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FIELD NOTES

Big horizons: Saskaichewan’s writers celebrate
15 years of filling im the blanks

Wide open gpaces

“41:0 \wHERE ARE you from, Mr. Simp-
son?" oa-ked the hospitable sixtyish
woman o+ she seated herself before Leo
Simpson in the lecture hall. **Limerick,”*
he roplicd. ““Ah, Saskatchewan,” she
satd confidently, having missed the Irish
inflections in his speech.

Her assumption that any writer pre-
sent that day in Regina was a Saskat-
chevan native or a long-time resident
was entirely understandable, for the
15th anniversary conference of the
Saskatchewan Writers'
Justified in its self-congratulation.

The SIWG is the model for other open-
membership provincial writers’
organizations. It now boasts 600
members -—— an astonishing number in a
province whose population is only a
miflicn — and estimates that this vear’s
rcvcnues vwill be $300,000, a figure that
males other writing groups yearn for
Iarzer Rocizons. It uses that money to
salary a full-time executive director,
Victor Jerrett Enns, and some support
staff; to fund two conferences a year; to
publish a monthly newsletter, a fine “lit-
tle”* magazine, Grain, and Windscripi, a
magazine of high-school students’
vriting; to run workshops and readings
throuchout the province (117 last year);
to fupd th~ Saskatchewan Playwrights’
Cengre, whose major public activity is
the auwnual reading in workshop of new
play: under the direction of a visiting
playwright (Carol Bolt this year); to
award up to 20 cash prizes each year for
the best writing by members in several
catezories; and to support three short-
term artists’ and writers’ colonies that
allow participants to retreat from the
vorld for two weeks and get on with
their worl:.

A forum discussion with representa-
tives of municipal, provincial, and
pational funding agencies and the
lengthy anoual general meeting dealt
vwith the increasingly complex adminis-
irative strategies required to keep all
these programs operating. For the most
part, however, this was not a working
canlorom:
mance and <2lebration.

Leo Simp.on, the outsider (and judge
of this year's short-story prizes),
delivcred a witty paper on endings in fic-

Guild was .

but a weekend of perfor-l

tion, and natives John Archer, John
Newlove, and Erika Ritter talked about
their respective crafts of non-fiction
writing, poetry, and play-writing.
{Sheila Fischman — a Moose Javianl —
was unable to attend and lead an adver-
tised session on translation,) Major
readings were given by Leon Rooke and
Phyllis Webb. Rooke roared in the huge
auditorium at the University of Regina,
and the crowd roared back as he read his
story “*Sachs in Fifth Avenue," inter-
cutting it with sections from **The Birth
Control King of the Upper Volta’ and
Shakespeare’s Dog. The personae he
created were typically outraged and
loud, but the room was big enough to
contain both his performance and his
audience. In the same room Webb
managed o draw the audience closer
together and caress it with her marvel-
lously hoarse voice, which forges such
intimacy between poet and listener.

The festivities opened on Friday after-
noon with the public performance of
““Triumph, Saskatchewan,*” a program
of new work commissioned from eight
Saskatchewan writers for CBC-Radio’s

Anthology. Arranged and edited by
Geoffrey Ursell, **Triumph’® presents a
fictional Prairie town's memories in
diverse voices. The second half of the
program was a rather livelier Ursell
extravaganza, “‘Plain Songs,”” a collage
of 25 songs, poems, and prose excerpts
by various Saskatchewan writers.
Saturday evening’s banquet and
dance, a cooperative effort with the
League of Canadian Poets, brought
SWG members face-to-face and belly-
to-belly with writers not fortupate
enough fo live in or be from Saskat-
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chewan. It also gave many of them their
first taste of fiddleheads, which may
have been procured by the league to re-
mind guild members. that everything
worthwhile does not necessarily’ come
from the Prairies.

‘The celebration came to ahead at the
awards brunch on Sunday morning,
where Erika Ritter advanced her ex-
planation for the high proporticn of
Prairie natives among Canada’s writers.
She noted that whereas residents of
more exotic or culturally rich cities find
their imaginations fully engaged by their
environments, young people in Regina
must imagine their own universes to fill
in the blank spaces all around them.

The guild then recognized this year’s
space fillers by awarding 17 cash prizes
for the best work in several categories,
including two $1,000 awards for the best
manuscripts in this year’s major
category, non-fiction. But the most
important part of the brunch was the
presentation of Founders Awards to
seven writers who have made memorable
contributions to Saskatchewan [iterature
and to the province's literary com-
munity, The awards took the form of in-
dividually designed ceramic books by
Iocal artist Vic Cicansky. Two reci-
pients, Sinclair Ross and W.0. Mitchell,
were unable to attend the conference,
but the others were there: Robert Cuirie,
Ken Mitchell, John Newlove, Anne
Szumigalski, and the ubiquitous Ek
Mandel.

These are names to conjure with,
indeed; "and even cynics must conclude
that writing in Saskatchewan will con-
tinue to flourish. The guild itself pros-
pers and grows; Fifth House has joined
Coteay and Thistledown as publishers of
attractive and often exciting books; the
province has begun a program of fund-
ing resident artists in communities with
the appointment of Gertrude Story in
Prince Albert; the Summer School of the
Arts at Fort San encourages new writers
every year; and the Saskatoon and
Regina public libraries continue their
writer in residence programs (Geoffrey
Ursell and Lorna Crozier replaced Guy
Vanderhaeghe and Sean Virgo in July).

While it is unlikely that all 600 SWG
members will become trend-setting
authors, the flourishing writing com-
munity in the province has created an
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enthusizsm for home-grown talent that
would have been unimaginable 15 years
aro. Writing in Saskatchewan now has
joined bad vreather as something inevit-
able for its citizens to brag about. That,
surely, is progress. —K.G. PROBERT

O ol e |
Small beginnings

IN THE 19505 a group of writers gathered
in 2 New York apariment to give encour-
agement to a not-so-well-known Saul
Bellow as he sat translating a story from
Yiddish into English. The story’s
author, Isaac Bashevis Singer, was
Inown only to a small Yiddish-speaking
audience, but when the story, ““Gimpel
The Fool,” was published in the Par-
tisan Review the result was almost
instant recognition for Singer. Years
later Singer marvelled that every
American literary figure of importance
must have read that issue of Pariisan
Review.

Could such a discovery happen here?
Mot likiely, simply because there is no
literary magazine in this country with an
influential enough readership. Instead,
we have quantity: dozens of magazines,
each clinging to its hapdful of sub-
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scribers. No magazine is considered
essential reading or acts as a flagship for
the best and riskiest in new writing,
Regionalism may have its virtues, but it
also carries the price of fragmenting the
already small literary audience into et
tinier pieces.

What would happen if an I.B. Singer
appeared in The Fiddlehead, Malahat
Review, or Grain? Not much. The publi-
cation would likely pass by unnoticed.
Tamarack Review was something of a
flagship (I know writers who are still
sore about never having made it there),
but since its demise no magazine has
jumped ahead of the pack to replace it.
For a while it seemed that Ethos might
do so, but its first issue was disappoint-
ing and its second went virtually un-
noticed. .

Is it reasonable to assume that those
readers who are publishers would pore
over literary magazines? Since
magazines already whittle down a flood
of unsolicited manuscripts to a publish-
able few, a shrewd publisher could find
in the pages of Quarry, Dandelion, or
Prism writers worth approaching for
book-length manuscripts. The reality is
that publishers still largely wait for
writers to come to them, and the literary
magazines have only a mild influence on
the publishing industry.

] can’t even keep track of what’s
arrived and what’s failed,”® Lester &
Ormpen Dennys’s Gena Gorrell sighs
when she thinks of the many literary
magazines. Gorrell tries to keep an eye
on them, but she hardly has time to read
the unsolicited manuscripts that come
in. The idea of an influential literary
magazine appeals to her, but like many
editors she fears it wonld become an
organ for the Canadian literary estab-
lishment. Breaking into the ““magic cir-
cle,** as she calls it, is hard enough, and
a diversity of magazines seems to make it
easier. :

Literary magazines do have some ef-
fect. Manuscripts that come in over the
transom carry added weight if the writer
has magazine credits, especially if a
Lester & Orpen Dennys editor recog-
nizes the name. And publishers’ hit-and-
miss approaches to keeping track of
magazines does occasionally find the
target. According to the editor of Des-
cant, Xaren Mulhallen, Louise Dennys
read an excerpt of a novel by Susan
Swan in Descant and asked the writer
for the manuscript. Swan’s The Biggest
Modern Woman of the World was pub-
lished last October to good reviews and
was nominated for the Governor
General’s Award.

If any one editor voraciously read the
literary magazines, a good guess would
be the poetry editor at McClelland &
Stewart. Poets rely on the journals more
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than fiction writers, and numerous
publication credits are almost man-
datory before a publisher wili take a col-
lection. Editor Russell Brown (who took
over from Dennis Lee and who previous-
ly had a stint at Descan{) notes that sub-
missions to McClelland & Stewart are
more amateurish than those he received
at Descant. ““To submit first to a literary
magazine makes for sophistication,
because you have to know what’s going
on in them.”

So does Brown rely heavily on the
magazines? Not at all. **It’s important I
look at the literary magazines,”’ he says,
¢but I don’t think it's necessary that a
writer appear there.”” Instead manu-
scripts arrive unsolicited or via well-
known authors. Next year McClelland &
Stewart is publishing a collection of
poems by John Steffler, a Newfound-
lander who has never published in the
magazines.

If publishers aren’t terribly aware of
the goings on in the magazines,
magazine editors seem even more obli-
vious to the impact they might have on
publishers. Creating a larger audience
for their writers ought to be a goal of
magazine editors, but many don’t even
bother to send publishers their issues.
They seem happy to run in their own lit-
tle circle, unconcerned as to whether or
not it connects with the larger circle of
book publishing.

One journal that gets some attention
from publishers is the Canadian Fiction
Magazine (circulation 2,000), as much
because of its exclusive devotion to fic-
tion as to editor Geoffrey Hancock's
efforts to be at the forefront of new
writing. Hancock disagrees that the
Isaac Bashevis Singer scenatio couldn’t
happen here. He cites CFM's special
Mavis Gallant issue in 1978, which wasa
catalyst to the surge of interest in her
work.

Hancock rejects the idea of a need for
a definitive literary magazipe, “In
dissonance there is discovery,” he
approvingly quotes William Carlos
Williams, and adds knowingly that there
are only I0 or 15 magazines of real
importance. For Hancock, publishing in
the magazines is not merely a literary
apprenticeship, but is an end in itself.
“A magazine’s strength is that it is &
magazine and not a book,"’ he says. I
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woblda't want the impression that if Ed
Carson [of General Publishing] can’t use
iiartin Vaughn-James [subject of a re-
ceat CFAl issue] then I've failed as a
magcazire cditor or he as a publisher,
There & a very strong distinction be-
tween fiterary magazines and books, and

the suceess of one is not necessarily the

suceoss of the other.™

Fair enough, but most writers would
lil:e to think: there is more than a tenuous
counection between appearing in
mazazines and publishing a book one
day. Some of those writers would be sur-
prised to learn what the real circulation
is of the magazines they cagerly submit
t0. If so, they might be somewhat reliev-
ed by the attitude of Douglas Gibson,
publisher of Macmillan of Canada.

*f expect all of our editors to be
avare of what’s going on in the little
magazines,” he says. That awareness
has paid off at least a couple of times.
Jack: Hodgins had a solid list of
moeazine credits when Macmillan ap-
proached him for a manuscript of
stories. Spit Delaney’s Island, published
in 1976, was a warmly received precursor
to Hodgins’s novels. When Guy Vander-
hacghe’s unsolicited collection arrived at
Macmillan, editors recognized his name
from the magazines, and so had already
gaincd a favourable impression. Man
Diseeading, published in 1982, won the
Governor General’s Award that year.

There are some practical reasons why
Gibron looks to the magazines. A pub-
lisher can have a hard time selling a first-
bool: author. Booksellers, confronted
by an unknown name, can be impressed
by publication credits, and so can
revievers, Mapazine publication can
also help in getting quotes from estab-
lished authors to splash on the dust-
jacket. Margaret Laurence was glad to
writ¢ words of praise for Hodgins’s
work, which she had been following in
the magazines.

