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SURVEY

TO SEE, OURS

ELVES

An international poll finds that our greatest
domestic problem, the conflict beiween Quebec and English
Canada, may be our greatest literary asset

By BARBARA WADE
Research by LINDA M, LEITCH

AT HOME, sounds of applause, praise, and backslapping
grezied publishers® lists last fall — especially the season®s crop
of Canadian fiction — but how is Canadian writing faring
abroad? Lest we grow deaf from all the cheering, Books in
Caioda decided to undertake a worldwide survey to determine
come major forecign writers' and critics’ awareness and opi-
nions of Canadian Jliterature and its growing presence on the
international stage. The results, perhaps predictably, were not
catirely enthusiastic. A handful of respondents replied to our
first mailing of dozens of questionnsires, mostly to report that
thzy didn’t feel veall enough acquainted with CanLit to venture
any comroents. Only two — the British critic and translator
James Brockway, who lives in the Netherlands, and antholo-
oist IIarla El-Hassan of Friedrich-Schiller University in East
Germany — wrote detailed replies. These were supplemented

by a seric; of interviews conducted by Linda M. Leitch during *

the Writer and Human Rights Conference in Toronto last fall,

Respondents ranged from those poor souls who have never
troubled their minds over Canadian literature to such evan-
gchists as Dr. El-Hassan, who is **determined to assist the
rezo;raition and spread of Canadian literature in the G.D.R.”
One irend, however, may be noted: writers from developing or
strife-torn countries (such as Palestinian Fawaz Turki) tend to

2 interested in Canadian writing oply insofar as it relates to
tlheir own situation or has sufficient political drama to sustain
their intersst. (Turki, oddly enough, relates Mordecal
Tichler’s writing of the Jewish experience to thet of the
Palestinian.) Thus our greatest domestic problem — the con-
flict betwesn English and French, betvreen Quebec and the rest
of Cznada — has become, internationally, our greatest literary
acoet. Hans Macnus Enzensberg of West Germany believes
that *'the only maior thing about Canada that intellectually
Inicrazts people is the Quebec thing.’” Vassilis Vassilikos of
Greess agrees: ¢ think that the French have contributed a lot
to an imagze of Canadian independence through thelr
Bitcrature.””

Our English-lancuage literature is generally considered to be
“1orth Awerican* or *Anglo-Saxon.* It may be a problem
of distribution, a5 is frequently mentioned, or of promotion,
or of a simple Jack of history that would give Canadian liter-
ature cnov- i of a past to be considered as 2 body of work. But
it has alco ,-.2ant that those writers who do stand out (has
Liorparet £ . Sod got a team of publicity agents in every coun-
try'?) are «. . Jeated for the merits of their individual style
rathee thar Tor whether or not they conformto a pe:e-emung
notion of what Czpadian Literature should be,

Some will no ¢ubt use the results of this survey as more
lining for their hairshirts, more evidence that CanLit is
hopelc-sly outranked and cruelly ignored in an international
conic:t. To thic ve can only reply that our initial reaction to

..l —-— __L—..--_L ——

.the mimber of references to Yugoslavian writers was that we

didn't know Yugoslavia had any writers. Everyone is guilty, to
a degree, of ignorance about other countries’ literatures. But
we are, on the whole, doing very weli, thank you.

Vamllls Va..sllﬂ:os (Greece) It is the same thing that happens
with Italian literature: we

| |know Italian movies better
. ;than we know the lterature,
iand we know mmch more

; ¢‘*h about Canadian movies than
3 .welmowabout Canadian liter-
Iature especially the French,
- the Québécois cinema, Also, it
;tends to be that Canadian
\mtem are part of the vast
unity of English writers,

hlce. Tet's say. the Brir.lsh We don’t d.ist]ngmsh British writers

from American. In Greece we say “‘Anglo-Saxon writer.”
Leonard Cohen is famous, not only in Greece, but every place.
His poems have been transiated into Greek. But I didn’t know
he was a Canadian. Mordecaf Richler — I know the name, but
1 didn’t know he was a Canadian.

1 think that the French Canadians have contributed a lot to
an image of Canadian independence through their literature.
From French literature I have a clear idea of Canada. Not
from Anglo-Saxon literature.

Josef Brodsky (U.S.S.R.): I read a lot of Malcolm Lowry back
when I was in Russiz, He was known as a Canadian. I read
Under the Volcano in Polish.

Susan Sentag (U.S.): Americans and Western Europeans are
woefully 1gnnrant of Canadian
[iterature, there is no denying
that. I don’t know why this
should be so. I mean, speaking
as an American who reads a
lot, I can't expinin it, I really
.| can’t explain why. I read very
) obscure writers from very

v . | obscure countries. I read
f. writers from Yugoslavia, or
498} countries Like that, which are
not world-stature countries. And here is this huge nation right
next to mine, we share the same lanpuage, and it’s perfectly
true, I know nothing about Canadian literature. I have read
some Canadian books, so in a.sense I'm ghead of most
Americans. I have read Margaret Atwood, I've read Mordecai
Richler, I've read one novel by Leopard Cohen, Bequtiful
Losers. And Marie-Cleire Blais, also, I read; she became well
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Lnown in the Stetes because of Edmund Wilson®s essay about
her many, many years ago. And, of course, I am a great
admircr of Northrop Frye. 1 would say that those are the only
Canadian writers I can think of who I've read.

1 think the answer is that Canadian writers should try to
publich more in American magazines. I mean, I think that
we'r: not likely to see Canadian magazines. Some of the
forcion writers I discovered -~ let’s saya Yugoslav writer ora

Polish writer or 2 Chilean writer — it’s becanse I read the

vriter first in an American magazine in translation. So there’s
no reason why I shouldn’t also read a Canadian. It occurs to
me that precisely because we share the same lapguage and the
same continent there may be a feeling that it’s wrong for Cana-
dian vwriters to publish in Amerfcan magazines as opposed to
Canadian marazines, because they shouid be supporting the
magazines published in their own country. I understand that
reaconing, but the effective result of it is that since the
American literary public dossn’t read Canadian magazines,
they =imply don’t know the names of the Canadian writers. 1
don’t want to use such vulgar notions as ““publicity.” It’s
simply availability, accessibility.

We's Sojinkn (MNigeria): Margaret Laurence, of course, is
well-knovm because she has interested herself in Africa, but
che i5 not knovm to the average person. Only in university and
ceheols under the coniexi of Conunonwealih Iiterature, which
is being studied as a course at a number of universities.

Alan SBYez (U.K.): Apart from Margaret Laurence and
TMargaret Atvrood and Mordecai Richler, I haven't read many
Canadian vriters, I'm sorry to say. England’s a very insular,
isolated place. There's not a large awareness of anything that's
written outside that island, I’'m afraid. It's a rather tough
situation,

Eufsx Volzoznela (Argentina): I gave a lecture on Margaret
L T r v el =

rmensl werbuase

A 5 _
Atwood when I was in Arpen- |

tina, co I’ve read quite a lot,
but oot the latest books. I must
confcss one horrible thing:

State; I avoid as much as pos-
sible reading in English. But I
have read Atwood, Marie-
Claire Blais, Margaret Laur-
ence, and a few other Cana- |
& dian wTiters. Ican’tsaythatl v

wag interested in Canadian literature per se, but some books

that interested me came into my hands. Michael Ondaatje I
litzc very much. The Collected Works of Billy the Kid — 1love
that bool:. I think that there are a great many things in com-
mon batween Canadian literature and Argentine literature.
Our literature has a much larger tradition. We are a very
literary p=opie. But our countries are much alike, So perhaps
the search for identity for a country that’s been colonized .
re should be a connection.

Hang Moeung Enzenskerger (West Germany): I'm not saying
anything new if I speak of the abysmal ignorance of Euro-
paans about Canada, and this is especially true in the field of
literature, I am & sort of internationally-minded person, and
indczd have put in some work in publishing and so on. I know
YugO"lav hterature, I knovr Italian literature, I know all sorts
of literature, bui I Imow practically no Canadian Hterature.

There's always a sort of token publishing going on, which is
subsidized by the respactive governments. There’s an antho-
logy of all renowned Canadian writers, but it’s symbolical
publishing, it’s vanity publishing almost. The public at larpe
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does not kmow. There is one name that is known: Margaret
Atwood. She has g8 book currently in Germany that is really
being read, being sold, being talked about, But otherwise, it’s
ignorance.

I think the only major thing about Canada that intellectually

Vassilis \‘/'gsgn]llkaw

‘Mordecai Richler — I know the name,
Ipurt I didm’t knovw ke was 2 Canadian’

interested peopie in'my country generaliy are aware of is the
Quebec thing. This awareness may be very limited and very
little, but I think that it is the miost interesting thing that is hap-
pening in Canada. You’re fortunate to have this problem, ’'m
bound to say, because it obliges you to take notice of some
aspects of vour own condifion and it’s good for all thinking
Canadians_ When I was in Montreal some years ago, I got very
excited about it.

Wiiting in English is not Canadian or American, but Anglo-
Saxon. From a Germian point of view, the distinction is made
only when the book is specifically about the place where it
originates. The other day I read-an interesting book abont
Quebec and the question of separatlsm Such a book, of
course, is bound to be very Canadian in jts appeal But a story
about a suburban marriage going to pieces wonld not
necessarily sound very Canadian to us. It would sound Anglo-

Savon_ by and larea
=S2%0n, DYy and larae,

D.}M. Zwelonke (South Africa): I've just finished reading a
book by Maria Campbell, a Canadian. It’s called Halfbreed, a
very good book to read. I think it’s her first book, too.

Zegoun Nokan (Ivory Coast): I don’t kmow a lot of Canadian
literature, I have heard of and read Gaston Miron, and I listened
to an interview with Marje-Claire Blais. -

Mongo Beil (Cameroon Republic): I'm familiar with French-
Canadian writing, but primarily socio-political writing like
Bergeron’s, although we've studied structure and other
matters of French-Canadian literature. The primary interest is
in those kinds of works that are trying to vitalize, to bring the
French-Canadian people their languadge anddevelop it. But

I'm not familiar with Bnolish-Canadian urrl!lnn- at all, For ue,
m not Iamliar willl Zngheh Wr

coming from Africa, Bnglish-Canadian hterature appears the
same as American, attached to the States Iike a sort of appendix.

RMuminz Soysal (Turkey): We do hear names like Margaret
Atwood, but there are no translations made of these. Since
there are no transiations, these authors are not known in the
country, only through their names. We hear of them through
the media, mostly the llterary magazines that corne out once a
montlh or bi-weekly. But they’re read by small numbers of
people.

Hans Christoph Buch (West Germany): 1 do know those whp
are known anyway, like Margaret Atwood. She’s translated
into German and she's popular in Germany right now. But 1
can’t say that ’m an expert on it, really. I know some French
Canadian writers and their work, but that’s & coincidence
because 1 was invited to Quebec once and since 1 speak French
I have cloge ties there. But I know less about the English-
speaking Canadlan writers. It’s a language question. I'm
German, but I was brought up in France and for me French-
speaking Canadians, Québécois literature, is somehow




familiar. That doesn’t mean I’m not interested in the English-
speaking literature, but somehow I can’t keep it well apart
from orth American, U.S. literature.

Czrirand d2 lo Gmnge (France): I'm fully aware of Margaret
Atwood and other names that are very well known outside of
Canada, I know a lot more French-speaking writers like
Rfichele Lalonde and Gaston Miron, and many others who are
very well Imown outside Canada, malnly in the French-
spzaking workl. So I read them and I think many people in
France have read them. We don’t really care if it’s a Canadian
vriter or an American vriter. The thing is, very often we can’t
male out the difference betveen Susan Sontag and Margaret
Atwood, for example. YWe don’t know that Atwood is a Cana-
dian writer and Sontag is an American oné. We're only
thinking in North American terms. _ )

Suszm Somtag:
T think Canadian writers should
publish more in American magazines’

Lfiehng] Eoomime] (U.IL.): T was aware of Canadian authors,
but I fear very much as a superficial reader of the weekly
revicws, The name that I knov best, I suppose, is Mordecai
Richler. I'm not sure whether Brian Moore counts any longer
as a Canadian vriter, but I"'m aware that he spent time here
and wrote novels set in Canada, which I've read, Margaret
Atwood I've certainly heard of, and read a few poems by;
apain, not a collection, but in individual reviews.- Morley
Callaghan is someone I've read, and I know his son Barry
Callashan sliphtly, and I’ve seen his literary magazine [Exile].
But I can’t say that it adds up to very much.

I met Svuran Musgrave at a congress, heard her read, and I
vas very impressed and I got 2 book of her poems and read
them. And ever since then, if I see any reference to her, I read
it. But T must tell you — and I personally think that this is best
for Canadian literature — that generally I try to be guided by

Michael Scammel:
’m graided by what I find to be excellent,
mot by the fact that it is Conedian’

cither what I find to be excellent or what I hear to be excellent,
and not at all by the fact that it’s Canadian. I would never pick
up anything because it was Canadian, .

Eogin El-loscam (East Germany): 1 came upon Canadian |

literature by chance about six years ago. Frederick P. Grove,
Idorley Callaghan, Sinclair Ross, Earle Birney, Mordecai
Richler were among the first authors whose books I read.
Their novels awakened my curiosity about your literature,
about vhich very little was known in the G.D.R. at that time.
Thanls to the help of writers such as Hugh Hood, Norman
Levine, George Bowering, and Ray Smith, and to the assis-
tonce of critics such as Eli Mandel, W.H. New, Robert
Fulford, as well as some well-known Canadian publishers, I
succeaded in gaining a first survey of Anglo-Canadian litera-
turc, Pealizing that the works I got to know are manifold as to
subject-matter and artistic and aesthetic composition, and that
they ave part and parcel of an interesting and veluable contem-
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Penguin Books Canada Limited
presents the official tie-in
editions of two superb stories
airing on PBS in January 1982.
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Evelyn Waugh’s powerful, passionate
no&rel of a doomed aristocratic family,
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ignant portrait of a dying
way of life comes to television January
25. The spectacular cast includes
Claire Bloom, Laurence Olivierand
John Gielgud. '
‘, .. the most satisfying dramatic T.V.

" so far this season.” — Toronto Star.

A Penguin Book $4.95

THE FLAME TREES OF THIKA
Elspeth Huxley -

Hayley Mills stars in this new 7-part
Mobil Masterpiece Theatre presenta-
tion beginning January 3.

Both a reveting history and a truelife
account of adventure and freedom,
The Flame Trees of Thika makes
unforgettable reading.

A Penguin Book $3.95
THE MOTTLED LIZARD, Elspeth Huxley’s
sequel to THE FLAME TREES OF THIKA
will be published January 1982
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porary literature, I grewr determined to assist the Mogmuon
and spread of Canadian literature in the G.D,.R. in the late
1970s.

At present I am concerned above all with the Anglo-
Canadian short story. In my thesis I deal with authors such as
Leacock, Munro, Laurence, Smith, and their special forms of
intcrrelated short stories. Some years ago I edited a volume of
stories by Norman Levine, and I published a scholarly article
on Levine's short prose, Now 1 am about to prepare an antho-
logy of Canadian short stories of the 1970s, The large number
of Anglo-Canadian short stories I read comprise well-known
and less famous writers. J am impressed time and again by the
“‘renaissance’ of Anglo-Canadian short prose in the *70s and
its richness of themes, subjects, and structures. It is the fact
that many Canadian authors are ‘concerned with universal
problems put into a ‘'Canadian’ setting and their diverse
techniques that always strikes me.

!

Juecz3 Broeloway (UK. and the Netherlands): Although I have
read the work of a number of Canadian authors in the past 15

years or so, mainly for reviewing, I could not say that I have |,

ever approached one of their books with the attitude: “Now,
this is Canadian writing; let's see what’s different about it;
let’s try to find specifically Canadian features.” But I have
noticed two common features in all the work I have particn-
larly liked: most of the work was in the form of short stories
and, probably as a result of this, most authors were not
treating prand or trendy themes, They weren’t out to illustzate
theories about life, but were concentrating on individual lives.
This doesn’t mean that grand themes like love, fear of death,
loneliness, weren’t involved at all. But they were handled in an
intimate, realist manner.

The authors I have read are: Mavis Gallant (impact of her
volume, The Pegnitz Junction, unforgettable, so that she has
alvravs remained in my mind since as someone specially able to
convey human predicaments in a quiet, telling manner,
Recently, in Germany, seven years after reading this collec-
tion, I searched for and found the Pegnitz Junction on the
German rail netwrork. I have since read her From the Fifteenth
District too). Margaret Laurence, whose famous and filmed
novel 1 hadn®t liked too much because of some too highly
vroucht prose here and there, but whose subsequent book of
short stories I greatly enjoyed and admired. Alice Munro,
whoze collection Dance of the Happy Shades 1 had drawn
attcntion to in 1974 (I think) long before she became last year a
candidate for the Booker Prize in Britain. I liked the way she
showed the old Canada disappearing before the onslaught of
the chic and the affluent. There were small det_g.i]s in her work
— 7 mother pinning up a girl’s party dress — that were
brilliantly done and remain in the memory. Norman Levine,
on whose vrork I have concentrated most, translating some of
his stories for the Dutch. There is a bareness, a spareness, &
chill in his stories, in which the environment often mirrors
quietly but cleverly the bleak interior of people’s lives, that
fascinate me. I can understand that some readers feel he pares
away so much, leaves so much unsaid, that his stories have a
thinness that threatens to make them disappear altogether.
Some, perhaps not very subtly minded Dutch editors, can’t see
the point of them. I can, and the cool tragedy of his work, the
insistence (though he is never seen to be Insisting) on the
importance of small lives, hidden, perhaps even trivial,
tragedies, does seem something very special to me.

T have not read the work of better known Canadian writers
like Mordecai Richler and Margaret Atwood. This may be due
to a tendency in myself to veer away from work that attracts a
lot of attention and to go looking elsewhere in the corners, As
Canadian authors often seem to do, when choosing what they
are¢ going to write about. There is, I believe, a French Cana-
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dian woman author, a novel of whose I did read, in English
translation. This was trendy and I didn’t like it. O

Allen Ginsberg (U.S8.):1 used to live with Leonard Cohen, and
I sang backup vocal with Bob
Dylan and Ronnie Blakely on

years ago. And I used to send
poems to Ray Souster for his
magazine Combustion with
Kerouac and Peter Lawski =
back in 1959. I know Irving
Layton, I've read Margaret
Avison. The West Coast

P L writers I know better: George
Bowermg and Vu:l:or Coleman. Victor came and taught at the

. school where I teach. I know 4 lot of the younger poets. There

was like an awakening in Canadian litérature back in the *50s.
In fact, I think Combustion led the world as the first mimeo-
graphed magazine, So I’m relatively conversant with some
Canadian poets. I don’t read much fiction, American or Cana-
dian or anything.

Fawnz Turki (Palestine): Perhaps Mordecai Richler is better
known to us than other Canadian-writers because his writing
hits a sensitive chord in us. It talks about issues that concern
us. It talks about otherness, it talks about exile. I mean, of
course, he's talking about the Jewish experience, but the
Jewish experience is now like the Palestinian experience.

Vlncent Buc!sley (Austral:a) I was in Canada as a visiting
o .1 Myriter in Bdmonton for seven
f _' cod ! months in 1973. I found it very
T : mterestmg and in fact I devel-

‘ l oped a great interest in Cana-
5 ; dian litérature, more the novel
{ ! than poetry on the whole, and
I took a lot of books back to
.. Australia. [ think that the
b i physical landscapes of the two
. N i " countries are so different that,
- o+ 4lin Margaret Atwood’s terms,
the mental landscapes would also have to be pretty different,
and I think I would say that the yarions Canadian tempera-
ments are very different from the various Australian
temperaments. For example, I’ve used Margaret Atwood’s
thesis in Survival and pointed out the respects in which I think
it applies to Australian literature and the respects in which I
think it doesn’t. But I think a work like that can be exemplary
for literatures like the Awstralian, nof because it applies to
them point by point, but because it teaches people the things to
look out for. Also because it’s so hissingly critical of the Cana-
dian mentality, Australian literature has fallen into a compla-
cent phase at the moment, and [ think it needs that kind of

The English-speaking world is divided up between the two
great publishing empires, England and America. We are,
broadly speaking, in the English sphere and you are, broadly
speaking, in the American sphere. So we can’t get Canadjan
books. I wanted to set books by Brian Moore, Earle Birney,
and Susanna Moodie on one of my courses, and I couldn’t get
copies. There are quite a number of admirers of Roberison
Davies in Australia, Margaret Atwood is very well known.
Bimey and Atwood have both been there, of course. They
were also both published in Australian journals before they
went there. There’s a kind of traffic in poetry, and I°d say that
Bimey's work would have been known to some people there
before he ever published in Ausual:a a

:

one of his records a couple of §

;-

:

:
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Making contact

After 15 years apart, a new critical study
reunites Louis Dudek and Raymond Souster, but mostly

it shows how different they are

By ROSALIND EVE CONWAY

Lsals Dds% ond Raymond Souster, . more established poets and tastes, o he

by Fran); Davey, Douglas & McIntyre,
200 pages, $5.95 paper (ISBN 0 88894
284 0).

Colleeted Poems of Raykiond
Esester, Voluwe 2, 1955-52, by Ray-
mond Sousier, Oberon Press, 340 pages,
$23.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88750 384 5) and
511.95 papzer (ISBN 0 88750 365 3).

Crgooereation: Pocms 194061930, by
Lows Dudck, Coach House Press, 95
Pag:s, 57.50 papzr (ISBN 0 88910 221 X)-~

FRAINK DAVEY'S DECISION to discuss
Lonis Dudek and Raymond Souster
togcther in the 14th volume of Studies in
Canadian-Literature iis an apt one for an
editor and teacher of creative writing.
He offers come valvable comparisons
bztvreen the work and aesthetic of the
two writers, and is certainly helpful in
his recounting of Canadian literary
bictory. But his study is confining and
comevshat reductive as a treatment of
the worl: of Raymond Souster.

