian photographers.

Triges summarizes the life and work of
Notan and his employees known to
have produced significant portfolios
under the studio stamp. including new
names Uncovered sinee Trigg’s first Not-
men book in 1967. The curator of the
Motman Collection at Montred’s
McCord Museum. Trigg also assembled
the Art Gallery of Ontatio’s exhibition
from which these historically fascinating
photographs are selected. O

BELLES LETTRES

Ecenys on Chaucerian Irony, by Earle
Bimey, edited by Beryl Rowland, Univer-
ty of Toronto Press, 162 pages, 825.00
loth (ISBN 0 8020 5624 5) and $12.95
papa (ISBN 0 8020 6525 2).

By Joceph A. Eenderavage

IT'S SURPRISING hOW ideas Of beautiful
consistency arise all of a piece from the
past, as it awakened from an enchantel

obscurity, Seven of these ideas conceiv-
ed by poet Barle Birney from 1937 to 1960
present a strong argumet that iromy in
sophigticated variety is centra to
Chaucer's poems.

Tbe essays follow Beryl Rowland's
witty, sympathetic, and discursive in-
troduction, in which she marks tbe dip.
pery nature of iron%/ and reviews its
literary history to as far back as Homer.

Medieva rhetoric, a cornerstone oOf
Chaucer's education, “‘recognized of-
ficially the curious value of saying some-
thing different from what is meant, not
to deceive with a lie bat to awaken to a
truth,” Birney writes. He postul ates that
masks and images in “ The Friar’ s Tale”
comprise a moral: the corrupt summoner
received poetie justice because he fails to
perceive irony in the utterances of a
disguised devil. In its reciprocal conte,
“The Summoner’s Tale,” thwarted ex-
pectations form the dramatic irony of the
story of a friar who is in love witb
himself.

The teat contains copious noted and
quotes. Bibliographies exceed 350 works
and attest to exhaustive and extensive
research. An index |ists proper names,
title-s, and foreign phrases, but refers to
few major concepts. .

Historians, critics, fiteradi, and writers
will appreciate this compilation; Birney’s
lucid style and logical argument retain
credibility even, for the sub-professorial
audience. Literature students will need it
(and may like ‘it) for supplementary
reading, except where quotations in Ger-
man, Latin, or Old English remain
untranslated. O

quently, in his ruminative essays, to the
subject of the Canadian identity and its
presencein our literature. Rut he has also
written fine essays about individua teats
(some of them as introductions to NCL
reprints), remarkable pieces about in-
dividual writers (Bliss Carman, for exam-
ple), as well as survey articles on par-
ticular forms. Im all of these his
humanistic vision and critical acumen are
always present, Reading him. one is never
suspicious that the critic secretly feels
himself and his gpinions to be of more
value than thetext themsalves.

The Impossible SUM of Our Traditions
{the title is taken from an essay by Robert
Krostsch) gathers up some 15 essays writ-
ten over the Iast 22 years, all of them
hitherto published but here brought
together for the first time, Ross is above
a8 readable, and even when one disagreed
with him (I cannot sympathize with his
sentimental admiration for Bliss Carman,
to give one instance) one finishes an essay
with a richer and better informed opinion
than one started with. Whether he is in-
vestipating the Christian culture o f
Fredericton out of which Roberts and
Carman emerged, or exploring the
metaphysical loneliness of Goldwyn
Smith, or homing in on the ambiguities
of The Incomparable Atuk, Ross is
always a delight to read. Canlit cwes him
alarge debt, a debt the publication of this
collection has now much enlarged. O

The Impassible Sum of Qur Traditions:
Reflections on Coanndinn Literature, by
Ma colm Ross, McClelland & Stewart,
211 pages, $19.95 cloth @SBN 0 7710
7726 2).

MALCOLM ROSS IS one of the clitics who
helped to create Canadian literature as a
recognized academic discipline. More
than that, he is in large part responsible
for rescuing for tbe general reader es well
es the student many of the then forgot-
tea teats @ am speaking of the 1950s) that
compose our literary history, from Emily
Montague on down. | am referring, of
course, to his founding of the New Cana-
dian Library, with which in many respects
tbe whole CanLit enterprise may be said
to begin.

Ross has been polutropos, as Homer
says of Odysseus. He returns most fre-
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The Bridge Out of Tovm, by Jake Mac-
Donald, Oberon Press, 160 pages, $23.95
c¢loth (ISBN 0 88750 618 6) and $1295
paper {ISBN 0 88750 619 %

By Gideon Forman

NATIVE-WHITE relations are the common
denominator of these 11 connected
stories, played out in the northern O-
tario town Of Keswuttunnee, That’s OPP
country, and it's not coincidence that
cops appear in so many of the tales; the
relationship they have to Indians and
vagabonds — a relationship of unequal
power — forms the centre of anthor Jake
MacDonald’s concern.

All through the book we witness situa-
tions Of strength versus vulnerability. In
“Vagabonds’ the provingial police burn
tbe inoffensive shelter of two drifters; in
“Tourist Season” a former U.S. marine
knocks am Indian guide flying. That
native people suffer at the heads of white
society 1S no revelation, but MacDonald's
engaging stories make the oppression
tangible.

B . L Y. T, F Uy
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The collection isnot simplistic, and
consequently power is described in its
complexity. Officer Chaput — a
character in Several of the stories— &5 a
nice guy, one who seems genuinely con-
cerned about the people of his precinct.
For all his concern, though, the povrer
structure remains, In one of the book’s
finest scepnes Chaput iS taking "music
Jessons from the jailed Indian guide, Son-
ny. MacDonald reminds us that while the
officer treats his prisoner like a buddy.
there iSno question who's in control:
""Wwith the cigarette dangling from the
carner Of his mouth Sonny took the banjo
and held it es best he could through the
steel bars.” .

The story “*Norris’ — about a soon-
to-be-eaten pig of that name — extends
the examination Of power to include that
over nature. A poster advertising the u?ork
roasting party “ showed a handcuffed
Norris being smooched by officer John
Murphy, whose nose looked slightly more
rounded and porcine than usual.” A
brilliant detaill, the ad powerfully
demonstrates that brutal authority can
put up afdendly guise.

The pieces are not flawless — “The
Window,” for example, tends to plod —
but the great majority are strong. Absorb-
ing characters, & number of humorous
passages and lifelike. inconclusive en-
- make these important stories en-
joyable reading. O

Buced on Sarday, by Edward Phillips,
LicClelland & Stevart, 192 pages, $12.95
paper QSBN 0 7710 6992 8).

Ey Shicrle Posesorsli

SARTRE ONCE CLAIMED that “ hel| is other
people.” But what is really hell is being
trapped with other people with whom you
share guilty secrets. In Edvard Phillips's
philosophical thriller, Buried on Sunday,
middle-aged lawyer Geoffrey Chadwick
finds himself inone hell of a situation.
Trapped by old friend Catherine Brad-
ford into accepting an invitation for a
weekend stay at her Quebec cottage, he
discovers with dismay that Catherine’s
latest husband is the former love of his
life, Mark Crosby; that his weekend
roommate is none other than bitchy
queen Larry Tovmsend, whom he has
been attempting to avoid; and worst of
all, there iS Hterally no exit after three
escaped bank robbers hold them all
hostage.

One of the ppimary nleasures of
Phillips's second Chadwick novel (he first
appeared in Sunday’s Child) is the com-
pany of Geoffrey Chadwick. His nar-
rative voice and philosophical perspective
on human nature arean engaging blend
of elegant style and moral substance. The
novel IS worth reading just for the intelli-

gence and WIT of Chadwick’ s numerous
epigrammatic musings.

The plot combines the elements of a
thriller and & Ben Travers farce. But the
soul of the novel residesin the Chekho-
vian reflections of Chadwick on his and
his friends' lives. Suspense end tension
are generated more by the unravelling of
personalities than by how the host& e
taking will end.

‘The bank robbers interrupt what pro-
mised to be an awkward weekend. filled
with averted glances and guilty fears that
social masks will be dropped. That is
precisely what happens after the robbers
arrive. These revelations don’t diminish
the characters; rather, they establish their
psychological and moral complexity.

Buried on Sunday has ail the delights
of agood party: a host who entertains us
with his captivating wit and cynical yet
compassionate commentary, intriguing
guests, and provocative conversation. Not
much more can be asked for in a party
or a novel — except that Edward Phillips
should provide us with further invitations
to visit Geoffrey Chadwick, O}

Canadian Short Fiction: From Ryth to
lodem. edited by W.H. New, Prentice-
Hall, 516 pages, S14.95 paper (ISBN 0 13
13820 0).

By Allan. Welss

SINCE RAYMOND ENISTER's Canadian
short Stories(1928), anthologies of cans
& n short fiction have tended to favour
the most recent work in the field. Even
aunthologies that endeavour to provide a
historical overview, such as Alec Lucas’s
Great Canadian Short Stories (1971), em-
phasize current developments and seldom
place them in their historical context.

W.H. New’s Canadian Short Fiction
containg 60 stories, of which about half
first appeared before the Second World
War. New's valuable introduction at-
tempts to place them within their context,
showing the long national and interna-
tional traditions behind the most recent
works. Heincludes sampl es from a much
broader range of fictional types than is
available in other anthologies: native
myths, Confederation-era sketches, tradi-
tional and contemporary French-
Canadian tales, and modern fables, While
tantalizingly short, the introduction pro-
vides the skeleton of what iS sorely’ needed
inthefield: a detailed critical history of
the Canadian short story.

New’s notes on tke authors and their
works are useful, but they at times des-
cend into the pedantic, For instance, he
describes Ken Mitchell’ s hilarious “The
Great Blectrical Revolution™ es*a spoof
of those centralized systems of power that
are so large they are inadequately aware
of their fringes, and ... a declaration of

R T a—

the residual power of local individual-
fsm.” His comments may confuse as
often as they help readers.

The number of stories included. the
variety of fictional kinds covered, and the
introductory material and bibliographies
make this a most worthy collection. O

The Paris-Napoli Express, by Janice
Kulyk Keefer, Oberon Press, 144 pages,
$23.95 cloth (@SB 0 88750 623 2) and
$12.95 paper (ISBN 0 88750 624 Q).

By Allain Weiss

WITH THIS FIRST collection Janice Kulyk
Keefer joins an ever-growing number of
Canadian writers producing well-crafted,
subtle, and entertaining short stories. Her
stories are marked by sensitivity and vivid
imagery as they bring characters face to
face with the unfamiliar — especially in
the form of foreign culture.

The title story (which won Prism Inter-
national’s fiction competition in 1984)
carries Jerry, a Canadian intellectual, into
a modern **heart of darkness,** a surrea!
world peopled by grotesques. “ Red River
Cruise,” perhaps the strongest piece in
the collection, is @ moving account Of
high-school students of Ukrainian descent
who find themselves tom between dif-
ferent cultures es well as the worlds of
childhood and adulthood. And Keefer’s
least sympathetic character, Mrs. Putnam
in “Mrs. Putnam at the Planetarium**
(which won the 1985 CBC Literary Com-
petition), cannot tolerate sharing a soclety
with people “whose names ended in off
or ski or vich.”

sometimes this encounter with the
unknown leads Keefer's “‘tourists’ to
strengthen their ties with each other, as
in “Somewhere in Italy” or the somewhat
pat **Viper's Bugloss.” but seldom do
characters come to terms with the
“gother.* O

Lumbering Songs from the Northern
Woods, by Edith Fowke, NC Press, 146
pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN 0920053 51 3)
and 012.95 paps QSBN 0 920053 80 7).

By Helen Hogarih

THE LANGUAGE OF roughing it in the bush
is central to Lumbering Songs from the
Northern Woods. The jaunty |yrics
sprout amid awelter of scholarly impedi-
menta that threatens to rob the book of
any appea for the general reader. This
remark is not intended to disparage the
scrupulous research underlying such a
copiously annotated work; Indeed,
musicologists with a special interest in
folklore will no doubt revel in the infor-
mation on tune relaives (contributed by
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Norman Cazden) and stanza variants.
The rest of us can still enjoy the tales of
able-bodied and merry mm.

Although this anthology was first pub-
lished'in 1970 for the American Folklore
Society, “all the songs it contains were
collected in Canada.” Fowke ad& that
“it is the only book devoted eatirely to
our lumbering songs.” The songs are
divided by theme—*‘Death in the
Woods' includes some memorable selec-
tions. The graphic lyries (**His flesh it was
cut into ringlets,” Not a piece left the size
of your hand”) vividly recount some of
the tragic episodes immeortalized |0 the
shantyboys® repertoire. Hisewhere, 2 SONQ
chronicling the Io?ger’ s dally routine in-
cludes a verse of curious timeliness:

It rained alf day in Tory Hitt

And left it very damp

And af suppertime welf | arrived

*Way up af Turner's camp.

Although Lumbering Songs can only
be fully savoured by aselect audience,
there iSmuch to be gleaned fmm these
modest lyrics. O

Hudson’s Bay company post springs to
mind). However, many incidents fall flat
as humorous or even pertinent episodes
and would probably have been met with
stony silence if related around the ubii
quitous pot-bellied stove. The archival
photographs provide glimpses into the
early life of the country store, but the
addition of some nuts and bolts informa:
tion would have enhanced the cavalcade
of aneedotes immeasurably. O

i HEALTH & WELFEARE

Emotions, by June Callwood, Double-
day, 264 pages, 819.95 cloth (ISBN 0 385
19976 .

By Connle Jesle

READING THIS BOOK iS like watching a
Polaroid self-portrait develop. The black
void that first reveals nothing S owly
separates into patches of living colour.
Angry reds, pensive blues, and unwanted
greys fall into painfully familiar lines, and
you wish you eould retouch things just a
tit. In much tbe same way, Callwood ex-

s,

Qver the Counter: The Country Store
in Canada, by Enid Mallory, Fitzhenry
4 Whiteside, illustrated, 272 pages,
519.93 cloth (ISBN 0 88902 989 X).

oses the human soul. She uses emotions
human qualities like colours, each

me filling in another part of ths picture.
by chapter, Callwood delves into

ch mysteries as love, bate, anger, and

MOST OF uS, during a leisurely country
drive, have stopped to bask in the tin-
ceilinged nostalgia of a country store.
After the picturesque charm of Carol
Priamo’s T#e General Store (McGrav-
Hill Ryerson, 1978). Over the Counter
seems dry goods indeed. Enid Mallory
offers up a heap of neatly packaged anec-
) Y

dotes, each headlined |0 the manner of
a small-tovn gazette. “Bgg Yolk AU
Over” and “When | Ate Dog Food”
represent the sort of tantalizing bids made
for the reader’ s attention. Regrettably,
the piecemeal format deprives the book
of any logical continuity and trivializes
the storekeepers' reminiscences, coflected
by the author during a cross-Canada
ramble.