Ilo magazine in this country has the
influence that the Partisan Review once
did, and immediate recognition for any
vriter is unlikely. But the many maga-
zines do have a collective impact on
booli publishers, albeit a slow and
cautious one. No doubt there are those
who would argue that the current pro-
ccss is better, avoiding the too-sudden
rise or the flash ia the pan. Still, a liter-
ary reviev: with greater prominence than
the current offerings would be a
valuable addition to the scene. Time
may have made us overly nostalgic for
Tamarack, but the magazine did leave
jts mark. Whether any new or existing
mazazine vill rise to a similar visibility,
perhaps with greater energy and willing-
ness to tale risks, is yet to be seen. For
now, what strength there is resides in
numbers. — CARYFAGAN

_ ENGLISH, OUR ENGLISH

Cheques and balances: if you’ve any
reason to believe that it makes your meaning
clearer, you’ve got to use ‘gotten’

By BOB BLACKBURN

1 AM FREQUENTLY chided for saying
gotten. I do say it frequently, and prob-
ably write it from time to time because,
for some reason, it is firmly fixed in my
vocabulary.

I will continue to use it, because I do
not accept the arguments of those who
tell me I am wrong.

However, the issue is worth looking
into.

Gotten fell into disuse in England in
the 17th century, but by that time it had
been brought to the American colonies,
where it thrived. It is not an Ameri-
canism; it is part of our English heritage.
Since we have patriated our constitu-
tion, I feel mo obligation to abandon
gotten just because it is now considered
archaic in the Old Country.

Furthermore - goffen provides a

valuable distinction that is not available
to the British. If your English business
associate tells you, “I’ve got the money
we need,” you are left wondering
whether he is referring to his own money
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or means that he has raised the money.
If he could bring himself to say, *“Tve
gotten . . .,*” you wouldn’t need to ask.

As an alternative past participle, gor-
fen is acceptable and useful in North
America. You should not hesitate to use
it in place of got, if it makes your mean-
ing clearer. You might better ask
yourself if you've got any real reason to
use either form.

The use of have got for possess is an
apparent redundancy that probably
resulted from our long-entrenched habit
of eliding personal pronouns with forms
of have. Aslong as we do that, go#is vir-
tually essential. Fowler notes that it has
long been good colloquial Bnglish. He
even makes a case for its use in written
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English without the contraction. He
cites a defence of the form of Philip
Ballard, who in turn cites some of the
grandest names in English literature and
cohcludes “‘the only inference we can
draw is that it oot a real error but a
counterfeit invented by scl'nloolmasters.”
Says Fowler: “Acceptance of this ver-
dict is here recommended.”

If the contractions are used, we must
say he’s got if rather than he’s it, lest
people think we're playing tag.

There are those who say that contrac-
tions have no place in written English.
Those who say that may be technically
correct, but have little understanding of
the realities of trying to communicate
with the public of 1984 by means of the
printed page.

Gof is also useful for emphasis. You
might consider the nuances of She’s got
money, she has money, she has got
money, and she's money.

ERIC ELSTONE of Acton, Ont., has
reported a modest triumph in a battle
that raged all Iast winter between him
and the editors of the Canadian edition
of Reader’s Digest. It staried when the
magazine, quoting a quip from Toronto
Globe and Mail columnist Richard
Needham, changed his spelling of che-
que to check. Elstone wrote a letter
about it, and was told in reply that check
was very common in Canada and that
there was no clear evidence that chegue
was the preferred spelling,

The correspondence grew volumi-
nous, Elstone pointed out that if check is
commmonly seen in Canada it is because
U.S. publications are commonly seen in
Canada. Eventually he won a grudging
admission from a senior editor that, on
further study, it did seem that chegue
was the,preferred spelling, but he could
offer no assarance that the Canadian
edition would change its style.

Surely, you would think, anyone liv-
ing or working or dealing with Cana-
dians would know, even if he knew
nothing else, that, no two ways about it,
to a Canadian a cheque is one thing and
a check is another.

I would, though, like to ask Mr.
Bistone what he was doing reading
Reader's Digest in the first place. [
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JOURNEY

A New Yorker who lost her heart to the
North, Edith Iglauer chroniclés for Americans
the curiosities of Canadian life

By JOHN GODDARD

EDITH IGLAUER is sitting at a comner table by the window of the
Iiarine View Coffee Shop, on the second floor of a fishing
warehouse overlooking the Campbell Street Dock, a few
blocks cast of downtown Vancouver. Qutside the seagulls are
circling, their necks bent toward the dock workers who jockey
crates of fish around on motorized carts. Iglauer is regarding a
saucer heaped with tiny plastic containers of 10-per-cent cream
sealed with paper lids.

“‘WWhy don’t these ever go sour?’® she asks a harried-locking
waitress hurrying over with a plate of crab-meat sandwiches.

When researching an item about the New York Stock Ex-
change, she allowed herself to be sidetracked by the first Inuit
art exhibition to come to New York City, and ended up on a
dog sled in Northern Quebec to write a four-part series on the
establishment of the first Bskimo co-operatives. The series
formed the basis of her first book, published in 1966 as The
New People: The Eskimo’s Journey Info Our Time and
reprinted in 1979 as Jnuit Journey. The Inuit journey, for
Iglaver, became a Canadian jonrney — a long circuitous pur-
suit of information that made her a chronicler of Canadian life

The waitress stops, looks
at Iglauer, glances at the
saucer of coffee
creamers, looks back at
Iolaver and, with a per-
plexed gaze that shows
she has never asked
herself that question,
replies, “They get used
up first.”” The waitress
rotreats to the busy lunch
counter; Iglaver, appar-
ently satisfied, gives hex
attention to the crab-
meat sandwich, remark-
ing how generously stuff-
ed it is, how tasty.

Edith Iglauer possesses
a consuming curiosity.
Her face, when not lit
with a broad smile, tends
to settle into an inquisi-
tive cxpression. Frank
guestions on subjects
many people might
vonder about but never
pursuc¢ have launched
her into mammoth
research projects that #
have ended up as long  Edith Igfauer
articles in the New Yorfer magazine, some subsequently
published as books.

One gray morning in the early 1960s she leaned out a win-
dow of her New York apartment, sniffed the city’s air, and
cmbarked on a two-part study of air pollution that provoked
legislators to pass tighter anti-pollution laws.

She once took friends to the Statue of Liberty and, looking
back on the shimmering skyline, said to herself, “This is
funny. Why is this here and not someplace els¢?’’ Manhattan,
she found out, is grounded on extremely hard rock, the ideal
foundation for enormously high buildings, which led her to
write about the biggest foundation of all — that of the World
Trade Centre, then under construction.
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and attitudes for U.S.
readers.

She went along with
men who plough winter
roads into remote
regions of the western
Northwest Territories, a
New Yorker assignment
that became her second
book, Denison’s Ice
Road. She wrote a land-
mark profile for the New
Yorker on Pierre
Trudeaun shortly afier he
became prime minister in
1968, giving details of
his rambunctious youth,
such as this often-quoted
anecdote from the war
years: ‘“He and his

- friends used to amuse
themselves by donning
German helmets, gog-
gles, sabres, and boots
and racing through the
countryside on motor
bikes, scaring people.”
She wrote an exhaustive
study of Canada for
The Atlantic in 1973,

which begins in her typically lucid, straightforward style:

“Directly above the United States on the map is a huge land-

mass called Canada frequently colored pink to distinguish it
from us. Most Americans have no idea what goes on up
there. . . ."

The Canadian journey led to Vancouver where Iglauer,
awed by the beauty of Simon Fraser University, began a major
study of architect Arthur Erickson. And the journey led to her
acquaintance with a salmon fisherman named John Daly,
which blossomed into a love affair of the type usually confined
to fairy tales. She married him, became a landed immigrant,
joined the Writers' Union of Canada, and became part of a
tiny but distinguished Iiterary community at Pender Harbour,
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a two-hour coastal drive north of Vancouver, Daly is the sub-
jeet of her carrent work-in-progress, but she is having a hard
time with it. Daly died of a heart attack in 1978 after they had
been together six years, and Iglauer is still mourning his loss.

“This makes me very nostalgic,”* she says on a walk along
the Campbell Street Dock, clutching a red umbrella to keep off
a lizht rain. “I love the sounds. I love the smells. I love every-
thing.”” During the fishing season she and Daly would szil into
Burrard Inlet at night in his salmon trawler, the Morekeip, to
drop off their catch. Then they would breakfast at sunrise on
bacon and eggs at the Marine View Coffee Shop. “If you love
somebody completely, it’s wonderful. It’s absolutely wonder-
ful, and it’s well worth it. But if you lose them, it’s just the
reverse of what you've let yourself in for. I mean it’s
devastating.”*

On the vay home from lunch, she points out the fishermen’s
union hall her husband used to frequent and the marina where
he'd buy his fishing gear. She drives across Lions Gate Bridge,
through YWest Vancouver to the ferry and north along the
coast, past Gibsons Landing where The Beachcombers is
filmed, past the cottage at Pender Harbour where Elizabeth
Smart wrote By Grand Ceniral Station I Sat Down and Wept,
to Garden Bay and the home Daly built on a steep, wild slope
that drops to the sea.

Daly's presence is everywhere. A [ightbulb shines for him at
the end of the wharf. His carpentry tools stilt hang neatly in his
worlishop. His books line a shelf in the living room — the
John Daly Memorial Bookshelf, Iglauer calls it. Cartoons
clipped from newspapers and maxims in his handwriting still
paper the bathroom wall. But his is a comforting presence, not
a creepy one. There is no sense of stagnation. Iglauer has
recently added a bathroom and study to the house, and gone
ahead with renovations they had planned for the kitchen. *X
like the feeling that John is around me," she says.

IGLAUER 1S A lively talker. In casual conversation she is apt to
jump quickly from subject to subject, sometimes offering
strong opinions on such topics as Premier Bill Bennett (“‘that
mizerable creature"’) and the retired newcomers to Garden Bay
who are pushing out the fishermen. (**Mostly Social Creditors,
small-thinking, self-made businessmen, horrible people. Quite
often their wives are much nicer than they are.””) But asked to
recount her [ife story, she becomes a model of concentration,
even while rinsing strawberrfes and stir-frying Chinese greens
for lunch. She switches to the logical, flowing narrative that is
at the basis of her writing.

The name Iglauer is derived from the tovn of her ancestors
— Iglau, novw part of Czechoslovakia. Her father was a busi-
nessman in Cleveland, Ohio (where she was born), the execu-
tive vice-president of a department-store company. Her
mother came from West Virginia. *“I was brought up in a very
well-to-do house, with anything I wanted,”” she says, sitting at
one end of her kitchen table as storm clouds roll in over the
bay. *It never occurred to my mother that I might have to
worl: for 2 living. I was supposed o marry someone who
viould take care of me the way my father took care of my
mother. She wanted me to be a writer, but it was really more
important to her that I set a good table and know howtoruna
house, that sort of thing. My father kept drifling it into my
head that I must get some sort of profession so if I had to I
could carn a living, and I've blessed him over and over for
that.”

At the are of 12 she bepan writing a novel in her head that
she never put on paper. She attended a private women’s col-
lepe, did well, briefly thought of becoming a doctor — ““I liked
the idea of walking around in a white coat’ — then chose
journalism. But the Depression was on and the editors at
Clevcland’s three daily newspapers weren't hiring. She spenta
summer sitting outside their offices — six hours each day, two

hours at each. (*‘I read that if you persevere you always get
what you want.’*) When they still didn’t hire her, she enrolled
at the Columbia School of Journalism in New York where she
met her first husband, Philip Hamburger, Iater to become
reporter-at-large, music critic, and television columnist for the
New Yorker. *“We're very good friends even now,” she says of
him. “We met in 1939 and we've been on a continuous conver-
sation ever since,”’

When war came, Iglauer worked for McCall’'s magazine,
then in the radio newsroom of the Office of War Information.
When the New Yorker sent Hamburger to Italy, she decided to
go too. “We were the first correspondents into Yugoslavia and
the first to report that it was a straight Communist govern-
ment, not a populdr-front government as they claimed. It
created a big stir.”? She filed stories to the Cleveland News that
were picked up by the Associated Press. ““It was 1945. Europe
was in ruins. In Yugoslavia the buildings were bombed right
and left. There was tremendous damage and very little
food. . . . In Naples we were in a hotel next to a railroad sta-
tion and we were both sick. I think it was from what we were
breathing, which was rotting bodies.