The rcal focus of the book is histor-
ical. It opens with the first meeting of
the two posts in 2 Montreal restaurant in
1243 through John Sutherland, editor of
First Steternent, Dudek did not choose
to po into publishing right away; he went
to Columbia University and worked on
his discertation on publishing and cul-

ture, Literature and the Press, which .

was finglly published in 1950. Souster
choce the route of the “‘doer” and
c¢mbarked on editing vith his first little
manazine, Enterprise. In the early 19505
the two finally joined forces and
founded Contect, from vwhich Contact
Preos (in which Irving Layton also par-
ticipated) later emerged.

Dadel:"s impetus was his frustration
vith comwmercialism and commercial
publishers. He was an elitist and felt
popular taste was the death of good
literptura: whozver controls the means
of publiching, he believed, controls the
developracat of literature. Souster came
to a gimilar conclusion in a more in-
tuitive manner. He wanted to publish his
ovm worl: and that of his friends, bat

the Licrary scenc vras monopolized by

took matters into his own hands,
_ Dudek and Souster were not simply
publishers and editoxs; they changed the

* course of modern Canadian writing.

They were promoters of what they felt
was new, of what was written out of a
native North American — rather than
British — tradition, of what was
idiomatic and natural rather than orna-
mental. They were also revisers of the
relative reputations of their fellow Cansa-
dian writers, especially of such for-
malists as F.R. Scott and A.J.M. Smith.
‘Many of Dudek’s criticisms verge on
outright nastiness, but perhaps the 1940z
and ’50s demanded the candour that was
so much a part of their lives.

By the mid-'60s the [iterary scene had
loosened up constderably, and Souster
vrrote to Dudek in 1966 about his deci-
sion to discontinue publishing: ‘I think
Contact Press has done the job it was
founded to do — we have bridged a very
difficult time in Canadian letters — and
now it’s largely history.”

In writing this history Davey is also
“‘righting®’" history, redressing the
balance. More space is devoted to
Dudek, the lesser knovm of the writers,
but Davey is more impressed with
Dudek’s poetic than his poetry. Dudek
strives for greatness, not for writing
“‘competent”’ poetry. His work is **cour-
ageous.” His rejection of- commer-
cialism and popular taste meant that he
was far less successful in finding an
audience than Souster. Dudek’s lan-
guage is generally prosaic, denotative
rather than connotative in meaning,
because his focus is on content, and
Davey feels his use of kinesthesia (which
Dorothy Livesay called ““identification
with the object seen and its flow**) saves
the long poems from seeming too much
like prose. However, Davey finds that
Dudek’s epigrams do -not mitigate the
rationalist strain of his “‘functional
verse.”

It all makes for fairly heavy going,

and is all the more frustrating because *

Davey’s admiration for Dudek’s poetic
(even though it is rarely successful in

- pro-life.

practice) tends to make him under-
estimate Sonster’s achievement. Souster,
mnlike Dudek and Davey, is not am
academic; he learned about modem
writing from little magazines and other
poets, especially the American poet Cid
Corman. That he did not articulate a
poetic beyond “‘Get the Poem Out- -
doors? seems irrelevant to me. Perhaps
as a teacher of creative writing Davey is

more . impressed with Dudek's writing -

about writing than Souster’s actually
doing it. .

Yet Davey does offer two valuable
approaches to Souster. One is'to view his
work as embodying a conflict between
negative ‘‘inside’> amnd: positive
““outside’” forces; the former being
those of masculinity — war, s¢%, com-
mercialism, and death — the Iatter being
Davey notes the essentinl
pastoralism of Souster’s vision. His
other vantage point is to view Souster
not simply as one who focuses on the
poor, on cripples and hookers, on
Toronto’s down-and-outers, which is
the standard analysis of his worlk, but as
a Marxist, anti-capitalist writer. .

But in the end Davey is really rather
hard on Souster. He plays dovn
Sousters skill at doing vhat good poets
should do well: using evocative, memor-
able words to underline the poem’s con-
tent. The better part of a chapter is spent
on crticizing his use of habitual
lanpguage and responses, of rhetoric and
sentiment, his need to make an explicit
point, and his evasion of two difficult
topics: sexuality and personal joys and
tragedies. That Souster chooses not to
write personal poems seems neither pro-
blematic nor remarkable to me; I cannot
see why a poet should write about
anything. Davey’s is-a modernist bias.

The other criticisms are more per-.
suasive, but they lose power when one
examines Souster’s work as a whole. It’s
not surprising that his early work is less
accomplished on the whole than the
later, as the latest volume of his Col
lected Poems shows.

Spanning the period 1955-°62 it
demonstrates that Souster was himself
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awar: of thes¢ difficulties and strove to
overcome them, most particularly his
nezd to make a point. In Place of
Meating (1962) and A Local Pride (1962)
he was more demanding of his work,
and, as he says in his preface tothls
cecond volume of Collected Poems,
“some sort of breakthrough had been
made.” That there are two halves to
Souster’s career becomes dramatically
evident when one passes from Wallking
Dzath (1955) and Crepehanger’s Car-

nival (1958) to the later poems.” For

example, ““Choosing Coffins,’” in which
Souster's father is reminded of a canoe
he had:

Ard though we -moved right around

thkat room,

I somehow Imew my father couldn't

wait

to cirele back to thet mahogany casker,

to fondle jts close-rubbed grain, to
push back time -

to his young manhgod, Rouge River,

Humber nighis,

thosz sivealy, black-fly northern

poriages . . ..

This volume is much: darker than the
first. Much of it is coloured with death,
pamcu!arly the death of his brother. But
it is a pleasure, as always, reading
Soustcr; there is the drama, the realism,
the music. Again he has painstakingly
reviced his poems, and few are left
unchanged. And Iest one get the wrong
mprcssion. I should say that as much as
Souster is caught up with death, ulti-
mately he rejects it: -

So ligrd 1o aven think of death

on such a pulsing gfternoon . . . .

Suiz catching every change of leqf,
boys flailing chestnut trees, the
squirrels
all dart and doing in the grass.
2 @ 2

Even the blackest tombstone skouts

*“Iimpossible, impossible!*’

Dudek’s Cross-section: Poems
1940-1980 contains previously unpub-
Iished poems in chronological order that
are meant to be, collectively, an example
of life as process. They reflect the shift-
ing concerns of a maturing writer.
However, I was frustrated by the in-
verted syntax and ellipsis as well gs by
the philosophizing: all meaning and no
music. Dudek is not particularly read- -
able, He uges the unadorned language of
Souster and mixes it with the iconoclasm
of Layton, with none of the persuasive
euphony and detail of either, because he
rcfuses to play to the crowd. This is
from “These Young™:

Schoolgirls carry their baby books

and boys lif:e bricfcases thelr morning

satchels:

soon their world will be clear of

obstruction,
spmbols become solid things,

His ecpigrammatic poems are more
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readable, and therefore more successful.
“Freedom,** in which his dogs insist on
b-ng unleashed only to lie down nearby,
is a good example:

Freedom may be

only an idea "

but it's a matler of principle

even to a dog.

It seems surprising that two such dif-
ferent poets were revolutionaries
together, but the complacency of the
poetry scene in Canada in the 1940s and

’50s, as well as their yearning for -
recognition and newness, drew them -

together. Davey has captured and
charted this important chapter in Cana-
dian literary history. (1

REVIEW

Hearts of
the West

By CHRISTOPHER .

WISEMAN

The Shunmning, by Patrick Friesen,
Turnstone Press, 105 pages, $7.00 paper
(ISBN 0 88301 038 9).

A Shored Up House, by Elizabeth
Allen, Turnstone Press, 79 pages, $6.00

_paper (ISBN 088801 046 X).

Dirt Hills Mirage, by Barbara
Sapergia, Thistledown Press, 97 pages,
$6.95 paper (ISBN 0 920066 33 X).

THE PRAIRIES ARE not a bad place for a
poet these days. There is an active com-
munity of writers, progressive and,

" praise be, prolific presses, a creative and

well-founded Writers Guild in Saskat-
chewan, and a growing confidence and
sense of importance in the Canadian
literary scene. But the unique problem
remains, What do you do with the
prairie in poetry? The landscape
dominates with its enormity, looming
and challenging, Write me, it says, then
cheats by changing shape, by turning
itself into plagues of locusts, drought,
floods, unbearable heat, starving cold.
It’s a world of welcome and rejection, its
history impinging on the present, sharp
and pressing, urging the pen to move.
So what does the poet do? These three
collections approach prairie experience
in different ways — the historical/myth-
ological, the lyric, and the descriptive.
Patrick Friesen’s The Shunning is the

- War and afterwards.
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most ambitious and the most impressive
in its imaginative scale, A long, semi-
documentary book, part in prose, part
in poetry, complete with the scemingly
obligatory photographs, diary entrm,
and even medical records, it examines
the Mennonite consciousness as seen in
the’ lives of two brothers and their
families at the time of the First World
Peter, seen
through various points of view, is shun-
ned or banned by the church and Kills
himself because of a stubborn question-
ing faith that the orthodox see as heresy,
because he ‘“‘wanted so much that
wasn't.”

What we have here is a terrible and
real existential crisis in a closely knit
comnmnity, with its loves and deaths, its
births and sicknesses, its human striv-
ings, its response to religious and moral
dicta, its memories of the old world, its
struggle to come to terms with a new
landscape. It is a superb study of
spiritual violence translated into action;
a frighteningly real commu.mty evolving
into'a myth of prairie settlement and
adjustment to the new land and its
exigencies. It works by accumulation, as
lives are slowly revealed, not by the
sharp lyric image (though there are
many) but by narrative and pseudo-
narrative as the multiple voices and con- -
sciousnesses all snap around the edges of
experience and the after-shocks of the
shunning, the -casting out of Peter,
whose stubborn insistence on the vali-
dity of his own apprehensions becomes
heroic as well as plangent. The cool,
detached Ontario doctor and midwife
provide distance and an ironic chorus to
the obsessive study of a web of relation--
ships that has sucker them into itself in
subtle ways.

The style of this work tears heads off
clichés, making ns see a whole place
freshly — the inner and outer, the hard-
ship and joy, the human heart fighting
the enclosing stifle of prairie, of dogma.
It is a complete world, reeling and tilting -
but enduring. The ruined heart struggles
to love and to be free. *“You live awhile
and then time happens,’’ writes the poet.
How seemingly simple, yet, in this con-
text, how utterly important. A fine
book, full of bone and muscle. A total-
jty. A must for any future edition of the
Long Poem Anthology,

Elizabeth Allen’s collection is very
different, but fine, {00, in its own way.
She has a clear lyric voice, and her ear
for the music of language is delicate but

- strong. Here we have the exp_,enence ofa

recent arrival on the prairies from the
confined and lush femhty of New
Zealand, whose imagination is wrestling
with size, hardness, and inexorability.
We also have a poet who has only been
writing for five years. The result is
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vonder, dismay, puzzlement, rejection,
c2l:bration, amazement. New vital feel-
ings. The heart shaken by its transplant
but moving urgently as it tries to adapt.
Dz:eriptive details of Saskatchewan are
consistently welded into personal
ISSponse:
snould I

shore up the old kouse

that thraatens

to fall dovn around me

Jix thiz fence that lles

Bant &k twisted

mov: grass, fend my garden

or let it all

run witd?

This collection tries to answer this
crucial psrsonal question, through times
of pain and times of love. The section
called *“transplant” treats the immigrant
cuperience directly as threateningly
atiractive memeories of greenness and
geaccape — roois that have always
flourished — ﬂood in to try to swamp
the new life:

1 have not sean

the inner landscape

tately thz door

los bean shut §

cannol fiild the opening
Yet the last section of the hook shows a
gradual coming to terms, a sense of
possible discovery and balance in spite
of the harshness. When ‘‘the cattle are
sorted™ there is a Kkind of peace.

Elizabeth Allen is the most naturally
pificd of these three poets in terms of
sheer concentrated powrer, the creation
of the telling and potent image, the mak-
ing and shaping of poem out of
lantuage. It is a strong book, one that
malics us knovw the prairie by feeling it,
not just by secing it. And we are moved.
She is a poet of great potential, who can
already transmute the world and sub-
sume natural objects into the press and
tcnsion of human longing.

Barbara Sapergia’s first collection has
some good poems — “‘‘Angels,”’
“Burns,’”” “Firedance,”” and the {itle-
poem especially — but she doesn't yet
have the consistent ability to rise above
pure dezcription and make full use of it.
At its worst, her poetry merely describes,
comp..tently colidly, but flatly, as if that
i5 cnough to carry the poem, and one
often fesls that it is all too familiar:

a hevl: hanes on a curve of air
szarchinn for meat

& not 1o please ny eye

in the cordee wolf willow flares silver

Yes. But. The poet fells us too much in
this collection, which could well, I think,
have profited from some strong editing.

The pocms about her family history
havc preat possibilities, but Barbara

Sawergia doesn™ do enough with them.
Facts do not always spsak for them-
celves, howwever touching or dramatic,

and have to be transformed into signifi-
cance by imagination. And one wants
more significance here and more surprise
— in language and image, in dramatic
bandling of event, in the resolution of
the poems. The prairie is not quite alive
enough; not magical or threatening
enough. And it’s a pity because there is
much evidence that the poet can write
and has a fine observing eye.

The prairie unlocks its secrets reluc-
tantly, These three books try to meet it
head-on and they prove that the taut im-
agination and the right shaping of words
can bring us illumination and, by doing
that, can move us. That is no mean
achievement. OJ

REVIEW

From magpies
to booby coots
By ROBERT KROETSCH

Lying in Bed, by Mary Howes, Long-
spoon Press, 71 pages, $7.50 paper
{ISBN 0 919285 05 6).

Extreme Positions, by bpNichol,
Longspoon Press, 83 pages, $7.50 paper
(ISBN 0 919285 07 4).

A Grond Memory for Forgetiing, by
Stephen Scobie, Longspoon Press, 145
pages, $8.50 paper (I3SBN 0919285 05 8).

Gaollimanfry, by Jon Whyte, Long-
spoon Press, 64 pages, $9.50 paper
(ISBN 0 919285 04 XJ.

THE COVERS OF the four new books from
Longspoon Press announce, accurately
and brilliantly, the reading act to which
each {s an invitation: the magpies on Jon

Whyte's Gallimaufry, the legs at once,

raised and crossed on Mary Howes’s
Lying in Bed, the wave-line through a
square of deep-water blue on bpNichol's
Extreme Positions, the circle squared
and broken on Stephen Scobie’s A
Grand Memory for Forgetting.

Whyte. in Ga!limaqfry. is the poet as

magpie, telling us in his introduction, “I-

started to oompﬂe, several years ago, a

list . . . .” He is the anatomist of our
neglected word-hoard; caught in the ink-
horn splendour of the academia he looks
down on from Banff, he is a gifted
word-buster on the Strawberry Roan, a
crochety bamboozler, » high couniry.
raconteur who takes his readers on a

trail ride clean around the world.

For Whyte, a dictionary is an erotic
event. The section from *Fells of
Brighiness” is proof positive that that
poem Is on its way to greatness. But even
in talkmg about the ruddy duck, Whyte
is a rejoicer in the extravagance of our
given world:

In general use: Buitterball; ruddy.

in local use: Biddy; blackjack;

blatherskite

{varied to blatherscool, b!attﬂ‘smar

bladderscooi);

blueblll. bobbler; booby; booby caol

Mary Howes, like Whyte, is an obses-
sive [ist maker. Where Whyte Is
attracted to the esoteric and the lost,
Howes is concerned to note. the
strangeness of what is accepted as the
familiar. The poem *““not too much to
ask” begins:

{ want you on top of everything efu

i want you under my skin

i want you out on a lmb

i wamt you treed

i want you fioored

Maryl-lowesmawmkedladyw:thher

" tongue. Like Mrs. Bentley in As For Me

and My House, she beging by placing

. bed at stage centre. Where one,

however, can never quite get in, the

- other can never quite get out. Lying

passively in bed, seemingly nailed down,
the narrator of Howes’s poems is pure
energy. The room of one’s own spoken
of so eloquently by Virginia Woolf
becomes, cloguently again, a bed of
one’s own. For whatever reasons, the
direct confrontation with erotic exper-
fence, in Canadian poetry, is best
explored by women writers. Howes
remembers (re-members), probes,
goads, flays, laughs, laments, giggles,
curses, all the way from Iay one to the
last delivery. And the book is superbly
illustrated by Jane Ross.

Nichol, in Extreme Positions, tells a
love story that is reminiscent of Dreiser’s
An American Tragedy, but here that
long tale of ambition and sex and ambig-
uous death by water becomes a post-
strueturalist visual poem, The Canadian
poet harks back to that novel through
Gertrude Stein and now writes: -

the bright boat in

the bright sun on

the bright water in

the bright light in

the eye

Nichol calls this his fourth novel (after
Two Novels and Journal), and indeed
the book is shaped around an excru-
ciating tension between the idea of nar-
rative and an absolutist notion of poetic
repemlon The entire story is embedded
in repetitions of the letter *“s.”’ The
occasion of the story (a murder?) is per-
ceived through a combination of silence
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(the Literal whiteness of the page) and
minimalist language. And yet the book
spealis eloquently within the Nichol
ozirvrz — that spilling flow of language
(*lctting be"’) that makes him a major
poet of the second haif of this century.
Scobie's A Grand Meniory for Forget-
ting is also concerned with the problem
of pcrception and its literary conse-
quences. Scobie works often from occa-
sion, as in the poem, “On the Road to
Bonnyville™:
behind there is nothing
fo be sczn in the mirror
white
of e snovs that gathers behind us
bulted lifee a parachute into
the speed of our passing: in front
swhen q truck overtakes
'z are driving snovwblind

into @ memory,

Scobie’s book is in some ways a
dialogue with Michael Ondaatje. It
begins with a concern, as in Ondaatje's
work, with photographs. Scobie, like
Ondaatje, has moved to'Canada from a
distant land, and now explores both the
lost place and the implications of the
move, He engages in a difficult confron-
tation with his own past and with his
own literary education, and finds a
focus for both in his willed motion into a
meaningful forgetting. The fear of
forgetting and the need to forget find
poignant intersection in the poem
(“Elegy’’) for a young Italian tourist
who fell to her death at a historic site in
Scotland:

Falling, away from all our questions,

FEATURE REVIEW

B et W mmarTats W T e T ma S e Y T A

- L el

all the anecdotes and history, down
oul .
of time to that hard ground where
even history
ends, one jact to make ail others ob-
solefe, ..

Longspoon Press has finally justified
the excitement that was felt, 18 months
ago, at the news that a new press was in
the printing. The idea of subscription or
mail order presses was introduced by
Gary Geddes of Quadrant Editions.
Longspoon has now confirmed the sue-
cess of the idea. The Island Writing
Series, published by John Marshall and
Daphne Marlatt in Lantzville, B.C., will
soon release a major series of chapbooks
for sale by mail. Poetry has a way of
winning through against the economics
of disaster. [J

Strange games

Shortlisted for Britain’s Booker Prize, Ian McEwan
simultaneously shocks and entices, but there
is more to his fiction than meets the voyeur’s eye

Tie Comfort of Strangers, by Ian
McEwen, Jonathan Cape (Clarke
Irwin), 134 pages, $15.95 cloth (JISBN
022401931 7).

T2 Imitntlon Gome, by Ian McEwan,
Jonathan Cape (Clarke Irwin), 175
pages, 520.95 cloth (ISBM 0 224 01889 2).

SINCE ITS INCEPTION in 1959, the Booker
Prize, Britain’s highest Lterary award,
has had its fair share of media coverage,

- not always welcomed by the British liter-
ary cstablishment. A pittance of pounds
compared to the Nobel or Pulitzer, a
sizable nugset next to the Goncourt, the
prize was founded as a result of the
cznormous profits Booler McConnell —
the suzar, food-distribution and engi-
neerine magnates — made in tax-shelter
schemes for mid-literary but super-
lucrative authors lilke Ian Fleming and
Agatha Christie. Guilt money, perhaps,
but certainly needed in an age of
declining royalties.

John Berger, the 1972 winner for G,
aroused a storm of controversy when he
split his £5,000 with the London Black
Panthers after attacking Booker
McConnell for capitalist exploitation in
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By D.W. NICHOL

Guyana. At this year’s presentation,
Salman Rushdie accepted his prize (now
£10,000) with grateful decorum for Mid-
night’s Children, pointing out that the
money would allow him to write unfet-
tered for a year. The presentation went
not without incident: a few days before
the ceremony Brian Aldiss dampened
the anticipation by mouthing the short-
list a Hitle too close to a Guardian
editor’s ear. Private Eye, ever quick to
call foul play, pointed a finger spelling
nepotism at one of the names on the
leaked ‘Hst, Ian Mc¢Ewan’s late entry,
The Comfort of Strangers. McEwan, It
seems, had once studied under Malcolm
Bradbury, this year’s chairman of the
Booker judges, at East Anglia.

Other coincidences have cropped up
in other years. One of the three judges in
1974, Elizabeth Jane Howard, happenesd
to be married to one of the writers
advanced to the shortlist. No matter

" how hard Ms Howard argued that

Britain’s literary community was so
tightly knit that it was impossible to find
a judge who hadn’t any ofn?acts (sexual
or otherwise) with at least one of the
runners-up, the fact that she was Mrs.

—— g %, = amm

Amis at home and that Mr. Amis’s
Ending Up ended up on the shortlist was
hard to shrug off. Marital connection
(albeit not semantically nepotism) seems
more suspect in the conferring of
pecuniary honours than a former
student-lecturer relationship, husband-
and-wife being thicker in thievery.
McEwan and Bradbury, to apply a cur-
rent television idiom, are not good
Borgias material. )
McEwan on his ovn provided some
vivid Borglas family entertainment jn his
first novel, The Cement Garden (1978),
in which Jack discovers masturbation at
the moment of his father’s death, buries
mother in a trunk of cement, and, for
want of offering a parental primal scene
to his younger sibling, effects a double-
edged climax with older sister. Similar
imaginings apound elsewhere in
McEwan’s fiction. He deals adeptly with
the father-daughter variation of familial
favouritism in the fitle story of In

. Between the Sheets. The final image

gives a superbly disarming example of
McEwan’s fine-spun prose:
But she was asleep and almost smiling,
.and in the pallor of her upturned throat
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be thousht he saw from one bright
moming in his childhocd a field of
dazzling white snow which he, a small
boy of cight, had not dared scar with
footprints.