Some of the reminiscences are wonder-
fully evocative and can stand on their own
(Jean Leach beating beaver pelis at a

urage.
In tbe hands of a younger, less impas-
sioned writer this book might have
become self-indulgent mush, about as
substantial as a rainbow. But Callwood
has ploughed through 8 mountain of
source material to lend weight to her
thesis. Originally published in 1964, Emo-
tions has been expanded; one-third of this
edition is new material, bringing
sociological findings up to date.

Mairying the psychologists' statistics,
gems from philosophers through the ages,
and snippets from everyday life must have
been a monumental task. The thousands
of loosely related facts have been well
organized, woven together and set into
perspective. Callwood’s personal Styleis
the binding force. She is the skilful inter-
preter whose warmth and integrity deliver
scientific findings into the hands of every-
day people. (Who else but Callwood
would refer to the human brain as a grey
three-pound pudding?)

Given the full picture. this book is
devastating. It-pries off our carefully
groomed social masks to reveal the little
children within. Readers will wince as
they discaver the failings and frustrating
patterns within themselves. They will
also, however. clutch a renewed hope
that, though tripped up and battered by
life, we can come through magnificently.
Either that or readers can skip the
chapters “Courage” and “Honesty,” and
concentrate or deciding which of their
friends really need to read this book. O
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ON STAGE

Careers in Music: A Guide for Cana-
dien Students, edited by Thomas Green,
Patricia Sauerbrei, and Don Sedgwick,
Frederick Harris Music, 195 pages, 824.95
cloth (ISBN 0 88797 143 1) and $14.95
paper (ISBN 0 88797 228 4).

By Jenet Windeler

ALTHOUGH INTENDED primarily as a .
guide for students considering careers |a
clessicel music, these 24 concise and
generally well-written essays by noted
Canadian musicians and practitioners Of
music-related occupations may prove to
be more valuable and most interesting as
acollection of musica philosophies —
some of which seem, ironically, to invali-
date the very notion of producing a book
such as this.

The music world, Freach film-maker,
writer, and musician Bruno Monsaingeon
has said, is a poisoned one made
venomous Dy competition and thc search
for power, a world where genius often is
sacrificed *““on tbe altar of the public rela-
tions system.” Ironically again, the
underlying intention of this or any other
career guide seems to be to provide the
kind of information that will most expe-
diently steer young talents slam-bang in-
fo the maze of the public-relations system
— ip music, a system that at best serves
as a game of political hype and glamour-
infused nonsense. At its worst, it becomes
Monsaingeon’s hellish place of frantic
ambition, approval-seeking, and false
satisfaction, foreign and entirely anti-
thetical to the nature of what musicisall
about.

Fortunately, many of tbis volume's
contributors understand tbe dangers
involved in focusing on the career aspects
of music = the most abstract of all art-
forms = and indeed, they attempt to
draw the reader away from the insidious
pursnit Of *‘ecareer success.” Quebec
pianist Fenri Brassard writes, in his entry,
against the “‘inhuman" world of interna-
tional music competitions. which he calls
“musica Olvmpics.”* widely considered
today the necessary launching pad to a
performing career. (Brassard*s piece is
reminiscent Of Glenmn Gould’s High
Fidelity article, “\We Wbo Are About to
Be Disqualified Salute Youl,” in which
he likens music competitions _to boxing
matches and toxic medication, to be
prescribed only with skull and crossbones
clearly marked on the entry forms.)

Toronto Symphony concertmaster
Steven Stagvk reminds us that truly to
enter the musician’s world students nesd
not strive to become superstars, which are
merely manufactured commeodities; and
composer Harry Freedman tekes a
moment to denougce the unsympathetic
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atmosphere about the CBC these days.
FEscays on music librarfanship by Helmut
Kallman, music phblishing by Wayne
Gilpin, and i nstrument manufacturing by
Robert Zildjian areall thoughtfully
rendered; and William Littler’ s entry on
MuSIiC eriticism is witty and literate.
Eleanor Koldofsky Sniderman’s piece on
record production is winning in its
exuberance. (A record is a triumph of
sound, a tusse with the emotions.”)
Valerie Ivy's essay on music therapy,
though clearly well-intentioned, is defen-
sive and oddly uninformative: I'm till
not sure what music therapy actually is.
Finally, a postsaipt by Carl Morey, dean
of the University of Toronto's faculty of
music, sums up the guide in a decidedly
deanish manner. He tells us that the world
isround. that there is satisfaction to be
found in every part of the musical pro-
fession, that N0 one goes into music for
the money. and that it is doubtful whether
anyone actually chooses music for a
career: it iS the music that does the
choosing. O

=
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The Land of Lost Content: A History
of CUSD, by Ian Smillie, Deneau, illus-
trated 408 pages, S29.95 cloth (ISBN O
§3879 125 9).

Ey Madtiherry Behrens

THE HisTOorRY Of CUSO (Canadian
University Service Overseas) is a long end
chequered fabric, end Tan Smiliie does a
fine job Of interweaving a historical over-
view and the parsonal accounts of a hand-
ful of the thousands of Canadians Who
went abroad to work for international
development. An enthusiastic and lively
style carries this well-researched work,
whose publication was timed to coincide
with the organization’s 25th anniversary.
The sheer volume of information on
CUSO makes Smillie’s job a difficult one,
but he manages the bulky materiel well,
despite a few fogpy patches describing the
internal workings of the agency that
might well have been omitted. Heis et his
best when dealing with actual CUSO pro-
jects, examining their effects in the pro-
ject countries themselves and in Canada.
Smillie also has an expert’s fed for the
political and historical background of
countries in which CUSO |s often the only
Canadian presence. from Grenade and
Nigeria to Bangladesh and Balivia.
Though as a veteran of CUSO Smillie
tnust have his own bias, he seems to have
set it aside in his analysis of the various
streams of thoyght that run through the
agency. Whether it be the tale of the split
between the English- and French-
Canadian sections Of CUSOQ or the argu-
ment over whether tosupport liberation
movements or uphold the status quo in’

Third World nations, his reporting is fair,
and rarely welghted with cheerleading for
aspecific viewpoint.

Comparisons with the giant to the
south often lead Canadians to play down
or underestimate their achievements.
Smillie’s book is am important history,
which documents the all too easily over-
looked Canadian contributionsto the
people of nations less fortunate than our
own.

"POETRY

A Manual for Lying Down, by Richard
Lush, Wolsak & Wynn, 62 pages, $7.00
aper (ISBN 0 919897 0105).

By Tom Carpenier

RICHARD LUSH iS subtle; |ds metaphors
end similes disappear. |f this collection’
of his poetry is suceessful, it is largely
because he has created the illusion of pro-
viding no more thar araw book of lists.
Rather than describing what it isliketo
feel a certain way in a given Situation. he
simply puts his finger directly onto the ob-
jects and sounds Whose evocative power
IS the building material of moods. Cats.
woollen sweaters, and jam jars are impor-
tant for what they do to one and not for
what they represent. At hisbest Lush
creates poems that are rounded and com-
plete — poems that work like depth
charges, that are contrived to go off after
a short delay and in a way that is hard
to ignore.

For the most part these are poems
about the uneasiness of relationships, the
awkwardness of meetipgs and the nain of
departures, and individually they are
often very effective. Y et because the
collection begins with along unrelieved
succession of such poems the reader even-
tually risks becoming more worn than
illominated, If not for the timely inter-
jection of “Risk at the Parlour L ounge”
and “Not Photographing You at the
Metro Library” one would begin to
suspect that.Lush iS lacking an all-
important sense of irony. As the hook
progresses there is also agrowlng suspi-
cion that nothine worthwhile ever hap-
pens between the torturous beginnings of
a relationship and its painful conclusion
-that there Is nothing contained in rela-
tionships that could account for the pain
of losing them. Don't, for instance, men
ever talk with women?

Perhaps it is misgivings of this sort that
throw the poems of the fifth and final sec-
tion of the book into a higher relief. They
are recollections, bridges from past to
present. end precious vignettes. Here
Lush’s careful crr.ﬂ.hg works best, and
there is powerful clarity in poems like
““Chassidim at the Harrison Baths’ and
“Drowning in the Coral Sea.”

Although the final — title — poem is
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not strong enough to retrieve the reader
from all that has gone before, it does
make a gesture in the direction of affir-
mation, It reverberates back through the
previous sections in such e way that the
book can well repay a second reading. O

The Night the Dog Smiled. by John
Newlove, BCW Press, 80 pages, 59.00
paper (ISBN 0 920763 31 6).

By John Oughton

WHAT A PLEASURE to have a new collec-
tion from John Newlove. One of the |east
bombastic and most self-critical of our
established poets, he has aot been heard
from for a while — but all the strengths
of his earlier work inform this new
collection.

The dictionis till clipped and careful,
the perceptions brutally honest, yet there
are surprises here, too. There's rhyme in
some of the shorter pieces, flashes of
humour, even optimism, enda renewed
commitment t0 writing: “Bven in these
worn-out davs./worn-out terms,/once in
a while our poets/must/speak.” An
extraordinary serial poem, “White
Philharmonic Novels,” recalls and
recycles many earlier lines in the book.

There’s also ‘a disturbing prose poem
about a baby being sliced up into trans-
lucently thin sheets. With the didocation
of a dream. Newlove’s avoidance of any
normal reactions to such an act raises
some questions about what he is saying.
Newlove’s more oblique here than in his
poetry, where he |ets his worst-fears hang
out: “your only function is to die,” he
reminds himself.

A wider range of emotion than in his
earlier collections accompanies a sense of
renewal, Through the black humour of
life he still sees, and transmits, some light.
The intelligence Of this collection even
denies one of his own lines: “L 00Kk,
nobody gets wise writing.” El

Other Names for the Heart, by David
Wevill, Exile Editions, 136 pages; $11.95

peps (ISBN 0 920428 76 2).

By John Qugnion

oN THE BACK cover of this collection,
Bruce Meyer comments that 1966 marked
a turning point in CanLit: chief rivals for
the Governor General’s Award for poetry
that é/ear were Margaret Atwood and
David Wevill. Atwood's victory marked.
Meyer argues, the beginning of an era “in
which influences from abroad. especially
from British ard European poetry.
became markedly |ess noticeable.”

A traveller, born in Japan and educated
in England, Wevill has remained on the
outskirts of our Kiterature despite the
authority of his work. It is more cam-
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cerned with what iS human than what is
Canadian. But in our preoccupation with
writers who discuss (or try to creats)a
Canadiar identity, we bave overlooked
his more international sensibility, which
explores other mysteries. :

Wevill’s poetry is complex, often ellip-
tical, and increasingly focused on his own
consciousness; ““As One grows older one
becomes less clever and more per-
sondl. .., he quotes from his note-
book. After experimenting with form —
from his earlier work in long stanzas to
sonnets and the Spanish rincon — he has
settled into shorter lines and stanzas.
They cut more deeply than wide, with
what he calls “the energy/of the quiet,
the very still.”

There are tine poems here, incareful
yet charged language. that meditate on a
godless universe, on ancestral bonds with
the desert, on a& and death. Sometimes
Wevill |0ses the reader by becoming too
private or depending too much on
references to other sources (one poem
nods to Kawabata, Tolstoy, and Ponge).
But most of these poems reflect alyrical
ear and a rueful sense of the limits of the
lives we build (“Because | need light to
write this by, awhole landscape must die
to serve a coal mine. | could have waited
till daylight.') This is a worthy addition
to any poetry collection. O

- - ———— —

. . three inches from the rivets of en-
durance” — Choyce restores conscnance
and subtlety with single strong and sim-
ple phrases.

Choyce is aot & for everyone's
taste. He has fitted himself, somewhat
self-conscioudly, into the tradition that
runs from Whitman through the Beats to
the HipFia However. for those people
who still feel a dormant nostalgia for
simpler times, and Who look on the 1960s
and*70s as a sadly uncompleted project,
Choyce has a few gently ironic things to
say in this collection. He occasionally say's
them very well. O

o e R b dmeiad S e—

double-barrelled author) is inconsistent:
“Like the frames of one-way mirrors/ hut
from which who looks?’ Good question;
who asked? [J

Waiting for Saskatchewan, by Fred
Wah, Turnstone Press, 96 pages, 87.95
paper (ISBN 0 88801 096 6).

The Transparence of November Snow,
by Roo Borson and Kim Maltman,
Quarry Press, 68 pages, 88.95 paper
(ISBN 0 919627 30 7).

The Top of the Heart, by Lesley
Choyce, Thistledown Press, 64 pages,
88.95 paper (ISBN 0920633 13 7).

Ey Tom Carpenter

LESLEY CHOYCE bas a sympathetic eye.
He looks around, takes his stories where
he can find them, and then tells them
kindly. He enjoys the tiniest narratives
(“Making Contact,” “Fingerprint*) and,
because he avolds grand speculations, his
poems have a comfortable openness
about them. Choyee’s poems are not sym-
bolic or obviously allegorical. They are
descriptions of the commonplace within
which some small point of significance iS
highlighted.

The style of the poetry is smilarly on-
Bretenﬁous. In fact Choyce often goes

eyond simplicity and plays his
metaphors periloudly close to the edge of
naiveté, At times they are Ssmply over-
worked (*. . . the water tower/that fed
the same chlorinated flnid/to every
household in town™). Y et even though
severd of the poems will not stand or
their own, and even though there is the
occasional cliché, Choyce is not easily
dismissed. He manages to balance some-
where between impressive originality and
borrowed sentimentality by means of an
apparently deliberate lack of sophistica-
tion. Just when the reader has been
pushed to the edge of exasperation —

By John Qughion

THIS COLLECTION iS a puzzle: credited to
two poets who have individnally carried
off first prize for poetry in the CBC
Literary Competition and published half
a dozen titles. There are no aotes to indi-
cate whether each poem is a collabora-
tion, if facing poems are written in
response t0 each other. or whether each
poet contributed three of the six sections.

Here's aworthy project for an M.A.
thesis or a computer program that
analyses charactenstic lexical patterns.
Certainly Borson’s surprising metaphors
and depth of perception are evident in
Iines here, as are Maliman®s precision and
eschewal of poetic -machismo.
Presumably the two have a more than
literary relationship, or so the loving
back-cover photo would argue. But Ois
isn't acolleetion of lyrics by poets-in-love
aswas the fine No Longer Two People,
produced a few years ago by Pat Lane
and Lorna Uher/Crozier.

But. says the heckler, isn't it the postry
that matters7 True, although the authors’
approach neatly disarms such reviewing
functions as assigning praise or blame to
a particular euthor and estimating her or
his progress.

The themes here meditate on the land-
scape, nature, working people, living in
aworld where little iScertain. Often the
short poems are best (although the longer
“Trellis” and “ Sweet Basti” sing with
family tension rooted in the SOil reminis-
cent of the film Padre Padrone). An
example is “Night Train,” where there
are “no conceits, just the rails/like a heart
coming up fmm below/to silence my
own.” That sense of yielding to reality,
of listening rather than interpreting, is the
most consistent thing about this collec-
tion. TWO minor annoyances: the paper
is a glossy yet pebbled variety better suited
to greeting cards than poetry, and the
copy editing (perhaps overcome by the
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By Marc CHid
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IMMEDIACY OF PERCEPTION is the most
striking aspeet of Fred Wah's poetry. This
makes. however, for a challenging read.
But if one understands the dismissat of
standard grammar (replaced by a
rhythmical, musicat one) and if one reads
this poetry more slowlly and thoroughly
than usual. there are plenty of rewards.