““It was terrible, but I think that’s when I probably learned I
could take care of myself very well. That gave me a lot of con-
fidence and I was never a person with a great deal of con-
fidence. It's very hard to be the wife of a very, very good
writer and still think of yourself as a writer too.”

On her return, Iglauer covered the United Nations for
Harper’s. As she began to raise a family her writing tapered
off, but she did the occasional article on places she could take
her two sons. One was the Bronx Zoo, another the mounted-
police academy near their home. Her sons grew up to be
helpful critics. She remembers her elder son, at age 16, picking
up a draft of one of her Eskimo co-ops storfes while getting
ready for bed, becoming engrossed, walking down the hall
with the pages held ont in front of him, and continuing to read
as he sat down in the bathroom. *“I knew my piece was okay.”

‘The BEskimo co-ops series was her first major contribution to
the New Yorker, and Inuit Journey remains an important
bool historically and anthropelogically. When Iglaver landed
with a federal official in 1961 at George River, on Ungava Bay
on Quebec’s Arctic coast, she witnessed the formation of the
first Eskimo co-operative by 2 cluster of desperate families
who had begun to find nomadic life untenable. Theirs was the
first of a succession of co-ops to be established thronghout
Arctic Quebec end the Northwest Territories, forming the
basis of Inuit economic development and cultural survival.
‘The book is a remarkable success story. *“It is the only thing
written about what it was really like at the time of the change
from a nomadic life to a settlement life and how it happened,”
Iglauer says. *'One of the things I'm told I'm good at is mak-
ing people feel as if they were there, and it is a very accurate
book about what happened at that time in that place.”

No matter how good, stories about Canada are hard to sell
in the United States. *“Canada to most Americans hardly exists
at all. They know who some of the actors are — Christopher
Plummer, the Stratford Festival. But I can’t tell you how
many people don’t even know there are provinces up here.
They haven’t the foggiest notion where British Columbia is or
where Vancouver is. I think of it as an enormous curtain that
goes right along the border from Maine to Washington that
they can't see through. I don’t understand why it’s so hard to
sell a piece on Canada, I love Canada and I have a tremendous
respect for Canadians, What's wrong with a country that’s
peaceful? That’s the most important thing.”

The New Yorker editor, William Shawn, once told her he
hates snow so much that when he sees it on TV he chanpes the
channel. Iglaner is the opposite. She recoils at the look of red
earth in places like Virginia and Arizona. *I was totally thrill-
ed when I saw the ice and snow without any trees.”” She
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managed to talk Shawn into another Northern assignment, a
profile of Yellowknife, named capital of the Northwest Ter-
ritories in 1967. It had trees, but she had never been there and
wanted to see it. Also, her marriage had broken up in 1966,
and she was anxious to get away.

*Before I left, Bill Shawn said, ‘I just want a profile of
Yellowknife -— I don't want yon going off on anything else.”
But her curiosity kept pulling. In Yellowknife she met John
Denison, leader of a team of truckers who annually ploughed a
winter road 500 kilometres over frozen lakes and through the
wilderness to a silver mine beyond the Arctic Circle. She
wanted to go along.

“Edith was no mean persuader when she set her mind to it,”
says Helen Parker, a friend of Iglauer’s in Yellowknife and
wife of John Parker, commissioner of the Northwest Ter-
ritories. ““She has such an intcnse intercst in everything and
everybody. She was a great participator and a great giver of
herself.”*

Iglauer did go along and the result was perhaps her best
book to date, Denison’s Ice Road (1975), also published in
part in the New Yorker. It is an adventure story of heroism
against the elements, enlivened by a poignant tension between
Denison and herself, which mellows into a grudging, mutual
affection. The trucks regularly fall apart in the extreme cold,
an¢ tempers snap as well. Denison is a fanatic, driving himself
so hard he has to stop to vomit in the snow. *'I began to
wonder seriounsly if John was going to die,” she writes.

The next time Iglauer went north was to tag along with
Pierre Trudeau shortly after the 1968 election. She also inter-
viewed “‘about a million people’” who had known him, partly
because Trudean himself was less than cooperative — in one
interview, he deliberately spoke faster than she could take it
down. The profile (which appeared in the New Yorker in July,
1969) is a brilliant, colourful, comprehensive study that
deserves a permanent place in Canadian letters. But she says
Shawn was angry with her in October, 1970, for not having
foreseen Trudeau’s use of the War Measures Act. It made no
difference nobody in Canada had anticipated the event either.

- “You’re not supposed to miss something like that,”* she says.
“On the other hand, it was all there in my piece abont his cold-
ness and the difficult way he behaves.”* Bven the opening line
alluded to his arrogance: ““Pierre Trudeau, the improbable fif-
teenth Prime Minister of Canada, whose dream is to mold a
more nearly perfect government and save his country from
dissolving into separate nations, is 8 man who likes to have the
[ast word.”

THERE IS A fascinating postscript to Iglaner's dealings with
Trudeau. Not [ong after the profile appeared a Trudeau aide
phoned to say the prime minister was coming to New York,
could she recommend 2 play he might see? On the advice of
her elder son, who has since become a New York theatre direc-
tor, she suggested what turmed out to be a broodmg. avant-
garde production, not much to Trudeau’s liking, in a cellar
seating 100 people. But there is more to the story. Iglauer had
also said Trudean would be welcome to come for a drink — or
perhaps dinner — before the play. Trudeau accepted dinmer.
Not even her mother could have prepared Iglauer for the eve-
ning that followed.

] was immediately stricken with terror. So I calied up Bill
Shawn and said, “You got me into this. The prime minister is
coming to dinner. You have to come. I don’t care what night it
is, you bave to come — I'll never get through it.” So he and his
wife came, and I asked Bill Maxwell and his wife. He was the
fiction editor at the New Yorker. They’re my closest friends.
And my son Richard came. He was at drama school at Yale at
the time. And I had the executive director of the American
Civil Liberties Union, too — it was before the War Measures
Act. I think there were 10 of us. Then word came the prime
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minister was going to bring somebody with him, was that all
richt? And I said sure.

*I was 0 nervous I hired a cook, but 1 didn’t realize she
vould be nervous too. She was made particularly nervous by
the fact that the RCMP man stood over her while she was
voolking. In the middle of everything — she told me later — he
said to her, "Say, Mr. Trudeau had the same meal at noon.”

RBooks for

Laughter

They had been to John D. Rockefeller ITI's for lunch, and he N PTITY

had served the same meal, lamb. And I remember I had rasp- b’ﬂLLt El;:h"g

berries for dessert, and the cook was so nervous she forgot to oo IR e T §

drain the raspberries, and they came in wet and soggy. The I 3 _l!_.l_\_f,]_:"_':g.‘ %ﬁm n

whole meal was terrible. R ; .
“Anyway, he came in, and everybody was there, and they L Now availzble in

vrere fascinated with him. He was at his most charming. He bookstores, ar directly

was wearing one of those wonderful blue, biue shirts, just the g’:';lsthe publisher at

colour of his eyes, and I remember he really looked quite stun-
ning. Then the doorbell rang, and it was Barbra Streisand. Up
until that point I hadn’t the faintest notion who was coming,
50 I hadn’t been able to warn the other guests.

*“YVell, she completely took over the entire proceedings.
From tken on nobody else said a word. She looked quite
wonderful — she isn’t pretty at all, but she has gorgeous skin,

She w:as wearing, I remember, a plush suit, one of those things Coming tiris fall:
that lool: like a carpet bag that they wear, a beautiful suit, with s 2
a big fur collar cut right down to her waist. We had a very in- What’s Your Excuse?
teresting dinner, and when they left we all collapsed.”’ by Mark Breslin and

BY THIS TIME, Iglaner had considered leaving New York for

Yellowknife. She seteled instead in Vancouver, and one day L4 ¢

phoned John Daly, a friend of a friend, who came over in his

fishing pants. The match was not as unlikely as it might sound. Benve_nul:o Books Inc.
Daly was divorced and had raised two sons. He carried 14 Regina Avenue,
volumes of Shakespeare and poetry on his boat. *“He came k"lhmnto, Ontario M6A 1R1 . )
from one of those upperclass English landed-gentry kind of

families that train you either to go into the Church or into the _
army,"” Iglauer says. He had grown up on Vancouver Island, 'uT
was sent to private school in Victoria, then in England. He got ISSEI

sicl: in England, almost died, and returned home. After his
mother committed suicide, he bought a fishing boat and in
1247 became virtually the first resident at Garden Bay.

Success and

~

WHAT'S YOUK
FXUUSE?

-

Larry Horowitz . $5.95

Stories of Japanese Canadian Pioneers
Gordon G. Nakayama |,

“He used to say, “We'll have a very beautiful life — you go Introduction by Joy Kogawa $9.95
home to your family in the summer while I fish, and we’ll be
together in the winter.” But I went fishing with him and loved .
it, and it turned out he had always dreamed of having some- F.L.Q.

bady like me on the boat. You know, a woman to keep him
company who wouldn’t get seasick. We both loved being in
the boat 1ogether, It’s an absolutely fascinating [ife. The peo-
ple you mezt and the places you go, it’s incredible. I knew that
at ihe time. I was very well aware when I was doing it that I
was the luckiest girl in the world.”

She wrote her profile of Arthur Erickson on the boat, at a

The Anatomy of An Underground Movement

Louis Fournler

Translated by Edward Baxter $12.95

NOW WE KNOW THE DIFFERENCE
The People of Nicaragua

table not much larger than her typewriter. She has since Chris Brookes $8.95
expanded the article to a coffee-table book full of photographs
and drawings, published in 1981 by Harbour Publishing and FARM GATE DEFENSE

University of Washington Press as Seven Stones: A Porirait of
Arthur Ericl:son, Architect.

Harbour Publishing is run by Harold White, an early play-
mate of Daly’s sons, a poet, editor of the annual Raincoas?
Chironicles (which features stories and poems by West Coast
vriters), and chief prodder of local writers such as Iglauer and
Hubert Evans.

*‘Seven Siones was reviewed favourably without

The Stary of the Canadian Farmers Survival Assocmon
Allen Wilford $9.95 pa. $16.95 cl.

UNITED NATIONS: DIVIDED WORLD
Douglas Rache, MP $8.95 pa

exception,” White says on one of his frequent visits to RETHINKING THE ECONOMY
Iglauer®s cottage, as he _sits with a glass of white wine- beneath The Laxer R epc;rt
the John Daly Memorial Bookshelf. He later qualifies this 3 ] $8.95 pa $16.95 dl.

remasl:, noting that many reviewers started with complaints
about Ericlison — things [ke **a friend of a friend has an
apartment designed by Erickson, and the roof Jeaks.”

NC Press, 31 Portland Street, Toronto, M5V 2V9
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The temptation for reviewers to knock Erickson is perhaps
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brought on by a lack of criticism in the book. Iglauer includes
some of Erickson’s failings, and says his boldness rubs some
people the vrong way, but she is mostly given to superlatives
about the man and his work. ““When I’m writing, I try nol to
form lil:es and dislikes, but it’s very hard for me to write about
somebody I don't like,” she says. *‘This is what everybody
who Lnows anything about my writing has noticed. They're
alvays Lidding me, my friends — the fact that I always like the
people enormously that I'm writing about.”

White says the Erickson book was not intended so muchasa
portrait of the man but, as one reviewer phrased it, ““a study of
the creative mind at work.? Iglaver agrees. Creativity is a sub-
ject that fascinates her. “Erickson says all his good ideas come
out of the super-conscious, and what he means, I think, is that
you sort of stop consciously thinking, and you just let your
mind hang out. A great many people think your mind keeps
working all the tim on a problem, like a machine that doesn’t
stop, and 1 think Brickson believes most of his ideas come
from this area of his mind.

“One of the best examples is the last six pages of my Trudeau
profile, vhich just came pouring out. It was all the knowledge
that I had been building up and that I had been working with,
and it came out almost word for word the way it was printed.

Now to get to that stape is quite an operation. I"'m not sure you
can do it without a lot of focusing in ahead of time."*

Iglauer says she usually has difficulty writing. Her concen-
tration now js focused on the John Daly book, which Shawn is
also interested in. From the first time she went on the boat, she
says, she knew life on a salmon {rawler would make a great
story. She began a journal, and when she and Daly got to
know each other better, she took notes as he talked. The
fishing life ended for her when Daly died, ““but I’m hoping E
will be able to work my way out of my sadness about John if I
get it all on paper.”