In this case the taboo remains intact, but

the willineness to pursue one theme to
cither end (famtasy realized/fantasy sub-
dued) supcests that there is more to
IMcEvran’s fiction than simply meeting
the voyenr's eye. Still, he caters to a
voyeur's imagination in various
instances: casiration fantasies are
pushed to the brink of actualization in
the short story “Pornography’’; “Dead
as They Come” is a punning update of
“Porphyria’s Lover.,”” McEwan dis-
penses excremental observations with a
Swiftian frankness: **Eaters of
asparagus Lknow the scent it lends the
urine." .

The trio of television plays in The
Linitation Game vary tonally from the
comically facetious to the deadly
serious. ““Jack Flea’s Birthday Celebra-
tion” (whose celebrant professes a
hankering back to the womb) feedson a
fomily reunion complete with clinging
mother, ineffectual father, and mothesly
live-in pirlfriend whose jokes about the
vriterly mother-swapping birthday-

boy's bed-wetting are given some
credence in the final frames. ““Solid
Geometry”” acquired some notoriety
when the BBC pulled the plug during the
final stages of production, possibly
because the most notable stage prop was
an auctioned-off “anatomical curiosity"
severed from a captain and then pickled
for posterity. Through a neat combina-
tion of mathematics — proving a plane
without a surface — and yoga, Albert
(ancther writerly recluse) discovers a
unique method of voiding his mistress,
““The Imitation Game,” by far the best
of these plays, treats the male-centred
structure of the wartime code-breaking

operation known as Ultra and the acci-

dental infiltration by an (unfortunately)
intellisent female auxiliary, The object
of the *“‘game’* is to determine any dif-
ference between the way men and
women think: '

There are three players. A man, a
woman and an interrogator who can be
of either sex. The interrogator stays in a
Toom apart from the other two but con-
nected by a teleprinter. His aim is to
fird out which of the two is the man,
“and which is the woman. The object of
the man is to try and cause the interro-
gator to make the wrong identification,

HUGH MACLENNAN

‘. .. the man who, through such novels as Barometer Rising, Two Solitudes and The

- Watch That Ends the Night, did more than any other writer of his generation to
shape Canadian consciousness, and who in the process won an unprecedented five
Governor-General’s awards, has, in his seventh novel and 74th year, outdone
himself.” — Calgary Herald

while the woman’s purpose is to kelp the
_ interrogator.

While the heroine serves tea, one of the
code-breakers (a Cambridge homo-
sexual) offers humiliation, asking,
“Shouldn’t you first establish whether .

- the woman can think?"

McEwan delves deeper into the nature
of feminism in his second novel, The
Comfort of Sirangers. Set in hazy,
unspecified Venice, two English tourists,
Colin and Mary, begin their holiday by
getting stoned, lost, and uncomfortable,
Mary, once marred, remembers and
forgets and remembers to send a post-
card back to her kids. The will to apply
stamp to card, card to letter-box, is
dissipated as easily as the want to make
love. Behind their lethargy is some vague
sense of purposelessness, a i
passivity; they are hip liberal Elois from
the 1960s who, when discussing sexual
politics, refer to them rather than us, -
“Travelling is a brutality,” as the
epigraph says, and on one of their
journeys without maps Colin and Mary
confront a barrage of contradictions of
another culture. They lose their acanired
bearings easily, but **without a specific
destination, the visitors chose routes as

those fearful times.

JANUARY 1932

VOICES IN TIME

The time is 1940. The place is Hitler's Germany and Conrad Dehmel, a
‘good German’, is struggling to pursue an honourable course and to
save his Jewish fiancee and her family from annihilation.

The time is 1970. The place is Quebec and Timothy Wellﬂeet, Conrad’s
stepson, has become a media celebrity during the FLQ crisis, rising to
prominence by devious and opportunistic methods.

Hugh Maclennan masterfully depicts two societies on the brink of total destruction
and the loves and fears of men and women embroiled in the dramatic events of

AN AWARD-WINNING NOVEL FROM PENGUIN BOOI(S CANADA LIMITED
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they mizht choose a colour, and even in
the precise manner in which they became
lost expressed their cumulative choices,
their will,*

They brovse on the latest in Venetian
bzdroom accoutrements (including volt-
meters) in a store window, then Mary
transkates a feminist poster. She tells
Colin, “They want convicted rapists
castrated. . . . It’s a way of malking peo-
ple tale rape more seriously as a crime,””
“It’s a way,’* replies Colin, *‘of making
pzopl: take feminists less seriously.”’ In
pursuit of food and exasperation, thiey
cncounter a native called Robert who
insists on helping thcm, in exchange —
as it initially seems — for subjecting
them to the fate of every English tourist
abroad: practising their own language
upon them. Robert apologizes for the
feminist tracts Mary peruses, saying,
“These are women who cannot fifd a
man. They want to destroy everything
that is good between men and women.”
“There,” says Colin, “meet the oppo-
sition."”

Robert tales Colin and Mary to his
home, there to meet his Canadian wife,
Caroline. There is something vaguely
menacing about Robert and Caroline; he
has told Colin and Mary about a scato-
logical trauma as a child in his father's
study; she confides to Mary that she has
crépt into their room to watch them
while they were sleeping naked. When
Colin malkes a slightly asinine remark,
Dobert responds by punching him in the
stomach. As Colin and Mary prepare to
make a civilized departure, Caroline,

who has a painful limp, hints to Colin -

that she is Robert’s prisoner, while
Robert shows Mary a blown-up photo-

\ ._’ jy oY
graph. Later she realizes the grainy

ficure in the photograph is Colin.
The Comjfort of Strangers is a tamer
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McEwan. The adolescent thrill of fiction
has abated without any detrimental
effect on the sheer taut line of authorial
control. He has the talented knack of
shocking and enticing simultaneously,
of engaging his readers in an exploration
of sexual awareness and psychological
conflict, of breathing into old myths
new fire, So far, he has spread his inven-
tiveness sparingly over five slim
volumes. His cool easy precision belies a
confidence that no Booker Prize could
supplement. - McEwan’s time-limited
label as ke writer in Britain to watch has
been justified by his latest novel, but
having graduated from pram-climbers to
adolescent I-figures to narcissistic vic-
tims of travel, his hero(es) will have to
break out of the hermetic bedroom into
the larger realms of experience. [J

REVIEW

- Growing
pains

By DOUGLAS HILL

Pl

The Ifnife in My Hands, by Keith
Maillard, Musson/General, 336 pages,
$15.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7737 0057 9).

KEITH MAILLARD calls this novel (his
third book and planned as the first of
two sequential volumes) an attempt to
screate the iflusion of autobiography.”
It’s set in a lightly disguised Wheeling,
Woest Virginia, the hero’s (and author’s)
hometown, and a ‘‘fictionalized”’
Morgantown, where the state university
is located. It spans five years — 1958
through 1963 — in the life of John
Dupre; he’s 16 when his narrative —
Ioose, episodic, organically rhythmical
— begins.

Maillard’s approach to his material
works well, This is a pleasurable and
thoughtful book. The characters are
attractive, their escapades and sirategies
are zany, the conversation is wonder-
fully serious ard innocent, period details
are [ush and precise, local colour sharp
as the grime of the Ohio and Monon-
gahela valleys permits, sex and Iove are
dazed, desperate, awkward, tedious, all
at the same time.

One who has endured or witnessed the
sott of long adolescence depicted here —
the ricochet from sports to books to beer
to ideas to erections — may find

—
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Magillard®s version brilliant and rich to
the point of improbability. One asks:
Woas life really this dazzling? Were we all
s0 deep and visionary and bright and
ultimately noble? Was the hunger and
frustration thus instantly decoded as
beauty, poignance, holiness? Perhaps.
Only a churl would fanlt the novel, or
fail to enjoy it, on these grounds
anyway. I hope in what follows it’s clear
that Ilike The Knife in My Hands solidly
and consider its flaws slight and under-
standable, (Except — it has to be said —

. the extravagant and disconcerting typo-
graphical and editorial blunders, for

which there’s rno excuse).

Sexuality is one theme of John's
story. Not surprising. Not simple either,
since what’s at issue is & rooted -and
thoroughgoing gender confusion. John
is canght by debilitatingly contradictory
wishes both to be a young girl and to fall
for young girls; 14, androgynous, newly
sexual is the image he doubly longs for.

_ He acts and anguishes as if no one else

ever had or was aware of his problems —
which is quite reasonable, So does the
author, which sometimes causes him to
lose perspective or proportion.

Growth toward spiritual insight is
another concern. The emotional/intel-
Iectual awakening of John and his
friends, each of whom Maillard turns
into a fully developed character I wish I
had space to discuss, achieves remark-
able plausibility, mainly through good
sound dialogue, and despite some
esoteric delving into the sacred literature
of introspection and enlightenmeni and
some heavy breathing over aesthetics

-and The Meaning of Life. I think

Maillard is successful in giving the possi-
bilitles for transcendental belief under
investigation in our own age a nascence
in the unfocused and doubtless over-
dramatized yearnings of two decades
ag~. His efforts here may seem anachro-
nistie, but I'd prefer to accept that

John’s struggle for illumination then, as

he interprets it now, conld produce these
resonances. For my money, Maillard’s
got his epochs on straight.

The occasional lapses of narrative
distance may trouble other readers more
than me. I know I'd feel better about the
novel if I could attach all its considerable
naiveté and repetitiveness and downright
gee-whiz immaturity to the hero, none to
the author. Mostly I can, but I think
more editorial tightening would have
allowed Maillard to give Johm his
obsessive images, perceptions, and
behaviour patterns without blurring
their source. To be or appear, in other
words, totally unconfused about =
character who's pretty spectacularly and
justifiably confused.

The voice Maillard creates for John is
straightforward, natura‘l. .not particu-
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Iarl,' stylish. With much of its **exper-
fenee n nfferino®? anntatinn

1’? ﬁ:mnu ! Fl"unh; when it
tal e.. off into neo-Kerouackiness it’s
charmingly derivative, but I suspect
Mnillard, and John, know exactly what
- TER NIRRT .

Snl'Paradise; the tragedy of the genera-

tion of 57 — pardon the phrase — was
alvrays to follow after.

1 finished The Knife in My Hand thh
W seuse "l vitualu paudl L yuiie sau”
all he wanted to say. The different levels
of the bool: — sexual, social/historical,
rpmmﬂfpnmc —_ all wo:k and worl:

COZeLNCT, OuL lney GOt COMPpIELELY LUsE.
The pressures are uneven. VWhat the
novel accomplishes suggests that

Miaillard could get even farther into his -
subject than he has, clarify better,

strugele harder, find ways to show more,
cxplain less. He’s that close. I’m eager
for the next volume, impressed by this
one, O

REVIEW

Golden threads
among the grey
By JACK HODGINS

A Skep Full of Drenms, by Edna
Alford, Oolichan Books, 155 pages,
$5.95 paper (ISBN 0 88982 031 7).

THOSE WHO LOVE the short story and all ~

it can do in the hands of a skilled and
original vriter may already have noticed
the work of Edna Alford, published
occasionally in such journals as Prism
International and Journal of Canadian
Fiction. A fevr fanatics like myself may
cven have noticed that at least one of her
storics has been Listed in the honour roll
of Bzst American Short Stories, or that
the Calmary masazine Dandelion has
published a special issue featuring her
viorl. All chort story lovers will be inter-
¢ited to learn that this younp Prairle’
vriter has published her first book and
that it is a remarkable achievement.

It is so good, in fact, that I find myself
hopinz for a flaw or two so I can show I
have some standards and am not too
easily impressed. I considered disqual-
ifyipe my:zclf as a reviewer since a few
readers may know the book’s publisher

e ——— R g A r—E——— L,

Hives only a few miles from my home on
VanepmyerIdpndland spmectihetd,

secret publicity agent. Ur that others
may discover that Fdna Alford (with
stories other than these) has been a
student of mme at the Saskatche\'.'an

‘ae fhp atima Af tha (hin and Manan.

be a review at all, I've decided, but the
written equivalent of a fanfare:
‘““Announcement, announcement! If

you care about the short story at all, sit

U G PRY allGuRiOul W HLS LIV Y
debut!” )

There are 10 stories here. Their
common setting ig the Piné Mountain

T mdemwn mwm ald fallia? hawmen Jo Malanes
LUUEE, dil U FUIAD LUING NI AsdLy,
sitting on the edge of a park *like an
aristocratic old woman, as aristocratic as
anything could be in this country.”” The
residents, however, share none of this
aristocracy. They live in a rectangular
flat-roofed addition tacked on to the
main building, in tiny rooms with nar-
row windows that let in very little light.
To Arla, the young nurse whose point of
view controls most bf the stories, the
building resembles a holding pen.

The reader senses from the beginning
that the house is as much a holding pen
for Arla as it is for the old ladies she

" deals with. While the inmates wait to die

{"*my next room will be underground"’)
or to be shipped off to the asylum, the
short and chunky young nurse seems to
be waiting for something ouiside the
home to reéscue her. She is engaged to
someone named David; she seems to be
full of the joy of this love whenever she
is free of the old women, and by the
f'uml story we discover she intends to

. move in with him. In the meantime, she

says, *I'm paid to do my job.*"

“So are prosututes," snaps back one
of the old women in her care,

If Arla’s attitude toward these women
is sometimes impatient, sometimes
humorous, sometimes despairing, some-
times tempted by sentimentality, the
author’s vision is consistent. Arla and
patients alike are the subject of a clear
and steady gaze. Alford honours them
all by bringing them wonderfully alive,
with humour, with insight, with some
anger, and with a patient relishing of
their individual personalities.

Though Arla Pederson’s relationship
with her job is the thread that carries

through the book, each story highlights

a different old woman’s strugele. And
from the opening paragraph of the first
story we are warned that it won’t always
be pleasant:

Pulled that Iittle girl’s arm right off
(says old Miss Bole) and it fell and
caught on one of those silver rungs of
that ferris wheel and hung there
dripping more'n an hour before they " -
could catch it and take it off a there,
The folks all stayed and watched.
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Shy and angry Jessica Bole, club-footed
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contraption called'a Hoyer by relating
stories of horrors more terrible even
than her own. Like Arla, the reader doas
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unlike Arla, the reader comes to the énd
with some understanding of the paint-
ings of flower-filled meadows that hang
above Miss Bole’s bed — painted by

VMALALLEL WU D PLGLLY SLCALAGULLL
AVAESY ASGF BiWA WAL GALINE OO RLFLLE SALEWL WP

Department of Cultural Affalrs
Though this is perhaps the Jeast skilfully
handled of all the stories, it is delivered

writh  Arractines avan ﬂ:ﬁnr“nln —
WALLL liUOBLE = b!w' SAEDRLAL LLLLER T
insight.

All the old women are puiting up a
fight for their lives and their dignity, but

not all are gunite so grim. Tessie Bishop

and Flora Henderson, two old gals with !

rumoured pasts that include running a
bawdy house, paint themselves up, set
out to watch a parade, and end up drunk
and singing filthy songs in & bar. They
get back to the Pine Mountain Lodge
after the others have gope to sleep, and
drunken Flora bangs on doors: ‘“Wake
up you deaf old coots!”” and sings a
v:nuauon of “The Dark-Town Strutters
Ball” .

Now honey, don’t be late,
‘cayse we’ll be passin’ out
pussy "bout half-past eight

But she interrupts herself. ‘““Most of
these old dames don’t even mske it to
seven-thirty Iet alone half-past eight.”
Her friend Tessie, half-hidden in the
shadows, looks back out of black-
rimmed eyes, “’like a mask on a stick.”
A very funny story (aid there i5 con-
siderable humour in most of the stories),
but Alford hasa way of snapping us up
out of a laugh with a cold gasp.

In one story an attempt to set up &
polling station in the Lodge is a total
failure. *“Who cares about the silly old
vote,”” says one of the women.
“Chicken wings again — that’s what I
care about. Wonder what they do with
the iest of the chicken.” In another
story Myrtle Jane Emerson stalks with
her cane through the hallways in search
of Germans — *“‘all Nazis and crooks

" and hangmen’ — but suddenly disap-

pears. Dead? No, Arla explains to the
others. It’s not #/at. It's even worse. The
fight for life is so strong in some of these
women that in one story a pentleman
encounters one of themata hinso game,

- where she just ““*knows"” she is going to

wm, then discovers that his whole exper-
jence is impossible: she’d been dead (ac-
cording to the Home) all along.

I realize that it is the expected custom
while favourably reviewing a collection
of stories to choose one to hate. It shows
you have discriminating taste. Well there
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irn’t goine to be one of thbse “how-
cver” paragraphs here. I'm aware that
some readers will find these stories pain-
ful to raad, some will find it necessary to
take them slovly, and some will find
that this or that story works better than
the others, I have my favourites; I feel
less catisfied with one or tvvo. But when I
came to the end of the final story —
where Arla is walking away from her
job, havingz decided on the basis of her
experience here that companionship was
what vwas important in this world
(“Nezding someone didn’t make you
weal:, It made you luman®') — I knew

I'd just read a book of exceptiomal

stories.

Wallding away, Arla “felt the presence
of someone or something walking with
her.” Of course she is taking all of them
with her — the aristocratic old house,
the holding pen, the old women, the old
women’s baitles — to strengthen or
unsettle her the rest of her life. It is a
mark: of Edna Alford's umique and
powerful talent, I think, that the reader
L.Iﬂ'el_.rtohavealloftharoundmhls
hicad for quite a while. O

REVIEW

Themes and
variations
By GEOFF HANCOCK

Ezot Conedion Skort Storles, edited
by John Stevens, Bantam-Seal, 312
pares, 53,50 paper (ISBN 07704 1702 7).

01t Bz3t Conodion Storles, edited by
John Ristcalf and Leon Rooke, Oberon
Pross, 158 pages, $15.95 cloth (ISBN
0 30750 389 3) and $7.95 paper {ISBN
0 B8750 400 Q).

Exeerd Inanvesslons, edited by John
kietcalf, Oberon Press, 180 pages,
$15.95 cloth (ISBN 0 58750 401 9) and
$7.95 paper (ISBI:»I 0 88750 402 7).

IN JORGE LUIS RORGES'S wonderful
Chineze encyclopedia, the Celestial
Emporium of Benevolent Knowledge,
animals are subdivided into new and
startling categories: those that belong to
the emperor, those that are trained, those
that arc embalmed, mermaids, suckling
piss, and fabulous beasts. Future editors
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of Canadian short-story anthqlogies may
well have to devise new categories as well,
Dozens of authors, working in a myriad
themes and forms, will mean that even
the most generous anthology will omit
someone. Instead of finding two or three
dozen' ““best™ stories, editors will have to
work on literary strategies that find new
orders and relationships. In addition to
creative writing, we will have creative
anthologizing,

Some excellent sto-nes are reprinted in

* John Stevens’s Best Canadian Stories,

yet there remains something curiously
unsatisfying about the collection. Part’
of this is the editor's attitude. He states
flatly the selections ‘‘are not, . defini-
tively, the best Canadian stories ever
written,” but adds they are “‘among the
best.”” Endless quarmréls can-be raised
about authors excluded (Clark Blaise,
Hugh Hood, John Metcalf, Leon
Rooke, David Helwig, Matt Cohen), or
even included, - such as Harold
Horwood, Mazo de la Roche, and the
obscure Quebec writer Yvette Naubert.
Some of the stories themselves are disap-
pointing. Charles G.D. Roberts’s story
of a bear that chases a New Brunswick
gitl into a cabin'is simply overripe in its
melodramatic flourishes. Several of the
earlier stories in fact are roadblocks in
the way of the development of the Cana-
dian short story (the formula fictions of
Hugh Garner and Morléy Callaghan, for
example), and some writers, such as
Mordecal Richler and Farley Mowat,
have only occasionally written stories;
their best work is found elsewhere.
Finally, the editor claims he doesn't even
understand some of his selections, such
as W.P. Kinsella’s story about astral
projection, With a weak but obligatory
Margaret Atwood story (“A Travel
Piece’), the first story Jack Hodgins
ever published, and the over-anthologized
- “Bloodflowers” by W.D. Valgardson,
the selection of ‘*best’* Canadian stories
starts o weave and wobble.

Stevens subdivides the collection into
thematic groupings, such as ‘“Men and
‘Women: Comic and Romantic Views,”
o and Women: Tragic and Ironic
Views,"” “The Trouble with Families,"
“Violent Encounters,” and, for the

. Borgesian encyclopedist, *‘Magic, Sym-

bols and Fantasies.”” They include some
excellent stories by Mavis Gallant, Alice

Munro, Alistair MacLeod, Stephen -

Leacock, Sinclair Ross, Gabnelle Roy,
Roch Camer, Margaret Laurence, and
Howard O'Hagan. But while subject-
related stories may be a good way to
organize an anthology, they also Iimit
the selections to those that fit the theme.
Best Canadian Stories has a limited
number of themes, and so limits its
possibilities as an anthology of *‘the
best* Canadian stories.

R NPT mm e VY. L

R e L i b L AL A il

The annual Oberon anthology, Best
Canadian Storles, is not limited by
theme or subject matter. This 1ith
volume ranges from studies-of Qedipal
schoolboys and atiorexic artists to stories
about writers caught uj weﬁmthe process of
story-telling. Its known contri-
butors include Clark Blrise, Kent
Thompson, Alice Munro, Norman
Levine, and Mavis Gallant. Contri-
butors appearing for the first time
include Katherine Govier and Johm
Riddell. .

The editors try to seeond-guss the
reviewers’ complaints this year. They
suggest the 10 selections cannot poss:bly
compete with the 25 selections in Best
American Siorles. Not all magazines
send in entries, so some-good stories are
omitted from consideration. To which I
would add that the introduction Is
skimpy: to say these stories are more

.“‘sophisticated” says nothing at all.

Stories in translation, from French or
other languages, have never appeared in
the anthology. And the so0-called experi-
mental story is poorly represented —
though one counld argue that such stories
are not yet complete in their atterpts to
push back fiction’s boundaries, Sniping

- aside, Best Canadian Stories will be a
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checkpoint for years to come. It gives
good stories a second or even third.
chance (some are reprinted from book
collections), and salutes the,efforts of
magazine editors to keep stories thriving.