Perhaps Wah's experiences with
language (his father was part Chinese,
and he studied linguistics) and music (ke
plays jazz trampet) best inform his poetry
and enable him to assemble poems shaped
by their emotional and intellectual con-
tent. Despite the difficulties this causes,
the clarity and complexity of Wah's
perceptions are realized. The reader need
never be lost.

The drive behind thebook becomes
clear as one reads on: Walling for Saskat-
chewan isa search. The poet is searching
for himsalf, his dead father, himself in his
dead father, and his dead father in
himself. Through this search, Wah creates

himself. He becomes the sum of his past
and present, his ineage and language:
You were part Chinese | fell them.

They look &t me. I'm pulling their leg.
So I'm Chinese too amd that’s why my

+ nameis Wagh.

They don’t really believe me. That's
0.k.

Whken you're not “pure*’ you just

make it up.

There is nothing tranqnil about Wah’s
memories Of his father. In the first two
sections of tbe book the father is referred
to in present tease. Heisalive and spotted
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frequently by his son, These occurrences
are distarbing. But they are part of “the
‘inging’ of a/life like an arrow.’” They are
part of making the past present.

The last two sections ot the book con-
tain vrose poems that are the result of the
search. These are easier {0 read, more
accessible. There is a feeling oOf resolution
that carries both grammatically and emo-
tiondly as the father is constantly refer-
red to'in the past tense. This half of the
book is less challenging, | €SS demanding,
but more fulfilling,

In Waiting for Saskatchewan there are
no lyrical passages, richin description.
The book is a successful, alive, and
significant attempt to *“. . . really gain
sight of/werd’s imprint to pose itself es
action on the world. . ..” R isaso the
achieved end of a man creating himself
through his work and his world. £

WORK & WORKERS

Tk Financinl Post Selects the 100 Best
Compauies {0 YWork fOr in Canada, by
Eva Innes, Robert L. Perry, and Jim
Lyon, Collins, 357 pages, 824.95 doth
assi 0 00 217643 2).

By Dona Sturmanis

SALES oF THIs book have been booming
sinceit hit the book stores, and no
wonder: it addresses the core of what
every unemployed and working Canadian
searching for greener_occupationd
pastures wants t0 know. Through exten-
sive interviewing and research, the
authors have pinpointed the country’s 100
top employers. Not only have they
surveyed foutine areas such as pay,
benefits, promotion, and job Security, but
they have also examined such concerns €S
JOD satisfaction, communications, and
personal  development.

After the recession of the early 1980s,
many Of the nation’s oomﬁanies_struggled
back to stability by changing their
business Strategies, putting harder pushes
on productivity and trimmipg their work-
force. This Of cOUrse meant Qetting the
most out of the remaining workers; énd
awhele NEW focus on motivating them.
The result has been an improvement in
working conditions in most cases,

All of the 100 companies here have per-
somnel programs rated from “good” to
tsexcellent.” |N Many Cases, salaries are
Poor, benefits dodgy, and opportunities

or promotion limited, but after inter-

views With 3,000 employees, the re-
searchers found it is the human factor
that counts Most.

companies from across the country
and every cormer Of industry are exam-
il\!/lwd closdly. lgtgsides discovering that

Kay COSMELicS purveyors really are
asar(nyqnvated as 60 M[?nute?lwom dﬂlﬁave
us believe, that Toyota warkers realy do ~
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New from Bﬁe}\ﬁeﬂdm@@ﬂ;\s
Permanent Parisians

An illustrated guide to the cemeteries of Paris
by Judi Culbertson and Tom Randalf
foreword by George Plimpton

From Chopin to Jim Morrison, Paris has a
fascinating collection of permanent residents.

5 x 9. 244 pages, 12 maps. 75 photographs.
$24.95 softcover

*The Male Stress Syndrome

How to recognize and live with it.
by Georgia Witkin-Lanoil

Find out why stress is more often fatal to males.
and what can be done to contain the effects of
stress.

5% x 8%, 256 pages. $23.95 cloth

Museum rieces
by Elizabeth Tallent

“Mrs. Tallent has created a lyrical. resonant
novel.” of family life. — New York Times

5% x 8%. 248 pageS12.95 softcover

lease Send me the new 85/86 CPPA
catalogue. | enclose mg cheque for
§2 t0 cover postage and handling.

he new 85/86 Canadian |

Periodical Publishers' |
Association catalogue is

the one source thar describes

206 of the latest and best

Canadian magazines. ANE

There's animeredibly wide
variety of topics. points of view

and Special interests,

They're al yours to choose
from when you get our current
catalogue with itS easy to use
‘detachable order form.

|

today and for just $2 (to cover
postage and handli Qgt)' we'll
send YOU our new Calaogue.

anad 2 Stewart Street,
e Toronto, ONtario
Assocatlon] M5V TH6

|

I

och |
Fill in the attached coupon |
I
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feel the team spirit dramatized in their
television commercials, and that
employees of Telestat Canada, operators
of a satellite-based telecommumications
system, **get high® when a new spacecraft
is launched, readers will learn What they
reallg should look for when applying for
ajob.

No doubt. thousands of people across
Canada will be flooding the offices of
these 100 firms with resumés. The real
value of this book. however, isthat it is
an excellent preview of what it's like to
work for good companies in varied in-
dustries in the '80s. O

REVIEW
Warming
the bench

By Charles Campbalf

Judges, by Jack Batten, Macmillan
272 pages, $24.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7715
9129 0).

JACR BATTEN'S |atest paean to the legal
biz is an anecdotal collection about our
judges. Like its predecessors, Lawyers, | n
Court, and Robinette, it islong on glit-
ter and gossip and probably easy enough
for a clear-headed 13-year-old, but
decidedly short on insight” and critical
perspective. It is a good book en which
to practise speed reading.

First, to give Batten hisdue, that
I13-year-olds could understand this coliec-
tion of courtroom war stories is a
supreme compliment to his ability to con-
dense and simplify dozens Of complex
legal battles to pithy and straightforward
“issues.” Thereisa’ impressive mastery
of the sut?ect matter here.. But Batten's
portrait of our judiciary is disturbingly
awe-stricken. One wonders if he could
have written the book if e had been for-
bidden to use the words “brilliant.”
“wise” “ingightful,” and “dedicated.”
Chapter bh/ chapter he davishly
tegurgitates the stories told bim by tbe
high and mighty in their private interviews
before and after court.

There are no bad judges according to

this a-t save the long-departed, rigid, -

cranky, aleoholic — even impotent —
progenitors of the early, early days in the
Supreme Court of Canada, and these old
fellows are there strictly as foils for the
dedicated, brilliant, wise, and overwork-
ed current office-holders. The worst thing
said of the living iS that Judge Dnieper,
in Toronto's Old City Hall Provincial
Court. Is a “loose cannon,” and that Mr.
Justice Davie Fulton in British Columbia
is a reformed alcoholic, albeit heroic,
brilliant, wise, insightful, etc.

It is. admittedly; bard to criticize liv-

ing judges by name. The Court retains in.
timidating powers to jail those found in
contempt for “bringing the administra-
tion of justiceinto disrepute.” The
Judicial Council. which is charged with
disciplining bad judges, conducts itsaf-
fairs in extreme secrecy. But Batten makes
no effort to be critical.

Furthermore, Basten is shy. even when
it comes to labelling judges liberal, con-
servative, progressive, federalist. or
provincial-rights-types. Only the chapter
on the Supreme Court of Canada speaks
in such language -and then only vagune-
ly. Various judges in the book admit
political connections when they talk about
their appointments, but this is net
developed, even though Batten inter-
viewed Ed Ratushney, now an Ottawa
law professor, who for years advised the
federal government on its sdection of
judges.

The Charter of Rights has given our
judges important new political powers,
and divided the bench into efvil-
Iibertarian ' interventionists Mid conser-
vatives who back the burealicracy against
the complaints of citizens. But for Bat-
ten, there are only war stories of in-
dividual cases and wise decisions rendered
after Olympian deliberation with no taint
of J)olitlcal perspective. No doubt many
juages believe their task is *‘above
politics.” Other judges “my know better,
‘but wish to preserve the fiction. It is, after
all, an important soutce of their power.
But Batten's book is woefully inadequate
for perpetuating this mythology.

Judges tells us a great deal about what
judges think about their judging, a lot on
the opinions of their sycophants, and
nothing about how the system really
works. How could anyone write a chapter
about the judges and not discuss their
alleged tendency to believe the police of-
f- above all others? From the smartest
criminal practitioner to the dumbest low-

life, that' sall anyone talks about in the
corridors of the court house. If Batten
had his ear to the ground, rather than his
head in the clouds. he would have pick-
ed up what ought to have been his major
theme -what are the real operative day-
to-day assumptions, the biases if you will,
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of the working judge? Do cops ever lie?
Should mothers work? Not that these
questions are easy to answer, but Jack
Batten doesn't give us any clues they even
exist, []

Poetic
licence

By Patricia Motley

Sir Charles God Damn: The Life of Sir
Charles G.D. Roberts, by John Coldwell
Adams, University of Toronto Press,
illustrated. 235 pages, $24.95 cloth (ISBN

08020 2595 1).
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THE ONLY inflammatory portion of John
Coldwell Adams's portrait of “the father
of Canadian literature’” is the title.
Adams, head librarian of Forest Hill Col-
legiate Institute in Toronto, has given us
asolid, workmanlikepieture of Roberts
that is fair, kindly and cauntious.

Along with Roberts’s newlv launched
reputation as a womanizer, the startling
title should selt a few copies. It was used
as a jocular expression among editars and
friends in Roberts's time to keep hisin-
itials straight. (He had been christened
Charles after two uncles, George after
both grandfathers, and Dounglas after his
father’s parish, where hewas born.)

Adams is Roberts's second biographer.
The first, Elsie Pomeroy, was a spinster
teacher some 25 years younger than
Raoberts. Pomeroy greatly admired
Roberts and per haps hoped to marry him.
Adamsmet her in 1960 and was struck
by all the things that she had left unsaid.
He calls her biography a valuable source
of first-hand information: “A very engag-
ing figure emerges from its pages, one
that I believe to be true ta life. but net
the whole truth.”

Any biographer who aspires t0 convey
“the whole truth” is a brave if not quix-
otic figure. Adams writes that his aim has
been *to present all the available facts in
their proper context and |t them Speak
for themselves.” The goal is admirable if
a trifle naive, Facts rarely Speak far them-
selves, and the personalities who present
them-to us should not be ignored.
Arrangement and selection Of facts are
also powerful editorial tools. This
granted, | hasten to observe that Adams's
look at Sir Charles seems balanced and,
on the whole, sympathetic.

Roberts's tangle of romantic affairs
might easly have met with hersher treat-
ment. He married young (far too young,
in Adams's view), when he was not quite
21. His wife, May Fenety, was not an in-
tellectual and car ed nothing for poetry.
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The two were grossly incompatible. After
15 f'ears and four children, Roberts began
to live by himself in New York. For the
next 35 years, until May's death in 1930,
the two kept up the charade of a tem-
porary Separation rather than aperma-
neat Split. May looked after the children
in Fredericton ON pitifully small amounts
of money, sent irregularly, while Roberts
lived abroad as a fredance writer. His
numerous affaits With other women had
begun long before their first separation.

Roberts’s letters tO hiS cousin, Bliss
Carman, document hiS many infatua-
tions. Adams records the faults on both
Sides of the marriage, and provides some
relatively gentle criticism Of Roberts. The
poet rapidly became addicted to living on
his own in cities that were more exciting
than Fredericton. Perhaps his greatest
weakness lay in his inability to face Pam-
ful human confrontations. His son Lloyd
describes him as a ““strong, weak, lovable,
remarkable characier!”” Adams sees him
aSa Ceeply lonely man.

The biography methodically traces
Roberts's life (18604943) from New’
Brunswick’s Tantramar marshes (cele-
brated in his most famous poem) aad his
collegiate training in Fredericton under
George Parkin through his long and
fascinating career. Adams emphasizes the
strong Nationalism that formed a signifi-
cant part Of Robertas persondity, and
the influence that his work had ea other
Canadian writers of the late 19th century,
such as Archibald Lampman, Carman,
and Duncan Campbell Scott. Roberts was
an inspired teacher, and many of his
students aso attributed thelr literary sue-
cess {0 his inspiration.

Although poetry was Roberts's first
love, Ne earned a;ivg by prose. He told
Parkin that he lived for poetry and by
prose. Animal stories earned alarge part
of bis income. Adams admires these
stories, and subscribes to the currently
fashionable view that Roberts's stories are
“more realitic’ and SOmehow “better”
than those of Ernest Thompson Seton.
Yet Adams acknowledges that the two
vriters appeared concurrently, and that
Seton was “the MOSt successful nature
writer of all time.” .

The atack by the young radicals of
Montreal, modernist POetS Le0 Kennedy,
Frank Scott, and’ Arthur Smith, Is
handled vrith insight and dispassion. Since
Roberts vas still living angas’illll writing,
they made him the focus of their attack
on the so-called Confederation pOets.
None of the young radicals had any red
knowledge of the work they chose to

pillery. )

_Agams is obvioudy well acquainted
with Roberts's writing. He concludes that
although early acclaim for Roberts' s work
may have been undiseriminating, he had
become vastly underrated by the middle

of thii century. Adams calls him
“Canada’s first |mportant man of letters
in the post-Confederation period.” Sum-
marizing critical views, the bi rapher
credits Roberts with at least 100 *ac-
complished and satisfying” poems, and
the same number Of animal stories “une-
qualled N their genre.” o
Adams writes with intelligence, insight,
and a dry wit. The biography includes
several dozen , black-awl-white photo-
graphs, and a particularly well-organized
index. [

Beiween
the lines

By David Lathram

The Collected Poems of Sir Charles
G.D. Roberts. edited by Desmond Pacey,
Wombat_Press, 672 pages, $49.50 cloth

{ISBN 0 9890828 3 5).

wHEN 1 FirsT heard about this eritical
edition of Roberts's poetry nearly 10
years ago, | telephoned MsGraw-Hill
Ryerson {0 learn more about it. Eventual-
Iy | was told that, yes indeed. they did
have such a manuseript, that it went on
For some 1,800 pages, ﬁa]f of which were
textual notes. McCraw-Hill Was interested
in publishing the poetry, for which it
figured there would be a market, but
those hundreds of pages of notes would
merely make the book cumbersome.
~Here was an opportunity to publish the
first critical edition of a Canadian
author’s work. Why would its publisher
want to shelve it?'|ts editor, Desmond
Pacey, had signed a contract with Ryer-/
son Press; but now both Pacey and the
P]re$ had died. Professor Graham Adams
ad completed Pacey’s edition. but
MecGraw-Hill had taken over Ryerson. A
landmark in the study of Canadian
literature was now threatened by the
market strategists of a branch plant.
Anyone pondering the free trade debate
should consider how this important work
of scholarship, so long left in limbo by
a multingtional Goliath, has been not on-
ly rescued but so handsomely produced
By the Wombat Press of Wolfville, N.S.
The Collected Poems of Sir Charles
G.D. Roberts begins With Fred Cogswell’s
introduction, a convenient classification
of the poetry into the 15 genres Roberts
practised. Cogswell argues that such
technical facility made Roberts precisely
the poet our Victorian culture needed: he
gave the new Dominion dignity by ex-
pressing “the thought and feeling Of the
Canﬁa of his day in forms that Cana-
dians had been taught from infancy to
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post-Franco Spain, this book
describes one of the most
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Emily Murphy: Rebel
Cihiristine Mander

This fascinating biography
of Cunadu’s finst female
magistrate provides unusual
insight into her private and
public life. She is famous
for her ruling that a woman
is 2 person and ux such
has the rights of a person.
Illus. 6 x 9. 192 pp.