Iglauer spends five months of the year in New York now but
returns every spring — the best of both worlds, her friends say,
although if Daly were alive she fays she would be with him afl
the time. **I don’t know how long I'll stay here. I like the
climate, and I love this coastline. I feel part of me belongs
here. I like it also because of John. I mean, he's more here
than anyplace else. I love looking at the things he looked at.
And my [riends are here. They’ve been watching me to see
what I"'m going to call home. They’ll phone me in New York
and say, “Are you ready to come home?’ Or they’ll say, ‘It's
high time you came home.’ I feel this is home, I guess. I need
roots and my roots are here.”

FEATURE REVIEW

Prague on the Humber

Exuberantly comic and deeply serious, Josef Skvorecky’s

new novel finds ease in the comforts

of Toronto but freedom in youth and dictatorships

The Engineer of Human Souls: An
Entericinment on the Old Themes of
Life, Y\Vomen, Fate, Dreams, the Work-
fnp Class, Sccret Agents, Love and

anih, by Josef Skvorecky, translated
from the Czech by Paul Wilson, Lester
& Orpen Dennys, 589 pages, $19.95
cloth (ISBN 0 919630 17 0).

WE WHO ARE native to this peaceable
Lingdom must often wonder how it
scems to those who live among us but
whese minds were formed in countries
that have been fought over and tyram-
nized over for most of their lives, That’s
precisely what The Engineer of Human
Souls is about. Written in Czech for
Czechs and published in 1977, it has now
appeared in the admirably natural
English of Paul Wilson, and enables us
to eavesdrop on the thoughts and feel-
ings of an émigré community.

Stories of Danny Smircky’s youth
under the Nazi occupaiion, as an enthu-

siastic jazz musician, unsuccessful girl-
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chaser, and occasional Resistance
fighter, were told in The Cowards, The
Swell Season, and the exiraordinarily
beautiful novella The Bass Saxophone.
Now we meet Danny again as a middie-
aged Czech novelist who is also a pro-
fessor of English Lterature at a suburban
college of the University of Toronto.
The foreground story of his life in
Toronto has two sirands, intertwining
only occasionally — life among the
émigrés, and life among his students and
colleagues at Edenvale College. And
into these two lives there constantly in-
trude recollections of his earlier years,
coming to him in a random chronologi-
cal order, as such recoflections do. This
makes for a novel of such complexity
and variety that i should really be read
at one sitting so that you can keep all the
narrative threads in your mind, but also
of such formidable length that such a
reading is impossible. My solution to the
problem has been to read it three times
— g0 far. :

Danny’s Toronto is beautiful:

The Toronto skyline is more beautiful
to me than the familiar silhouette of
Prague Castle. There is beauty every-
where on earth, but there is greater
beauty In those places where one feels
that sense of ease which comes from no
longer having to put off one's dreams

until some improbable future — a

future Inexorably shrinking away;

where the fear which has pervaded one’s
life suddenly vanishes because there is

nothing to be afraidof. . . .

I feel wonderful. I feel utterly and
dangerously wonderful in this
wilderness land.

But there’s something missing, of
course; as he reflects when he recalls a
joyous New Year's Eve party in the Nazi
Protectorate of Bohemia and Moravia (a
scene that's one of the high points of the
book, by the way):

We were sixteen, we were young and

free in that awful dictatorship. . . .And

it seemed to me that freedom is purelya
matter of youth and dictatorships. That
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it cxists nowhere else, perhaps because

wa are not aware of it. Just as we are un-

avrare of air until, in the gas chamber of

life, it is replaced by those crystals,

tasteless, colourless, adourless. . - -

Danny enjoys his intellectual adven-
tures with his students — each chapter
title is the name of the author he is dis-
cussing with them at the time — but it is
with his students that he most often feels
a baffled, lonely alien. As in his inter-
minable running argument with Hakim,
an American Arab who dopgedly fol-
lows the Communist party line; or when
his class is talking about The Red Badge
of Courage, and considering whether it
is truly an anti-war novel. Danny, with-
out naming his source, quotes one of
Stalin’s thudding truisms: **There are
wars that are just, and wars that are
unjust."

“Sir!" Wendy McFarlane’s excited

voice interrupts me. “Name me a single

Just warl™

She takes my breath away....No

one yawns. Vicky puts aside her bag of

potato chips and Wendy repeats, “‘A

single enct™

Oh God. I lower my eyes.

And this former subject of the Third

Relch can think of only one thing to say:

#Class dismissed.”*

There’s also the time when his rich
student, Irene Svensson, invites him to
her family’s house to see a screening of
Triumph of the Will, Leni Riefenstahl’s
documentary on & Nazi rally: **My sister
says it's the first art film made by a
woman.' What can one say to that? He
goes, and watches in silence as “lines of
arses stuffed into army breeches parade
across the screen.”

This same Irene Svensson provides a
fitting climax (well-chosen word) to the
story of Danny Smiricky, which began
in his teens with his repeated failures in
seduction: in his middle age, this 19-
year-old virgin succeeds in seducing him.
And at last he gets the answer to the
question that’s troubled him for well
over 30 years — what is the colour of a
natural blonde’s pubic hair?

Life as an émigré novelist is marked
by frequent visits from professed ad-
mirers who are obviously inept agenis of
the Czechoslovakian secret police. Why?

1 concluded long ago that the agents of
the State Security police are indulging in
their ovn peculiar version of art for
art's salie. . . .In short, the secret police
arranpe for informers to spy on me
bacavso that is what secret police are
supposed to do. . . .Formula art.

It’s not only the Communists who
provide undercover adventures; smug-
gled manuscripts from the opposition
come Danny’s way because of his friend-
ship with Mrs. Santner, the Toronto
Czech-languase publisher — in real life,
of course, she is Zdena Salivarova, the

wife of Josef Skvorecky, and her fre-
quent appearances undoubtedly contain
a number of private jokes. On Mrs.
Santner’s behalf, Danny undertakes to
receive a manuscript in Union Station,
and this leads to a wonderfully elabo-
rated comic episode, ending perfectly
with the discovery that the manuscript is
anovel based on a profound belief'in the
Protocols of the Elders of Zion. Even-
tually Mrs. Santner sends it on to a
Moscow publishing house.

This incessantly comic novel is
capacious enough to contain two tragic
heroines, utterly different from each
other and both movingly porirayed. The
one in the present-day story is Veronika,
a pop singer from Prague, wittily and
embarrassingly outspoken in her anti-
Communism. She loves Canada and is
nearly in love with a Canadian, but ex-
asperation with both leads her to yield to
her homesickness and go impulsively
back. The last we hear of her is a cable
from Prague, reading *IM A FOOL STOP.”

The other heroine belongs to Danny’s
wartime recollections: Nadia, an unedu-
cated, underfed working-class girl of 19,
dooned to die of tuberculosis at 21. It’s
with Nadia that Danny at last manages
to lose his virginity. She is loyal to him
yet loval also to her burly fiancé, who
beats Danny up, not for the obvious
reason but because he suspects him of
involving her in dangerous sabotage in
the Messerschmitt factory where they
both work. In fact, the opposite is true;
Nadia’s father has disappeared into a
concentration camp and she’s implac-
able in her anti-Nazism. Here is a por-
trait that could have had a Little Nell
sentimentality, but succeeds in being

Josef Skvorecky
The book is dotied with letters from

various of Danny’s friends, from
various times and places, that give other
aspects of the experience of Skvorecky’s
generation of Czechs. One of these
friends is semi-literate, and some of the
others indulge in highly literate punning
— both challenges to a translator that
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Paul Wilson has met magnificently.
This exuberantly comic and deeply

serious book is as powerful a counter- .

blast against tyrants as we have seen
since — well, since The Bass

Saxophone.O]

Stranger
than fiction -~

By PHIL, SURGUY

Vengeance: The True Story of an
IEsraeli Counter-Terrorist Team, by
George Jonas, Lester & Orpen Dennys/
Collins, 376 pages, $22.95 cloth (ISBN 0
00 217269 0).

UNLESS YOU somehow missed all the
hoaopla last May, you already know that
Vengeance purports to be a first-hand
account of how an Israeli hit team
avenged the I1 athletes slaughtered by
Palestinian terrorists at the 1972
Olympics.

George Jonas's primary source is a
man he calls Avner, who claims to have
led the team. Avner’s story is that, fol-
lowing service as a commando in the Six-
Day War, he was recruited by the
Mossad, - Isracl’s foreign intelligence
agency. He worked as a sky marshal on
El Al flights and eventually became a
low-level operative with frequent assign-
ments in Europe. Then, in the fall of
1972, after a secret briefing at Golda
Meir's apartment, he was given com-
mand of four other mea and sent to
Europe with a hit list of 11 key Palesti-
nians. The team severed all formal con-
nections with Israel and the Mossad, and
was sent into the field for an indefinite
time with unlimited funds paid via a
Swiss safety deposit box.

Over the next two years, Avner
claims, his team shot or blew up three
men in Paris and three more ic Rome,
Nicosia, and Athens. They also, he says,
set up a rzid by Israeli commandos that
nailed a further three targets in Beirut.

Those killings are a matter of public
record. But Avner also claims that the
team, expecting to find two more of
their targets, raided a Swiss church and
killed three Palestinian “‘foot soldiers,””
the only enemy they found. There is no
known record of these killings, nor of
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the foot soldier Avner says they got out-
side a villz in Spain, or of Jeannette, the
beautiful Putch assassin who murdered
one of the team in London. They killed
her with single-shot guns made from
tubular bicycle frame.

So much of this book is unbelievable.
The Nossad (as Jonas points out many
times) is, at heart, a bureaucracy. It's
difficult to accept that eny bureaucracy
would allow five men to run around
Europe for two years with a fortune in
unaccountiable funds. No intelligence
agency vrould ever allow one agent, let
alone five, to operate without controls,
and the notion that five unsupervised
assassins vrould be turned loose is pre-
posterous. There are many instances in
the factval spy literature of closely con-
trolled, apparently reliable agents and
assassins with only one target — in-
cluding supposed supermen from the
KGB — screwing up, losing their nerve,
or otherwise turning strange. Yet we are
asked to believe that the Mossad ex-

pected these guys to keep themselves

straight through an uabroken succession
of 11 high-stress missions,

We are further asked to believe that
Avner’s team was given no information
on the whereabouts of its targets. But

surely the Mossad was devoting much of
its considerable resources and experiise
to locating and spying on the Palestinian
leadership. Surely it would have, at the
very least, passed basic who/where
information on to the team it had sent
out to kill these people. In Vengeance,
however, the hit team has to put its
security on the line by buying intelli-
gence (and guns, getaway cars, and a
host of other support services) from
mercenaries, notably an all-seeing, all-
powerful terrorist-support organization
called Le Group.

Jonas was quoied in Muclean’s as say-
ing that, before he started this book, he
had never read a thriller. If he had,
maybe he would have taken a third or
fourth [ook at some of the things Avner
told him, for there are parts of
Vengeance that thriller readers will
welcome as old friends. For instance:
‘The hero's secret briefing by the powers-
that-be has been with us since Erskine
Childers and John Buchan. Beautiful hit
ladies are a dime-a-dozen in thrillerland
(and the tone in which the Jeannette kill-
ing is described is eerily reminiscent of

the famous last paragraphs of Mickey .

Spillane’s I the Jury). Improbably omni-
potent outfits like Le Group are more
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common than beantiful hit Jadies. And
Avner, bless him, comes equipped with-
an almost camp staple of detective fic-
tion — a special sixth sense that tells the
hero when he ¢an or cannot trust people
and alerits him when he is being fol-
lowed, even on crowded streets.

After Vengeance was published
Maclean’s reported that Avner had been
trying to peddle his tale for several years
before he hooked up with Jonas. Ap-
parently, he had worked and fallen out
with two previous authors, and his story
had changed radically.

Maclean's, In tandem with the Lon-
don Observer, also established, fairly ac-
curately it seems, that Avner was an El
Al steward and security guard from 1967
to 1974. Maybe that’s all he was. Or
maybe he also did odd jobs for the
Mossad during layovers and picked upa
Iot of tradecraft and gossip.