Editors Rooke and Metcalf have
picked some strong selections. Blaises
story of Qedipal sexuality, poor. televi-
sion reception, and skipping out without
paying the rent in 1952 Pittsburgh is a
sobering account of children more
daring than the adulis they become.
Levine’s “Conunmty" is a fine story,
one that turns in on itself as a student
revisits a former teacher, and the teacher
in turn revisits an old Jewish, cemetery,
The story works on severai-levels and
through subtle indirection, something
new in Levine’s recent fiction. Alice
Muniro shows an uncanny ability to find
the right metaphor. Her “Wood” is
about a sign painter and woodcutter
who sudidenly fears he may lose his liveli-
hood. Nothing seems to happen on the
surface, but the story plummets straight
into the character’s soul. It's also a
departure for Munro in that it deals with
the psyche of a man.

Compared to the brilliant “Speck’s
Idea”, which appeared in the 1980
Oberon anthology, Gallant’s **The
Assembly"” seems an amusing and suc-
cessful exercise. A group of tenants,
fnghtened about rapists, robbers,
changes in French society and the new
Europe, gather together in an apartment
building to discuss changing the Jocks.
Gallant’s satire skewers all her targets
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mercilzssly, but it’s not one of her most
outstanding stories,

Best Canadian Stories has always been
penerous toward vwriters in earlier stages
of their carcers. Terence Byrnes has a
funny, grim story about 2 modest artist
who cannot handle a sudden flurry of
successes. In a society that measures
accomplishment by entertaining supper
partics, the artist decides to fast. In
losing his appetite, he discovers himself.
John Riddell appears for the first time in
Best Canadian Storfes with the only
expzrimental piece. The story is told in
the present tense, second person, with

intrusive authorial comments about the .

problems of setting a story in a tough
sailor’s bar. It’s an instant lesson in
some of the possibilities of short fiction,
thouph it Jags far behind some of
Riddel’s more flamboyant excesses,
such as his concrete novel, framsitions
(Aya Press). But there is still pleasure in
secing come of fiction's finest tricks on
display. Katherine Govier’s story about
a psychiatrist who is crazier than his
patient is less satisfactory. It’s a well-
vritten, publishable story, but it’s not
one of the year’s best,

Rooke and Metcalf clearly have a soft
spot for some of their contributors. Not
only does Linda Svendsen appear regu-
larly in Best Canadian Stories, she also
has four stories in Metcalf’s Second
TIiupressions. This is the second volume
of the Impressions series, a showcase for
vwriters somewhere between apprentice-
ship and first book. In essence, Impres-
sions i3 an annual Lterary magazine,
with Metcalf acting as talent scout.

Linda Svendsen is a talented writer
who knows how short fiction is con-
structed. Her emotional range seems a
Bitle piached yet, as if she isn't sure if
she should stretch out with her language,
situations, and subject matter. But her
stories occur naturally on the page, with
authority and a sense of projection. The
bzst, ““Who Do You Sleep By," is about
a young woman who observes her
brother and his girlfriends over a 20-year
period, discovering the core of their
sibling relationship in the process.
Svendsen displays a similarly fine poetic
ear for the relationships between
mother, daughter, and unborn baby in
“N\Jarine Life.” She tries out a travel
story set in Japan in which a young
woman chanpes her mind about her
lover, Her story about a teenager’s
graduation night bristles with the unseen
but strongly tragic undertovws of genera-
tions in confBct. Her multi-layered
imagery rcveals without forcing. Even
the weakest of the stories, really an exer-
cice from a writing workshop, about a
clairvoyant gypsy who senses her hus-
band is baving an affair, radiates emo-
tional fallont. .

Peter Behrens is starting to find his
voice, but he still seems uncertain. His
stories don’t excite, and he has a ten-
dency toward loose writing and senti-
mentality. His characters, whether a

_loving young husband who doesn’t

understand his wife, a young engineer in

. Africa who discovers fraud, graft, and

corruption, or a city boy who learns
about life from a group of prairie
farmers, seem to be filled with mis-
guided optimism. His stories reflect, but
they don’t reach.

After many years, Ernest Hekkavoen is
bepinning to get the recogmition he
deserves, His best stories are tough, and,
he uses them as hammers to pound out
his characters, to find the tenderness
underneath. After taking his characters
through a rough rural landscape, he goes
straight for the emotional centre.
Hekkanen is especially strong on the
relationships between sons and fathers.
The pain and the pleasure found in car-
nivals, the failure of a chicken ranch, a
son’s refusal to listen to painfully
accumulated wisdom — all are dealt
with in well-shaped stories.

Considering these three collections as
past, present, and future, one fact
emerges clearly. The short story is one of
Canada’s most interesting and innovative
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prose forms, Some might be better off
embalmed, some are fabulous, and some
just might belong to the emperor. [0
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. Beyond
the Point

By DON OFFICER

All in Good Time, by Don Gutteridge,
Black Moss Press, 159 pages, $7.95
paper (ISBN 0 88753 072 9). *

Platonic Love, by Scott Watson, New
Star Books, 105 pages, $6.25 paper
(ISBN 0 919888 41 0).

LIKE DON GUTTERIDGE'S first novel, Bus-
Ride, this second one concerns a
mythical Ontario village on the Point,
circumscribed by the City, and perched
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write, edit, publish, produce

how their decisions shape our
society’s culture. A must for all

Charles Kadushin
Walter W, Powell

A fascinating, authoritative -
_account of the people who

arid distribute books — arid
those interested in books,
business or ideas.

$25.75
Fitzhenry & Whiteside
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on the Lake close by America. A/ &
Good Time begins about six years later
than Bus-Ride and covers one cathartic
week near the end of the Second World
War, which was abont to begin as the
previous novel was closing. The. view
from the Point in 1945 is somewhat
altered. !

War has changed lfe in the village.
Most of the hockey team is overseas.
Patriotism and politics (an obsequious
handmaiden) now dominate the scene.
No longer does Gutteridge take delight
in prurient espial upon the fantasies and
enactments of village wooing. The fewer
wartime couplings are tainted by frustra-
tion and irony. Perhaps it is the disci-
pline of Mars.

Actually, Gutteridge has changed
more than his village. Around and

between his novels he has published a-

series of book-length poems — Copper-
mine, Borderlands, Tecumseh, and A
True History af Lambion County —
whose subjects and their treatments
disclose significant trends in his writing.
In intense but often digressive Iyrical
episodes he works out obsessions that
would otherwise recur to haunt, prob-
ably in some anti-creative form. At the
same fime he demonstrates an appetite
for the historical fact and an aptitude
for illuminating it. In this respect he
somewhat resémbles B.J. Pratt as a nar-
rative poet.

But suppose for a minute that the
Village does exist, and it does at least
embody some demographic or historical
foothold secured by Gutteridge’s imagi-
nation. Even that supposition would not
make this second book, as the promo-
tional blurb on its back cover declares, a
sequel to the first.

His qualities as a writer might have re-
mained in permanent, perfect counter-
balance had he not decided to venture
into fiction. Great poetry may be time-
less, but nearly all poetry, except for the
incidental romance of place, is spaceless.
Poetic intensity derives partly from an
ambiguity of location that it shares with
the realms of dream and trance. Fiction
extends no similar option. Locale must
be determined and then point of view.
And in modern times we ask, Is the
point of view inner or outer?

Which is why Al in Good Time is not
a true sequel to Bus-Ride. In the earlier
work Gutteridge offered a view of the
Point through the consciousness of his
characters. In All in Good Time he gives
us the village globally, but fragmentedly,
from without. We do not, for instance,
share Reeve Maclntosh’s frequent
discomforts ~— instead we laugh at his
buffoonery. QGutteridge’s decision to
move from an inner view to an outer

- point of view in his second novel has
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created a number of unnecessary dif-
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ficulties that he has nat been able to
gvercome, )

His chief difficulties are of context
and authenticity. He is much more com-
fortable with the purely personal details
than with "the political or social cir-
cumstances of his characters. The events
of -the fateful week during which the
story transpires depend mightily upon
political promises, machinations, and
ontcomes only sketchily intraduced. The
impending merger of the Point with the
City, and the implications of the pro-
mises extended to the reeve, remain dim,
and their significance to the story stays
murky. There is also a disturbing disso-
nance between character ‘and action.
Qutteridge is fond of coincidence as a
device and often blends it with irony to
considerable effect. However, he is fre-
quently led to build elaborate character-
izations that can scarcely be exemplified
in the sudden sweeps of action.

As for authenticity, the following
highlights the problem; ‘““When William
Dougall MacAdorey pronounced the
word “aloof,’ one listened, mesmerized
by the Scottish burr (only slightly
affected after four generations) . . . .”
After two generations a burr would be
affectation. After four, it is burlesque.
The novel suffers from numerous
instances of this kind of awkward
implauwsibility. Individually they are
forgivable, but collectively they under-
mine credibility.

Eventually students may be exhorted
to read All in Good Time as an example
of a writer’s transitional phase. I believe
Gutteridge’s next novel will resolve most
of the problems this one preseats.

I did ‘not find the explicit homo-
sexuality in Scott Watson'’s Plafonic
Love offensive, but I was offended by
the manner in which he reduces the real
person to an obiject of his desire, and
then to a mere object of contemplation.
At one point, in the last of the three tales
that comprise the book, Watson as nar-
rator criticizes Christopher Isherwood
for writing a dishonest book about a gay
Iove affair. But Watson appears to deny
other kinds of truth by. omission. The
relationships he describes in his **three
tales of Janguage and desire’’ are coid,
shallow, and obsessive.

Nor is there any respite in the writing.
Here is the kind of prose Watson treats
us to:

The smoke which curled lazily from all
the cigarettes froze in its tracks, as
though the wispy ribbons had hesitated
in the shape of question marks, asking
whether it would be possible to solidify
and clang to the floor or whether they
should obey, as usual, the laws of
natural science and disperse.

‘Watson’s imagination may be inventive, -

_ but it is easily distracted. O
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REVIEW

Of ice
and men
By JOAN T.D. KEYES

Tez Ca=2 of Cur Lives, by Peter
Gzovw:kd, LicClelland & Stewart, 278
pases, 510.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 3741 4).

anacmie THE front cover of The Game

of Our Livzs i5 Ken Danby’s water-

colour, Stetch jor Lacing Up; on the

back cover is a picture of author Peter-
Gzovialii in an BEdmonton Oiler uniform;

and the 27C pages in between can’t quite

dzcide what they are supposed to be: an

accnrate bui nostalgic and evocative

history of hocley, one man’s year-long

night out with the boys, or both.

In the summer of 1980, says Gzowski,
the sport aceded looking into, and he
was determined to be the one to do it.
“In a way,” he writes, “Ywould be . ..
trying to look from the perspective of
middle age at the game of my boyhood.
But gt the came time I micht be able to
find out comething about the heroes of
the ncw game, and the world in which
they operated.”” With that motive in
mind, Gzowski approached Edmonton
Oiler superstar Wayne Gretzky, then
team ovmer Peter Pocklington, and
bafore lonz he was travelling with the
team for a full ceason’s worth of NHL
games,

Yell, alinost a full season. For
Gzovrslki, it seems, hockey last year
éndzd when the New York Islanders
climinated the Oilers in the playoff
quarier-finals. As fans continued to
watch the semi-fingls and finals,
Qzovrld vent off, ome presumes, to
vrite his book, concluding it with clegiac
proce beftting a year on the road with a
by-thzn-beloved group of young men.
Of the tcam-photo session the day after
their elimination he notes that, '*for the
men looking into the lens, the occasion
marl-cd the cnd of a time in their lives,
And that time, with all its frustrations,
disappointments, and adventures, and
— gilded by the unforgettable achieve-
ments of the ctill-innocent young
cuperstar who had played among them
— with its ultimately happy end, was
nov a pari of the history of their game,”

Ultimately happy end? The Oilers lost
in the quarier-finals, This may not have
materad to Gzowsl:i (after all, he had

envisioned the book as being framed_' ;

around the team’s performance), but the
facts of the matter call into question the
whole “‘Cinderella Team® school of
sportswriting that Gzowski, who’s
capabie of extremely graceful but
restrained journalism, has mastered and
displayed, but should have reconsidered
in this case.

The *“‘year in the Hfe” approach is
perfectly acceptable, but last year's
Qilers were, ultimately, simply one of 21
teams, It wasn’t their first year in the
league, nor was it their first year with

" Wayne Gretzky, Thejr surprising victory

over Montreal in the preliminary round
of the playoffs was simply that — sur-
prising — and it is not about to
transform the sport (if anything it will
merely transform Montreal). To make,
through subtly idolatrous prose, more of
the Oilers’ performance than it really
was is to wander into Cinderella terri-
tory. And for that you have to have 8
Cirderella who at least made it to the
ball and danced with the prince — as
did, say, the 1967-68 St. Louis Blues,
who in their first year in the NHL made
it to the finals and went cheek-to-cheek
with the Canadiens.

But who would want to read a book
about the 1957-68 St. Louis Blues? This
raises another loophole in pinning a
sports book to a team’s single-season
performance: by the time it arrives in the
book stores it séems old hat. Already
this year, for example, the Oilers got off
to an unprecedented fast start, and fans
are waiting for Gretzky not just to win
the scoring championship, but to score
50 goals at a record clip.

Given all this, Gzowski has provided
the reader with everything he would ever

want to know about the 1980-81 Oflers. .

With a deft and observant touch, he

.paints thumbnail sketches of each

player: of Brett Callighen, No. 18 and
the team’s player representative, he
writes, ““His nickname, Key, refers not
to thls position but is an abbreviation of
Monkey, and was given him in tribute to
a jaw so simian as to be almost beautiful;
Key does commercials on Edmonton
TV.” Answering the journalistic require-
ment of being on the inside of things
whenever possible, he assumes the role
of team stick-boy and subjects himself
to the good-natured bantering of the
players. There are insights into the cor-
porate pames played by owner Peter
Pocklington and, at the other end of the
scale, the distress caused to players by
trades, or to coaches by dismissal or the
Damocletian threat of it.

He even poes 5o far as to provide
paragraphs here and there of play-by-
play, though this is a less than satisfying
component of the book, There’s little
true excitement to be gleaned from:
“Almost as soon as ihe teams are back
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on the ice, Dave Lumley gets his fourth
goal of the year to bring them within a
goal. Wilf Paiement of the Leafs makes.
it 4-2, but less than a minute Jater, Kurri
ﬁmshes off a snappy passing play from

Price and Callighen. 4-3. ThenDous_

Hicks breaks up a Toronto play. .
Allthisreallyprovesisthatcﬂ.owslﬁwas
there, and that’s rather superfiuous. The
whole book proves that Gzowski was
there.

Also sprinkled throughout The Game
of Our Lives is Gzowski's abbreviated
history of hockey, provided in dollops
that touch on turning points and key
contributions by players. They serve
their purpose (he could hardly have

. called the book what he did without

mentoning Howie Morenz, Rocket
Richard, Bobby O, ef al), but they
also allow him to wax eloquent about
Wayne Gretzky — undeniably the most
important hockey player today. (It's
probably safe to say that had Gretzky
played for Washington Iast year, this
book would have been framed around
the Capitals.) Perhaps most important
of all, the history sets the stage for
Gzowski’s best writing — when he talks
about what the game has meant to him
over the years.

Here, his work is first-class., To &
young boy (Gzowski grew up in Galt,
Ont.) a rink 35 any piece of frozen water
larger than a puck, and Gzowski speaks
to generations of children for whom
winter was the only season worth living
for. “Swappmg memories in later
years, " he writes, *““I would sometimes
imagine one great outdoor hockey game,
stretching from just inside the Rockies
to the shores of the Atlantic, detouring
around the too temperate climate of a
few of the bigger cities. Or, perbaps, a
hundred thousand simuitaneous pames,
all overlapping as our own used to
overlap at Dickson Park, kept.separate
only by the carved initials, inlaid in
snow, on our pucks.”

Gzowksi simply Ioves hockey, and one
gathers that — whatever happens to the
sport — he will always be able to sum-
‘mon such memories, rather as a young
fan will shuffle and reshuffle his hockey
cards, returning inevitably to his one,
favourite hero. When all is said and
done, Gzowski might even prefer to
fondle the dog-eared deck: for this
book, he entered & world that was rea.ll.y
quite different from the frozen rink in
Qalt. Watching the Oilers at practice he
writes, somewhat wistfully: ““They are
Iike show animals . . . always on parade
and always kept separate from their
judges. The game they play is the game
all of us played, but the game of our
lives is the business of theirs, and they
are a long, long way from Dickson
Parkk” O
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REVIEW

For whom
the Bill tolls

By PAUL WILSON

Trag¥e Frezdoms: Homnn Riphts and
]iB’.'s:e::i fa Concdz, by Thomas R.
Berger, Clarke Irwin, 298 pages, $17.95
cloth (ISBK 0 7720 1358 6).

THOLAS BERGER'S Fragile Freedoms,
which argues persuasively for the
cntrenchment of the fullest possible
charter of rights in the new Canadian
constitution, is a timely, lucid, and
humnne contribution to our apparently
endlc;s and frequently confusing con-
stitutional debate. It is especially rele-
vant now, when the first ministers
appaar to have treated the rights of some

groups as Hitle more than bargalning -

cards in the game of carving out their
spheres of political influence,

RBerger i5 no stranger to public debate
on human rights and constitutional law,
He has served on the Supreme Court of
British Columbia for a decade (he was
only 33 when first appointed), and
before that, as a practising lawyer, he
frequently acted on behalf of native
pzoplcs in land claims cases. In addition
to tvro brief terms in both the B.C., and
federal Iegiclatures, he has headed
£everal royal commissions, most notably
the LIackenzie Valley Pipeline Inquiry.
The rcport of his findings became the
best-celling  povernment document in
Canzadian history.

Fraoile Freedoms 1s an often distorb-
ing excursion into our past. Beginning
vith the expulsion of the Acadians from
IHova Scolia in the 17th century, Berger
examines eight different episodes in
which the rights, and sometimes even the
existcnes, of a certain minority have
been threatened by government indif-
ference or hostility, usually with the tacit
or opzn support of the majority. Some
of the cvents, such as the defeat of the
IMetis under Louis Riel, the dispersal of
the Jopaneze Canadians during the
Second World VWar, the October Crisis
of 1970, and the struggsles of the native
pzoples, especially in the last decade, for
recopnition of their aboriginal rights,
will bz familiar to readers, at least in
their broad outlines. Others, such as the
separate school crises in Ontario and
Manitoba that plagued the incumbency

f Sir V/ilfrid Laurier, or attempts to
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suppress the Communist party and the
Jehovah’s Witnesses, may be less so.
Each of the studies is a small master-
piece in the art of concise, detailed
historical exposition and clear, compre-
and their
combined effect is to reveal how a parti-
cularly Canadian siant on human rights
has evolved, literally through trial and
error, over the decades. His position is
that entrenched human rights are essen-
tial to protect the existence of minority
groups and dissent, and that they, in
turn, are ‘essential to the well-being of
the country because they are the source
of diversity and change. The arbitration
of these rights, he feels, is too important
to be Ieft to povernments, with their

-miserable record of trampling on. those

rights in the name of the majority.
“Judges may not always be wiser than
politicians,” he says, *“‘but they should
be able to stand more firmly against
angry winds blowing in the strects.””

One of the main heroes of Berger’s
story—andtherehavebeenmanygreat
defenders of human nghts in Canada,
most of them unsung — is Justice Ivan
Rand, who was serving on the Supreme
Court when the Witnesses’ appeals were
heard in the 1950s. Rand’s decisions,
from which Berger ‘quotes liberally, are
the best arguments in the book for leav-
ing final arbitration to the courts.

Berger’s chapter on abongmal rights
is one of the most interesting, probably
because he has been personally jnvolved
in the question. Using land claims by the
Nishga Indians of B.C, as an example,
he explains the origins of the notion of
aboriginal title, by which the British
government recognized in law the
Indians’ prior ownership of their land.
In the 1970s, native peoples with whom
no freaty had ever been made (the
Nishgas fall into that category) began
turning the notion of aboriginal title to
their own advaniage in true dissident
fashion to compel settlement with the
government. The chapter is a remark-
able and moving account of how the
instrument of law may be used fo
achieve a justice so fundamental it is
almost beyond granting.

My only quarrel with Berger’s geneml
approach is that he identifies the notfon
of diversity too closely with minorities
and their rights. Minority groups are not
the only source of diversity In society,
aml government disregard for those
rights is not the only danger we face
from that quarter. There was something
in his argument that made me feel as
thongh stressing individual rights was
somehow not in the Canadian grain,
although I doubt that was his intention.

I have no quarrel, however, with

Berger’s basic political philosophy, -

which is that the final form of z soclety
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is never fixed, and that the entrenchment .
of rights is one way of helping to ensure
(there is no ultimate guarantee except
our own willingness to stand behind
those principles with our lives) that a
uniquely Canadian blend of identities,
both indjvidual and collective, will
flourish, *““It is not the function of the
government to keep the citizen from
falling into error,”” he says. *‘It is the
function of the citizen to keep the
government from falling into error.’
That is a statement worthy to have come
from the pen of a Vaclav Havel or a
Sakharov, and worthy to be carved in
stone over the entrance to every
legislature in the country. O

REVIEW

In sickness
and in health

By STEPHEN DALE

Ropues, Rebels and Geniuges: The
Story of Conadian RMedicine, by Donald
Jack, illustrated, Doubleday, 664 pages,
$24.95 cloth (ISBN 0 385 15575 l_).

THE ARCH FOE of the art of healing,-con-
tends Donald Jack in Rogues, Rebels
and Geniuses, is the dogmatic ignorance
that seems to have plagued mankind
from its earliest history. Out of all the
varied incidents and histories in this
rambling, colossal book, there is one
story that recurs in various guises: that

- of the pioneering doctor butting heads

with an establishment steeped in
preconception and falsehood,

One eatly example is the case of a
brilliant but misinformed healer named
Galen, who confidently asserted that
women have not one, but two uterine
cavities. His imaginings held as fact
from 200 A.Dp. until the Renaissance,
when the renegade practitioner Vesalius
finally set the record straight. But even .
Vesalius had to skirt social taboos,
risking excommunication and hell-fire
by practising dissection.