ISBN 0-88924-173-2.
Biography
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Auntie’s Knitting a Baby, Lois Simmie
is back with more hun-filled poems for kids of all ages.
And once again, Anne Simmie’s fomciiul cmd
enchonting drawings complement the imagincative
poems, This nevr collection of 53 poems and drawings
displays Lois Simmie’s unique ability for reaching into
a child's world and, with wonderful word
carrangements, distilling the fun, imagination, cand
sponicmeity of young people vrith lots on their minds.

$8.95 paperback
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» © A vivid account of the
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lifein Guatemala,
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revere and respect.” (Cogswell speaks of
the public man of letters, not of the
philanderer who could surprise a host
after a reading by requesting a woman for
the night). , ,

Following the introduction, the poems
are printed in the order of their composi-
tion. Of the 384 poems, 36 were publish-
ed previously only in periodicals, while
four are published here for the first time.
The text for each poem is the last publica
tion overseen by the author, en the prin-
ciple that it represents the author’s final
intention. The nctes to the poems are
printed asan appendix that comprises the
last half Of the book. Each entry begins
with a brief history of the poem’s publica-
tion, including early periodicals and Jater
anthologies. Next follows a record Of the
varjant printings of each teat, ranging
from errors in punctuation to revisions of
words and stanzas. The entry ends with
aglossary of explanations of unfemiliar
references and allusions.

It iS common for critical editions of
Boetry to be arranged chronologically,

ut the decision to do so can be con-
troversial. The chronologicel order is
meant to reveal the growth of the poet's
mind, and it is fascinating to follow the
growth of Fredericton’s precocious
teenager, who would publish his first
book at the age of 20. But to follow the
growth of his adult mind, we would re-
quire some indication of the fiction be
was composi ng (prolifically) at the same
time asthe poetry. Moreover, what we
|ose through this chronological approach
is a sense of the poet’s ultimate inteption:
his ordering of the poems in a sequence
as a poblished volume of poetry. To con-
sider, then, whether a poem might func-
tion as a shift in mood or acounterpoint
in an argument, we need to consult the
original editions.

Another important decision has to do

with the notation Of variants: whether to
distinguish between aceidentals (typos or
punctuation changed to conform to the
publisher’s house rules) and substantives
{the author's intentiona] revisions). That
Pacey chose tO inciude all accidentals
means that he should have designated his
work as a varicrum rather than acritical
edition. The glossary notes to “Orion”
and to **Ave (An Ode for the She&y
Centenari/))” provide useful critical com-
mentary, bat the notes for “Launcelot
and the Four Queens’’ are more typical:
rather than identify separately who
Launcelot and Guinevere are, a critical
edition should give a preliminary note
about the Arthurian myth and how
Roberts adapts it. The bulk of the notes
are devoted to variant punctuation (ino-
cluding curiously the variants from a 1937
issue of the Saint John Telegraph Jour-
nal, which reveal no authorial intention
but rather the haste of the compositors
of a dally newspaper).

Not until the later poems, for which
there are manuscripts, do the variants
serve as meaningful demonstrations of the
poet’s creative process. The revisions of
““The Yeeberg,” for example, reveal an in-
teresting pattern. Images associated with
the berg are madeless concrete inorder
to emphasize the berg &3 an immeasurably
massive force. Conversdly, the *“timid*’
ptarmigan iS revised to become **fleet-
winged” and the “drifting” fox becomes
**backward glancing” as Roberts con-
trasts thé particular details of other forms
of nature with the abstract volume of the
berg.

Its other revisions demonstrate the
mature artist’s restraint. The original
“writhing coils of mist” may read more

' powerfelly than the revised “treacherous
swaths of fog” but the Serpentine image
of the former might mislead one to ex-
pect a heroic conflict between a white

godly berg and a dark demonic fog. A
questionable revision occurs near the end
of the poem, where the change in the berg
from *shrunken®’ to '*fallen’” and from
“then’” to ““last’® emphasizes the tragic
pattern of life. But the revision of the very
last lines shifts from the dissolution of the
berg to the baptismal transformation of
its soul, These Yines that follow the alleg-
ed “last” stage “then™ shift from deat

to rebirth, fmm dissolution to onion:

Lost | become

A little gleaming globe of cold

That slid end sparkled on the slow-pulsed
swell,

And then . ..

Dissolved in ecstasy

Of many coloured light,

I breathed up my soul inlo the gir

And merged forever in the all.solvent sea.

The exploration of such questions
about Roberts’s creative process will be
encouraged by this edition. which brings
toEethsr for the first time the varianty Of
a Canadian anthor’s work. It should aso
encourage further pursuit of the
chronology of some of Roberts's com-
positions ~ for instance, Some of his
patriotic verses alleged to bave been com-
posed early in 1885. | suspect the
¢ Tanuary, 1885" date on a private prin-
ting of the poem “Canada’ may have
been a printer’'s common year-end
misprint Tor “January. 1886." Editions
like Pacay’s make possible such quibbles,
from which serious scholarship may even-
tually emerge. | Wwas worried when |
found a whole line omitted from
Raoberts' s most famous poem, “ Tan-
tramar Revisited.” but after finding on-
4 one other typo (*smells™ for *‘smell”
in '*In the Barn-Y ard’ s Southerly Cor-
ner'”), | am confident that this variorum
will encourage further studies of
Roberts's craft. It is fitting that the man
who lent such dignity to
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Hterature should be the first to receive a
dignified edition of bis work. The enor-
mity of the task Of properly editing his
prose may mean that we will wait many
moredecades for a prose companion to
The Collecied Poems. U
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Suiter little
children

By Bronvryn Drainie

Time of Their Lives: The Dionne
Tragedy, by John Nihmey and Stuart
Foxman, Nivs Publishing (Macmillan),
224 pages, 819.95 cloth (ISBN 0 921043
00 ?n.

THE SUBTITLE Says it all, Fifty years aftér
the events described in this novel, the
authors say, it's time for Canadians t0
look at the dark side of tbe Dionne
phenomenon. time to count the incredi-
ble buman cost. Pierre Berton has
aready softened up this ground with his
factual account. The Dionne Years,
which appeared in 1977, but Nihmey
and Foxman obvioudy felt them was
more of a story to be told: the hapless
victimization of the entire Dionne
family, Why it is written in fictional form
is not clear — perhaps it is because the
central figure, father Oliva Dionne, who
died in 1979, could not be interviewed.
From the vantage-point of the
mid-1930s. tbe Dionne Story seems
unbelievable. A French-Canadian farm
woman in & tiny rural community near
North Bay, Out., gives birth to five iden-
tical live baby girls. Miraculoudly they
all survive. The local doctor. Allan Roy
Dafoe. is cdled in by the midwives
because of the extraordinary cir-
cumstances. and doesn't leave for eight
years. Citing tbe need for strict hygiene,
he isolates the babies fmm the rest of the
fami;?/, and even thongh the quintuplets
develop very quickly into norma
healthy infants, Defoe manages to con-
vince the Ontario government to build
bim a hospital to house tbe little girls.
The parents’ protests against this hi-
jacking of their daughters fll on entiredly
deaf ears. Dr. Defoe, Ontario premier
Mitch Hepburn, and the world press
quickly cast Oliva and Elzire Dionne in
the role of wicked step-parents: ig-
norant, dirty, greedy. and French.
Dafoe gets a Nobel Prize nomination
and becomes the toast of New York
society, while tbe Dionnes Sit helplessly
in their farmhouse, watching the world
beatapathtothe ® ‘hospital” across the
read, where their daughters are pot on
display every day like caged animals.

For eight years, Oliva Dionne fights a
hopeless battle for his children. Even-
tually It IS 2 historical shift that leads to
the reunification of the family. The
adorable Dionne Quintuplets, such a
spark oOf light. and hope during_tbe
darkest days of the Depression, become
asilly and irrelevant freak show once the
Second World War begins. and are
molly returned to their grieving parents.

The novel stops et this point, but the
reader can fill in tbe rest of the story.
Knowing what we now know about in-
fant bonding, and about the uneasy
clash of French and Anglo cultures, we
can glimpse the bottomless unhappiness
of tbe Dionne household. The other
seven children resent their pampered.
famous Sisters, and the girls themselves
are totally unprepared for the abrupt
end to their fairy-tale existence. All five
leave home at 18, three have failed mar-
riages, two die young, the surviving
three live as recluses in Montreal and
have not been home to see their mother
since the father’s death. ]

One new element that Nihmey and
Foxman have added to the story IS the
character of Mort Fellman, a cub
reporter on the North Bay Nugget who
broke the news of the quintuplets’ biih
tO an astonished world. The Dionnes
became pert of his regular beat for
years, and he was es responsible es
anyone for creating tbc myth of kindly
Doc Dafoe and the brutish parents
across the mad. But unlike many jour-
nalists, Fellman finally stopped believing
his own copy, opened his eyes, and
began documenting the reality of the
Dionne tragedy. Clearly he was an im-
portent source of information to the
novelists.

This book has aring of truth about it,
in spite of awkward writine at times and
some clumsy attempts -ai amateur
psychoanalysis, especially of Dr. Dafoe.
Revisionist history like this, whether fac-
tual or fictional. serves a purpose
beyond setti nthhe record straight. It can
be ayardstick of our ethical develop-

ment. To the extent that we feel shock
and revulsion at such cavalier treatment
of human lives, to that same extent have
we inched along tbe mad to civilization
in the pest 50 years, O

a2 Books In Canada, August/Soptembar, 1986

[(REVIEW

Advice and
dissent

By Naithevr Behrens

Turning the Tide: The U.S. end Latin
America, by Noam Chomsky, Black Rose
Books, 298 pages. $29.95 dotb {ISBN 0
920857 78 0) and $14.95 paper (ISBN 0
920057 76 4).

EVERY FEW YEARS there emerges a
definitive text that adds to our under-
standing of one of tbe world's most
volatile hot spots, Central America
Barlier in this decade such works were
Walter LaFeber’s | nevitable Revolutions
and Penny Lernoux's Cry Of t he  Pesple.
Now Noam Chomsky, a noted linguist
and socia critic, has written a study that
deserves Special attention es abigh-water
mark in this field.

For two decades, Chomsky has been
among the most outspoken members Of
the U.S. academic community, and his
works have stitred debate, condemnation,
end suppression (his Economy of Human
Rights, written with Edward S. Herman,
was dropped by the original publisher for
‘“ympatiotic® content). His relentless
search for truth in an age of complex
myths ranging from the creation of the
cold war t0 the legitimacy of democracy
in Israel places Chomsky in the decided
position of intellectual dissident.

His Iatest work is no exception. Though
histone is one of anger, Chomsky pm-
duces firmly based and well-documented
judgements. Far from randomly soap-
boxing, he carefully examines NUMerous
facets of bidden history, never taught (or
even hinted et, for that matter) in U.S.
schools. Chomsky’s research shows that
current policy in Central America is
nothing new for the U.S,; rather, the air
war in El Salvador and the genocidal
counter-insurgency ~ program in
Guatemsla have precedents in earlier U.S,
actions, fmm the destruction of native
cultures and peoples at home to the brutal
subjugation and slaughter of hundreds of
thousands in the Philippines; Greece,
Vietnam, Chile, and dozens of other
nations that were perceived victims of the
red menace.

Given the current political atmosphere
intbc U.S. and tke silence of the main-
stream media, such ideas are not widely
aired. In examining U.S. policy, Chom-
SKy expresses various thoughts that to
most are downrjght shocking: the recruit-
ment of Nazis after the Second World
War and the promise of clemency in
return for anti-Soviet allegiances, [Sragl’s
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role in supplying napalm and armaments

to Third World dictatorships, and the fact
that the conservative “‘trend” in the U.S.
is more a product of public relations than
a reality.

A central part of Chomsky’s work is
the examination of the misuse of language
by officialdom. Through careful analysis,
he shows us the brazen manner in which
the Reagan administration flouts facts,
truth, and logic, and distorts concepts like
freedom and “improvements’* in human
rights.

The first reaction of many reading this
boolk will be anger, both at how little we
are informed and at the extent of destruc-
tion and misery inflicted in Central
America, whick now ranks with — if it
doss not surpass — what was wrought in
Southeast Asia.

Little spaca is given here to the problem
of how we can turn back escalation; the
number of possible solutions merits
another bool: — this at a time when most
veterans of the anfi-Vietnam War move-
ment are just getting around to evalua-
tions of the tactics used fhen. Chomsky
doss note, however, that education is a
Ley, and with this valuable resource, a
conclusive and up-to-date survey of the
regional war, he has produced a first step.
For the previously uninformed reader,
here is an opportunify to step in on the
ground floor. O
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Hot blood and
hovering siones

By Goorgo Elflott Clarle

"
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Clounds Flylop Before the Eye, by
Harry Thurston, Fiddlehead Poetry
Books, 76 pages, $7.95 paper (ISBN 0
06492 0152 )

T/hen ke Stones Fiy Up, by Dale
Zieroth, House of Anansi, 95 pages,

$3.95 paper (ISBN 0 88784 145 7).

THESE POETY COLLECTIONS share con-
cerns with family, memory, and dreams,
rural subjects, and the morpheme *fly*
in their respective titles. Yet, whereas
Harry Thurston is earthbound, Dale
Zieroth ascends.

Thurston promulgates a sort of rural
zen in 46 poems that deal with family,
nature, art, and artists. This spirit in-
fuses the book's thres sections. The
first, “Clouds Flying Before the Eye,”
opzns with “Mooring,” a slim, imagistic
pocm that paints a moon-haunted,
mecmory-illuminated, Henri Rousseau-
like landeccape:

T2 Haute levitates

T2 sandsione 1o0on

) e e g - mimremrs |t omm e ) ym—— e

ascends amidst

a cat’s cradile of hills . .

we descend

the switchback read
to the sea
gearing down

mooring memory

Thurston’s most effective poems arise
from his direct examination of nature,
from his — in zen terms — ‘‘direct
pointing to reality.”” Another example is
*Bulbs,”” about the links between
generations: “’A man plants his seed and
withers himself/Not a bulb. It resurrects
perennially/a vegetable Lazarus."”