It’s even possible that he was indeed a
member of the Mossad and perhaps, in
some capacity, took part in one or more
hits. If so, no matter how greedy or dis-
gruntled he was, it’s highly unlikely that
he would risk retribution by betraying
secret details of the agency’s operations.
He would have to cloud his story with
nonsense like Le Group, the sloppy raid
on the church, unaccountable funds,
and funny guns made out of bicycle
parts. Or maybe he’s stiff an agent and
all this is a Mossad deception.

Going by his previous work, George
Jonas is neither a fool nor a charlatan.
Avner did convince him that this story is
true. The central problem with the book
is that Jonas (who admits to having
altered details to protect his source and
Israel’s security) has not seen fit to
devise a secure and compelling way to
communicate his conviction to us.

The truly interesting thing about
Vengeance is that, in essence, it’s not too
different from Jonas’s previous books:
the excellent By Persons Unknown (writ-
ten with Barbara Amiel) and the superb
novel Final Decree. Put very simply,
both books are about aliens confounded
by the machinery of the society they
happen to be living in. Avner is a similar
character. He is an Isracli of western
European origin, and he believes that
Israel is run by and for cliques of people
with eastern Buropean backgrounds,
who have persistently abused, thwarted,
and betrayed him. How much this aspect
of Awner’s personality influenced
Jonas’s judgement is, of course, im-
possible to say.

But what must be said before closing
is that, all matters of veracity aside,
Vengeance is an exciting, fascinating
book. I read it in two sittings. Jonas
hasn’t given us a completely true story,
but he has certainly produced the best
thriller ever written by a Canadian.i1
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Mordecai Richler’s journalism combines the wit and
intelligence that his followers admire
with the cheap shots noted by his critics

Home Sweet Home: My Canadian
Album, by Mordecai Richler, McClel-
land ¢&: Stewart, 291 pages, $19.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 7710 7408 3). .

unLIGE MOST Canadian novelists — in-
deed most novelists anywhere -
pordecai Richler can perform as a
master journalist. The large talent for
so2ial satire in fiction gives his magazine
pieces an entertaining edge and unifying
tone that most good journalism lacks.
More than that, Richler knows the long
hours of a good picker, not merely indis-
criminately slogging through the trees to
fill his basket, but working overtime to
pluck only the best plums: the choice
facts, the juicy anecdotes., His new
bool, a collection of articles on subjects
Conadian published over the past 24
years, exhibits the intelligence, wit, and
polish his followers admire, also the
bitterness and breeziness sneered at by
his critics. Richler's scathing impatience
with fools and deadly skewering of
hypocrisy are delivered with such fluen-
cy. such a delicious mix of barroom
banter and elegant high prose that
anyone who enjoys language must in
some way warm (o these essays.

The barbed comments on Canadian
topics addressed to American readers
will not endear him to cultural nation-
alists here, but then offending them has
never weiehed heavily on his conscience.
Hore Sweet Home containg a few pieces
that appeared originally in Maclean's
and the Canadian magazine, but most of
the material was written for U.S. period-
icals, and carries an unfortunate (and no
doubt unintentional) condescending
tone for Canadian readers, with too
many over-obvious explanations. We
are, in fact, reading the copy of another
country’s foreign correspondent here,
“Our Man in Capada® at FEsguire,
Harper’s, The Atlantic, and the New
Yorl: Téies, who just happens to be a
local boy. Why U.S. editors turn to
Ricller is not hard to fathom. A few
other Canadian jourmalists spin out
paragraphs as engaging, but he alone is

By GEORGE GALT

possessed of a satirist’s comic detach-
ment, not to mention an international
reputation.

Richler writes at his best when he can
personally inject himself into his story,
at his worst when he feels called upon to
make pronouncements on the state of
the nation. *““My Father’s Life,’* the
most impressive essay in this collection,
may surprise readers who expect a
running patter of sly one-liners. Despite

Cem. %te. L

its unusual earnestness, his biographical
sketch of Moses Richler draws on the
author's long-cullivated "strengths: the
keen and particular memory, attention
to significant detail, an exceptional
talent for the rendering of dramatic
cameos, and an unbending sense of who
he is and where he comes from, The
comic public commentator unmasks

_ himself, revealing a painful and embit-

tered childhood; thé angry love a tough
Jewish kid felt for his gentle, inept
father; and the beginnings of this
author’s iconoclasm — first on St
Urbain Street and then in the world,
beyond. It’s a confessional piece of the
best kind, escaping the sentimentality
and self-aggrandizement that can easily
sink such a memoir. What he has written
is a miniature map of his own psy-
chology, and a street-wise eulogy to the
father who helped shape it.

“My Father’s Life™ (first published in
Esquire) leads a group of seven essays
linked by their autobiographical form.
“Pages from a Western Journal®’ (from
Maclean’s) is the slightest, offering no
more than the title advertises, disjointed
impressions from a 10-day flying visit to
Brandon, Winnipeg, and Edmonton.

"#1St. Urbain Street Then and Now”

(from Geo) has the grit and tension of
rich childhood memories juxtaposed
against the middle-aged nostalgia of eyes
wandering their old neighbourhood.
“Making a Movie? (New York Times
and New York mapazine) gives us the
jaundiced and jaded cosmopolitan
screenwriter up against Hollywood
hubris — and winning. No one at the
Academy Awards festivities in Los
Angeles thought much of the movie
Duddy Kravitz; it didn’t make enough’
money. But the screenwriter (who was
nominated) scores nice points against
the venal and apparently vacuous pro-
ducers he meets. “‘On the Road" (New
York Times) is the standard essay on the
perils of an author’s promotional tour,
though Richler writes it better than
most. “North of Sixty’’ (Signature and
Esquiré), an essay on Yellowknife,
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reaches the excellence of the St. Urbain
Street memoir. Sourness and vitriol,
ladled out so generously in the pieces on
southern Canada, are foregone here. In-
stead a sense of wonderment and
celebration propel the writing. And
wackiness:

“‘You taking off with Daryl today?" 1
was asked.

“Right."

“YWell, vou needn't worry. He's one
of the best around.”

I nodded, appreciative.

“How come, you'll want to know.
Well, "Il tell you. He's the one bush
pilot in Yellowknife who can drink
scotch standing on his head.”

“And when did he last manage
that?™ .

“Four o'clock this moming.”
**Home is Where You Hang

Yoursel” (New York Times Book
Reviev’), which opens the book, an-
nounces its tone and substance. (“But
what really impelled me, afier years of
vacillating, to finally pack my bags wasa
recurring fear of running dry, a punish-
ment, perhaps, for luxuriating all those
vears in London, not paying my Cana-
dian dues.””) Abroad, Richler was a
Canadian, never a former Canadian.
But he has always felt deeply ambivalent
about his homeland, one part of him
loving it and relying on it for source
material, another despising its middle-
brow mediccrity. The ambivalence is, or
has been, essential to the success of his
work, as this essay demonstrates. He
rarely misses the chance to take a shot at
the parochial, as if the bright, ambitious
Jewish kid inside him still suffered a
claustrophobic need to escape the
cuftural narrovmess of Montreal’s ghet-
to and middle-Canada’s small-
mindedness. On the other hand Mont-
real, with all its faults, is the place he
L:nows most intimately and loves best.
For a novelist that makes it indispen-
sable. *“I could not live anywhere else in
Canada but Montreal,”” he wrrites in
another essay. “*So far as one can gener-
alize, the most gracious, cultivated, and
innovative people in this country are
French Canadians.’’ In itself the com-
ment means little — no evidence is pro-
posed in support of this emoting — but
it's a loaded remark for anyone inter-
ested in Richler’s vision. His displeasure
with anglophone Canadians, whether
Jew or gentile, implicitly characterizing
them as crude, uncultivated, and
unimaginative, allows him the critical
detachment he needs and in turn sup-
plies this book with many of its
strenpths.

Specifically, Richler takes a poke at
the cultural immaturiiy of the country
Richler remembers from the 1950s and
605, but with an unusual mee cuipa
evening the score. “Like many of my

14 PBooksin Canade, Aupnst/September, 1984

e et T el T L T N e e e

contemporaries, I was mistakenly
charged with scorn for all things Cana-
dian. For the truth is, if we were indeed
hemmed in by the boring, the inane, and
the absurd, we foolishly blamed it all on
Canada, failing to grasp that we would
suffer from a surfeit of the boring, the
inane, and the absurd wherever we even-
tually settled. And would carry Canada
with us for good measure.”

Apart from the pieces with a personal
touch, there are three sports essays that
shine, and a comic ditty experily punc-
turing puffed-up Yousuf Karsh. Then
there are the political pieces. .

In his article on the October Crisis the
author concludes: ““But at the day’s end,
at the risk of appearing callous, I must
say dammn httle actually did happen in
1970. In an American year in which
there were 13,649 homicides, eighty cops
were killed, and Weathermen blew up
banks and university buildings, in
Canada a politician was murdered and a
diplomat kidnapped, later to be freed.
Everybody in the house, not only
Trudeau, overreacted. To some extent, I
think, out of issue-envy.” First pub-
lished in Ljfe magazine (and originally
entitled “Canada: An Immensely Boring
Country — Until Now™), Richler’s essay
is a cute interpretation of our major
political shitstorm since the war, but in
more ways than one it just doesn’t
wash.

If we were unconsciously relieved by
the events of that bloody-minded
autumn, it was hardly because, as this
essay suggests, we were catapulted onto
the world stage, our geopolitical infer-
jority complex finally appeased. Had
Richler been living here at the time, he
might have better sensed, at least among
anglophones in central Canada, the deep
confusion and anger sewn first by the
FLQ bombings and then by the rise of
the PQ. And he might have realized that
after a decade of choking blind in the
mysteriods smoke emanating from
Quebec separatism, many anglophones
were content at last to reach the flash-
point and witness the fire, no matter
who came out of it scorched.

Indeed, having returned to Montreal
for a year in 1968, Richler must have had
a good whiff of that smoke. Still, it bet-
ter suits his ends, psychological and
journalistic, to explain 1970 as our shot
at the bigtime, our bid to play in the
global Ieague of media hot spots and
factional killing. Even defining it thus he
has us fail, as we so often do in his
vision. Eighty cops wasted in the U.S.?
13,649 homicides? Don’t mind us, we
bad only a single pol gasrotted. But we
dream of doing better.

“‘Pourquoi Pas?” — a Letter from
Qttawa,”” which appeared in Harper'sin
1975, quickly takes our political pulse,
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and examines at some length the cultural
currents of the day. Always wary of
nationalist sentiments, scornful of the
protective and affirmative action such
sentiments often inspire, Richler here
points to the Independent Publishers’
Association’s 1973 suggestion for Cana-
dian coantent quotas in book stores to
support his distaste for the whole move-
ment. He ridicules this idiotic proposal
deservedly and well, getting off a good
gag about *‘the RCMP paperback detail
— plainclothes, of course — each con-
stable only five-foot-four, bespectacled,
checking out your corner drugstore and
newsie against his Canadian-content
pocket calculator.*

But it’s an example of a position
either ill-considered or sloppily research-
ed. *The pity is,”? ‘he concludes, “that
our economic nationalists, if only they
would stay clear of cultural matters,
obviously beyond them, do have a case.
‘We are too much subject to the whims of
multinational corporations, largely
American owned.” The statistics on
foreign ownership speak for themselves.
But what of cultural matters? One of
Richler's peculiar habits as an essayist is
to focus on a single foolish act — pro-
posed content quotas in book stores, for
example — and use it as the clincher in
an argument. The truth that was sacri-
ficed for wit is that the IPA proposal
was an aberration in a persistent and
mostly enlightened lobbying by the IPA
and others. This led to a publications
program administered by the federal
department of communications, pro-
viding funds that many publishers of
Canadian books would be hard put to
forgo.

Richler implies that Canadian writers
of quality will sell their books abroad, as
he did, and that those who can’t are
mediocre and unworthy of support. As
an economist he’s a good gag writer,
Apart from the respectable case much of
Canadian publishing can make that it is
an infant industry in need of temporary
nurturing, the Canadian market will
probably always be small enough to war-
rant some intervention on behalf of
special-interest books whose appeal is
naturally Bmited.