Medical advances in Canada seem also
to have been won through hard-fought
struggles against officialdom and
accepted norms of the day. Dentist
Horace Wells contributed to the devel-
opment of modern anaesthesia with his

AW —— el Rep ey . ————



diccovery that nitrous oxide (laughing
oas) could be used to deaden pain, but
he was laushed into obscurity by his
pesrs, who dismissed him as a fanatical
cranl:. YWells, embittered and insane
after his humiligtion, committed suicide.

Another example of how innovations
first meat ridicule is the case of Dr. Hans
Szlve, the pionesr researcher in the area
of stress. Though he vas condemned for
his belief that a ““non-specific disorder”’
could produce symptoms of illness,
Selye continued to experiment by in-
jecting animals vrith toxins. His overseer
councalled him to ““realize what you are
doing before it is too late. You have now
decided to spend your entire life study-
inr the pharmacology of dirt.” Selye’s
cxperiments later proved to be impor-
tant to tension-loaded 20th-century
man.

Dr. Liorton Shulman, Metro
Toronto’s chizf coroner during the
mid-1959;, found himself up against
another Lind of roadblock, this one
political. In the course of a crusade
anainst “cancer quacks,” Shulman took
on a Dr. Hett, who charged exorbitant
sums for injections of a supposed cancer
cure. The Colleze of Physicians and
Surgcons analyzed the formula and
found it to be a mixture of opium and
Tiver. Heti’s licence was ordered revoked,
but the order was abandoned when
Heit’s personal friend, then-Premier
Iitchell Hepburn, threatened to strip
the Colleze of its licensing powers.

Throughout these and many other
c:amples Donald Jack, a doctor’s son
himezelf, holds the banner high for that
spzeial character, the maverick who will
stick: to his guns in spite of a complacent
society., Jaclk dedicates his book “to the
glory of the independent spirit, and to
the progress of medicine.’”* For him the
two are the same, for medicine cannot
proceed if it is fettered to the norms of
the day, to accepted ideas and political
and relirious dogma. The ultimate sig-
nificance of this ““independent spirit*” is
not just more advanced and conscien-
tions medical treatment, says Jack, buta
new enfichtenment in our social atti-
tudes and hence our way of life, For
enaraple:

Only a few decades ago, baby girls, if

thay survived the contemporary fevers,

vere ipdcctrinated Into sexual infer-
fority; in adolescence educated into
irnorance and shame of their owm
bodies; in young womanhood psycho-
[omically impaired by political, religious
and mcdical mogalists, In marriage their
instineis vere artificially suppressed, in
maturity they were encouraged to think
of themec:lves as physically inferior
bicauce of thelr monthly “illness” or
the discomforis associated with child-
bearine; in their thirties they were
encouraced to withdraw still farther

from reality by hysteria or fainting; in
late middle age they were expected to
resign themselves to bodily decay; and
in death they were sentimentalized. -
Jack maintains that, by contrast:
Today, through drugs and hygiene, con-
t'km and endocrinology, dict and
geneﬂcs, vitaming and exercise, and
many other positive ways, medicine can
keep a woman looking and feeling fit
past middle age; keep her self and her
spirits healthy well beyond the old span
of three score years and tenm; and
encourage her to be proud of her body

Aand determined to be the mistress of its

fate.

Despite an emphasis on the progres-
sive aspects of medicine, the typical
doctor in Rogues, Rebels and Geniuses
is neither the harbinger of social change
nor the genius of technological advance-
ment. More often he is the simple practi-
tioner who has had to make do with
vhatever technology is available to him.
But it is in the area where medicine
encompasses broad moral and social
implications that the book gets hot. In
his account of the work of Dr. Guy
Richmond, who has studied social de-
viants, the’ author contends that ‘‘the
21st-century reader will look back on
our treatment of the social offender with
the same kind of wonderment as we
today read of the unenlightened treat-
ment of the mentally sick in earlier
centuries.”” In dealing with Montreal
abortionist Dr. Henry Morgentaler and
his clash with the law. Jack makes it
clear whose side he is on: ‘**Given the
history of women’s rights in the 20th
century, it was surprising that it was a
man rather than a woman who was
prepared to sacrifice himself on behalf
of women and their struggle against
male arrogance in the political, judicial,
ecclesiastical and medical professions,
over their rights to control their own
bodies. That he was prepared to go to
jall for it, was an even ‘greater
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demonstration of courage, considering
how much he had already suffered in
prison under Nazi thraldom.””

Best known for his seres of comic
novels The Bendy Papers, sef in the First
World War, Donald Jack has harnessed
his penchant for history, confined his
humour to brief asides, and come up
with a2 much more substantial book. The
research s extensive, and the prose, at,
best, is gutsy, For the student of Cana-
dxa.n history, it provides an interesting
angle on the progress of our society; for
the person Interested in medicine, it

° deserves to become a hfe-long

companion. [

]I-I[awks and
pidgins

By MICHIEL HORN

. The Ten Thousand Day War: Viet-
nam 1945-1975, by Michael Maclear,
Methuen, illustrated, 368 pages, $18.95
cloth (ISBN 0 458 95170 6).

THE IMAGES OF Vietnam are with us still.
As Michael Maclear writes in intro-
ducing his book, ““Vietnam is unique as
the first television war.” For years
Americans and others watched, many
with growing horror, as television news-
casts bore witness to the death and
_destruction in that distant country.

Wars give birth to television series;
series spawn books. The Ten Thousand
Day Waris based on the acclaimed series
of the same title. It relies heavily on
interviews, both with prominent public
figures and unknown participants. It
does not claim to be a history or defini-
tive record; it seeks to be “*a compilation
of first hand testimony,™ Although
Maclear concedes that much of that
testimony is self-serving, his book *“aims
to clarify, not judge, the statements
made.”” I sensed that Maclear is critical
of U.S. policy concerning Vietnam, but
he never assesses it directly.

Readers who know little about the war
will find this book useful. The steps on
the road to the undeclared war in the
19605 get due aitention, as do the major
events in the conflict, its impact on U.S.
politics, and the reluctant approaches to
eventual American withdrawal in 1973.
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The book is at its best as an outline of
cvents, but makes little attempt to ana-
lyze them. Maclear is determined to give
space to all opinions, and he leaves his
readers to make whatever judgements
they lil:e. Possibly he is unwilling to take
a critical view of cold-war mythology at
a time when that mythology is regaining
believers, and when some of its true
believera, such as Secretary of State
Alexander Haig, enjoy more power than
they have ever had before.

As one micht expect from so good a
reporicr as Maclear, factual and
cditorial errors are few. It must be

noted, however, that John Foster Dulles .

was not secretary of state in 1950, that
there i5 no IvcAlister University in St.
Paul, Linnesota (there is a Macalester
Colleg?), and that Richard Nixon was
vice-president for eight not seven years.
It would have been helpful had Maclear
included the terms of the Geneva
Accords of 1954,

The concern for factual accuracy is
not matched by a concern for style. Not
for ceveral years have I read a book so
badly written. Lyndon Johnson Is “the
most grass roots of presidents’;
Vachington looks “‘for simplistic or
casy way out solutions.”” President
Johnson is said in 1958 to have ““faced
the double clection year dilemma of
choozinz Tbetween escalation or what
misht szem retreat. Whichever fork in
the road he took, he needed the
sirong=st support.” His dilemma, of
cource, was single, and while forks in
roads present occasions for choice one
can hardly choose the fork. However,
Johnson apparently opted simuita-
nizously for two directions: “‘the fork in
the road had been faced, and chosen.”

Lincs like the following are mot un-
common: *“*Vietnam is a continuing
urgency, petrifying the future. Some
Americans fear its heat re-erupting in
cvery brushfire. Some, conversely, feara
war-searad pacifist America inviting its
own oaches.” EBEvidently Maclear has
trouble with similes and metaphors, Of
Ho Chi Minh he writes: *“‘Although his
country was only a slight tuft on the chin
of China, as sparse and strageling as
Ho's bizard, he and his people had the
reputation of an Asian Samson, apgain
and again displaying legendary
sirength.* YVell, was his hair thick? And
who was the Asian Delilah? After
reading this early passage-J wished that
Maclear had known how to let .a
misbecotten figure of speech die quietly.
Tt was not the last time ] made this wish.

There are few typographical errors in
the boolk, but I did learn to my amuse-
ment that one Vietnam veteran “knew a
little pigeon [sic] Vietnamese.*’ 1t struck
me that much of the volume js written in
a sort of pidgin Buglish that may have
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sounded fine on TV but looks all wrong
in print. Its use detracts from a generally
interesting book. [

REVIEW

Good things
grow
By DONALD SWAINSON

The Politics of Federnlism: Oninrio’s
Relations with the Federnl Governmen,
1867-1242, by Christopher Armstrong,
University of Toronto Press, 279 pages,
$25.00 cloth (ISBN 0 8020 2434 3).

RELATIONS BETWEEN THE governments
of Canada and Ontario have often been
tortured and nasty. Christopher Arm-
strong has performed a signat service in
presenting us with a meticulously re-
searched, attractively organized, and
well-written account of this relationship
from 1867 to the demise of the tacky
government of Mitchell Hepbura in
1942,

The Politics of Federalism is a timely
book. Since the election of 1980, Cana-
dian politics has been convulsed by two
concerns: the attempt by the federsl
government to give us fundamental con-
stitutional reform, and the federal
resolve to provide Canada with a na-
tional energy policy that will change
ovmership, pricing, and supply patterns
in the oil and gas sectors. Both initiatives
have been vehemently opposed by
several provinces. .

We have heard much about resource
ownership and management, the con-
federation agreement, patriation, the

role .of provinces in constitutional

amendment, and provincial {as opposed
to national) rights. In short, for months
Canadians have indulged in a spirited
debate about the rele of the national
government and the nature of our con-
stitution. To the surprise of many, we
have been excited by the debate. It is of
fondamental importance; it is really an
argument about the nature of our coun-
try. What kind of Canada do we want?
How do we wish to distribute the
immense wealth that cartel-dictated
prices for hydrocarbons are providing to
the treasuries of Saskatchewan, Alberta,
and British Columbia? Should Ottawa
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be the main player in Confederation, or
shonld we follow the policy line of
premiers Peckford, Leévesque, and
Lougheed and establish a denary version
of the dual monarchy of Austria and
Hungary?

One of the main virtues of Professor
Armstrong’s book is that it demon-
strates that strident premiers, provincial
alienation, threats of secession, and
vicious federal-provincial fights over
resource control and taxation jurisdic-
tion have been with us for a long time.
For much of the history of Canads since
1867 the centre of the conflict has been
in Ontario. As Armstrong points out,
the provincial rights movement was
“ngually headed by Ontario . . . . So
much for the current Western view that
historically Canadian public policy has
been dominated by an alliance of On-
tario and Quebec against the. provinces
in the East and West.

At the heart of Ontario’s public policy
during Armstrong’s study period has
been provincial rights. Regardless of
party affiliation, the premiers of Ontario
have espoused that doctrine and battled
Ottawa. Oliver Mowat, as a father of
Confederation, was one of those respon-
sible for the British North America Act
that concentrated vast authority in
Ottawa, But only a few years later, in a
dispute with Ottawa over the province’s
western border, he threatened secession:
“If they could only maintain Confedera-
tion by giving up half of their Province,
then Confederation must go...."”

It was the influence of Premier
Howard Ferguson, one of William
Davis’s Tory predecessors that secured
recognition of the principle that “all
constitutional changes would require
provincial approval.” That alleged Tule
has been heavily disputed, but until
recently Ontario operated as though it
were a fixed constitutional convention.
In 1937, Ontario was committed to this
position on natural Yesources: “‘The
Dominion Government by its corpora-
tion tax on the profits of mining and
lumbering has levied a tax that belongs
to the provinces, and, therefore,
disregards the intention of Confedera-
tion that the natural resources should be
the particular property of the provinces
and that any benefit that should be

" derived therefrom should flow to the

provinces.” That was Mitch Hepburn's
Liberal provincial government speaking
to Mackenzie King's Liberal federal
government. :

It is not necessarily a comfort to know
that our turrent problems are as old as
the federation, that they have divided
parties in the past, and that they are at
the root of much of our regional ran-
cour. However, it is useful to remember
that within our federation economic
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disputes have generated as much heat as

has cultural conflict. The Canadian
fcderal structure was able to deal with
such problems in the past; it will almost
certainly continue to cope.

Professor Armstrong ends his story in
1242, just before George Drew estab-
lished the Tory dynasty that still rules
Ontario. Drew and his successors
adhered to the traditional policy of pro-
vincial richts, and nobody assaulted
Ottawa with finer hammer blows than
George Drev. Lately that has changed,
and our present provincial government
has abandoned provincial rights and
become Ottawa's closest and most
important ally. Why has that happened?
Professor Armstrong cannot be blamed
for not.dealing vith this question; a pro-
per answer would require a major inde-
pendent study. Recent Ontario policy
shifts concerning federal-provincial reia-
tions constitute one of the preat discon-
tinuities in Ontario’s public policy. A
successor volume to The Politics df
Federalism 18 badly needed. O

As it
happened

By MARIA HORVATH

TWhere YWere You? Memorable Events
of $h2 Tveaiieth Century, by Sandra
Miartin and Roger Hall, Methuen, fllus-
trated, 238 pages, $14,95 cloth {ISBN
0 453 24310 X).

AT FIRST GLANCE the idea seeins to be a
clever one: select the most important
cvents of the century, ask some famous
people whera they were at the time, and
publish their recoflections as a sort of
oral history by the Who’s W¥ho. At least
that was the idea behind Where Were
You? Unfortunately, the finished book
is dicappointing,

Martin and Hall worked hard to pro-
duce this bool:, writing to at least 1,000
" famous pzople, compiling the more than
300 answers they received, and supple-
menting those responses with lengthy in-
troductions and even more quotes culled
from books and periodicals. They chose
the cight most frequently cited events,
including the 1913 Armistice, the 1929
YWall Street Crash, the abdication of

PO L

Edward vt in 193§, highlights of the
Second World War, flare-ups during the
Cold War, and John Kennedy's assassi-
nation.

As . one reads Where Were .You?,
however, one gets the feeling that the
authors had io make the best of & bad
situation when the responses they

- received didn't fulfil the driginal vision

of the book. The result is that often the
only connection between an event and
the celebrity guoted seems to be that he
was alive at the time. For example,
there's no reason to expect Benjamin
Spock. to have anything interesting to
say about Edward vmi’s abdication. And
he doesn’t. Yet he is quoted as saying
that it was an event *“of no importance,
abont which I didn’t have to take sides.”
The acerbic Gore Vidal shows that he
too can be as boring as a mere mortal:
during a visit to London in 1939, “T
stood in froht of 10 Downing Street and
watched Neville Chamberlain come out;

he waved to a small crowd which-

moaned curiously instead of cheering,
got into his car and drove to Parliament
to say that war was at hand. Two days
later came the declaration. He looked to
me like a butler in an MGM film; the
head was too small for the body.”

Not all the remembrances reported are
s0 banal. Some gzppear sharp and
perceptive. However, the authors’
failure to include endnotes indicating the

.dates and sources of quotes sometimes

leaves the reader wondering which ones
are brilliant prophecies, which are intel-
ligent observations, and which are
merely the products of hindsight.

As a ‘‘popular oral history® the book
has other important shortcomings. First,
quotes make up a mere one-third of the
text while almost two-thirds, the narra-
tive, is devoted to putting the quotes into
context. Second, the views collected too
often provide only one vantage point on
a given historic event. Britain’s deciara-
tion of war in 1939, for instance, is
covered by quotes mainly from Britons
and North Americans.- The reaction of
the Germans is included only in a note
by the British ambassador in Rerlin.
Third, the book fails to cover any one
event comprehensively.

The authors also make some con-
fusing. statements. For example, in
discussing the importance of radio
during the 1938 Munich sumemit, where
the British and French betrayed and sur-
rendered Czechoslovakia to the Nazis,
they say: “‘Radio brought the sound and
the tone of Hitler’s fevered exhorta-
tions, Mussolini’s shameless bombast,
and Chamberlain’s wearisome accom-
modations right into people’s . living

rooms, Munich demonstrated as never

before radio’s ability to capture and
sway a mass audience. A month later the
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THE
SUPREME

The full text of the historic
1981 rulilgs by the Supreme
Court of Canada on constitu-
tional law and conventions.
Paper $6.95
Cioth reference edition $25.00
Available at your favorite
bookstore or write directly to
James Lorimer & Company
35 Britain 5t., Toronto, M5A 1R7

GET READY FOR A THRILLING
START TO THE NEW YEAR!I!
with
THE ROLLOW RIEN
by Sean Flannery

A double agent is dis-
covered in Israeli intelll-
gence which could mean the
destruction of Israel and the
West. Plunge into the dark

death with Wallace Mahoney
as he unlocks the secret of
THE HOLLOW MEN.

$3.25 paperback.
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full impact of that dramatic, day-by-day
coverage reverberated throughout the
United States when, on the night before
Halloween, a radio dramatization of
H.G. Wells’s The War of the Worlds
gripped a war-scared, depression-weary
" American public.”

Good editing would have canght that
non segquitur as well as other mistakes in
the book, such as *“. . . the dowmfall of
the late Shah of Iran in 1979 — an event
that had been flashed around the globe
by satellite with the result that, because
of time differences, the news was known
in some parts of the world before it
happened.” We knovw what the authors
mean to say, but they certainly didn’t
say it. .

One also wonders why they wrote this:
“Novw Suez and Hungary shared the
front pages and the editorial columns
[during October, 1956], and Time called
the ongoing events a *World Crisis.” The
inside pages, though, were crammed
with the lavish bounty of the American
Dream: ads for the new finned *57
model cars, reviews of.Maria Callas at
the Met . . . and notices for films . . . .”
Are they implying that newspapers
should exclude ads on those days with
banner headlines on the front page?

This book would have been much
improved had the editor inclnded an
index, corrected the confusion between
“flout” and *“‘flaunt,” and prevented
such hyperbole as ““a pall of omifious
silence hung over Morth America and
Europe” (on the morning of the Wall
Street Crash). He should have also
stopped Martin and Hall from discover-*
ing so much ‘‘irony"” in those historic
events. Irony, according to the Oxford
English Dictionary, is “*a condition of
affairs or events of a character opposite
to what was, or might naturally be,
expected; a contradictory outcome of
cvents as if in mockery of the promise
and fitness of things.” DMere coin-
cidences or seemingly similar events are
not examples of irony.

Where IWere You? does contain some
interesting facts. It reveals, for example,
that “‘a shaken, tearful Nikita
Ithrushchev was the first to sign' the
condolence book at the American
Embassy in Moscow after John Ken-
nedy’s assassination. And Soviet radio
“played dirges while the television net-
work carried the funeral, including the
service in the church.”* There are enough
such tidbits for an interesting television
program or magazine article. Not
enough, hovever, for the more perma-
nent bindings of a book, O
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EVIEW

The outside -
track
By JUDY MARGOLIS

Unfinished Business: An Antobio-
graphy, by W. Gunther Plaut, Lester &
Orpen Dennys, 374 pages, $19.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 919630 4t 3).

GUNTHER PLAUT 1S one of Canadian
Jewry's most outstanding spokesmen
and political activists. Senior scholar of
Toronto’s Holy Blossom Temple,
human rights advocate, he is regarded
by many as Canada’s chief rabbi. One
might expect his memoirs to be as
charming, congenial, and erudite as the
man himself. Instead, Unfinisked
Business is a plodding, deadly eamnest,
374-page curriculum vitae in which he
offers few opinions and only the scantest
of allusions to the people, who surely
must have had a hand in shaping his life.
It is 2 shame, really, that at age 68 he
is intent on baring notliing more than his
public face, He might least have taken
advantage of the opportunity an anto-
biography affords to air differences, to
vindicate or, if need be, to vilify. But as
he sees it, ““At best, we are all footnotes
to history, and one footnote more or less
will not matter.”
* On the other hand, Rabbi Plaut’s
rambling account of his deeds may
reveal more of himself than he knows.
On the surface he would appear to be a
passionless, emotionally detached man,
Nevertheless, he seems to enjoy dabbling
in a little myth making. In the way he
characterizes himself, one can detect the
archetype of the wandering Jew — the

objective outsider who is both partici~ .

pant and spectator. A scholarly, quiet
man, he tells us that he has always felt as
though he lived *‘suspended in a vacuum
between solitude and company, between
introversion and extroversion.” As he
once told a congregation, *‘If Jews are
lonely people, if they are perushim [set
apart], then the rabbis . . . who serve
them are even more set apart.’’

Such objectivity, however, exacts a

stiff price, a price Plaut seems only too-

happy to pay: it means living with the
sense of never truly belonging to one
congregation, one community, or one
country. At the end of his autobio-
graphy, after he has told all he cares to
tell, he asks, “Who then am I Where do
1 fit the scale of commonly accépted

!

descriptions? Nationality will not
describe me. Jew, German, American,
Canadian? All of ‘these, in varying pro-
portions, have a share in my make-up.*’

But he’s not being entirely objective,
despite the romantic image he creates for
himself. The notion that he finds so ter-
ribly difficult to accept is that he is no
more or less than the product of history,
of the centuries-old cultural heritage
that spawned him. Whatever his inner
struggles to achieve his own unique sense
of identity, or the feelings of alienation
and guilt he may have suffered as a Jew
who left his native Germany before the
Holocaust, he remains, above all, a
German Jew in exile. Whether he knows
it or not — and 1 suspect he does — his
infatuation with his homeland is a pas-
sion, however irrational, that he cannot
deny. )

It was only chance that brought him
to the United States in 1935 to studyasa
rubbi; only chance spared him when he
returned to Germany, in the summer of
1937, at his mothers bidding. Hard as it
is for many Eastern European Jews to
understand, Plaut and his family were
such hard-core Germans that, despite
the Nazi party’s growing stranglehold on
liberal ideals, they thonght it would all
blow over, as it had in the past.

After all, that was the optimistic
stance taken by many educated German
Jews, particularly the followers of
Reform Judaism, a movement about
which Plaut tells us very little, Founded
early in the 19th century, its intenifon
was to wed liberal and spiritual ideals in-
to a religion of reason that, its early pro-
ponents thought, would speed up the
process of assimilation and promote
ecumenism. To this day, Rabbi Plaut,

optimist and pessimist both, still ives by "

those humanely rational principles, the
undeniable legacy of his German
heritage. .