Thurston's eye for nature generates
such sensuous lines as ““August hears the
hum of its own hot blood./Crickets rub
their legs together with incendiary pas-
sion,”’ and spawns the forceful poems of
the last section, ‘'Bush Notes.”” Here,
the gospel according to Harrowsmith —
a vision of the saving grace of rural life
— regeives its best expression. For in-
stance, Thurston asserts that in flowers’
bright petals “‘lies a strategy/to survive
winter/that lasts an age’ (“‘The View
From Bemmett Hill*"). Never mind
humankind’s wars.

““The Stammerer’s Soliloquy,” a
boisterous dramatic monologue, is —
surprisingly — Thurston’s most ar-
resting poem. This rugged lyric shotgun
weds Alden Nowlan’s rhythms and
Milton Acorn’s diction to produce true,
Maritime language:

There are times I can’t even understand

myself for this demn stammering.

It is only here In this tarred shack

I can say something siralght out

like I hear in my kead. . . .

Unfortunately, the brilliance of such
good poems is obscured by those tarred
by ecither insufficient editing or
pedestrian depictions of human relation-
ships or both. The former results in such
base coinages as “bleary eyes,’”” *“‘rue in
their quiet hearts,*” such prattle as *“Fish
head/hen fish,” and such excremental
images as “'[ike a pull defecating.” (The
cumnulative effect of these inventions is
that of ragged patches sewn on a lamé
gown.) The latter results in hackneyed
situations (best illustrated by Thurston’s
attempt, in “The Habits of Bears,” to
play Goldilocks to Nowlan's bear).

Yet, Thurston's pointillist exactness
with nature imagery makes Clouds
worthwhile. A native Nova Scotian and
former editor of Germination magazine,
Thurston breaks no new ground — but
he does not need to. The present soil is
rich enough; he must merely clear the
weeds.

Zieroth’s three-sectioned collection of
51 poems focuses oe contemporary West
Coast life, the poet’s prairie roots, and
his immigrant-settler heritage. In the
first section’s title poem, “House in the
Night,” a dream blurs distinctions be-
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tween past and present, indoors and out:

Here the birds come baldly

{0 our windows as if inside

they still can glimpse the old

brambles and #he displaced nesis.

In “Father and Child,” the speaker
discovers **He has sunk himself month
by month/down into this child,” and in
the adjacent poem. “Digging,” he real-
izes that stones Wait *“their turns to be
taken up and held, and dropped and
held again.” In both cases, dreams
squeeze past, present. and future into
one moment.

[N ““When the Stones Fly Up,” the se-
cond section, Zierotb explores his child-
hood's landscape and introducer its
folk. Here, longing is restriction, having
is freedom. A semsuous instance of long-
ing occurs in the dramatic monologue,
1956: the school teacher falls in love.”
The teacher dreams of a schoolboy.
*“how he would manage my breasts.”
but states, *'I am afrad of lovein this
country.”

Another dramatic monologue, "1956:
The old L utheran pastor,” deseribes the
freedom of having. The minister, peer-
ing “toward the graves with their bright
willows/dancing,” notes, in a beatific
vision, that “ beyond us — [0ok ~~ the
land shimmers.”

Like Thurston, Zieroth observes
nature with a fierce fidelity. “The
Field" and “‘Harvest pOSSeSsS such grit
that one can feel the hot sun or finger
the rough grain. Yet surrealism informs
“When the stones Ply Up”: “the stones
fly up fmm their fields,/they hover in
the sky, they break open.”

Thelast section, “ The Boat,” deals
prominently with ancestry. Two long
narratives, *The boat” and “Elizabeth/
Matriarch” command particular atten-
tion. “The boat” records an ancestral
voyage from Europe (“dark as a cow-
shed”) to Canada. a journey undertaken
by millions but by principally *two pep-
ple.....clinging to each other/and to the
dream approaching.” The volume's
final poem, *“Elizabeth/Matriarch,” iS
also its best, and celebrates the origin of
the first settlers and the poet’s recogni-
tion from them

that the world had not changed

and changed, and that it gripped them

ard called itself war

and that the name of the war

changed and did not change

and vhat is beyond the horizon

cannot be controlled.

Such biblical language echoes Eliot’'s
Four Quartets, However, Eliot provides
mere backing vocals: the lead voice
belongs — as always — to Zierotb.
Throughout his book his diction remains
wheat-supple, his images, scythe-plain.
His verbs astound with their homely
appropriateness.

‘What finally makes his poetry so ex-
hilarating i s Zieroth’s understated belief
that matter and events are one. One
awaits this gifted poet’s fourth volume
with great impatience, O
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Matter
over ming

By Meagan Dalsy
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Melanie Idein: Her Work and Her
World, by Phyllis Grosskurth,
McClelland & Stewart, 515 pages, $35.00
cloth (ISBN 0 7710 3838 8).

PHYLLIS GROSSKURTH Stumbled wpon this
project in 1980. During & particularly
frustrating period of researching material
for alife of Marie Bonaparte, she hap-
pened to read Melanie Kiein’s Envy and
Gratitude. She decided to abandon Bona-
parte and lannch an investigation of
Klein. The result is an engaging and
meticulously thorough biography of a
Ieadl\R/g Ewchoanal st, Melanie Klein:
Her Work and Her World.

Grosskurth sets the scene in psycho-
analytic style with an examination. of
Klein's childhood relationships. Her
father, who was 50 when she was born,
was never very interested in her. openly
preferring another daughter. Melanie
nevertheless admired him and longed for
his approval; she decided early in life that
she too would he a doctor. Grosskurth
cals Klein's own description of her
mother, written as an adult, idealized and
sentimental. Letters from mother to
daughter, reproduced here, reved a
manipulative and self-centred matriarch,
Klein's favourite was her older brother
Emanuel, and Grosskurih suggests that
then may have been a conscious in-
cestuous atraction between the two.

In her psycheapalytic work, Klein
made many novel contributions.- Her
theories on enyy and the comolex rela-
tionship between mother and daughter
were original and disturbing. Similarly,
her views on the death instinct and the
role of impulses of hate in the formation
of the superego made her a controversial
figure, She also pioneered the practice of
analysing children, pushing back the fron-
tiers of psychoanalytic discourse with a
bold exploration of the child's sub-
conscious and the inevitably sengtive do-
main of children’s ‘sexuality.

Not surprisingly, many of her pro-
posals were met with reserve, t0 Say the
least. The idea of analysing children was
in itsdlf offensve to some, who believed
that children are too suggestible and too
immature to deal with the frightening sex-
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ual and destructive impulses pvscho-
analysis assumes them to have,

Y et many of her ideas took hold and
she and her followers became a “schoal.”
As such, the Xleinians were soon embroil-
edina feud with the Freudians. Gross-
kurth enthusiastically depicts the various
levels on which this battle unfolded and
the intengity with which it was fought. As
she points out, it was more than a matter
of concepts; it was clearly also a matter
of persona antagonisms, and beyord that
“it was more deeply Seated in the sense
of anxiety and fear about what [Klein"s]
ideas would do.”

Grosskurth admits to a strong identi-
fication of hersdlf with Klein; she found
many parallels between het subject’s life
and her own. Occasionally the book
reflects, a little too obviously, this
spiritual bond, and it is at these times that
one might question the accuracy of Gross-
kurth’s presentation. There isno doubt,
however, that she isan expert at recon-
struction, painstakingly weaving together
personal correspondence, tidbits from
interviews, and other fragments of historv
to create @ comprehensive and coherent
narrative, Although biographies by their
nature cap tend to magnify the relative
importance of a person’s actions and con-
tributions, it iSalso clear that Klein was
a powerful influence on 20th-century

psychoEa_lysis. a
REVIEW

Troubled
waters
By latthevr Behrens

Floodshoek: The Drowning of Planet
Earth, by Antony Milne, Alan Sutton
Publishing, 176 pages, 823.95 cloth (ISBN

088299 270 2).

The Lae, Greal Lakes: An Environ-
mental History, by William Ashworth,
Collins, 274 pages, $24.95 cloth (ISBN O
00 217684 3).

THESE TWO BOOKS explore topics Of great
concern: pol|ution, aberrations of nature,
and changing patterns in the global
eco-systenm.

Milne’s treatment of floods is a self-
important doomsday book, designed
apparently with secondary-school
students in mind, complete withobliga-
tory exclamation marks and solemn warn-
ings about rising waters: “\We must
ensure we do not ignore them.” He also
makes SOMe highly careless socio-pelitical
judgements, claimed Third World
residents “make things worse for
themsdlves’ by living in flimsy homes —
as if most of them had a choice.

J


http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Phylis+Grosskurth
http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Antony+Milne
http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=William+Ashworth

Though he eventually gets around to
suggesting that the increase in violent
weather might De atiributable tO our
tinkering With geography and ecology,
Milne fails to integrate this important
thess into the body of his work. Rather,
he isolates the topic and contimes point-
INg out “*disturbing®’ trends Without
elaborating.

Such @ history would havebeen more

tions appear about increasingly toxic
substances in our Water, Ashworth’s ac-
count Of our continued destruction of the
largest body of fresh water in the world
is timely indeed.

stories of environmental disasters can
easly be boring and witless, yet this
unassuming work is amost humorous in
an absurd fashion. Ashwerth mixes his
objective history with his persona

portunities and insane decisions that have
gotten us to this point of ecological erisis.

Ashworth’s fine sense Of the intercon-
nectedness of |ife and events — missing
in Milne ~ gives his book a coherence
and flow tﬂat alow the previously
uninitiated reader to follow along. His
logical presentation, combined with a
wealth Of information and insight, make
this an important contribution to the

successful had it been given the treatment

the Great L akes receive in William Ash-

worth's frightening /€t highly readable
wh

diminishing and unfortunately unheeded
body of environmental studies. In an age
when most people are t0O disillusioned
and despairing to tum things around, bere
is someone still willing to try. [0

journeys through the region and, far from
setﬁngeﬁ maelf aboveﬁﬁe reader and die-
tating (as SO Many self-important scien-
tific Writers do), he allows US to join him

book, required o for anyone Who
i in passionate condemnation of missed op-

drinl:s water. At a time

en daly revela

Double vision

Sat in different eras, one nove finds
happlness in social convention while another
portrays society as throttling mankind

By Douglas Glover

LI-JANNA WHYTE'S Economic Sex
&Coach House Press, 224 pages,

11.95 paoer% iSa Wldeeyeﬁl%vel
%novella,” he jacket wp¥°$ays
though it's over 200 pages long) of
Yuppie self-disguset. It ISa COM-
bination young-woman-coming-of-
| age/loss-of-innocence (Spiritual
| definitely not sexual) novel and a
spirited, post-feminist howl of rage
at the smug family politics Of
@ upper-middle-class southwestern
Ontario. )

Sarah Stauton, Offspring of a
moderately wealthy family with a big
house on the Niagara Escarpment, is a
fast, cynical, snobbish Toronto ma?am ne
editor. She despises her parents fOr Liv-
ing a life of small-time emotional ar-
bitrage, but when her chance comes, she
makes a calculated play for a rich New
York boy named Nicholas, though he
treats her shabbily and often bores her.
She has other lovers, of course. She
becomes pregnant, (difficult to say who
the father is), hasan abortion, gets
dumped by Nicholas. then suddenly
wakes Up to the fact that it's al economic
Sex.

Baby listen. li€'s got money, tradition
and POWer. AS long as be's GOf that hell
have more people around him than the
Eress. He won’t even hear you. He can

Ly love, Both Nice |adies and wicked
women. He can buy experience. He can
buy virgins. He can by trust, He bought
you. Remember dhat.

The title of this book is meant to be
taken literally. Concealed behind the

smug politesse of her upbringing, Sarah
has perceived and understood the red

message. A girl’sbody is al she's got to
trade for the g00d things in life. (I redl-
ly don't want you, Nick. But | do want
what you've got. The lifestyle.. The ease.
The Security. The money.*”) Sarah sees
the world as a marketplace. The simplest
gesture, & word, an anecdote, is a gift, an
article of exchange, to be bartered away
for a clear return.

And what does our Sarah learn? In the
final pages of the novel, a year after the
break-up with Nick. she speaks of love
and pens her own new testament, what
she has come to believe:

We have to go back te the basics. Tothe
very beginning. \\/€ have tO understand
who to trust. Who to believe in. And
why. We have to chopse between Life and
Death. People or Things, Civilization or
Annihilation. Yes, We have to make these
decisions. . . .Listen, I know we must
give up this destructive, unnecessary, all-
consuming Greed. We must reject this in-
heritance, . . .I belicve we have greater
deeds to do. You and . As givers and
takers of life.

Unfortunately, it's not clear that Sarsh
has earned her perception. She may be
witty and beautiful; she may be a femae
deadpan Buster Keaton in the ring of love
(her enthusiasm for her New York beau
leads to occasiona pratfalls and bizarre
sitnation comedy); but her rich-bitch
cynicism (which, after all, is a pecies of
innocence — iNNOCence not being the
morall){)embiguoqs category it's cracked
up to be) is neither glamorous nor il-
luminating. Rather. it seems adolescent
and jgjune. One suspects, by the end of

Economic Sex, that Sarah still has a lot

f ing up to do.
° ggg];lgd r::'r.u'eell's'l'llel.rn:kerII%

gOberon Press, 160 pages, $23.95 cloth,
12.95 paper) is a warm, gentle story of
old-fashioned family life and love. st in
rural Quebec during the 19305 and *40s.
Paul Dandurand is a SO-year-old
widower, a farmer and woad-cutter (these
People are SO POOr and self-sufficient that
he Depression scarcely touches them),
Catholic and one of the bonne monde (as
opposed to families “where things hap-
en”), pious, industrious. and upright.
hhe crises and conflicts in his life are
omely: his 13-year-old daughter |S
becomi n_%g/ rebellious and boy-crazy (on
the advice of the village priest, Dan-
durand sends her to aconvent SChoOl in
Montredl); an older danghter mania but
finds herself dissatisfied with home-
stead& 9 and threatens tO return to the
home farm; and Dandurand finds himself
sinfully drawn tO the town floozy.

He decides he can only solve his prob-
lems by remarrying. With a touching,
though ‘Somewha elumsy, rural delicacy,
he approaches a Montreal parish priest
Who arranges 2 meeting with a shy
spinster. The story of their courtship iS
told frem the spinster’s point of view. A
Sgter, disappointed in love, tries to in-
tervene. Paul’s daughter runs away from
the convent school with a delivery boy.
For a While, the happiness Of these lone-
ly, ordinary, good-hearted people hangs
by a thread. But in the end, they are mar-
ried. The family survives socid change
and the vagaries of fate and personality,
and soldiers on into post-war Canada.