“Language (and Other) Problems,”
taken from pieces in the Canadian and
Atlantic, discusses the origins of French
Canada’s malaise and the foibles of the
PQ administration since 1976. Mostly
it’s solid reportage but says nothing new
to anyone who has followed public
affairs over the past decade through
major Canadian newspapers. Some of
Richler’s interpretations are unfor-
tunate. He compares Quebec’s public
and para-public payroll of 342,000, for
example, to California’s 320,000, about
as facile a conservative put-down of the
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PQ's social-democratic tendencies as
can be imagined. In the next breath ‘*an
all-but-comprehensive health plan here®”
is acknowledged, but exactly how many
thousands of doctors, hospital workers,
and administrative employees this would
subtract from the total is not offered.
Mor does Richler bother to add that
Hydro Quebec, now one of the most
profitable corporations in Canada,
employs some 19,000 people. This is
careless journalism, hustling a few
selected facts into the right order to
defend a prejudice.

There are careless slips in the final

political piece as well. “Q Canada™
(from The Atlantic) tells us twice that
the Foreign Investment Review Agency
was put in place at the same time as the
National Energy Program in 1980,
which must have surprised any of
Richler’s American readers whose appli-
cations FIRA rejected in the previous six
years. The Tories’ Ottawa leadership
convention was held in 1982 according
to this essay, making the one held last
year a charity benefit. Minor points, of
course, but curiously slapdash for an
anthor of Richler’s high reputation.
Half a dozen of our best political jour-
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nalists could have written these political
pieces more convincingly, not ta say
more accurately.

To be fair, every essay here offers
entertaining reading. As he has grown
older, Richler has turned the volume
down on his Canada-bashing rhetoric,
though the caustic bitterness is by no
means entirely muffled. I find a monot-
ony and predictability to his treatment
of Canada as a country of hopeless

- yokels, but even in his political journa-

lism there remain many moments of
intelligent lavghter. We will never have
enough of that. [

A Sequence of dreamg

Reading, for Jorge Luis Borges, is not only
the counterpart of writing: it makes up half the soul
of literature, and needs as much talent

Twenty-four Conversations with
Rorpes, Including a Selection of Poems:
nterviews by Roberto Alifano 1981-
923, transfated from the Spanish by
icomedes Suarez Arauz, Willis Barn-
tone, and Noemi Escandell, Lascaux
nblishers/Grove Press, 158 pages,

7 .

THE BEST INTERVIEWS are those in which
the subject is allowed to speak for him-
self, to explain, instruct, hesitate, make
fun, invent, remember; those in which
we can hear a personal voice moving
across the page as it moved across a
room. I have sat in Jorge Luis Borges's
apartment and [istened to him speak
many times, always amazed, always en-
chanted, as his slightly breathless voice
slovily revealed the secret makings of the
world. In Roberto Alifano’s interviews
Borges is alive and intelligent. Countless
writers and journalists have interviewed
Borges {I know of at least 20 such
books, by Richard Burgin, Victoria
Ocampo, Alicia Jurado, Antonio Car-
rizo, Emir Rodriguez Monegal, and
many others), but none of them
approaches the reality of Alifanc’s
bool:.

The 24 interviews range from personal
memories (childhood in Buenos Aires,

the years in Burope, the influence of his .
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By ALBERTO MANGUEL

parents and of his English grandmother)
to the discussion of favourite writers
(Dante, Virgil, Kipling) and themes
(Iabyrinths, tigers, Japan, blindness,
time). Every page reveals an astounding
anecdote, or makes a statement that
clarifies our reading of Borges’s work,
or introduces a new passion which, in an
85-year-old man, is always something
profoundly moving.

Not only the content: the style of
Borges’s conversation has a rare quality,
a polished and restrained sense of
measure and of rhyihm that surely
comes from his habit of composing his
texts in his head before dictating them
whale to whoever happens to visit him.
Since blindness overtook him, Borges
has refused to use any kind of machine
or even Braille to help himself write his
work. He prefers to write by memory, as
Horner probably did, and this justifies,
he says, the brevity of his texts. And he
campases his conversation with the same
elegance with which he composes his
poems.

Poems, essays, and short stories (and
a combination of all three, which Borges
calls *‘fictions’’) make up 2 considerable
body of work for a man whose longest
prose barely exceeds 20 pages, and who
usually limits himself to a couple of
‘paragraphs: his complete works fill a
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volume of more than 1,000 pages, plus
another volume of the same length that
contains his ““works in collaboration.”

And yet it becomes clear that Borpes is
not essentially a writer, but & reader.
Borges reads (or remembers what he has
read, or asks to be read to); writing
comes later, as an afterthought, and it
surprises him to find that his written
work (that of “an Argentine lost in
metaphysics’) should be highly praised
and carefully studied. Reading for
Borges is not only the logical counter-
part of writing: it makes up half the soul
of literature, and needs as much talent
and perseverance and an ear for music as
does the writing. Borges’s first book of
poems, Fervor of Buenos Aires, publish-
ed in 1923, carries this dedication ““to
the eventual reader’’:

If the pages of this book allow one
happy verse, may the reader forgive me
the discourtesy of having usurped it
before him. Our nothings are barely dif-
ferent; it is a trivial and fortuitous cir-
cumstance that yoa are the reader of
these exercises, and I their writer,

It must be said that Borges’s reading is
never imitative: it is wrong to see in the
quotations (real and apocryphal) that he
so frequently uses, in the references to
other writers, in the summing-up of
books that have delighted him or made
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him angry, a pastiche, a regurgitation,
or aven an appropriation such as Eliot or
Pound made in their work. Borges
demands for the reader the same
freedom as that allotted to the writer: he
demands to be able to cross from Plato
to Kafla in one swift leap, to question
the writings of Shakespeare with infor-
mation gleaned from Anglo-Saxon
elegies, to compare minor Argentine
poets with the celebrated names of older
literatures. In one of his most famous
stories, *‘Pierre Menard, author of Don
Qrixote,”” he attributes to his hero this
principle carried to the limit:

Menard (perhaps without wanting o)
has enriched, by means of a new techni-
que, the halting and rudimentary art of
reading: this new technlque is that of the
deliberate anachronism and the er-
roneous aturibution, This technigue,
whose applications are infinite, prompts
us to go through the Odvssey as if it
v.ere posterior to the Aeneid . . . . This
technique fills the most placid works
with adventure. To attribute the Jmi-
ratio Christi to Louis Ferdinand Céline
or to James Joyce, is this not a suffi-
¢iunt renovation of its tenuous spiritual
instructions?

“Books are altered by their readers,"”
says Borges in one of the finest chapters
of Alifano’s book. He certainly alters all
the books he reads. The intelligent
Wilde, the subtle Kipling, the poetic
Wells: all these are forms that Borges
has seen and then handed over, and now
they can never be the same. The visions
of other writers become part of Borges's
Laleidpscope, and his twisting and turn-

THE MOON

The silent friendship of the moon
{I misquote Virgil) has been with you
Since that one present-enfolded
Might or evening wherein your vague
Repard deciphered it forever
In a garden or a courtyard now
) crumbled.
Forever? 1 know that someone, some
day,
Will come to tell you in truth:
You will not see the lucid moon again,
You have exhausted the prefived
Sum of occasions fate provides you.
Futlle, to unfasten all the windows
Of the world, Too late. She is not
given you.
We live discovering and forgetting
That fair raiment of the night.
The moon is on high still.
Bechold it. It might be final.

— JORGE LUIS BORGES
English version by
RICHARD OUTRAM

ing the crystals has defined the aesthetic
(and I would add the ethical) sensibility
of our age. Few writers bestow not only
their work but also an illumination of
their time: we read the Elizabethan era
through Shakespeare and the Middle
Ages through Dante. In this sense, our
century is defined by Borges, who also
incIudes Kafka and Joyce.

In Alifano’s book Borges makes the
following quiet statement:

Literature is a dream, a controlled
dream. Now, I believe that we owe liter-
ature almost everything we are and what
we have been, also what we will be. Our
past is nothing but a sequence of
dreams. What difference can there be
between dreaming and remembering the
past? Books are the great memory of all
centuries. Thelr function, therefore, is
irreplaceable. If books disappear, surely
history would disappear, and man
would also disappear. O

REVIEW

A woman
of her age

By MIRIAM WADDINGTON

An Odd Attempt in a Woman: The
jterary Life of Frances Brooke, by Lor~
aine McMullen, University of British
olumbia Press, 243 pages, $29.95 cloth
SBN 0 7748 0174 3).

HOW MANY 18th-century women could
have boasted of having been kissed
goodbye by Samuel Johnson on the eve
of a transatlantic voyage? The lady who
was kissed was Frances Brooke, a
novelist, playwright, translator, and
journalist. She was on her way fo
Canada, where, during her five-year so-
journ as the wife of John Brooke, a gar-
rison chaplain, she would write the first
Canadian novel, The History of Emily
Montague. '

What excites the imagination is the
idea of the personal rearness of literary
figures such as Samuel Johnson. Some-
how the fact that he was a friend of
Frances Brooke, and even kissed her
goodbye, brings' the spirit of 18th-
century English Literature right to our
doorstep, just as it brings another of her
acquaintances, the actor-manager and
theatre genius David Garrick into the
same frame of immediacy.

—— ——n———
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The thought that Frances Brooke was
living and working in literary London in
the same period as Richardson, Fielding,
and Smollett humanizes and even
domesticates the  transplanting of
English Literature to our shores; it sup-
plies a personal context that makes
history more than a document or a
chronicle. It makes history a part of our
own thinking and feeling, indeed, part
of our shared collective life.

Lorraine McMullen, a professor of
English Literature at the University of
Ottawa, has succeeded admirably in
doing what she set out to do — and that
is to write with meticulous attention to
factual detail the history of the literary
life of Frances Brooke. The organizing
principle of this biography is Frances
Brooke's own writing, McMullen traces
her publications from novel to novel,
from play to play, and from journalistic
venture to translation, all the while fil-
ling in the details of Brooke's life and
times. This seems to me much sounder
than to attempt to fictionalize the life or
to find correspondences between the
psychological life of the writer (which in
any case can never be known) and
his/her literary productions. With
McMullen the emphasis is always on the
tangible text, although she draws on a
rich variety of letters, histories, and
memoirs. Her underlying theoretical
assumption is that literature and history
intertwine and influence each other.

From her book it is clear that while
The History of Emily Montague was and
is a central event in Canadian literary
history, it was only one incident in
Frances Brooke’s literary life. That life
began in 1748 when Frances Brooke left
her uncle’s rectory in Lincolnshire to
seek her literary fortune in London. She
was 24 and probably still unmarried.
McMullen suggests that her marriage to
John Brooke, a clergyman 15 years older
than herself, took place when Frances
was 32.

One of her earliest projects after her
arrival in London was the editing and
publishing of a weekly periodical called
The Old Maid. There were 37 issues
within the space of a year, and Frances
wrote for it under the psendonym of
Mary Singleton. In the first issue.she
almost apologizes for her temerity and
explains: “Amidst the present glut of
essay papers it may scem an odd attempt
in a woman to think of adding to the
numbers; . . ."”

But add to them she did. In the guise
of various characters, Frances Brooke
wrote about the theatre, its plays, its
actors, and its audiences, about mar-
riage, about education, and about
friendship. Her next project was the
translation from the French of an
epistolary novel. Then came her own
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first novel, The History of Lady Julia
Mandeville. In all, she wrote four
novels, of which The History of Emily
Montague was the second. She also
wrote two tragedies, two comic operas,
numerous essays, and translated three
boolis from the French. She had a mild
but lifelong quarrel with Garrick, who
manazed the important theatres of the
day but refused to read or produce her
worl. Nonetheless, she lived to sce her
tragedy The Siege of Sinope acted on the
London stage, and her two comic
operas, Rosina and Marian, enjoyed
great popular success,

What about Frances Brooke’s private
life and personality? Her outer life was
unspeetacular. She was the descendant
of a long line of clerpymen, she became
the wife of a clergyman, and her only
child, a son, also became a clergyman.
She seems to have understood
theological politics, and 1o have helped
her husband and her son to obtain
suitable livings. She was unhappy in her
marriage but stoically sustained it. She
wasn't a feminist in the modern sense,
but she was aware of the difference in
the education of men and women, and
believed in choice and individual
freedom. At one point the heroine of
The History of Emily Montague com-
ments: *“. . . I will marry a savage and
turn squaw . . . never was anything as
delightful as their lives; they talk of
French husbands, but commend me to
an Indian one, who lets his wife ramble
five hundred miles, without asking
where she is going.”