For him, *‘the world’s essence’ is
“‘sustained in the tension of opposites,”

and God, the great synthesizer, is “He

who holds this impossible structure in
passible balance.’”” Thus, no matter how
many humiliations and setbacks the

- Jewish community suffers in its bid to

stamp out intolerance, nothing can
dissuade Plaut from taking a leading
role. He wisely recognizes that he can
neither betray nor reject his inescapable
Jewish heritage, a message that comes
across most strongly in his fiction. In the
didactic, deterministic tales published in
Hanging Threads (1978), Plaut
dramatizes his most deeply felt belief:
that good cannot exist without evil,
‘Though Rabbi Plaut could be dismiss-
ed as a hopeless romantic, I think that
would be grossly unfair. In any reckon-
ing, what cannot be overlocked are his
many accomplishments, the Igtest one
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| | Knock. Knock. _
Good evening, 'm with Saturday Night. Oh, what a lovely Great Dane! .
Igor; down! -

You may have heard that our circulation is really climbing these days.I'd

lite to show you why. .
Heatter, will you please call the dog?

Une reason is that Saturday Night attracts Canada’s best writers. They

kcep you involved in a story, not just for what you're learning, but also for

the sheer joy of reading. '
Dear; me, he’s eaten your tie.

Saturday Night succeeds because it doesn’t try to be all things to all people. .

We wirite for a select, thoughtful audience- _ |
—a hittle too select, Id say. Last time I saw Saturday Night it was a
skiniy, unattracisve magazine for the arts and letters crowd,

"That was sometime ago. We’re now a fatter magazine and the graphics are

superb. We run features on politics, business; media and sports—as well as

the arts. At the 1981 National Magazine Awards, Saturday Night came

away with, ffve gold awards and a sifver: That’s more than any magazine has

" SYET WO : :
O/, God now he’s after your oxfords.
Laook, I won't take any more of your time. But 4b try Saturday Night. We'll
be running a money-saving coupon for a limited time in one or two other
publications. Watch for it. It’s a great chance to try what Pierre Berton calls
the best magazine in Canada @nd'save a few dollars in the bargain. '
. THE SATURDAY NIGHT MONEY-SAVINGCOUPON |

Please start my subscription to Saturday Night for one year at $10.50. Bill me later.

|

| (That's just half the regular subscription rate.)
I 7, 5
| |
|
|

Money-back guarantee. You may cancel at any time,
L and we'll refund the balance of your subscription.
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being his Torah commentary, a project
that has not been undertaken for 300
years. As his autobiography indicates,
nltimately he would prefer that history
judpe him on the basis of his duads, not
just his words. [J

REVIEW

Love amid
the ruins

By ROWLAND LORIMER

Rieately Hondicnpped Love, by Marie
Putman, Harbour Publishing, 42 pages,
£4.95 paper (ISBN 920090 03 0).

THE PUBLICATION OF Mentely Handi-
cappzd Love is the publishing event of
the past year, the Year of the Disabled.
It is not one of those books that play on
one’s sense of pity or horror or tragedy.
Nor is it a project that should be con-
sidered only to have relevance to the
disabled. It is a marvellous story of the
life and loves of Marie Putman, the
20-year-old anthor, a gitf ““born with
brain damage,”* as she says, and classi-
fied by the experts as having ““mild to
moderate’® retardation.

One rainy day in 1979 Raincoast
Chronicles publisher Howard White
received a used 9°x12” manilla
cavelope in the mail. Inside were 39
loose-leaf pages of laboured printing,
gometimes in pencil, sometimes in blue
balipoint, and sometimes in purple or
red crayon. ““Chaper 1°* began:

Dear Staff,

Here story for you to printed in a
boolz.

By Rlarie Putman, Mentely Handi-

capped child.
It called Mentely handicapped Love.
This story Is true.
The manuscript ended with the same
directness:

Sunset Street is the boogie disco now.

Mly boyfriends are in love with me now.

Surrcy Is big place novw.

Mother went to go shopping now.

Powhere is not nice to be lost,

I call Linda now. Someday, she got it

novr. Stephen is here now.

Soon it was going oul now.

I had my loves.

“YWhen we decided Marie's manu-
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-geript should be published,”

‘White
writes in the foreword, ““we based our
decision on exactly the same criteria that
would be used forthe most sophisticated
writing: we found it a thoroughly edify-
ing and moving experience to read.”
Marle Puiman, working without
benefit of a ghost writer nor editorial
guidance, places her world on view: her
family, her friends, her school, and

Harlequin romances. The Harlequins -

provide the overall structure for her
work. The classroom dnd her parents’

kitchen are the settings of her teenage °

concerns, the Iuscious joys and sorrows
of adolescence. Her drive to tell a story,
her boundless energy and appetite for
life are her engagement.

Her world is one of frankness and
unself-consciousness; where she and her

. characters falf in and ont of love with

reckless abandon. The beauty of it all,
the beduty of her, is a complete lack of
suffering over the consequences of such

- & style of living. It is a condition de-

voutly to be wished. She has few long-
term expectations from life and sees few
in others, She suffers no remorse for
what the world has dished out to her, or

at least none she dwells upon.

As her story — a mixture of truth and
fiction — unfolds, we are treated to
what society has to offer to someone
free of the worries that adults try daily to
impose on the consciousness of adoles-
cents. She shows Salinger’s characters to
be neurotic shadows of adults recon-
ceived as adolescents: what adults hope
them to be if they must be misfits. She
outstrips the psychologists’ romantics,
the created-Cherlies and Elephant Men,
and provides a path out of nothingness,

She also manages to absolve us of our
running guilt for our treatment of her
people so well that her work should take
its place in every social worker’s and
psychologist’s education. At the same
time she pares from us the excuses we

construct for enticing such people into

discovering their unspoken difference,
an enticement so charged that they
always know they are tainted but never
know by what.

For the theoretical psychologist she
reopens basic questions. What is the
nature of brain functioning? What is in-
telligence and its relation to language?
And, indeed, what makes a writer? 00

I-.'NGLISH OUR ENGLISH

The problem of prestige, and other persuasive
reasons why writers should lend an ear
to gra;nmarians and avoid further chagrin

By BOB BLACKBURN

MY THANKS TO R.J. Baker ‘of Charlotte-
town for keeping me humble by spotting
my misuse of convirce in a recent
column. *“It does not mean persuade,*
he writes.

I had written of wanting to convince
someone to do something, when what I
meant was that I wanted to persuade
him to do it. Or, possibly, I meant that 1
wanted to convince him that he should
do it. I don’t remember. Although I
remain neither convinced nor persuaded
that there is no circumstance in which it
would be permissible to substitute the
one for the other, Mr. Baker is abso-
Iutely right in taking me to task for that
use of convince. 1 am chagrined.

Incidentally, I grew up convinced that
chagrin meant anger, and went on
believing it until an angry editor per-
suaded me to look it up in the dictionary,

. . VW T,

which said: -"chaglin — what you are
feeling at this moment.”

I SER BY the papers that more and more
people are winning prestigious awards.
Indeed, the reader might well wonder -
whether there is any other sort of award.
Are there, perhaps, ignominious or
degrading awards? There are, of course,
booby prizes, but few of their recipients
boast about them. Yet there are so many
awards being dealt out these days that
their winners (or their winners' press
agenis) feel the need of some qualifying
term. It is no longer enough for the
CBC, say, to announce that one of its
programs has won an international
award; it has to be a prestigious interna-
tional award, or else it has to be awarded

. by a prestigious film festival.

It's not a very happy choice. Prestige
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used to mean deception. In the last cen-
tury it svung around to mean a blinding
or dazzling influence, and then came to
refer to the influence or reputation
derived from past performance.
Frestizions did not change as quickly,
and still, to some readers, retains its sug-
gestion of deceit. However, perhaps it's
fitting that the vord used to describe so
many of these awards may suggest that
there is something illusory about the
bonour bzstowed on their recipients.
The word sezms to have fallen into
disuse during the first half of this cen-
tury. My favourite desk dictionary,
which vas published in 1954, weighs 10

Ib. 3 oz., and defines myrmecophagus, .

dozs not mention prestigious. Since we
weren't making much use of it all those
vears, 1 suppose we can’t complain

about the publicists picking it up, but I

think; we all ought to regard with suspi-
cion anything that it’s used to describe.

1110w AT least one editor who froths at
the mouth at the sight or sound of /loan
used as a verb, arguing that loan is the
noun, lend is the verb, and that's all
there is to it.

The fact is that Jean was current in
Encland as a verb for centuries. It was
eventually replaced by Jend, but by then
loar had moved to the United States and
taken root there. Its use in that country
is virtually unexceptiongble, and, given
the degres to which Canadian writers
have embraced U.S. idiom, we cannot
say flaily that it is wrong.

It is, however, wholly unnecessary in
any country. It has crept back into
England, vrhere Fowler’s successors still
term it a ‘*needless variation,’® and it
doubiless will outlive us all, I find it has
a disagreeabls ring. It is widely used on

television talk shows by people who give .

the impression that they believe it lends
an air of c¢legance to their speech. You
may, if you wish, deride their preten-
tlousness, but they are within their
rizhts,

It would be good if alf Canadian
editors shared my friend’s ambition to
stamp out the verb loan, but such action
can be justificd on grounds of taste only,
not propriety. And, considering the real
errors that riddle our speech and writers,
such a crutade should not be given the.
highest priority. I'd prefer, for example,
to cee & slzushter of sportscasters who
say things lil:e “*he’s hurting real good.”™

SOME OF OUR most careful writers cannot
seem to sha%e the habit of using the
reason why, s in “the reason why he’s
frothing at the mouth is that someone
just said Joan instead of lend.”” 1 don't
Imov the reason why is inserted in such
constructions, but it offends me more
than foan. O

FIRST IMPRESSIONS

Unfit, unwell, unreadable: from a
gay murder in Montreal to a Trollope's view
of theatrical culture in Richmond, B.C.

By DOUGLAS HILL -

Sunday’s Child, by Edward Phillips
(McClelland & Stewart, 240 pages,
$14.95 cloth), is hard to classify. It’s
part thriller, part social satire, part
comic love story. Blend with a percep-
tive gay sensibility, literate prose, and
the upper-middie-class Montreal scene;
the resuit is good entertainment.
Geoffry Chadwick is 50, a lawyer well
but quietly out of the closet. It’s a new
year, he’s recently had a lonpg-term love
affair disintegrate, his nephew is coming
to visit, probably to discuss his own
homosexuality, a flamboyant old friend
is in town. At loose ends and drinking
toe much, Geoffry complicates his life
by accidentally murdering a dangerous
young trick who tries to assauit him. The

main plot line (I think) has to do with
disposing of Dale, the dead hustler,
whom Geoff has stashed in his aunt’s
deep-freeze,

Phillips gives his narrator a witty
stylish voice, shaiply observant,
epigrammatic, sexually explicit. For all
his urbanity, Geoff tends to be long-
winded — some of the dialogue is shaKy,
verging on incompetent — and the novel
bogs down in talk occasionally. It would
bave profited from some editoria
queries and an overall stripping and
polishing. If Sunday’s Child doesn’t

-evér quite figure out what it wants to be,

it nevertheless manages both sensitivity
and fun, and its angfe and achievement
are certainly distinctive.

ENCYCLOPEDIA OF
THE THIRD WORLD

Revised Edition

By George [Curian

This expanded and completely
updated edition.is the most compre-
hensive reference work on the Third
World, containing hundreds of thou-
sands of facts and figures on 121 of
the world’s most volatile countries.
The country-by-country organiza-
tional structure permits both instant
comparisons of countries and quick
surveys of each nation,

o 1,080 charts and tables c maps ©
Third World organizations o cabinet
information o bibliographies o popu-
lation time scales o consumption
information © human rights o
treaties < all relevant dafa o

Three Volume Set $169.00 Hardcover

This and other FACTS ON FILE PUBLICATIONS
are available in Canada from

METHUEN PUBLICATIONS.

2330 Midland Avenue, Agincourt, Ontario, M15 1P7
Telephone: {416) 291-8421 :
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PERHAPS IT'5 TRUE, as was once alleged,
that because I don’t live and write in
Vancouver, or Victoria — or was it Sud-
bury? — I"m unfit to review any novel
not composed and set in downtovm
Toronto, onter Mississauga, or greater
Port Ilirwan. Perhaps. I’ve read The
Potter’s Guild, by William Maranda
(Mundi Press, 255 pages, $6.95 paper),
and I definitely feel unfit. Also unwell.

Here is part of the blurb tucked into
my Copy:

. « - 2 novel obsessed with humour and
Richmond thinpgs and in many instances
the reader will know exactly what is
bzing talked about and, in other
instances, be will be left wondering just
where in Richmond that could be. The
charzeters of the story are recognizable

and many of them you might swear to
have met on Richmond streets, but
then, that would be quite surprising if
vou had. The time of the novel is
modern, at least 1980, though some of
the plots and ideas are as old as the hills.
The truth to the writing wiil rest on how
well it can stir the hearts of its readers
and we recommend that you purchase a
copy to see if there is any truth to the
humorous side that Richmond could
well do with culture and theatre.

‘This book is simply unreadable, and

were the Christmas spirit not still fresh .

in me, I'd add unspeakable. I guess theye
is “truth to the humorous side,’* etc, If
you like your lesser Trollope cut with
bad Beatrix Potter, dialogue and titles
by Leslie Charteris, by all means have it.
Don’t phone me, though. O

HJstorlcal fiction: from tortured
frontier women to ladies’ tea in the calcified
society of Britain’s colonial regime

By ANNE COLLINS

1HAYE A confession to make, Here I am,
no siching teenager, having to reveal
that I like and in fact sometimes inhale
pounds of historical fiction. Not just the
acceptable work of Robert Graves,
where you can reassure people that
you'r: really learning about patterns of
history and the Romans, but also the
Lind that sells millions and causes the
incurious to sneer: Anthony Adverse,
Forever Amber, Gone with the Wind,
Shogua, they're all on my shelf, rather
lowr dovm, but there, dog-eared and
hageard from rereading. I also hate to
confess to rereading, but I’m forced to.
I'm cut off from 99 per cent of the activ-
ity in the historical fiction field because I
don't like family sagas, which are
usually all about business, and I hate the
work of the costume pornographers who
ride history’s coat-tails to titillate the
weary. Imagine then the pleasure it gives
me to report that Valerie Fitzperald's
India manuscript has been rescued from
her Oitawa storage cupboard, published
to fanfare as Zemindar, and now is
coming out in paperback (Se=l, $9.95).
Zewriindar owes more to Jane Austen

than to Gone with the Wind, despite its -

dust-jacket blurb. It is written with
economy and a beauty of metaphor
unusual to the overstuffed form.
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Though set at the same time and in the
same area of India as M.M. Kaye’s
Shadow of the Moon — and offering the
same historical analysis of the 1857
‘sepoy uprising — Zesindar is far less
saxotic’’ and by far the better book.
Though it is devoted to exploring the
character of one unconventional woman
and how she came to love, it also illumi-
nates the calcified social order of the
British in India, the brave, the foolish,
and the despicable, the ladies main-
taining their pecking order and tea
rituals even nnder heavy siege at the
Lucknow Residency. The nature of mar-
tyrdom and the motivations of those
who commit atrocities are other themes.
Laura Hewitt is the heroine and narra-
tor of the boak, plain but not tao plain,
orphaned, a perpetual outsider with a
piercing eye for inconsistencies in
anyone but herself. Her Rochester is
Oliver Erskine, not handsome but
powerful, the zemindar of the title, the
gone-native ruler of & huge feudal estate
in Oudh. My one complaint is that their
happy ending is too inevitable, but
Fitzgerald does work extraordinarily
hard to get us there with credibility
intact. Zemindar is now on my shelf,
Two other Canadian projects are not.
Avon and Seal books have been playing

Cam TR e
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tag with each other in the release of
volumes of two “‘Canadian’’ historjcal
fiction series. Both were hooplahed as if
they were breaking new publishing ter-
rain, when in Ffact there has been a great
deal of fictional exploration of English-
French-Indian colonisl conflicts. Try
Mary Lee Settle’s O Beulah Land if you
wani something good.

Seal has three books out by historian
Robert Wall: Biackrobe, Bloodbrothers,
and now Birthright (Seal, $3.50). Bach is
more accomplished than the last, and
‘Wall at least has the right attitude
toward the pursuit. He lets you know
that he knows something about the
period and is confident encugh to
Iaunch off on educated tangents, like
describing the kind of wall-clock a
wealthy Bostonian businessman might
owvn or the atmosphere of a Mohawk
long-house.

The historical sketching and deserip-
tive writing in Bitter Shield, Book 2: The
Story of Canada by Dennis Adair and
Janet Rosenstock (Avon, $2.95) never
rises much above the level of this
exciting scene, in which a scount bearing
word of the French army approaches
Fort Necessity:

Christopher reined in his big mare and

paused long encugh to greet Militiaman

Henry Thomson, who was in charge of

the road crew. Thomson stood in the

middle of the path. Gist's intelligent-

eyed chestnut mare twitched her tail.
Thomson Jooked up expectantly,

petting the mare’s nase to calm her.’

“What’s your news of the Frenchies?”
Exciting stuff. The book is not only a
narrative failure, but somehow banally
perverse. Birthright contains one
thwarted rape scene; four ‘brutal rapes

- and one explicit female torturing are

described in Bitlter Shield. The family,
whick is supposed to enliven and
ennoble the proceedings, is so boring as
to be hardly an alternative to the villains.
Mathevr and Janet Macleod fomicate
like Mr. and Mrs. Dulisville, produce
chﬂdrenmmdareeachglventoexclmm
ing beamishly while gazing on them,
My own clan!” At least Wall has got
the Nowell family successfully loving,
hating, and moulding each other, as
families are wont to do.

Adair and Rosenstock also display a
rather silly interest in the possible sex
lives of historical figures. They conspire
at scenes like the one in which Benjamin

_Franklin and General Braddock have a

cozy, pot-bellied orgy with three little
Dutch girls before Braddock marches his
troops off to slaughter at Fort
Dugquesne. This is shy costume porno-
graphy that reduces all the inventive
ways that people come together

clumsy breast-grabbing. It is what

happens when romancers are mot
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engulfed and obsessed with history, but
rather with a hole in the market.

I THINL SOMETIMES that Canadian
vriters have invented a new form of the
novel, a stripped-down model that func-
tions in o flash of pistons and gears. I
think of Margaret Atwood, whose
prose-style is colloguial-poetic, both too
cmpty and too full. In particular I think
of Matt Cohen, who with Flowers of
Doshiness (Seal, $2.75) has published the
fourth and last novel of his Salem series.
Salem should be as familiar as Wessex or
Faullner country, but Cohen hasn't
becn concerned with drawing us a map.
Connections of town to territory to
world arc immaterial. Salem is not an
imagined place so much as & fictional
code, a shadow town in which the emo-
tions of characters flare as fierce as a
sunset. Fach character is only as real as
he needs to be to heighten the impact of
those emotions: Cohen allows you no
breathing spaces in the childhood or past
histories of his people.

Annaballe Jamieson is our port of
entry into the melodrama, a city woman
nevly moved to Salem to take her
lavryer-husband, the bland but clever
Allen, avray from scandal and allow him
a fresh start. (The bool:s epigraph is
from Wilde: ““Anyone can be good in

the country.’’) Annabelle has made her
Iife “‘civilized and ironical”® — two
planks thrown over the sucking bog of
her former emotional life. In Salem she
walks over the bog into the mire, into
the love life of the Reverend Gordon
Finch, a creepily black-bearded woman-
izing Protestant preacher torn between

poles of salvation and desire. Though .

she is awakened, terrified, driven into
the ground by her need of Finch,
Annabelle is like us, a breathless witness
to the forces of love and anger at war
betiveen Finch and his crippled wife
Mavreen. Finch gets his redemption,
Maureen her revenge. We get a guided
tour into the darkness where unhealed
wounds are kept, never distracted by the
worldly scenery of the conventional
novel. -

More melodrama by a master. In The
Weekend Man Richard Wright made art
out of the life of an emotional cripple, a
played:out modern nowhere man.
Charlie Farris, Wright's hero in Final
Things (Seal $2.95), is another failure, as
distanced from his emotions as he can
get, a written-out alcoholic sports jour-
nalist reluctantly divorced from his wife
and living in self-righteous seaminess in
a derelict part of Toronto. He loves his
wife and he loves his son — whatever
that means, since he loves his numbness

better. Wright has decided that Charlie
must wake up, and the author’s alarm
bell is brutal: the homosexuval rape-
murder of Farris’s 12-year-old son.
Watch Charlie feel.

Again this novel is almost in short-
form, a thin casing over the violent
mechanism of revenge. Cohen’s book
works because it is all about passion.
Wright needs more novel in his novel
because Farris is so deadened that we-
need more time to believe in his final
passionate act. The narmrative pull is
excellent and strong, but I kept wanting
to dig my heels in against it, to know
more about everything before it is all
coveted in blood. .

Fierce reactions are not required by
Lew Anthony. He (or rather they, since
Lew is actually a two-part creation of
film producer Bill Marshall and. jour-
nalist Bob Miller) is just here to enter-
tain us with tropical adventures on a
cold winter’s night. Dreadlock (Seal,
52.95) is in the American detective
mode. Its hero, Mike Shuter, is a Travis
McGee of the airways, a Philip Marlowe
figure who couldn’t take getting himself
slimy along with the other Mounties in

. security services, He now works as

security chief of a Canadian tour-
packaging airline, which seems to allow
his protective and aggressive instincts

The Meeting Place

Jor Canadian writers.