The Lucky Ones stand poles apart from
Economic Sex. Reading them in conjunc-
tion, One gets an amost dizzying double
VISON They are **about” the same thing:
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the inheritance of traditional social
values. Almost as clearly as Sarah (though
in a different Janguage — and | don't
mean French). Paul Dandurand Sees the
acquisition of awife as apractical ex-
change. &' exercise in family politics and
the satisfaction of physical needs.

But Purcell’s message is that ma’ can-
not Iive outside the socia fabric, that the
wisdom of the group is essential to sur-
vival. that happiness lies in bringing one-
sdf into coincidence with the life of the
tribe. Whyte's message is that the social
fabric is throttling mankind, that greed
is the engine of human intercourse. Of
course, Purcell is writing about a different
time. Arguably, the homogeneous tribal
wisdom he preseats no longer existsin
Canada. Whyte speaks with the voice of
another more tattered, anxious age. The
Lucky Ones reads like a pleasant
memory, a pastoral dream of some
almost-forgotten golden age.

Four Wet to the Civil War (McBain
Publishing, 317 pages, 828.95 paper), by
73-year-old Lois E. Darroch, IS a
historical mevel about four Canadian
brothers Who join the Union side in the
war between the states. It isbased on a
true story, and Darroch incorporates
authentic |etters and diaries that have ap-
parently come down through her family.
The brothers are Jasper, Newton. Alon-
zo, and Alfred Harding (Wolverton in
real life). Thelr father Enes runs a lumber
operation near St. Williams, Ont., which
makes him a frequent visitor to
Cleveland. where his market lies.
(Shingles, shakes and Reciprocity — plus
¢a change, etc.)

The lumber businessis 0" the skids
when the Civil War breaks out. and the
Harding boys decide to join up as
teamsters i” order to augment the family
income and help pay for their schooling.
Jasper, the youngest, dies of typhoid eatly
on, Alfred dies of smallpox. Newton, the
scholar, also falsill, but survives and
returns home to go to school, help out
with tbe family business and, later, fight
the Fenians. Alonzo is bayoneted at A”-
tietem, Survives and enlists as a regular
soldier for theremainder of the war, see-
ing action around Chattanooga.

ese are the bare hones of this
idiosyncratic, ambitious, sprawlineg?.
curious and, ultimately, flawed novel.
The hook is, almost incidentally, salted
with delightful characters and snippets of
significant historical and economic data.
The Hardings are products -- though
Darmch passes this over without much
explanation -— of complex economic fae-
tors such as depression and reciprocity;
living across the lake and being in a co’-
stant business relation with the U.S. (the
Americans never seem to pay their bills).
they participate in a uniquely Canadian
pioneer existence. They are commodity

suppliers, busily employed in denuding
southern Ontario of Its forests, yet fail-
ing financially. They are restless, a¢-
quisitive, religious (the sister). obsessed
(the father), andalive. Y et Darroch per-
sistsin muffling their story in peges of
third-hand paraphrase of U.S. history.
The'trouble is that she has tried to com-
bine three elements — authentic |etters
(italicized in the teat), Civil War history,
and fictiona narration — that mix about
as well as oil and water. The real Wolver-
ton letters and the war history consistently
undercut or digress from the story of the
fictional Hardings. Life and art fail to
coincide, and the novel degenerates into
a pastiche of documents, secondary
source material, and fiction. Four Went
to the Civil War has charm, but it is the
charm of a bricolage, not of a novel.
Cynthia  Long's  Wishbones
(McClelland & Stewart, 176 pages, $10.95
Paper) isan anti-male romance, or a

. feminist anti-romance, that combines

fairy tale and pop wisdom. (**Give your
love t0 1o ma” unless he recognizes that
your true beauty lies beneath”; “What
you must find isinside. There liesthe
greatest pleasure, before you are ready to
share.”) o
Cassie, the protagonist, is 30, a
clarinet-player on the edge of a careerin
jazz. SK is teetering between “‘the way
of ambition” and “the way of blind

hope.” Along comes David, a piano
player, who kindles ha hope (love, €tc.)
and the” weasels out of the relationship,
leaving her, in the end, triumphantly
alone and pregnant. Flashbacks fill in the
background: Cassie at thres, at 15, her
mother’s story (first sexual experience,
forced fellatio;, |ater, marriage to a weak
and aloof man; now, bitter loneliness),
and her giandmother’s feminist fairy tales
(allegorical princesses imprisoned by
jealous, fearful husbands, escaping to
seek and win the Water of Life).
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Men are weak, mean, jealous, posses-
sive, and lying; women are confused but
basically well-intentioned. L 0" 8 explains
the situation this way:

Perhaps it is the trade-off of birth for life,

the gift of a womb, which curses and

blesses a woman apart. A man, through

his body, with its stamen-thrusting needs,

f- searches and Y€l remains. |OSt.

Unable to accept the final capitulation,

he s a rebel for art, power and good sex;

%et erhaps if just once K coulgofoeet his

oc?y give back Iife, if we were all
mothers, wet nurses of our wisdom, our
brief time would not be so smothered by
wasted anger, hovering in a dirty cloud

of egotism over the constant battleground

of his precious war.

This istypical Long prose, portentous,
abstract (what is “the final capitulation”
anyway?), syntactically and semantical-
ly Imprecise (*he*” to “we” to “our” to
“his"’; wet nurses are not the same as
mothers), metaphorically mixed (that
“wasted anger’® both smothering and
bovering at once), and biologically strafn-
ed (if we were all mothers, there wouldn't
be any of us to read this novel).

One of the basic problems with this
kind of Story isthat i” order to make the
point (that men are such prick), the male
characters have to be incredible, one-
dimensional bad guys. So, thres sentences
after meeting David, we know he's a
bounder, and we begin to woader why
Cassie (Who otherwise seems intelligent
enough) persists in falling for him. We
begin to suspect Some deep charaeter flaw
in Cassie that the author is withholding
and, finally, we begin to lose interest in
the story: [f Cassie had @' ounce Of real
chutzpah, she wouldn't have given this
jerk the time of day.

Quinn McIlhone's Trade Rumors
(McClelland & Stewart, 236 pages, S4.95
paper) is a combination hockey and con-
- novel. Michad Cassidy, a New York
Ranger forward, is 32. over the hill, and
broke, his ex-wife having taken him to the
cleaners in divorce court. Faced with hav-
ing to return t0 his native Montreal
without a dime, Cassidy concocts aweird
and dangerous scheme to get himself
(nearly fatally) injured i” an on-ice brawl,
making him an instant millionaire on the
insurance..

Thisisa difficult book to classify. 0
the one hand, it purports to give us an in-
side look at the world of modem profes-
sional hockey. Cassidy has bee” playing
organized hockey since he was 12; he
didn't finish high schodl; he became a
brilliant success in his early 20s; and now
he' snothing hut a tom-up husk. We are
treated to seenes of (Canadian) hockey
players'doing cocaine, throwing beer bot-
tles off Manhattan ﬁlgh-rlses (this did
sound authentically Canadian to me), and
chasing bimbos. There is a serious theme
here: what happens to kids from Prairie
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tewns or Montrea tenements when, For
an achingly brief period of their Lives,
they are thrust into celebrity and fortune?
But Mcllhone only touches this theme
elancingly, then chases up theice to score
acheap god with his sting conclusion.

The style of this novel tends to glorify
a kind of macho, |’ve-got-a-worse-
hangover-than-you puerility. Mcllhone’s
characters. when they aren't being
outright ugly misogynists (** ‘ She's an ab-
solute plé] Flynn informed Cassidy in a
loud aside, ‘A-| American prime. And

her knockers are obscene!” **), seem to
think a woman’s breast size is & major
character trait. And theftip Side of their
adolescent bravado is a kind of sickly seif-
pity (*I played my heart out and what

have | got?’) that is finally very irritating.
(The man who says this is pulling down
$80,000 a year, owns & house in Connee-
tieut, rents a Manhattan apartment, and
can expect a pension when he turns 45.)
Despite the author’s attempts to draw
sympathy For Cassidy, he remains an
aloof and antipathetic hero.

Gregory Sass's Redeoat (Porcupine's
Quill, 89 pages, 58.95 paper) is a picares-
que novel set in England and Canada at
the time of the War of 1812. Thirteen-
year-old Shadrach Byfield, teased and
beaten by wealthier schoolmates, runs
away From home and joins the British ar-
my. He ships out to Canada in time to
skirmish with the Americans near
Prescott and later fight with Brock at

Detroit. A victim Of constant ill-luck and
injustice. he deserts. is captured by In-

"dians, skirmishes with the Americans

again, loses 2 hand and nearly dies under
the lash befaore making his way home to
England.

A scant 89 pages long (less if you sub-
tract the line-drawings), this is a very thin
novel. It's an adventure book without
much adventure (though a lot happens),
a history book without much history. The
prose is competent, though pedestrian.
Thewhole thing seems meant For a
juvenile audience. (Sass iS a Former
teacher and author of several schapl
history texts.) The implied comparison
with Charles Dickens that appears On the
jacket copy isludicrous. O

INTERVIEW

Alistair MacLeod

‘| write about what | want to write
about. | think of that material almost as
you think of someone you love’

By Larlc Fortlier

METICULOUS, UNPROLIFIC crafts-
man, Alistair MacLeod has been
widely praised For two books of
short stories spaced 10 years apart:
The Lost Salt Gift of Blood

)\ (McCleltand & Stewart, 1976) and
As Birds Bring Forth the Sum and
i Other Storles, recently published in
McClelland & Stewart’s new
Signature series. Born in North
Battleford, Sask., and educated at

Nova Scotia Teacher’s College, St.
Francis Xavier University, the Universi-
ty of New Brunswick, and Notre Dame
University, MacLeod writes mostly about
the fishermen and miners of Cape Breton,
' Afstair Macleod

whose lives — particularly in their con-
frontation with the past — he describes
in almost mythic terms. Since 1969
MacLeod has taught Bnglish at the
University of Windsor. where he was in-
terviewed by Mark Fortier:

Books in Canada: Tke narrator in ‘ The
Boat” In The Lost Salt Gift of Blood
says, “T wished that the two things that
| loved did not exclude each other in
manrer that wasse blunt and too clear..”
| wonder {f you see your writing as a
reconciliation between where you come
from and where you have come to.
Alistair Macleod: |n some of those
stories there is atension between an in-
tellectual fulfilment and an emotional
fulfilment, which people Who live in fairly
remote areas have to Face. [F you're on
James Bay. or you'rein one of the out-
rts of Newfoundland, and you want to
e aradio aneouncer, or a physicist, or
a jockey, this means you have to leave
your environment, and this may mean
leaving your parents, or leaving your
landscape. or leaving |ots of other things.
This is a tension that’s Felt by alot of peo-
ple in Canada because of the nature of
the country. \What your want to do with
your mind may be at varianee with the
yearning of your heart. What happensin
astory like “The Boat” is that no mat-
ter what decision you make, | don't know
if I'd say it hauntsyou. but it does follow
you.
BiC: In your new book there seems to be
a reconciliation and an integration in
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some Of the characters, Who have O in-
ternalized their past that they don % hove
any anxiely about losing it.

MacLeod: This is true about some of the
jpeople in some of the stories. It's a com-
ing to terms with certain things, and com-
ing to terms with them does not necessari-
ly mean losing them. We have an intellec-
tual life, an emotional life, and also a
physical life, I think of an athlete who can
no longer physically play tbe game, but
who may remember the emotional exeite-
ment of the game. In a Iot of these stories
the characters are engaged in very
physical lives. |F you live in the kind of
world where you use your body every day
— you're not only laying your psyche on

the line but you're aso laying your

fingers, or your neck, or your toes. That’s
what | was interested in “ The Closing
Dovm of Summer.” | was al SO interested,
in that story, in the fact that just becanse
people do not speak does not mean that
they do not Fedl. The image that | had
when | wrote that story was triggered by
Howard Cosell interviewing athletes, The
athletes would do these wonderful things
with their bodies, and then he' d show
them on tape, and the athletes wouldn't
be able to talk about themselves. Y ou see
almost completely physical man on the
one hand and &t-completely verbal
man or the other.

BiC: There seems to be in some gf the
stories an interest in how tO express these
things that have remained unexpressed —
coming to terms with how you can best
make these people speak. | ¢think of the
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way you've used more Gaelic, more folk
songs.

RIa%Lend: The issue there is whether
ethnic art makes converts or just goes out
to the same people and comes back. Y ou
say, “Who understands the way | am?**
The answer the character in that initial
story comes up with is no. There is a kind
of loneliness In that.

BiC: Thereis a line in “As Birds Bring
Forth the Stm*: “You cannot not know
what you do know.” | wonder if that's
a position you write from as well?
Liackeod: Yes. | think so. No matter
what we do with our outer lives, thereis
still our inner lives, and once we know
things, or once we have memories,

whether we try to forget them, or whether *,

we try to change them, or whether we try
to be different people, we canonly do this
to a certain extent. You can't just say.
“I'm going to make an intellectua deci-
sion not to be this way any more.”
Sometimes you find yourself reacting to
a knov/ledge you had almost forgotten in
an intellectual sense, but in an emotional
sense it's always still there.

If you live in a very physical world,
there are always things that can happen
to you. My father worked ina mine for
awhile and his five brothers worked in
tbe mine. and almost even one of them
was mutilated in some way. Whet this

Wandering Fifnstrel
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$14.98 paper
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A revealing autobiograghy by one of the world’s most
popular singing stars. Whittaker tells the story of his early
life in Kenya, his military service during the
troubles, his long struggle for recognition, and his present
spectacular success. Written in collaboration with his wife,
Natalie, the book frankly discusses the pressures on home
and family that face all stars and how this couple has sur-
mounted them. Includes adiscography of Whittakers
recordings and 24 pages of colour and black-and-white
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means is their fives are forever changed
because Of that. And these physical
changes have emotional and psychic ef-
fects not only on the person but on those
that are connected with him.

BIC: Y our reader comes t0 expect a cer-
taln cutcome to your stories. some
catastrople, affen vielent deatk. At times
you go against that, for instance in “ The
Second Spring”* where the boy doesn’! gel
the ealf he wanfs, but it's not so tragic

. after ail.

MacLeod: What I was interested in was
the attempt to be in eontrol of things. So
you get into something like baseball,
where all you have to do IS catch any ball
that's hit between here and there. Never
mind wortying about more cosmic things.
BIC: in your stories you don’t liide those
heavy things. Your stories are about them
and bring them forth in very powerful

ways.
MacLeod: I like {0 think of myself as
basically a kind of realistic writer, not
steeped in pessimism. I like to think of
myself as telling the truth as I see it. What
else can 1 do? In an urbanized world there
is more of a chance to escape death,
because you don’t have to see it. But if
you grow Up in arural world, where the
animals are always being killed, that is
part Of your reality. | don’t think that’s
pessimistic.