Her contemporaries agreed that
Frances Brooke was lively, cheerful,
witty, intelligent, and full of common
sense. However, she was always myster-
jously in need of money and turned her
hand to many writing projects at the
same time. On one occasion, as McMul-
len tells us, she asked Dr. Johnson to
read and criticize one of her manu-
scripts. He suggested that she could do it
herself just as well. She objected that she
had no time as she had too many irons in
the fire, whereupon Dr. Johnson is said
to have told her that perhaps she should
consign her work there too.

When you compare Frances Brooke
with the many other women novelists of
the time, she stands out as a writer
whose worlk, though minor, has en-
dured. The History of Emily Montague,
despite its 18th-century style and moral
overtones, is still very readable. It gives
an intimate picture of colonial life in
Quebec and Montreal, and <epicts not
only the conscious values of the times,
but captures the unconscions feeling and
inner spirit of our wintry country.

This is no mean achievement, for the
ISth century with its neo-classical atti-
tudes, its romantic revolt against tradi-
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tion, its pragmatic realism, and its'
French love of lightness and elegance is
too complicated to define, or even easily
to characterize. Perhaps by reading this
literary biography of one of its most
representative writers, we can learn a
few surprising things about that remote
age. -
First: the works of minor writers are
the richest sources and the clearest mir-
rors of the taste, culture, and fashions of
their times. Second: there is nothing new
about unhappy marriages but there are
honourable ways of desling with them.
Third: experimental little magazines and
journalism weren't invented in the 20th
century. Fourth: feminism was a way of
seeing the world Jong before 1970, and
finally, criginality and venturesomeness
on the part of women writers often takes
200 years to be recognized. We should
therefore be prateful to Lorraine
McMullen for giving us Frances Brooke,
and to the University of British Colum-
bia Press for so carefully producing a
book whose illustrations and physical
attributes do justice to jts contents. [J

Smaller
than life

By ELEANOR WACHTEL
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Love Is a Long Shot, by Ted Allan,
MecClelland & Stewart, 171 pages,
$16.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 0127 4).

THE 1930s were “wonderful daysl” in
Ted Allan’s Love Js a Long Shot. The
mid-1930s yet — 1935-36 — with Hitler
and the Nazis firmly entrenched abroad
and war imminent, while at home the
Depression had been dragging on for
more than half a decade. The explana-
tion for the author’s apparent naivety,
however, is given in the novel’s first line:
“When I was not yet eighteen years
old. . . ." These are the reflections of an
older man, an indulgently fond look at
youth when almost any social period
would constitute the good old days as
long as ope were young and innocent
enough.

Ted Alflan is known in Canada chiefly
for The Scalpel, the Sword: The Story of
Dr, Norman Bethune, a book he co-
authored 30 years ago, and for the
award-winning screenplay, Lies My

Father Told Me. He’s also written other
films, plays, and novels, one of my
favourites being Willle the Sqguowse, a
charming tale about a squirrel-cum-
mouse who unwittingly redistributes the
wealth between two households that
share a common wall.

In Love Is a Long Shot Allan returns
to fictional territory so successfully
mined by Mordecai Richler and in
memoii recently by Shulamis Yellin —
namely, Montreal nostalgia. His hero,
David Webber, is a self-styled poet (he
never actually puts pen to paper in the
course of the novel), a member of the
Young Communist League and activist
in a secret four-person Trotskyist fac-
tion who mimeograph revolutionary
leaflets that they distribute at night.

But most significant for the story is
David's job behind the counter at Eddie
Keller’s Cigar Store, which operates asa
front for a bookie joint in downtown
Montreal. With good-natured slobs like
Brains Simco, Society Boy Morgan, and
David’s own Uncle Willie the perennial
loser as regulars, this is Damon Runyan
country. The Syndicate (the big boss
excepted) is an almost benign presence in
the shadows, while the police are foolish
fall guys for corrupt politicians. This is
such a warm-hearted book that virtually
everyone is basically kind: Keller treats
David like a son, and the young prosti-
tute upstairs not only has the mandatory
heart of gold, she initiates our young
hero into the joys of sex, joins his
political cell, and saves up gold as a nest
egg for a future together.

As if David’s work doesn’t throw up
enough eccentric characters, home cen-~
tres on (what else?) a Jewish mother who
demonstrates her displeasure with the
world by sticking her head in the oven —
without turning on the gas, of course.
David’s father, on the other hand, is
truly crazy. A waif-like figure dreaming
up inventions that are always just a little
before or slightly behind their time, he
wanders around the house in the guise of
a mendicant barefoot Buddhist, and is
alternately paranoid or catatonic. In
brief, parental archetypes.

The plot in this very short book moves
at a breakneck clip (outpacing most of
the horses). It’s polished, cinematic,
almost cartoonish. All the characters are
smaller than life. Despite their apparent
excesses, they are more familiar than
remarkable, none really extreme.
Perhaps because the novel moves so
fast, no one has the space to do very
much.

But the tone is amiably ironic, and
one scene in particular suggests that
Allan may be writing with more guile
and craft than might otherwise appear.
Keller the bookie is not only intelligent
and decent, a philosopher and a prince,
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but he articulates (and presumably inde-
pendently invents) Freudian theory
about human behaviour — in much the
same matter-of-fact but strikingly
insightful, comic way that Joshua’s
father “explains™ the Bible in Richler’s
Jushua Then and Now. Freud via Keller
maintains that there is an ireducible,
jrremediable basis to human nature, not
amenable to amy scocial fix, including
social revolution. So the intellectual
struggle of the 20th century, the debate
between ideafistic Marxism and prag-

matic, apolitical Freudjanism, is played

out between our hero and his boss. The
omniscient author, meanwhile, puts his
money on [eller even as he keeps a soft
spot for David. (I still stick with Willie
the Squowse.)

And what a hero David ist This is no
angsi-ridden adolescent, no modern
anti-hero, no schlimiel. David gets the
eirl, stands up for her, and even man-
ages to disentangle himself from her at
the end without recrimination. She fiat-
ters his manhood, as they say, and he
also wins over another girl, a socialist
colleague. **My life was busy with
meetings, preparing leaflets and making
sure hilarie and Susan didn't know my
activities with the other. I would have
preferred if everything had been out in
the open, but neither girl was ready for
that.” On that point at least, one might
well accuse our gentle author of a rather
self-serving vision.

In addition to amorous heroics, David
finds success in politics, proves an
inspiring orator, and back at the bookie
joint is a popular employee whose
periadic flashes of clairvoyance uner-
ringly enable him to pick winpers at the
tracl:. Why do they decide to send him
to college? As David himself says, *I
didn’t know it then, but I learned more
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about life from Keller's Cigar Store than
from my books.”

Love Is @ Long Shot is not always
above cliché. But, if the memories are
happy ones, who wants to be the one to
teil the author about the dirty *30s? For
a fanciful few hours, Ted Allan tries to
male you forget about the *80s. [ appre-
ciate the sentiment. OJ
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Crimes of
the flesh

By PATRICIA BRADBURY

The Elizabeth Stories, by Isabel Hug-

n, Oberon Press, 184 pages, $23.95

oth (ISBN 0 88750 519 0} and $12.95
er (ISBN 0 88750 520 1).

BLIZABETH'S WORLD of childhood and
adolescence is delineated by the Anglo-
Germanic town called Garten, and by a
psychological landscape of secrets and
wounds. The formula for healing is one
of defiance, Clandestine rebellion forms
the buoyancy for escape not just from a
community and misguided parents, or
from the narrowing confinements of
Elizabeth’s own soul, but from the
ceaseless humiliation that stems from,
and threatens, all three. The story,
though harsh, is told in quickening tales
where cruelly almost always out-
distances consideration, and Elizabeth’s
humble victory is not an act of redemp-
tion, but an ability to limp, somewhat
valianily, out of town.

In this edenic, though. stale and very
crusty, children’s Garten, sexuality is the
obvious crime. We see, in dream-fike
sequences, Elizabeth and other five-
year-olds climb into an abandoned
bakery truck (painted dark brown and
golden like a loaf itself) and lie, stacked
on shelves (where the warm bread used
to lie} lost in a fervour of masturbation.
Much later, in a camp cabin on a dar-
kening night, Elizabeth and several
other passiopate girls embrace in a
swoon of kissing. These brief tribal
ecstasies, ritualistically repeated, are
grotesquely expelled when revealed.
When . 10-year-old Elizabeth is dis-
covered on the floor, trying to re-live her
bakery truck [imison with Rudy, the
vengeance of her father is complete.
Using his power as the manager of the
local bank, he runs Rudy’s family out of
town. Years later, in a moment of loneli-
negs and rpisery, Blizabeth forfeits her
friendship with a Mennonite woman
when, in a desperate attempt at recall
and re-creation, she locks her in a
tongue-filled kiss.

The book is often punctuated by sex-
nal shocks — 13-year-old forcing fellatio
on his sister; a voluptuous waitress,
Faye, being picked up by drunken
toughs who deny her the sex she is happy
to give, and submit her to a barbaric

shaving — but the characters through-
out remain simple and obscure, with
Elizabeth knowing only in wide, blunt
terms how any of them cope or feel, Her
thoughts and observations are roundly
stated like a child’s. “He. . . twisted her
elbow behind her back .. .. Why did
bays always do that?"’ she says. Or, ““It
was all beyond me. . . . If you were like
Faye . . . they hated and abused you.
Could the mothers like Mavis be right?*

Unlike the observer of Lives of Girls
and Women, who reaches intuitively
beyond her years, and whose adult voice
often returns like a seer's, Elizabeih is
confined to uncomplicated reporting.
But it’s this Hmitation that gives her such
power. When Elizabeth articuiates the
benefits of hindsight, most often to
exonerate her father and mother, her
softening seems disturbingly insincere.

Huggan’s Garten is a fey though ice-
ridden place, disconnected, it seems,
from historical time, and droll in its tacit
aberrations. There’s the grandmother
who scolds the pre-schooler Elizabeth
for obscenely manipulating her body on
her bear, then passes around chocolates
with a coy defiance as she keeps the soft
centres for herself. There are the annual
trips to the hockey arena to follow The
Nutcracker, like some rare form of bird,
through a shared pair of field glasses.
And there’s Elizabeth’s mother betray-
ing the United Church when she meets
an old lover and, in another town,
becomes a secretive, flaming Anglican.

The separation of that which is con-
troliable by Garten and that which per-
manently is not is symbolically rendered
through two ill-favoured girls: Celia, a
homely and simpering diabetic, and
Gracie, a nine-year-old simpleton,
Celia’s sin is not just her meek pliability
but her fear of not forgiving the unfor-
givable, Gracie’s strength is her chilling
but colossal innocence, which renders
her judgement divine, **You broke my
path,” she cries out horribly, when
Elizabeth is forced to erase their beloved
attempts to create a woodland road.
“I'm a good girl,”” she continues ““and
you broke my path.” This resonant
damnation is implicitly Elizabeth"s when
she suffers repeatedly from a pavental
control that forces her to flee from the
purity of grace into the conditioned
position of destroyer.

Only two people — 2 friend of the
family called Edie, playing poker and
liberally sipping from a flask, and Faye
with her nipples showing generously
through blouses — know the secret of
escape. They simply don’t care about
Garten, and are safe. Both are punished”
evertually, in the usual way, with
banishment to — God forbid — Toron-
to. Elizabeth will follow more nobly, by
choice, when she Ieaves town for univer-
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siiy. Bui she goes only after she has
mastered their secret — when Garten,
for her, is as dead and persistent as the
useless bits of seripture forever printed
on her brain. ““We must bear these
verzes in our memory,' she says, “and
still somehow get on with it.”* Charac-
teristically, she sums up her experiences
briefly, in a broad, unruffled way. She
is, she notes, considerably wounded, but
by come odd miracle, still intact. C1

~ REVIEW

. Art for
Frank’s sake
By MARK GERSON

HWhere There's a2 Will . . ., by Edward
Phillips, NcClelland & Stewart, 224
pazes, $15.95 cloth (JSBN 0 7710 6999
41

EVERYOMNE WANTS A shot at immortality.
Some people produce children, others
create works of art, and still others per-
form good deeds. Yet few carry the wish
10 be remembered beyond the grave to
the point of obsession. Frank Clarke,
the protagonist of Edward Phillips’s
Where There’sa Will. . ., is one of those
few:, He has realized, a Iittle Iater than
most, that death will condemn him to
cblivion, and is determined, with that
determination only the obsessed possess,
that his name will not vanish when he
dies.