Margaret Atwood, Earle Birney, Irving Layton, Norman
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| Stevorecley, Phyllis Webb, George Woodcock . .
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full rein. The straight-shooting Shuter
wins an O.I. for his debut appearance,
UL L LULLL A AL AL LLLBIE WG RRWwA YFARWAL Aiwr o
aged a bit and added a few more inches
of insight to his vaguely noble brain,
The voice of the hero is what gets you

56X Or cven music ot
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Anthony’s Jamaica-Babylon. Shuter has
a chance of turning into one of those

Ngtional Party {University of Toronto
Press, 188 pages, $17.50 cloth and $8.95

dinm ho alnfmen +m

o , - S I

riors, full of articulated spiritual and
physical aches. Lew Anthony writes well
enough to let Shuter tell us something,
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A legacy of blood: from sepia-tinted

memories of the kirst world war to tne niaaen
side of our murderous national psyche

By MORRIS WOLFE

Non-eaois — books for semi-literates
and others who don't really like books
~— tal-e up more and more shelf space in
our bool: stores. Now we have a non-
bool: titled Books by Gerald Donaldson
{(Van Mostrand Reinhold, 128 pages,
$12.95 cloth). Donakison, you may
recall, has produced such other distin-
guished non-works as The Great Cang-
dien Becr Book. The colour reproduc-
tions in Books are crutamy. The black-
and-white reproductions are even worse;
they look like photocopies rather than
photographs, Only the cover is attrac-
tive. And I’m sure a good researcher
could have dug out all the quotations
and other snippets in Boolts in no more
than a couple of days. (Bartleit’s and
similar books contain about half the
stuff.) The price, for what you get, is
OULIRZEOS,

I'D LEE TO propose a moratorium on the
use of sepia. For the next hundred years,
say. I'm prompted to meke that modest
sugeestion by Willam Mathieson’s My
Grondinther's War: Canadions Remem-
Bar ike Firct World War (Macmillan,
352 pages, 19.95 cloth), a book done
entirely in sepia — sepia text, photo-
graphs, endpapers, (There’s probably
even a sepia contract.) But what's the
point? Even those of us who are semi-
literate don’t need books that shout
from every page “IT'S NOSTALGIA TIME,
GAlG.” We get the message. I found this

boolt just too distracting qua book to be

able to judge its contents fairly. Poor
Blssdy DMurder: Personnl LMemolrs of
thz Yirst World ™ar by Gordon Reid
(Mosaic, 260 pages, $12.95 paper and
$16.95 cloth) is, on the other hand, quite
unpretentiously produced. Reid, a jour-
nalism student, interviewed 50 veterans
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across the country. That’s not a large
number.as oral history goes, and the
book feels thin as a result.

These books sent me back to
Ruhleben, 1.D. Ketchum's Iovely
account of th,e prison_canip he and Sir
Ernest MacMillan and other British sub-
jects were placed in when the war broke
out., (Ketchum, a Canadian, had, like
MacMillan, been studying music in
Berlin.) The approximately 4,000 men
and boys remained in Ruhleben for four
years. No direction was given to their
life; they were allowed to create their
own little world. And they did. It's a
remarkable story. Someone should one
day make a movie about Ruhleben.

“LIKE IT OR not, murder reveals some-
thing of our national psyche,” writes
Frank Jones in his prologue to Troll of
Blood: 4 Conndinn Murder Odysszy
{McGraw-Hill Ryerson, 228 pages,
$15.95 cloth). Unfortunately, Jones
never gets around to teiling us exactly
what it reveals. Bnt he does tell his 20
murder stories briskly and well. I was
especially interested in the case of
Charles Gibson, who was found guilty
of murdering a Jewish businessman in
Toronto in 1912. His death sentence vas
commuted as a result of public pressure
— much of it from members of the
Jewish community, who feared an out-
burst of anti-Semitism. *“If Gibson had
murdered a pillar of the Gentile com-
munity,”” speculates Jones, ““he might
have been strung up without a second
thought. Killing a Jewish scrap dealer
was a whole other matter in the vorld of
1912,

IF PIERRE TRUDEAU i5 interested, David
E. Smith’s The Reglonal Decline of a
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want answered: namely, what do Prairie
Iiberals want? What they want, says
Smith, is a sense they haven't had since
James Q. Gardner ran for the Liberal
lmﬂﬂlﬂp Rl AT T BAAME WP LA LIS AW el
Ottawa understands and cares about
their provincial ioterests, Otto Lang,
Smith points ont, was the only minister

fram tha Epninn in fwn dacadee with anv

kind of nafional repaiaton. But Lang's
political roots weren’t in Saskatchewan.
As a resuit Ross Thaicher’s provincial
Liberals viewed Lang with great sus-

picion.

NEWFOUNDLAND'S RAY QUY ig easier to
take in small doses than in Jarge ones.
His new collection of columns,
Beneflcial Vapors (Jesperson Press, 131
pages, unpriced), proves the point yet
once more. But at his best, Guy can be
wickedly funny. (Some readers may
recall his article inviting tourists to come
help bash baby seals.) And at his best,
his prose beautifully captures the tone
and rhythm of Newfoundiand speech.
Here, for example, is part of an open
letter from Guy ta Jean Luc Pepin, then
of the Task Force on Canadian Unity:
It is only for you 1o halt your motor car
at will, Monsieur, abreast of any one of
these wooden houses and it is only for
Yyou to go up and rap on the door and
you will be asked inside to warm
yourself and have a biteto eat... .-

All you have to do in return is to tell
who you are, name the place where you
belong, whether your parents are still
living, how many brothers and sisters
you have.... .

ANYONE WHO OQWNs Lome Rozovsky's
The Canadlan Patient’s Book of Rights
probably doesn’t.need The Cholce is
Yours: DMaking Canada’s Rdedical
System YWork for You by Gerald Turner
and Joseph Mapa (McGraw-Hill
Ryerson, 120 pages, $8.95 paper). But
few of us are sufficiently knowledgeable
about our rights as patients that we

. couldn’t profit from having one of these

two books on our reference shelves, I
was pleased to learn from Turner and
Mapa that some hospitals now employ

. ““patient representatives” to whom one

can take one’s questions and com-
plaints. It’s about time.

THE FIRST FOUR books in Quadrant Edi-
tions’ second series are-pow off the
press. And they're quite handsome.
{Quadrant, you'll recall, publishes its
titles on a subscription basis. Seven
books for $30. Write:¢/o the Depart-
ment of English, Concordia University,
Montreal H3G 1MS8.) I expected to be
put off by one of the four books, George




Woodcoc!:’s Taking It to the Letter, a
collection of excerpts from letters
YWoodcock has written to other Cana-
dian writers. There’s something
unczemly, I thought, about a living
vriter collecting his ovm letters. Vet it
works. The book offers a fascinating,
informal look at the Canadian literary
ccene over the past 20 years as seen by
comeone who’s been as close to the cen-
tre of things as anyone, The Woodcock
who appears in these pages plays the
part of benign paterfamilias to a large,
anarchic brood of writers whose work in

a wide variety of forms and styles he
gently encourages. Oh, there are a cou-
ple of bétes noires — Robin Mathews
and Mordecai Richler, But mostly what
flows through these letters is a sense of
Woodcock®s integrity and good will. My
guess, based on this appetizer, is that in
the long run the contribution to Cana-
dian literature that Woodcock will be
remembered for will not be his critical
writing 50 much as his letters (and his
forthcoming memoirs). My one com-
pleint about this pagticular Quadrant
book: there are too many typos. [

A THOUSAND WORDS
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The past in perspective: from the extinction
of the world’s animals to historic photos
of immigrants as they emerge from the Dark Ages

By CHRISTOPHER HUME

IT'S HARD TO imagine anything sadder
than this catalogue of animals now
extinet. David Day's Doomsday Book of
Aaimal; (VViley, 228 pages, $49.95 cloth)
tells the story of 300 species and sub-
cpecies that are gone forever from the
face of the earth. In his foreword,
Prince Philip points out that ““the cause
of the disappearance of spscies is largely
if not entirely homo sapiens.*” Consider-
ing the enormity of the charge, the royal .
statcment seems remarkably polite,
Thinl; of what happened to the buffalo:
75 million Lilled from 1850 to 1880. In
1539 come herds vere so large a man on
horceback nezded three days to ride
throuph. A single herd would occupy &
grazing area the size of Rhode Isfand.
Today fevrer than 30,000 remain world-
vide, and this is considered a success
story.

Think alco of poor Steller’s Sea Cow.
This mamnificent creature became -
ctinet in 1767, only 27 years after being
diccoverad by Buropeans. It weighed up
to 14,000 pounds and measured 30 feet
in Iensth. Mot even the rat is safe from
man, Day documents nine varieties of
this rodent that have been entirely wiped _
out.

The author and his researcher, Séan
Virgo, have dome a thorough and
original job of putting the reader *“in
touch with the reality of extinction.”
Their bool: makes for some very unsettl-
ing; reading. We will never again see the
many animals listed and illustrated, and
no matter hov popular this book might

become it is hard to imagine that the rate
of extinction of the world’s wildlife will
abate: they estimate that rate to be one
species a year, and accelerating. Should
Day decide to produce periodic updates
of his Doomsday Book, it would grow

fatter each time. It is an important and *

usefnl book. Through the sheer beauty
of the illustrations it overwhelms us with
a sense ‘'of tremendous loss. Bveryone
should buy a copy, read it, and be
appalled at what méan has destroyed,
Selling Canadna to Canadians seems an
endless task., The couniry must have
been crossed dozens of times by anxious
photographers looking for perfect
sunsets and ‘the uliimate panoramas.

"The current crop includes Sherman

Hines’s Alberta (McClelland & Stewart,
unpaginated, $24.95 cloth) and Heritage
Canadn (McClelland & Stewart, 125
pages, $29.95 cloth) by Philip Graham.
Both are excellent examples of the genre.
Heritage Canada succeeds in capturing a
glimpse of the nation at the height of its
Victorian splendour. It is interesting to
see how its various architectural
specimens have survived the last 100
years. Some, like the Canadian Imperial
Bank of Commerce building in Regina,
sit alone, empty and forlorn. 'Others,
like the Kingston City Hall (built in
1844), have been carefully and lovingly

- restored, The colours of Alberta are par-

ticularly impressive. This is the best
book yet from Hines, whose past works
include Nova Scotia, Outhouses of the
East, and Atlantic Canada.
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Islomania is a disease Lawrence Dur-
rell describes in Reflections on a Marine
Venus as ‘‘a rare but by no means
unknown affliction of the spirit.*” Islo-
maniacs, says Durrell, are those *“who
find islands somehow irresistible, The
mere knowledge that they are on an
island, a little world surrounded by the

" sea, fills them with indescribable intoxi-

cation.”” Canada would be judged a fine
place to live by an islomaniac. Though

commonly considered th land of lakes, .

the northern part of North America also
offers more than its fair share of islands.
Marian Engel and J.A..Kraulis, author
and photographer, collaborated-to pive
us The Islands of Canadn (Hurtig, 128
pages, $29.50 cloth). The emphasis is gn
the quaint and artsy-craftsy, but it
preserves enough island quaintness to
keep, islomaniacs happy. Engel’s text is
quite bearable and Kraulis’s pictures are
simply superb.

The One-Room School in Canada
(Fitzhenry & Whiteside, 168 pages,
$19.95 cloth) by Jean Cochrane packs a
Iot of history into a small book.
Extremely well illustrated and unbeliev-
ably informative, Cochrane’s work will
surprise anyone expecting just another

pretty book. The author has done a first- -

rate job of selecting the visuals and
presenting the information.

Canada: A History in Photographs
(Hurtig, 350 pages, $24.95 paper) by
Roger Hall and Gordon Dobbs is
another excellent pictorial look at the
nation since Confederation. Pictures
may not tell us much about specific
events, but they reveal a lot about
people. Here we see our ancestors at
work and at play (somehow the two look
very similar). The photographs convey a
wealth of information. By and large,
early Canadians seem a very dour lot.
An exception, and an ironic one, is an
informal portrait taken in 1927 of
Edward, Prince of Wales, with his
brother the Duke of Kent at Unjon Sta-
tion in Winnipeg. They make a very
dapper pair in straw boaters and double-
breasted jackets. A contrasting shot,
also taken in 1927, shows hordes of
immigrants disembarking from a train:
they look as though they have just
stepped out of the Dark Ages.

Publishers never seem to grow tired of
Northwest Coast Indian art. In fact,
they’re in the midst of a passionate love
affair. The latest offspring comes from
Vancouver’s Douglas & - McIntyre
(where the fever runs very hot). North-
west Const Indian Graphics (144 pages,

"$35.00 cloth) by Edwin Hall, Margaret

Blackman, and Vincent Rickard almost
manages to avoid.the feeling of déjit vu.
Perhaps a few too many of the images
reproduced have been seen elsewhere,
Of course, they’re always a delight, even
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though some are much more accom-
plished than others. In the hands of a
Robert Davidson, for example, an an-
cient native decorative form becomes
modermn art. For somme others, the transi-
tion has been more difficult.

2l

INTERVIEW

Serigraphy has developed into a major
medium for Canatda’s Indian artists, The
appearance of this book is, therefore,
timely and welcome. The 17 colour

plates highlight a very thorough survey
of a unique art. [1

T

Helen Weinzweig on the emotional trauma
that shifts her writing from familiar reality
to the schizophrenic realm of fantasy

By DORIS COWAN

' BORM IN POLAND in 1915, Helen Weinz-
weiz moved to Canada at the age of
ninz, and didn’t begin vriting fiction
until she was 435, She is the author of two
novals, Passing Ceremony (House of
Anansi, 1973) and Basic Black with
Pearls (1900), which won a City of
Toronto Book Award in 1981. Her short
storics have appeared in such magazines
as Saturday Night, Toronto Life,
Tamarack Review, and Canadian
Forurm, She talked to Doris Cowan in
Toronio about her life and work:

Bogls in Corndn: What made you, In
Yyour mid-i0s, decide to berome q
wriler?

WemTweln: The active, doing part of my
life Lind of vwore out, and the reflective,
contemplative part began, I had made a
great deal of effort in a great many
dir:ctions, but the years passed and the
sence of accomplishment was never
there. Discoveries and satisfactions
came, and then they went; they were
gone. A discovery in creative work is
tangible. As I got older it became very
satisfactory to learn about life not
through doing but through writing.
s Did voriting come easily to you?
Weinsiein: No, never. Because by the
time I started writing I had read so much
that my standard for fiction was as far
from what I conid do as another planet
is from this earth. I had to go step by
step, there was no short cut. I knew what
gooad fiction should be, but I couldn't
vrrite. I had read all my Jife, read every-
thing in sight. There was a 15-year
pariod when I read only fact, read only
for information. Then I went back to
fiction and discovered that for me the
truth in fiction was the only truth, Facts
kept changing; they might or might not
apply, but the truth in fiction was

30 PBooks (n Canada, Jonuary, 1982

universal, for all time, for everybody.
All the years I was reading for informa-
tion I didn’t learn a thing.

BIC: But you rejected the conventional

» forms of fiction,

Weinzwelp: Not at first. But after a
couple of short stories I realized I was
incapable of writing *“straight,” because
by that time I was well into what had
become a hobby — what’s new in fic-
tion? As a reader, I was up to my ears in
Joyce and Beckett and the nouvegu

T Y
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roman, vet as a writer I was still trying to
do Dick and Jane. So I gave up trying to
writé straight. It worlks for some people,
but not for me. I think it depends on
how your mind is set.

BIC: What writers do you admire? Are-

there any In particular you like and feel

-have influenced you?
Welnzwelg: Oh, yes. Pinget, Robbe-

’
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Grillet, . Butor, Calvino. Pinget’s new
book, Passacaglia, just blows my mind.
Some of the South American and Caban
writers. Cortazar. His short stories are
written absolutely straight, piling event
on event; then suddenly everything shifts
and you're disoriented. It’s a kind of fic-
tion that works direcily on the reader’s
mind. The writer anticipates the patterns
of thought that former: literature has
established, and subverts them.

BiC: Your novels are structurally very
unconventional, and some aspects of the
dction are quite unregl, but the physical
deiails and the emotional experiences of
thg characters are concrete and realistic.
Welnzwelg: One of the discoveries of my
reading has been that the more fantastic,
imaginative, and “subjective’’ your
material, the more precise your language
has to be. In Basic- Blaek with Pearls 1
tried to break the tradition of exposi-
tion. To tell a story.through ideas, not so
much throvgh events. To present ideas
that are of interest to me, 1 found ways
to do that by breaking time sequence,
shifting from reality to a kind of schizo-
phrenia, moving freely between consen-
sus reality and another kind of reality,
another level of consciousness. And the
technique has to be so clear that there’s

. 0o division between the two. .
BIC: In Basic Black with Pearls the

narrator is a reluctant visiior to ker own
city, searching for coded messages from
her lover, who may or may not be
Planning to join her there. What's the
relation between the real and the fan-
tastic here?

Welnzweig: In my own theories of fic-
tion I use emotional experience as a
form of the unreal: an emotional
response involves the imagination. Once
it’s triggered it continues and enters the
world of fantasy. Basic Black is more
autobiographical than any of my other
work — though I swear every work of
fiction is autobiographical. Some scenes
are based on direct experience, others °
are based on emotional trauma and go
into the fantastic. My narrator’s situa-
tion is a fictional expression of the feel-
ing I've had all my life of not belonging.
H I can be pretentious I'll use Shake-
speare’s phrase ‘‘unaccommodated
man.” It's a way of showing how she
can be unaccommodated in the place
where she has lived all her life, where she
has married and bhad children. There’s a
distance between her and the familigr
reality that surrounds her. You've met
people like her.

BIC: The two men in the book are both
remote, evasive, or wiforthcoming —
one of them In a way she has come to
Jind hateful and the other in a way that
she still finds fascinating, and madden-
ing and desolating as well, but she is in
love with kimand accepis her situation,
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siore or less. Is this your comment on
the possibility of communication
baiween male and female?

YVeinzwalp: It’s my comment on a cer-
tain kind of person, who is uncomfor-
table with the inauthentic. As we get
older we accept the masks that society
requires us to vear, and learn to relate to
the mashed individual as the real person.
That's what civilization is all about.
Well, some of ug are very slow to learn
this, YWhat I was trying to show in Basic
Black vras a protagonist who is unable to
deal with masks.

BiC: Ske goes along with it though, the
coda, the disguises.

Weinzweln: Yes, and she always has o

guess whether it’s him or not, wearing
that disauise, But I hint, and perhaps I
wasn’t too clear, that there is no mask in
the sex relationship. It's my smart-aleck
way of saying that a woman can't tell
vwhat a man’s all about until he takes off
his clothes. He dresses as a great lav

or as a man who knows everything about
cars; men are defined by what they do,
what they know. That is their mask:
their profession, their work. And if he
isn’t what he doss, if he takes off the
mask, then who is he? So *“*put the mask
bacl: on . I still don’t know you.”
Having him ahvays in disguise is my way
of saying that we women fall in love with

Jorgot everything . .

the whole thing, disguise and all.

BiC: Does a writer of fiction have a
moral responsibility to society?
Weinzwelg: That question has plagued
me personally. Yet I’ve never heard of a
writer who was inmmoral in her relation
to the world. She is a social being, and
by writing, she takes a position indi-

. cating her concem. If she sets out to be

didactic, or to produce a diatribe against
injustice, she rarely succeeds artistically.
If there is a message it has to be dednced
by the reader, not stated by the writer.

BiC; There are passages in Basic Black
with Pearls where it is possible to deduce
a message, although it is certainly not
didactic, The narrator is haunted by
guilt and mourning for members of her
Jemily killed by the Nazis, Her lover,
Coenraad, with his mysterious work for
the “Agency,” may be on the side of ter-
ror, for all she knows, He tells her
nothing, In one brief episode, a man,
ragged and frighiened, takes refuge in
her hotel room in Ecuador, where she
and Coenraad have grranged a rendez-
vous. She and a weeping chambermaid
help him to escape from his pursuers.

She says nothing about it lo Coenraad
until the next day, when he-assures her
that the ““terrorist and his wife” have
been caught. The narrator says, T
. later that night,

drinking rum and listening to the singers,
I never once thought of torture.”
Weinzweig: Yes. There is lurking in her
mind a little uneasiness. She wants to
forget, and at the same time wants not to
forget. Perhaps there is some horror
going on around her lover that she is
unaware of. But she is aware of her
unawareness. Still she longs for her lover
because ‘‘in his presence terrors
vanish.” Women’s involvement in the
world is totally affected when they are in
lovié, My feelings about these matters are
stated, or rather understated, in Basic
Black. Like my narrator, I've never been
able to forget “the torturer who con-
sulted Franz Fanon for treatment for
insomnia, the torturerwho protested he
could not sleep nights because his
stubborn victims made his work so
difficult.”

It's a paradox. The most important
things can’t be come at directly. I was
born in one world war, I lived through
another, I've lived 60 years. What is
there fo say? I’ve had nightmares since
1932, My memory of Poland is of a life
lived in constant terror of pogroms. All 1
ever heard from the adults was who got
killed, and how. Jews had to live in ghet-
toes, they couldn’t own land, Two of my
husband’s relatives escaped to Russia.
When they came back aflter the war, one

wTiber e F.Jit\l'
Plue reviews of new facthon by
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of them was killed by people from his
ovmn village.

But to write about such th:ngs directly,
unless you are a polemicist, is a kind of
titillation. Fiction should reflect injus-
tice, but to set out to prove that oppres-
sion exists: to me, that won't work. I
want to focus on the life of my char-
acter. Does she care? In what way can
we carc? She js busy maling love. After-
wards she remembers the guerrilla leader
and his wife, who may have been killed
while she and Coenraad were in the
midst of their lovemaking. The dilemma
is stated: some of us are safe and com-
fortable, while others are in pain and
terror of death. In the book the narrator
asks “*Against whom should I direct my
protests?*’

DiC: hat kind of fiction are you
.-orl.mg on now?

TWeinzwelp: I’m in a bit of a dilemma.
‘.‘Jhat was 5o intriguingly new to me 15
or 20 years ago — well, the world has
caught up with it, and it*s also not zo
new to me. But there are still problems I
wani to solve. I got hung up in the novel,
bacause I wanted to present the matenal
differently, but how? I want to be free
of that difficulty. I’m doing a series of
short stories, each one with a technical
problem, no two alike, so that by doing
it, doing it, and doing it, all in short
stories, then I’ll have the techniques and
Pll be ready for whatever 1 want to
write.

The different ways of story-telling
that have come up in the last 50 years
have all been taken up by modern
writers and z lot of them can handle the
techniques. What you are saying to a
reader, your ideas, that’s what makes a
bool: or a story interesting now. Not just
reflecting life or reality so-called, but
proposing ideas about our society. O

i “Sﬂ: thmgs
last

Sir:

Thanl: you for the review of my first
novel, Hans Denck, Cobbler, in your
Hovember issue. I would Lke, if pos-
sible, to clarify two points that the
reviewer touches lightly on.