Mau Mau

BIC: Your realism has incorporated
something lezendary and mythical and
communal,

MacKeod: Well. the world that welivein
iS not necessarily all that we have. And
the world that we comprehend intellec-
tually is not all that we have either. A lot
of these characters are not instant North
Americans. They go back a long way and,
whether this is any good or not, they have
no choice. You ecammot not know what
you do know.

BiC: There are lebels that net attached to
you: regional writer, writer’s writer, best-
kept secret ir Canadian fiterature. Are
any of those anything like what you
would want to be ealled?

MacLeod: | don’t think you have any
control over that. You just do your work.
The main thing is the work. A word en-
dures somehow. if it's good enough. Pm
very pleased that this work travels so well
and is read by people who've “ever been
to Cape Breton — any more than I was
in Georgia or Mississippi When | first read
Faulkner or Flannery O’ Connor. | think
that if you look at Canadian literatare '
seriousiy, you see that it all comes out of
certain regions, but coming out of certain
regions it's able to make universal
statements. T.S. Eliot saysin Tke Four
Quartels that home is where we start
from.
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I'm always scared that someone will
classify me as “the voice of Cape
Breton.” | would not be that pompous.
Because you always find out that you
don’t represent as many people as you
thought. | write about what affects mein

an emotional way; that is still tnie of that _

place. | think of it as a *landscape of the
heart,” t0 use Elizabeth Spencer’s phrase.
BIC: You don't want to be called the
voice of Cape Breton, but them is in your
work some atfemnt t0 express the nature
of the place,

Rinckeod: I exnress what | see. but |

would NOt want to have a T-shirt that .

said, “The Voice of Cape Breton.” |
vrite about what | want to write about,
which | think is a good way to write, |
think of that material almost as you think
of someone you love. IF | were Freeto
spend all my time with someone, who
would | spend it with? That material iS
who — Or what — I want to spend my
time with. \What's happened over the
years is I've come to think of it as being
more worthwhile — this iS as good a way
to spend your life as any other. Why not
do 1t? Alice Munro has said about her
ovn work, *“Everything | do iS an offer-
ing, and people can take from it v/hat they

wish.” That'sall | cando, isput it .cut
aswell as | possibly can. That's all you
cando. O

Edited by
DOROTHY PARKER

Sixteen essays explore
the work of four of the
twentieth century's most
celebrated playwrighta.
cloth $25.00
Paper $12.95
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Our misguided
reviewers

REGARDLESS OF ANY credentials Joel
Yanoisky may bring to his reviewing, bis
complaints about Bli Percy’'s stylezgune
July) read like those of an illiterate, SOMe
of what he saysis Fair enough. A Mode
Lover, Percy’ s short-story collection from
some 35 years of writing. is indeed
uneven. Any writer who has remained
even since 19.50 bad best be doing Harle-
quin romances. But “inaccessibl€’? This
reviewer’ s eliché, invented to describe
contemporary poetry, fits about as well
as |-luck Finn's trousers. Percy is one of
the most lucid, straightforward (and
literate) writers in Canada.

| suspect that Yanofsky is the victim of
speed-reading, a technique usefu] for text-
books but Fatal when applied to poetry
or imagistic prose. Trying to tear the guts
out of Percy’s book in an hour or se, he
would, naturally, stumble aver
paragraphs that are perfectly clear, but
that are designed for sound and imege,
as well as for “information transfer,”
and that consequently do not lend
themselves to being read at 500 words a
minute.

When Percy writes in dialect, Yanof-
sky likes him well enough. When he writes
in his own voice heis“dense,” “preten-
tious,” and *“virtually unreadable.” IF
Yanofsky bad been reading at the pace
of spoken language, he might have add-
ed an even more damning Criticism: Such
“saf-indulgent” pieces as “Reflections"
and “Shadows’ often Fall into stretches
of iambic pentameters. Yanofsky should
look up those words in hisdictionary (if
be has a dictionary).

And perhaps you should instruct your
reviewers to stop calling writing “*self-
indulgent.”  Shakespeare's great
monologues are the most self-indulgent
things ever written.

Harold Horwood
Annapolis Royal, N.S.

|S THERE AN award for the worst book
review of 19862 If so, may | nominate
Mordechai Ben-Dat’s review of Michael
Bradley’s polemic on the NDP. Crisis of
Clarity (Aprilz)?

To write abad review one must show
evidence of not having read the book pro-
petly. Ben-Dat fulfils this requirement ad-
mirably, falling to record the thesis of the
book correctly. It isnot true. as Ben-Dat
thinks, that the NDP’s difficulties begin
and end with its alliance with labour.
Bradley does perceive problems here (and
give him some credit — this is more than
can be said For some New Democrats).
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but this is just ome Of hiS points.

Instead the actual thesis iSreferred to
on the book’s dust-jacket. It's that the
NDP’s problems stem from “the
philosophical schism between humanist
motivation and ideological motivation.”
As Ben-Dat seems dimly aware, Bradley
favours humanist motivation, which he
sees ag epitomized by Tommy Deuglas,
while ideological motivation iSreflected
in David Lewis. Though Bradley’s case
does indeed lack *‘objectivity,” the
significance of this tension (which is aso
a farm-labour and west-east division) is
worth assessing. A cémpetent reviewer
would give this at |east a senience, not
that Ben-Dat's opinion would he worth
much.

Nor does Ben-Dat adequately

acknowledge the case for the NDP disaf-
filiating from labour, even though this
subject isintimately related to what he
thinks the book’s thesis is. Bradley's ad-
vocacy of this may well be mistaken, but
he is right to note problems witk: the party
image and the uneven commitment Of
unions.
_ Instead of addressing substantive
Issues, Ben-Dat wastes Space criticizing
the relativelv minor. Flaws of Bradley’s ir-
relevant digressions |N{O areas like socio-
biology and bis inaccurate references to
Lewis asa Marxist. (But where are the
other misleading theories that Ben-Dat
says this is only an “example”” of?)

Ben-Dat might have noticed Bradley’s
limited research, His footnotes show that
he relies very heavily on Doris
Shackleton’s Tommy Dougles and David
Lewis's The Good’ Fight.

Your reviewer masters the art of the
bad review with subtlety. Crisis Of Clari-
ty is a bad hook, but instead of crudely
praising it as a good book, he makes It
out as having no interest at all.

Ben-Dat s right that the title, Crisisof
Clarity, is “quite apt.” But | can't resist
pointing out the irony that his.review suf-
fers from the same problem.

Christopher Page
Victoria

THE SOGIALIST [MENACE

AS A SUBSCRIBER, 0 Books in Canada, |
aways leok forward to each issue and
usudly read it From cow to cover. And,
unlike Maclean’s and Saturday Night, |
even keep copies For future reference.
However, please don’t jOin these other
Canadian ines with the genera
presumption tﬁai al B.C. Socid Credit
supporters are either non-intellectual or
anti-education. Believe me, not all think-
ing people in this province support the
socialists. Although | consider myself to
be a supporter of the arts — including
books and a Canadian culture— | have
generally been quite pleased with the
government of Bill Bennett.
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Tvio reviews in your June-July issue
dealing with books on educetion and B.C.
politics are so outrageously pro-socialist
that | must question your reviewer's
motives. In the case of the book about
Bill Bennett by Allen Garr, we are never
told that Gasr has been along-time pro-
ponent of the socidists or that be has
never written anything favourable to the
Soctal Credit government. Yes, it is truly
““‘upashamedly one-sided” as your
reviewer notes, but why not |et the review
stand alone without inserting all kinds of
anti-Socred  fluff. '

I enjoy Books in Cangda and ap-
preciate the articles and reviews very
much, But, please: don't eater into the
realm of politic4 to the point of alienating
readers who hold differing views.

Simon J. Gibson
Clearbrook, B.C.

FORGETTABLE PROSE
THESHORT STORY “T0 Be Forgotten” by
Iorman Levine (May) i s as exciting as
eating a boa of soda crackers for dimmer.
An anniversary treat? shame.
However, | did like the title.
Basil Zarov
Toronto

THIRD IRPRESSIONS

IT 15 NECESSARY to put the record
straight. Legacles, Legends and Lies,
{March) is the third, not the second, in
my oral history trilogy Of the Ottawa
Valey. The first, Some of the Stories |
Told You Were True, now in its fourth
edition, was slanted toward the lumber-
ing sags in the Valley. The second,

Laughing All the Way Home, now in its
second edition, is acollectior of the uni-
que humour of the Valey, and was on the
short list (six) for the Stephen Leacock
Award last year. The third, Legacies,
Legends and Lies, now in its second edi-
tiori, iS actually the other half of the
Laughing All the Way Home manuscript;
it was too much for Deneau to handle 1a
one volume. Legacies, Legends and Lies
this-year was on the short list (six) for the
Ottawa Citizen Book Award and won the
first Ottawa-Carleton Literary Award.

Joan Finnigan
Ottawa

MAC ATTACK

| WAS PLEASED to review the George
Whalley collection (June-July), but what
whey-faced loon |et by the misspelling of
my name? Redly! This may be a
milestone review. Think of the nightmare

for future bibliographers!
R.L. McDougall
Department of English
Carleton University
Ottawa

THE LAST WORD

M SORRY TO have to take up space in
your |etters eolumn for such a small mat-
ter, but | have to settle the dispute he-
tween Gwendolyn MacEwen and Grant
Shilling regarding the signs I’ ve wosn
while selling my books in public. Shilling
said in his article in the March issue that
I'd worn a sign saying “WORLD’S
GREATEST AUTHOR.” The fact is| never
wore such asign and never would. After
the article appeared, | wrote to Shilling
to inform him that this attribution was

CANWIT NQ. 113

WITH AL L THE celebrities writing
books about grooming and fitness, we
suppose it was inevitable. At any rate,
word has just reached us that the fall
list of one publishing house will in-
clude The Big Girl’ s Beguty Book, by
Sarah Ferguson. Other titles rumoured
(but difficult to confirm) include Chin-
Ups. Brian Mulroney’s Guide to Per-
sonal Fitness and Poor People: A
Celebration, by Peter C. Newman.
contestants are invited to propose
titles for gther books in which promi-
nent Canadians try to make the best
of their weak spots. The prize is $23.
Deadline: Octobel |. Address. Can-
Wit No. 113, Beols in Canada, 366
Adelaide Street Bast, Toronto M5A
339,

Recults of CanWit No. 111
OUR REQUEST FOR translations oOf
masculinist words and phrases into

cumbersome non-sexist terms
prompted a vardety of responses. the
rudest Of which was the suggestion
that manhole covers be henceforth
known .as diaphragms. The winner is
Paul Denham of Saskatcon for a list
of neutered book titles that includes:
Ol Personfield Park

Ol Playperson of the Western World

Q1 Al the Monarch’s Persons

O Death of a Salesperson

03 St Urbain’s Jockey

Honourable mentlons:
Al the relgning sovereign®s horses and all
the reigning sovereign’s servants (both
military and civilian, female as well as male)
couldn't put Humpty together again.

— David Murray, Torcnto

01 Menstruate; individualstruate

O Menopause: individualpanse

0 Hymn: individualmn .
— Terrence Keough, Ottawa

erroneous and to ask him please to retract
it. I'm disappeinted that he failed to do
s0, and I'm truly baffied that after hav-
ing been set straight by me, he would have
the temerity to contradict MacBwen and
hold to his error.

Crad Kilodney
Toronto
"RECOMIMENDED

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

FICTION

Goodbye Harold, Good Luck, by Andrey
Thomas, Penguin. As this new collection
shows, Thomas, like Alice Munro and Mavis
Gallant, is at her best working within the
boundaries of the short story. She creates a
fiction that is subtle and fragile, made up of
hard choices and vivid moments.

NON-FICTICN

Studles Ir Literature ond the Humenitles, by

* George Whalley, edited by Brian Crick and
John Ferns, McGill-Queen’s University
Press. These 11 essays suggest that Whalley,
though overshadowed in his lifetime by the
catchier teachings of Marshall McLuhan and
Norihrop Frye, may yet emerge as Canada’s
most persuasive and enduring critical theorist
of the 20th century.

POETRY
Immune to Gravity, by Mary di Michels,
McClelland & Stewart. Withi skill,

impressive
di Michele turns her hand to a range of ideas
and emotions, accompanied by vividly
physical images, that are often both contem-
porary and timeless.

RECEIVED
THE FOLLOWING Canadian books have
been received by Books in Canada in re-

cent weeks. Inclusion in this list does not
Preclude & review or notice in a future

Sall-Determipntion Off o Lamd John
il o Land Base, by

R
t and Edoengion In Cumado,
Relations.

Anne: La Mcloon anx pimons by Lucy Mapde Mom-
transiated Paratie, Ragweed




'.l'l:l;.- Cerpanter of Dreams, by W.D. Valgardson, Skaldhos
ress.
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2 Charcoter N
Palmar, M & 8.

A Coor Hezd In Tempactnons T, edited
Hollohan nnd Mehvin Bakah' Harmry

, Iredn,
The Ceime ond tha Crycial, by Bllzbeth Ferrars, Totem,
tared Linz] Cooliboak, by Julie V. Wm, Four Bast

Publications.
Waot 'D vid Phllmpw. N?liné:m—ﬂall
IUII}I w i by
Dol o s e o Exlc Wright, Totem.
Tk Iadl Is Iunnu::ll:, b I’”H. i ﬂgm'ﬁ:un

Houz s,
Diplom=tle Paccpord,

P pon i el
07 Trelnlcy for reecat, en,
Doiot!s Day Doublz Dind, by Charie ne Gannagé, Women's

nmr.inn;:l from ika Nevborn, by Heather Spears, Ben-Simon

Draam nu:l l‘mml'.-r. by Elsa Redako e& Kindred Press,
Diralt et ponvelr, Poavolrs da drolt, edited by Guy Ronlu:r
ﬂd Robart Vandycke, Les Press de I'Universite
lontreal.
Ecko-moz, A-Elingnol Collaetion, Heidi Bourbaoul,
Mo.aln‘:’hcn w b
&ﬁnum.:ﬁn_.wol'l‘mdﬂon, by Brian Hull, Nishet

El3a:13, by Harald Rhenloch, Sono Nis P:u:
Eoromblz, Tngn 'y Moonstone
Enmﬁmr&l; hyﬁmhlmn Prarrie Books.

Equactrion 8 h Skeich, NC Press.

Ersar> Frona l. by J , Masmillan.

Etbiccl Iefizctlons on th Post. on Economy, by
Hrian Hull, Nlsbat House.

Evmﬂih,l!.p;:raﬂﬂnu.hy‘l\mmlnu.ﬂmhm
Blnwmg fram the Ros) ¥aitd, by Robert Kraetsch, Oalichan
Fall~c?y of Creatfnnlsm, Iw Willard Young, Detsellz.

Tz Fet Yonum Mecsnves Up, by C.M. Donald, Ragweed.
ThaSth s;:' by“l;an!-hmi. Lopoite, translaced by D.G.