32 Books in Canada, Januoary, 1982
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By using the word “‘shtet]** and com-
paring my work to Singer and Malamud,
Douglas Hill hag left some readers with

the impression that my work is Jewish. .
. While I am genuinely flattered by this, 1

do think it is important to note that the
criticisms of Christian life and anti-
Semitism my work containg are made
from the perspective of Christianity,
which is, to use George Grant's phrase,
“‘at furthest remove from Judaism.” My
little work is somewhat haunted by the
responsibility German Christians bear

for the Holocaust: Hans Denck tries to

expiate some of the guilt of our tribe and
his **triumph’’(?) belongs to the history
of Christianity, My own success — if it is
that — in dealing with it “‘competently”’
id a “'rich, suggestive form™ owes what
life it has to Mavis Gallant and T.F.
Powys. What I have wiitten;and the way

*1 wrote-it should be credited to their

influences. This, too, seems important
since Mrs. Gallant is paid far too few
tributes in her native iand for the intelli-
gence she has brought to bear on the
issues that divide us and the effect that
has had on younger writers. And T.F.
Powys is almost utterly neglected every-
where,

At a time when novels are frequently
bloated with self-indulgence, smut,
gossip, near libels, or daft myth-making,
Mr. Hill can easily be forgiven his
puzzlement at the claim my work makes
to being one. But it is not an unrsason-
able assertion. Like those extended
pieces of prose that once made the term
novel definite and distinguished, my
piece offers a sustained and controlled
criticism of social life. Since it spans 50
years and explores relations among three
generations ““through events too compli-
cated to summarize,” it is something
more than a long short story. T would
prefer to think of it as that old-
fashioned thing, a Zale, but calling it a
**first novel’ will perhaps allow my next
book to be viewed more in itself and less
as a species of literary dog that should
dance to the tunes of publicity and
proniotion.

The prevailing notion that the writing
of serious fiction is in any way encour-
aged. by puffery and literary competi-

.tions is as empty-headed and untenable

s the notion that the few publishers
interested in fiction have the resources to
lead an author up carefully constructed
ladders of literary achievement. The
sequence in which things are now likely
to be published bears less and less rela-
tionship to their author’s order of com-
position. In my own case, Hans Denck,
Cobbler, is the fourth and briefest of the
five extended works I have written thus
far that are intended for publication.
The third of those works will, with luck,
appear next. As to the first of these

v e maa o

' things, 1 expect it to appear sometimie
after 1987 if the world lasts that long —
a thing in which I have no great con-
fidence given the kind of Christianity
being practised by Ronpie ““Nuclear
Warning Shot’’ Reagan and his gang. At
the moment, I have no great desire to
pack my readers in an old Chevy, head
them on down to a levee, and have them
consider the ways our music died, That’s
far too soft a thing for these hard times.

T.F. Rigelhof

Westmount, Que.

Ghetio meniality

Sir:

Douglas Hill’'s “First Impressions” in
your October issue is interesting partly
because of its sensible review of Joy
Kogawa’s Obgsan, a timely and truly
poetic book that is, as the reviewer
states, a *‘quietly savage indictment of .
‘Wasp-Canadian racism.” "What is sur- -
prising, though, is the heading that it is
“**ethnic fiction.”” Whether deliberate or
not, I suppose, there is the inchoate
tendency of categorizing Canadian
literature into such a segment, which can
become dangerous. Kogawa's book is
more than ethnic fiction, as I am sure
Mr. Hill believes — for the ‘very reason
he points out in his review. But I want to
draw attention to the fact that writing
that might appear to come from outside
the mainstream of Wasp-Canadian liter-
ature tends to become ghettoized, and
thus not to be taken seriously. It’s a
tendency that is creeping into the tenor
of Canadian literary criticism, and I am

concerned.
Cyril Dabydeen
- " Ottawa
The Peacock papers
Sir:

In reviewing Robertson Davies’ new
novel, The Rebel Angels (October), I.M.
Owen talks of his “long and Ionely
devotion to the works of T.L.
Peacock.” In fact, his devotion is not
entirely lonely. I too have heen a
devotee, at least since boyvhood, of
Peacock’s great conversationial novels,
and this makes me rather surprised when
Owen asserts that as far as he knows
Peacock’s form has mnever been
‘*adopted by anyone up to now."’

In fact, there have been two very dis-
tinguished Peacockian novelists. George
Meredith was not only Peacock’s son-in-
law; he adopted his form in a number of
works, notably The Egoisf, and what
used to be spoken of as Meredithian
talkiness was in fact Peacockian
talkiness ' somewhat transformed.
Aldous Huxley was a Peacockian in the
beginning and never completely ceased
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io bz one, Crome Yellow, vith its coun-
try houce pathering of intellectuals, is an
almost pure Peacockian novel, adapted
to o Jater cra. So are Anfic Hqy and
Thosz Barren Leaves and though later,
in Poimt Counter Point, Huxley fell
under Gide’s influence in terms of struc-
ture, there remained long passages that
were entirciy Peacockian. I could go on
and on, mentioning forgotten novels like
W.H. Mallock’s The New Repubiic,
ctc., but I think I have said enough to
chovr that in using the Peacockian form
Davies is merely following a perceptible
t:a-:lmon among English fiction writers.
George Woodcock
Vancouver

Topic of eancer

Sir:
Why must the adolescence of Canadian
vrriters be prolonged and even enmcour-
aged by the media and those readers
requiring increased literary titillation? 1
refer to the review of Margaret
Anvood's new novel in the October
Bools in Connda, a review unfor-
tunately entitled *“Topic of Cancer.”

Firat we have Audrey Thomas telling
uz with some pride that she was asked to
ravices Bodily Harm because she is con-
cidered a specialist in “‘mutilated
women.”” Ah, yes. She then proceeds to
cite such brilliant images as coiled ropes
and rats emerging from vaginas. The
Iatter is certainly a reality for women
existing in those countries with oppres-
sive remimes, and it’s a fact e shounld be
concerned with, but I'm unconvinced
that it kas much to do with Atwood and
ber ovm fiction. Or that it ought to. The
protagonist of Bodily Harm, similarly,
has suffered a mastectomy. Having en-
durzd the various Atwood interests —
thz battered animals, the male penis-as-
fishhook: fization -~ for the sake of her
shecr skill and craft, I am absolutely
eppalled at this new *“theme.” Why
must she consider torture and breast
cancer as yet another contemporary
wildcrness to explore and exploit with
her usual cynicism? Breast cancer is an
immediate concern in my own family
and I am disgusted that someone with
Atvood®s obvious literary talents finds it
nccessary to adopt the disease as evi-
dence of her newly enlizhtened social
conseience. It’s dilettantism of the worst

order.
Theresa Kishkan
MNorth Vancouver

Fighting Words
I'v:e never bzen one to play verbal Ping-

Ponz with reviewers and letter-writess,
but the blatantly muddle-headed

criticism ,.nf my book Breagking and
Entering In your Qctober issue compels
me to make an exception, Albert Moritz
not only quotes some of my lines out of
context, but commits the more serious
blunder of monthing off for the sake of
displaying his questionabie cleverness.
All T can say is that it’s a pity 3,000 miles

prevents me from delivering this letter to

him in person.
Len Gagparini
Vancouver

Uneivil carvice
Sir:

I have just finished reading DuBarry
Campan’s review of A Woman with a
Purpose: The Diaries of Elizabeth
Smith, 1872-1884, edited by Veronica
Strong-Boag (Movember), and I am filled

- with outrage that Books in Canada

would publish such an insensitive, ill-
informed, and chauvinistic review of a
‘book that should capture the imagma-
tion of every Canadian reader who is
interested in the intellectual history of
this country.

In the first place, Campau summarizes
Veronica Strong-Boag as writing that
Blizabeth Smith “‘married a civil ser-
vant, Adam Shortt, gave up her practice
(which had barely got underway), had
children, and devoted the rest of her life
to women’s causes, losing her merriness
and becoming something of a termagant
suffragette.’’ Now, to call Adam Shortt
a civil servant and to leave it at that is
absolutely absurd. Adam Shortt was an
important intellectual and social
thinker. To discover that he married one
of the first graduates of a Canadian
medical college should be of more than
passing interest. To state that Elizabeth
Smith’s career had barely gotten starfed
when it was abandoned for marriage and
children is equally ridiculous. According
to S.B.D. Shortt (The Search for an
Ideal), Elizabeth Smith spent the first six
years of her marriage teaching medical
jurisprudence and sanitary science,

Finally, - the characterizing of
Elizabeth Smith’s commitment to the
suffragette: movement as ‘‘termapant,’*
to headline the review “‘the training of a
shrew,”” is to insult ail thinking human
beings, Who in the 1980s.would dismiss
the pioneer efforts of a woman like
Elizabeth Smith by describing her in
such negative and stereotypical terms?
Ms Smith is a vital and fascinating figure
in Canadian intellectual history. Her
diaries deserve serious and intelligent
treatment by Books in Canada.

Laura Groening
Department of English
Carleton University
Ottawa
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WHEN VLADIMIR NABOKOV was asked
what scenes from the historical past he
would most like to see on film, his list

included *““Herman Melville at breakfast,’

feeding a sardine to his cat,’”’ and “The
Russians Jeaving Alaska, delighted with
the deal, Shot of seal applaudi

What we’d like to see is a similar collec-
tion of scenes drawn from Canada’s

“ past. It might include Malcolm Lowry

trying to get a drink on Sunday in
Niagara-on-the-Lake in 1955 (shot of six
untouched cheese sandwiches), or
Mackenzie King at lunch, feeding a dog
biscuit to his mother. We’ll pay $25 for
the best list of scenes received .before
Feb. 1. Address: CanWit No. 69, Books
in Canada, 366 Adelaide Street East,
Toronto MSA 3X9.

Results of CanWit No. 67

OUR REQUEST for mew definitions for old

literary terms was made even more diffi- ~

cult by postal delays and an early
deadline that many contestants were
unable to meet. (As a resolt we are here-

with returning to our former, more .

liberal deadfine policy.) At the risk of
creating domestic strife, the winner is
Barry Baldwin of Cailgary — whose
household submitted two separate
entries — for a lexicon that includes:

O 0ode: Usually by the publisher to the
author.

r V}"?ﬂs-ln-progtm My grant has been cut
o

3 Critical success: Sold flve coples.

3 Pornography: Ass gratiz artis. ’

[ Profile: Plagiatized from one source.

O] In-depth profile: Plagiarized from two
sources.

Honourable mentions:
[J Critic: A Canadian writer between books,

* [ Plogiorism: The art of knowing 2 good

Jine when you see one.
] il::'t.-bnller A novel with more heat than
£
— M.K. Elek and J.B. Kervin,
. Scarborough, Ont.
scun
3 Stichomythia: What the Greeks should
have done with their legends.
O Laoy: What doesn’t happen in feminist

fiction.
— Janet Baldwin, Calgary
- -

[J Assongnie; A literary euphemism for
emanations from the lower orifice. See
also cacophony and farce.

{3 Free verse: A poelry reading.

— David J. Paul, Lucan, Ont.
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O Pritoo: One of the Three Musketeers ina
novcl by Dumas. His partners were
B=thos and Artifice.

O Arvclo-Normen Perdod: Levine's work
bifore his return to Canada, See Anglo-
Mordecal Period.

— Ed Prato, Vancouver
[ -]

O Dlacubeck: A shy exhibitionist.

— Raphael Soné, Ottawa

THE EDITORS RECOMMEND
L T )

THE FOLLOWING Canadian books were
revicwed in the previous issue of Books
in Ceaitada. Our recommendations don't
necezcarily reflect the reviews:

FICTION

Famous Last Words, by Timothy Findley,
Clarke Irwin. Findley's fourth novel exam-
ines the nature of fascism through the
character of Hugh “Seleyn Nlauberley
(brilliantly recseated from the poem by
Fzra Pound) and a plot that implicates,
among others, the Duke of Windsor as a
candidate for Fuhrer. )

NON-FICTION
Tk Good Flahi: Polltical Rlemoirs 1909-
1633, by David Lewis, Macmillan. Lewis,
who died before its publication, doesn’t get
as far as Parliament in the course of this
bool:. His account of his early career por-
trays a party functionary more at home in
the bacl: room than wooing the electorate.

POETRY

Fiz'd Notes, by Robert Krostsch, General
Publishing. Kroetsch’s collected poems
display his wide ranse as a poet — his
shifting tones, his seriousness, humour,
and irony, his talent for epigram, lyricism,
dcseription, and narrative, his formal
inventiveness, his learning, and his deft,
unassuming vay with an allusion.

CLASSIFIED
e

Clezsifled rates: $6 per Hne (40
choracters to the line). Deadline: first of
the month for Issue dated following
month. Address: Boolks in Canada
Clozclled, 366 Adelaida Street East,
Toronto 1M5A 1N4. Phone: (416) 363-5428.

THE WORD WORIER, newslelter for
beginning & published ‘\urriters. Send $1
for latest Issue to P.O. Box b&14,
I{ingston, Ont. K7L 4W5.

OLD AND RARE BOOIS. Canadlana
cataloguas. Herltage Books, 3438 6 St.
S.\v., Calgary, Alberta T25 2M4.
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BOOKS RECEIVED ’

THE FOLLOWING Canadian books have
been received by Books in Canada in
recent vreeks. Inclusion in this fist does
not preclude a review or notice in a
fature issue:

Tita Add Test, by Gary Gedlls. 'I'n:nslm Préss.
Act of Art, by Jock Shadbolt, M

Ttz Adventurea of 10 d Clen, nod
éw% ngxmdﬁmw“ l:dlll.
Canadian and Arts Publications.

All Sior Poet, by Serlver, u Books.

Thz Art of Lea Gibt, by Betty Gib! nddm:emas:.

Beforc Stor Tars, by Clive Doucet, k M

mlaﬁmb’ Toon Bodger, :Illlstmudb,vmk'rhn-

The Dt from Alberta History, edited by Hugh Dem
reitern Producer Praisie Baoks. by Flash Dexosey,

T Dect of Con~ila Cookboek, by Tony Roldan and Jim

15T A
Dorder Crocirps, by Donald Lee Willlams, Inner City
Do“,l;.mh:nnﬂnlumehﬁpnmby.l Douglas Horvey,
Mgl Land: A Werm Look of Arthor LExer, by Lois

. Meritt.
nvnm:molnuum.bylillnﬁod , Clarke Iroin.
m&mﬂhnﬁ‘lldﬂfeﬂmby Stevort, Lester
& Orpzn Dennys.
chn.dlmsm%r. 19141913, by Domald M. Santor,

renfice
Cn.&:lnn: ot War, 1913-1901 Sxilibog, by Sharon A.

Gul:'lﬂ }l'u Yar, 19301845, by Donnld M. Santor,

Les Conedian: Tt2 Freach [n Cansida 16531057, by Stewart
K. Dicks, Prentice-Hall.

Les I‘:nm:ﬂlms Teccher's Gnida, by Stewart K. Dicks,

ce-Hall.
Tha ﬁ%ﬁhﬂzuu Ferron, transiated by Roy Ellenwood,

1950).
Chapse: Onz2 Step cf a Time, by Lois Napuer. Andmn.
Guidance Centre, Faculty of Edueatlen, U
l:h;gxgum'mw:nmnppnhmmnn'- Newsm

‘The Calscied Pocsus of F.It. Scott

Coltetor's Tiem3, by Joha Hears, {ru 'N'oslrlnll Relukold,

The Confident Years: Canodn 1o {kz 1920s, by Robert J.
‘Bondy and vmlnm C. Mattys, Prentive-Hall,

'n:a Cnnl'ldul 'Years Stilthook, by Sharom A. Cook,

ce.-Hall,
Contiets of Gustafson, M & 5.
Tta }Cmrkml.n'm g SPIIIII? 4 R’i"’"nduh"mnpm Playwrights

Cuolturnl Doundaries nnd dbe Cobecton of Canxda, by
nd Breton ef d..'l'h:lnsllmu for Research on

Pallcy.
Ca th North, by Ken Bernsohin, Haneock Ha
mmmmupud: .raum'h, Volms T, by Rarjory Vhitelaw,

Oberon.
Dnnahm;“ I‘:ll;s Copper Woman, by Amne Cameron, Press
Tt Y Cunzda o (hz ¥ by Panl
e & G
ﬂ:.w:hn i, by .
I:lun'l Dilly Dally, Daar, Iur Joan Mes. I.:rlulon House.
Dreaming Doclcrards, by Ell Mandel, Generel Pul lg.
'n}aa:: lnﬂdmﬂnsw by Myron Gordon aad D:wld Fowler,
Ednnnlm.?cmuo!ndu.bynunlsmmcnﬂn
Routledze, Reldmore (M &
Excyclopadia of Made In Concda, edited by Helowt Kall-
mann ef ok, Unl’TPrﬂl.
Bz:-[ﬁt.'rld: ey Necponce, edired by Feter N. Nemetz,
Ins! l'ornunrdl Public
m:!:nul:;;lmm;unnd,wme.ww.l Kelth, Uni-
11:5 Engua!‘l?m. by Louky Beninnlk. translated by Gerry
Evealng Dance of ths Grey ﬁlwl’l:.l’mm
F.H. Yordey: A n&% Btﬂb!lllln. ‘Toe Edmonton Art
Finxl Richard B. Wi Books.
MMW. wmdnlg%uﬂlsb. M&S.
Front Pagz Challznzz, by Alex Bammis, CEC.
T2 Geaila Dalarcee, by Annphelle King, Denean Publishers.
m‘ndswtnmmmhm.wﬁmmnmme-
ess Books.
Tta Great LKloodlke Gold Rush, 1656-1623, by Donald M.

Santor and Stewart K. Dl:kl.l‘mﬂu-!-!nll
Thz Great lmlllh:h Iw

T R

ll:ln!l
l!ovlnﬂndwﬂfnmulmnhh Rozemary Dudl
and Wade Rowland, Col hd d
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'n:; lmmlmnl'l Haxdboo®, by the Law Unfon of Ontatio,

nh% eon, Merzitt.
e L

Frsidat Logen
:I.'Bur d'Anmu. Donizett,
Therest Paquln. I.u Presses de P'Unlversité
Munl.rhl
Leters In Cardn 3920, edjied by W.J. Keith aod B.-Z.
Shek, U of T Press.

Life wiih Undz, by John W. Hnlnn:. U of T Press.
Lonls Ri ot Ia Noavelle Natlon, Davies, tropslated
Reji %ouuy Canada,

Western Producer Praldes Iu,v
anln of Hogh L. Kuﬂe’ﬂde. olume 1, M & 8.
coent Canada,

t Mngic, by Spiros, A

Mol flon for Totol War, ed.itd by N.F, Drelsziger,

Willrid Lanrler University Fress.

Mugle 'I!l'en%mby John Felhl, Canadian Qoverzment

M:anhnlsmmnnlnndmcoum!a by
Margaret Scatt, Vesta.

A Natlon Eocftomss cm:dn 1655-1914, by Douglag H. Falr-
belm and Grabom L, Brown, Prentice-H

A}I}nﬂonwsm , by Sharon A, Cook, Prestice-

A Notlon Loonchied: Mndonnlﬂ'l Dominlon, 1867-1C5S, by
Stewant K. Dicks, Pren

'l'h;.Nm c:rr.:zﬂ:m Teeal Emlc lnuﬂmnl Gulis, by Henry

: s by Fred
'thmM Gea ts
md':'w m‘gmnmnhm Lester & Orpen

Denm
1932 Town snd Conntry Appolntzent Book, by Charlie
mdv-!‘gh rum'ﬂ'“'
P v Bascr, Oxford.
Grophics, by Edwin S, Hall, Ir. e

fumhia Press.

Pezee River Past, by David L. Macdonald, Venmre?:ss
Aml'm Day for [Kltes, by Monlque Cum‘vmu. Ground-
Pionxr Seitl-ment In Cuumh 1153-1 %m L.

Brown and Doughs H. Falrbalm,
Poa Terlee Told, by .lay Ma:phm Oxfard,
oo P Conais, by Wk vl oo,

1- 11

‘Noam Chomsky, edited by C.P.
82d Portralts, by it hagarty o )
mmm:rm.wm:mdm Amethyst,

Thz Sceret, b.v m Nm-a.l: illustrated by Katherine

Helmer, Three
Sixth m Im Lol
El?ephg l: llln.lns. by ] yi mpd Monnment

, translared by Valede

P
m';;u Doz, selected by Gerrl Siaclair and Morris Wolfe,
Lester & DenT
sull’lu i‘;lmn.-.: 1o the Idond, by Cyril Dabydeen, Commoners”
gon/Tiomers, by Beh Jankols, biewolutmentpress.
s:.nlml In 'Ihbhdm by Alan Fry,
md.mg Paztry Wellog, by ‘Bertie Teifress Powell, Vesta.
'l'ug the Gullows, by Jack Fitzgerald, Jesperson
Tuns spoh Soperman, by Catherine Akcarm, Golden Doz
Today: Staritng Polut for the Fature, by Betty Coulter. G.R.
Toronto Workers Recpord to Industrial Copltallom 1857-
1092, by Oregory S. Kﬁlﬂ U of T Press.
Trealks an White nnd Tincfare, by Robert Martean, trans-
ullranﬁol:.y Barzy o N Blle Edlitons {E
WHngThuusbﬂn.byMAsyeHd &ﬂnﬂnmﬁ&
wings, by Hextor

mn-lmlhand Williamson, publisied by

wwmm oerAse Cablnet Days, by Russell Doers, Quezas-

The Wimess of Pebblz, w‘ White, OxforL

Womzu Golng Ploces, by W Copeland, BestSellers.

‘Years of Fro B2 1945.1953, by:llnbel.l.nnndy
and Willfam C. Matiys, P rentice-Hall.

Years of ecgher's Gnlﬂe. by Nobert J. Bondy and

Diamand, Playwrights Canada,
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COMING UP

IN THE FEBRUARY ISSUE OF

BOOKS IN CANADA:

@@@ fiction-f

The Quebec short story, a look at the
year’s best from Ferron to Andre Major

Ny An essay on anthologist Terence Byrnes,
3 Anglo Montreal’s brightest new star

ﬁ@ Plus reviews and interviews: Roch Carrier,
Michel Tremblay, Mary Meigs, and others
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