Jonzs,
Flnar:ing Abordnin~l Self-Government in Canzda, hy Mare
Malone, Jostilute of lntcn:otmemal Relatiol
Tha First Car, by Nan Doerksen, Kindred
Ford: Tha Lica nod rhe IMochinz, by Rob:n l.auy M &S,
Forgottza Soldlers, by Fred Gaffen, Theytus Books.
Fran: H, tlnﬂ;ﬂlm. Intcloctusl Provecarent, by R. Douglas

Frands, University of Torapto Press.
l'rn;p & Other Stordes, by Diane Schosmperlen, Quamry

me tha Fifieenth Distxfet, by Mavis Cﬂll:lnl. Macmillan.

A Gathz f Gh Totem.
=L mwﬁnﬁm Jooes, U of T Press,

Geailaxen nml .'l'e:ulu.

CLASSIFIED

Classified rates: $8 par line (40 characters
to the Hne). Deadline: first of the month for
lesug dated following month. Address: Books
In Canada Classifled, 366 Adelaide Street
East. Toronto MSA 8X8. Phane: (416)
363-54286.
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E0OIS (old), Canada & England. Free
Llsting: Drummer Boy Books. 140 E. Main.
Ligonler, PA 15656, U. SA

CANADIANLITERATURE CATALOGUE.
O.p. & cument books of interest to readers,
librarians, scholars. & collectors. Free. Semi-
annually. Donaldson & Co Books. Bax 910,
Nanaimo, BG VB8R SN2,

EDITOR: Literature, feminism, academic.
Style, facts, research. rewrlte. (416)
691-2620.

HERRING COVE PRESS announcas the
publication of Sparing Mills’ third book. My
Round Tabls: myth poems 36.95. Send to 35
Purcell's Cove Rd.. Halifax, NS. B3N 1R3.

OLD AND RARE BOOKB. canadlan
Catalogues, Herltage Books, 956 Paimerston
Ave., Toronlo, Ontario M8G 282

UNIQUE BOOKS not found in bookstores w
hourto, buslness, self-improvement. FREE
CATALOG. Aplex, Dept. BC-9, 3080 Olym.
plc Way. Gloucester, Ont. KI1T 1Y4,

hﬂ'mdl!h" Politlcs, by James §. Stane, P.D. Meany
Iﬂl. by Michael Horrington, Harry Cuff
Eln_r;ln:ﬂm of Nﬂm 'l'hurlsn

Fran Peavy o al., nluk%‘ge Books.
of Sprlng. by Pallence Whuuq. Goose Lane

The Honcyman Festival, by Marian , Penguin.
l!wsubml:en. by Leana Gom, NeWest
Huntsville: Pletures from tko Past, by the Research Commit-
tee of the Muskoka Pioneer Village, Boston Mills Press.
rnsm:nm:wml by Wallace , Xx Press,
Implosion: Au Aulysls of the Growth of the Federnl Public
s:nlee Conzda (1945-1935), by Nicole Morgan, Institate
For Research on Publlc Policy,
lnuedl.ble.‘lmn'l' New Approackes fo the Novel In Grades
10, by , Althouse Press.
‘The Inner by Gagnon, Totem.
lnl'mholWalvu by R.D. Lawrence, Collins.
In Scorch o Ihel’utnd!.nwn.byhﬁ'dlulbﬁn Black

Ing;p?nuh of Circumsinuee, ediled by Tony Strachan,

In the Shadow of King's, by Nora Kelly, Totem,

In the Shadow of the Herdsmon: A Masq unannr'.l'lme.lur
Michael Schmu.&hl:rl’nmlmg

In the Vilage of Alloy, by Fraser Suthertand, Potteraficld

The [nvention of the World, by Jack
The lﬂnniaulnonﬂsu Bay, by John F; l'.lnm- Cuir

ot mﬂmmﬂhﬁw&%&m dn mm

n'l‘n!nuAllBlnds by Raymond Sousier, Oberon Press.

Jenn"s Benos: !hvmulla 29 from Aromd llmWanll.by
Jean Hoare, Wegtern ucer Prairic Bool

.ln;ll:mlf“mnd Niluky and Charlie, by Bullse Whlson,

.lmllehlunl.l by Dave Swim, Hyde Park Books,
The Laj Inve Asmd!oﬂlnllarlﬂnms.bylny-
momi .s
lmnlnaonlhr.‘lob bg’m =.0bm?r=:
m&olll.byMar]ory Wlul.:law. Oberon

Press,
The Life ond Times of Sir Ambma Slm. Fnllur of Cone

federation, by Frank Publications.
'l‘hnu&n-nnﬁnnnﬂsl MnryWeets-mmln&Rly
IMif on b
'n' Toln Dawe, Harry Cuf Publlmlm.
I.Ill v fare q of dnfma, de I'Universitd
tawa.

The Love of a Prince, by E.L. Bonge.UBC.Plus.
Lovhers, by Nicols Brossard, 4

M.E:g !nulhu:ln mmental Affpirs cles
In mngEbylmuu Pmrd Innltnleorlnl:d‘ﬂ:m

Mz 4 Gllm mmqi'i"?a'nﬂﬁ"ﬂm'r Bird, by Lo
de Katlins Lawaznce, Natural Hlerige/ o iﬁ’%?
: Marla, daughter of Gelos, by Antonine s
Mhﬂom?ﬂw k.Slmon& bell, mﬂd
‘Tho Melville mm. II:Illtl'orm Foser,

ke Homber Valley, by Idnq"l‘hon-
son Fisher, Nc Pml
Waddlogton: Collected Pocms, Dxford Universlty

Press.
Mirror Mirmor, by PeterBakeupegr Moenstone Press,
ﬂmaan:.’m by Chﬂnnpher Amnmu & H.V

Nellcs, Teaple Unfreniry Bress, :

Tlle Mboons -li!pllll' Allce Munro, Penguin.
 Collog llllll'w by Morley Mecmillx,
Murn.hg Henrt: 'nn Life and erlhy of Wnison
Kirkeonnell, by J.R.C. Perkin and James B. Snelson,
Ni l{ll:l'uhﬂnﬁmby J Oxloxd U ]
0 , Kogawa, ntversity Press.
Nm:unlillslm of Woter, by Diavid Donnel, Stiw Seveet

The Nature of Adnlewenu Joha J. Mitchel, Detselig,
Mmm'l'mm.

Night 10 Death,
Nike Mou Who Latghed, by
Jem-Pierre April, Le Preambule.
0dd Johy, by Frank Moher, Pl i3 Canada,
The Officia! Cootkbook of as. &m Mendelson,
venirs/Whi

Moven-ll and Poliica]

chee, edited b_v“lél Raboy, wanslated by

On S le g!yﬂ\rmnln

by the mm Oﬂlnn'l for
Muh Eﬂuﬂ:h Aundaﬁnn
The Other Shore, hy Antonle D'Alfo

Otker Volces: Wrl mﬁu edited by Lor-

New Star
m;:; ohnn Continent, by Malcolm MacLeod, l-.lnrry Calt
I’Ill.llpnhllconulﬂ- by Herminia Robles Carino, Minart
Investment.

Pinrming Caysdion Commnnltias, by Gerald Hodge, Methuen,
Thke Poctry of Friendship: Homlg. Episties I, by Ross S.
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Kilpatrick, University of Alberta Press.
‘Tho Polar Shelf; The of Comada’s Avetic Sclentists, by
Michael Foster end Marino, NC Press.
Pnll,lntﬁulﬂmmua byl.MlanFouer
Pm-SmduAnm&Ism by Murry Bookchin, Black Rose

lebnllll!ng the Economic Baca of Indian Commonitias: The
In Nova Scoiiz, by Fred Wien, Instimie for

Requiom lor(:nn:nla b{A.NT . Viarzellofls, Me*mu!onh

Retom of e

The Revels, by .Pom&lna‘:QﬂI

ngennwmmnluw niversity of Toronto

The Risc and Follf of Monireal, amin Higgins,
Qnam:nlnsﬂtme l!u::rdmnll,!ymﬂnnﬂum

A Becrifice of Fire, byGrmotmea:. Wood Lake S{gnayture

Sﬂnillul, by %Wﬁérlﬁwgwhe's Quill.

Sainis and Hary Cuff
af Rhoda and Eugene Kaellis, Braemar Books.
nmg’oum anml!.'l‘u!‘nmuﬁfnlml

Recreated, eﬁldwaenm jonas, Lester
Sduoolshlhewu:mn Cnmﬂlanﬂu History,
byNnan.Shuhan.J.DenaldWilsw.Daﬂdc.Jons,
hmdm'g ‘Tz Politics of AIDNS, by Cindy Patton, Black

Smolee In the Workplace: An Action Monug] for Non-
Bmokers, %ﬂhﬂh Dewey, NC Press
'.ll'n Process in Comoda, by AR Dobell and S.H.
dxe. tte for Research on Public Policy,
Soﬁmuhg' Wlnlhwnnﬁe World, wmsman

Tha Sesial World: An Iatredoction to Soelolnf edited H
Loroe Tepperman and R. Jack Richardson

The Southem Verstan of Carsor Mundl: Vol. 3, edited by

Henry J. Stauffeaberg, University of Oriawa.
Sn\’uu'ucalnﬁmlma by Steve Fﬂl‘a.Addeﬁ
'l'l:e Sp:m g Noma Mnku. by Rosemary Sullivan,

oss Press.
Spgg Tides, by Jacques Poulin, translated by Shellz
ngkble.‘gyﬁm- Axchambault, translated by Bavid

I.cbd
‘The Sl Before a Storm, by . Young, Moonstone,
Sn;;- l!:kl-'lh.lshm Oiber Poems, by Alice Van Warl,
"o
The Story of the B.C. Eleetric Rallwoy Company, by Henry
mwu; Baoks. aad by

Suhusl\: Iun-is. by Donna B. Smyth, Women's

Sommer Dalizhis: Cooking with Fresh Heehs, by Noel
Rithardson, Whitccap Books,

Toke the Bl l‘ldm hy James Rn.uy. Porcupine's gnill.

}al-of:l;e!:oﬂh Allulle.by , M&S.
otlon, by James , Lester &

or and the Princess, by Linda Skilaick,
Donna LS, Micener, Moonsione Press.
Tbunudl‘ollﬂnlnnlommghu by Blaine F. Nar-
Unlw Alberta P

The Torante Unde: Book, by Cynthla
wm. Duoubleday,
o Tribule 10 Borold Town, by David Bumert, Ast
Oiliay of Onaslo/M & §.

2 pod Investment Across i Norikenst Boandaory, edited
Ig;hllllmn Shipman, instinite for Research on Pablic

Thi mm A.F. Moritz, Princeton
ﬁm:m%mmumm‘gnmw:m

Munro,
'l‘rnn WA.r Storlag, selected by Jane Dewar, Lester

L] d 1hi J.M. Bumst
B Hsinmll? 1] lm m Ummd' Centre for
mla.nnu!;hhr'rulle'rr:ﬂ!numcnn:dn.by

Vaseoover l’aalr: edited by Allan Safarik, Pol
Vaoronver: Sonl of a Cily, edited by Qary Gddu. :Dwglns

&h’!ﬂ%’!
Exile: The Canadlon Expesicuce, by Hallvard

Dahlle, UBC

%uwn%u“n:hm ; a..s':"&""“g’l’“'.?:':,"‘““"'“““'
Cring h VI
est Coust Rariew, Vol News West Gonst Gnmpnsm.
(:‘:nd:lamau!. Simon Fraser Unijv

Weslern end the Defence Inlitive,

gnll.im A.B. bell and R} K. Melchin, Canadlan
Whllefﬁm. Black Moss Press.
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“m M%ﬂlﬁhyma Cooper, Hok,

ﬁ%ﬂwﬁ by Helen Crelghran, fliustrated by
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BAGI TO THE FUTURE: ;j ! SIJBSCRMION TO
e T BOOKS IN CANADA

Subscribe now and not only will you save 15%
on the newsstand price but you'll also receive a
copy of the stunning fiell colour poster specially
designed by Jacobson Fernandez for the 15th
anniverary of Books in Canada this year.

Canada’s award-winning book review magazine
comes to you nine times a year. Each issue is
crammed with book reviews, author profiles,

interviews, columns, and interesting features on

the world of books in Canada.

A subscription costs $14.95 a year and
. guarantees that each and every issue will be
(. TR, W delivered to your door.

~ Subscribe now and we'll rush a copy of our
anniversary poster to you. Act now to guarantee receiving the
next issue of Books in Canada and your poster.
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Send ma alree anniversary

poster and start my sub-

scription ﬁo Books in Canada.
(Poster offer ONIY applicable to new onders.)

Name

Addrexs

0 Cheque enclosed
O Bill me (poster will be sent when
payment meceived)

SUBSCRIPTION PRICE $i4.95 A YEAR
(517.95 A YEAR OUTSIDE CANADA)
366 Adelaide St. East. Suite 432
Torono- Ont. M5A 3X9
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L] YES

Send me afree anniversary
poster and start my sub-
scription to Boeoks in Canada.

(Poster affer oniv aoolicable to new orders.)

Name _ —_ ——

iJ Cheque enclosed
[0 Bill me (poster will be sent when
pavment receivedt
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE 514.95 A YEAR
(51795 A YEAR OUTSIDE CANADA)
366 Adelawde St. East, Suite 432
Toronwy, Ont. MSA 3X9




by William Shakespeare "
- An astonishing

B adventure in staging”
0OBE & MAIL

the skies over Europe darken with
approaching war, a commoner wins
the heart of the heir to the British
\ throne: The punishment — exile.
By One of the greatest love stories of
our time.

CYMBELINE

g T —— ey

Joseph Ziegler

as Posthumus,
tartha Burns as
Imngen, Eric Jonkin
as Cymbeline,

“RARE TENSICN...SMOLDERING  "... BRAVE, CHALLENGING,
SENSUALITY ... EXCITEMENT IMAGINATIVE AND IMMENSELY
AUDACITY AND ADVENTURE...”  SATISFYING ...”

TORONTO STAR ~ KITCHENER WATERLOO RECORD

YA TRIUMPH ... SPINE- “NOTABLE FOR THE RAZZLE-
TINGLINGLY EXCITING ... DAZZLE VIRTUOSITY OF
A CELEBRATION EARNED DIRECTOR ROBIN PHILLIPS
IF EVER ONE WAS ...” — TORONTO SUN

LONDON FREE PRESS Benedict Campbell as Cloten in Cymbefine.

ALSO PLAYING — THE BOYS FROM SYRACUSE. PERICLES. THE WINTER'S TALE, HAMLET,
ROSENCRANTZ AND GUILDENSTERN ARE DEAD, HENRY VI,

Artistic | BN R R A& ‘
Director: ~ _ October 19
John Neville - ‘ 34th Season

PHONE The Festival Box Office is

apen Monday through NEW IN 1988!
i ¥ / - ’ ‘B Saturday 9 to 8. Sunday
41 6-3.6 31— 44 1 from 9 to 5. Also available $16 & $6
' = N N} tthUgh fECDgﬂiled agents Speaal savings on uckel

OR 519-273-1600 including Ticketron. prices Full details in

season Brochure

e (]