Immortality through progeny is out of
the question for the 70-year-old, child-
less, gay divorcé. No memorials in stone
and glass will survive him, for although
Fronk was trained as an architect, his
only designs have been on others. And
as for good deeds, Frank hasn't a selfless
bone jn his body. Even the decades spent
pandering to the whims of his imperious
Westmount widow of a mother have
been motivated less by filial devotion
than by a desire to remain on the right
side of her will.

The ley to immortality, Frank
decides, is & choice collection of draw-
ings to be amassed during his final years,
bequeathed to a first-class museum, and
housed in a gallery. bearing his name.
Money is the sole obstacle. While Frank
is rich enough to aveid working,.he
hazn't the wealth necessary to round up
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a collection of sufficient stature. Not un-
til he weasels a power of attorney from
his invalid mother and, without her
Enowledge, begins liguidating her assets
before death, inheritance taxes, and a
sizable bequest to a senior citizens’
residence can extract a substantial sum
from both her cstate and Frank's pur-
chasing power.

Ir’s not a difficnlt scheme for some-
one as ¢devious, unscrupulous, and out-
viardly harmless as Frank Clarke. But he
dogsn™t consider the unpredictability of
the cast of characters he has been subtly
manipulating. The flrst to sweep onto
the scene is cousin Estelle, a.k.a. Stella
della Chiesa, a flamboyant if faded diva
who returns to the bosom of her indif-
ferent family after a Iengthy European
absence. Flavia, Frank’s mother, is a
bully who has always had her way and
expects nothing less, Mother and
daughter Vivien, a 72-year-old hippie,
have been estranged since the day
Flavia’s hectoring so provoked Vivien
that she smashed all her mother’s china
fipurines and nearly shattered her
mother’s jaw. To Frank's delight, his
sister was disinherited for her unseemly
conduct.

Although Phillips's characters are
equally colourful, eccentric, and expert-
ly drawn, they're static, That may be
acceptable for lesser players and, sym-
bolically, for Frank, Flavia, and the
other Westmount dinosaunrs, but
characters like Vivien and Stella, who
belone to a more adaptable species,
dezerve more development. Another
flaw is Phillips’s reluctance to develop
the twists in his plot, those incidents that
threaten Frank's scam. Whenever an
alarm js sounded, it's prematurely
declared false. There isn’t enongh time
for suspense to build, or for the reader
to consider Frank's exposure a credible
poszsibility.

Despite these faults, Where There’s a
IVl . . . is entertaining. It’s bright and
witty, without the cloying qualities of its
predecessor, Sunday’s Child, and it’s
well-written. A servant subjected to a
tongue-lashing ‘‘wilted through the
swinging door to correct her mistake.”
Stella **handled the teapot as though
God were sitting front rov centre.”” And
Flavia, not content with merely answer-
ing the door, “kicked her train out of
the vray and flung herself at it. The
book is peppered with vivid aphorisms
(**self-interest, like body lice, must be
dealt with in private, denied in public™”)
and clever observations: Mirabel,
decigned as it was by a government, is of
questionable benefit as an airport, but
“‘wrould have made a great Olympic
stadium,*

Phillips"s one Hnguistic lapse is his use
of “presently”’ in its accepted if

unacceptable meaning of “now.” It's
swrprisingly sloppy form for an author
50 clearly tuned to the English language.
And one factual error is his reference to
Montreal’s Notre Dame Basilica as a
cathedral, which is an altogether dif-
ferent sort of church. O
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Tracts from
facts

By FRASER SUTHERLAND

Blue Rdondays, by David Fennatio
d Daniel Adams, Black Rock Crea-
i ISBN 0 920295 00 2).

B
kin, Quadrant Editions, 167 pages

$9.95 paper (ISBN 0 86495 023 3).

THESE BOOKS INVITE questions: at what
point does transcription become art?
Documents become artifacts? Mark
Frutkin’s The Growing Dawn is sub-
titled *“Documentary Fiction™’; the jour-
nal extracts and poems in Blie Mondays
convey the pritty surface of working-
class Montreal. There, however, the
resemblance ends.

In his pugilistic prologue to Blue
Mondays, playwright David Fennario
(born David Wiper) speaks of ‘‘the
Black Rock memorial stone in the tradi-
tionally.Anglo working class district of
Point-Saint-Charles in Montreal,

"honouring the 6,000 immigrants that

died of typhoid fever in 1847 and
“placed on the common grave by the
working men that built the Victoria
Bridge.” Marxist romantics that they
are, Fennario and Daniel Adams view
themselves as these men’s inheritors:

Some of ug shitdisturbers born down
there in the Point Saint-Cherles-Verdun
phetto have decided to form something
called the Black Rock Group, basing
ourselves on the [ast hope that what’s
teft of the Anglo community can be
salvaged and made wuseful to itself
despite itself and hoping we can help
place more weight behind the progres-
slve forces trying to form a Québec that
is a colony to no one and belonging to
nobedy but the people themselves, of
themselves and by themselves.
Following Fennario’s Lincoln-like
address, Adams’s epilogue boasts that
“our class has taught us to tell the truth
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or we would get a punch in the mouth™
and warns the denizens of Westmount
that *“the Black Rock is not the myth of
Sisyphus. We have pushed it up the hill
and into your factories. It is washed with
blood and now it shall be washed with
the creative energies of a new
generation.™

Just the same, the Adams poems that
interweave with Fennario’s journal are a
long way from the savagery and
diamond-hardness of Bertolt Brecht.
They are often surprisingly soft-core in
their sentimental rhetoric. Like Fen~
nario, Adams freguently disinters the
unhappy dead, his “Uncle Jack** facing
Christmas broke while the ‘‘catalogue
stores’” are ‘““deep in credit cards/the
wise men are in Westmount."”” Then *“‘the
doorbell rings/the guy downstairs wants
his rent/a week early.”” Adams’s father
was a worker, “and workers are like
dandelions/one day they get white/and
just blow away.”

Adams dislikes the Queen, and quotes
an Irish grandfather’s observation that
““she had a face ike a handful of cats’
arseholes” and “that he would like to
take a piss down her neck,”” concluding:
] think he was quite correct/in fact/my
apologies to the cats,”” The poems are
not always this silly, and Adams is not

just a ““prole soul with a yen for the

pen,”* as Ray Filip has described the typi-
cal Black Rocker. Poetry now and then
shines through, as in *““The Asylum™:
it is always noon
the sun Is always perpendicular
sharp & explosive
love is left up to the pigeons
love is left up 1o our kespers
' & the pigeons
In his last poem, *For David,”
Adams dismisses intellectuals as irrele-
vant parasites: ““the guy next door only
did Hamlet/after ten beers/the luxury of
deep thought/doesn’t bring jobs.”
Fennario’s journal, which runs from
Oct. 5, 1969, to March 1, 1970, records
the acquisition and loss of jobs. Fen-
nario toiled — when he wasn't sharing a
toke with the boys at coffee-break — as

a packer, releaser (of dresses from
racks), and price-tag stamper at varions
Montreal garment depots. Leaving his
first job he stuffed three new dresses
down his shirt-front and returned to
paint the Little Burgundy apartment he
shared with his cat, Pearl, and girl-
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her slecp and says, ““Three soup, one
milk, tvrvo coffees, and two donuts for
table nDumber eight — thank you,
Peewee.*”) He wrote 1,000 words a day
and tried to learn French. When they
could afford it, he and Liz ate all-
dressed pizzas.

In 1959-70, Fennario seems to have
been something of a convenience sto!
pourmet: "

Had Puritan meat balls for supper

instead of my usual Cordon Bleu and

ugh, you cam’t trost those cheaper
speeials with the meatballs tasting like
chunls of day-old pork sausages float-
inz in greasy spot gravy. It even smelt
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ino, well, my mother's cooking didn’t

kil me so what's a couple of rotten

meatballs.
His menus include **Blue Liner fish
sticks, rice, and corn niblets'’ as well as
“mashed potatoes, McCarry’s Sausages
and Aylmer dented tin-can yellow waxed
beans,”” and he faithfully records every
burp: ““a half pound of Minute rice with
Ideal corn niblets, burping to bed with
Dabrzy’s Revolution in the Revolution.”

That bool; is of interest, because Fen-
nario also kelonged to a Marxist faction
called the Sacialist Labour Party, which
held monthly business meetings ““sitting
around the coffee table where Harry
works as a self-empioyed mold-maker
for the jevwelry trade. Comrade Ross is
also in the jewelry trade and so is Com-
rade Scgalman.’® As his part in the revo-
lution, he hawked ancient-looking
copies of the Weekly People outside uni-
versitie;, sneering at Trotskyists and
Maoists who are doing much the same
thinn: “Can’t stand those Maoists with
their beady blank eyes like the Jesuit
Brothers at Saint Willibrod"s when I was

_uea

a ikid and most of ihem are middie-ciass.
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Ya gotta be middle-class to behave the
way ihey do.”

Fennario eventually became disen-
chanted with the ineffectual SLP, and
the journal ends with his enrolment in
Dawson College. Still to come was the
local publication of Fennario’s first
prose work, Without a Parachufe, which
McClelland & Stewart took up and
released (with a new cover but without
benefit of editing) in 1974. That journal,
fike these extracts, was naive, in-
genuous, and seli-pitying, but also
energetic, honest (within limits), and
possessed of a keen sense of dramatic
form, It may have been the latter quality
that attracted Maurice Podbroy to ap-
point Fennario as playwright-in-resi-
dence at Montreal’s Centaur Theatre,
leading to subsequent theatrical suc-
cesses like Balconville and On the Job.

There is one embarrassing typo-
graphical error in this book. The section
ably read ‘*January 1, 1970" — unless in
1980 Fennario was still hunpover, living
in Little Burgundy, and employed at 2
Simpson’s warehouse. I suspect,
thoungh, he was working on a new play.

In prose best described as Kerouac-
with-a-hangover, Fernario presents a
vision of an oppressed labouring class
exploited by merchants and industri-
alists, driven into ghettos where the
workers destroy themselves and others
with booze, drugs, and crime. What
usually gets conveyed, though, is not
trenchant social analysis but blatant
attitudinizing.

By contrast, Mark Frutkin does not
strike poses, and his book has other
things to recommend it as well: an
attractive cover by Veronica Soul and an
introduction that does not bluster.
Moreover, in narrating the development
of wireiess iciegraphy by Gugiieimo
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Marconi, the book deals with science —
a neglecied topic in poeiry, €ven more 50
in mainstream fiction — making it all
the more welcome. Frutkin tells us:

‘The sciences ... begin to sound

strangely like a new mythology. The

lexicon of quantum mechanics includes
terms such as quark, gluon, quink,
beauty, bottom, charm, up, down and
strange. The job of naming things has
always been reserved for these who
create new worlds. What is fact and
what is fiction or, for that matter, what

15 4 Iragilon ana wnag 1S Jricions
One can almost hear Fennario snorting
derisively at these questions. After all,
Fennario reported a conversation with a
friend

on whether life determines con-

sciousness or does consciousness deter-

mine life and who or what with Pat into

Ouspensky now, The Law of Three and

the Law of Seven in a New Model of the

Universe or some such heavy metal dope

bullshit like ¢hat and meanwhile here we

are, the sanie old dumb niggers doing
the same old soft shoe down on Rocke-
feller’s Plantation.

For Fennario, our lives are shaped by
class: society defines reality. Frutkin,
however, perceives a larger reality: man,
his langnage, his technological creations,
join with the universe in writing a
natural poetry.

Using short, titled sections within
larger units called “*Storms and Cross-
currenis,” ‘“The Wheel of Life,’* “*Faint
but Conclusive,”’ and *‘The Kite,”’ Frut-
kin tells Marconi's story, which climaxes
in the transmission of the letter S from
Poldhu, England, to Signal Hill, near
St. John's, Newfoundland, on Dec. 12,
1901. In following the Italian’s career he
goes inside minds and dreams while
sticking to external facts. (“Most of
what follows is fact and all of it is
true.””) Always, he is attentive to the net
of coincidences ihai enveiops ihe
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viorld, omd to myths impliclt in the indi-
videal word: *“Exposing the roots of
words reveals a mythopoeic structure

beneath language, a past that is not lost

but is the actual hidden foundation of
the presence.’® Hence he likes to list cog-
nates, finding hidden correspondences:

“Evory thought emits a throw of the
dice.” (Mallarme, from /n Coup de
Dis, 1897)

The word **emils” in French is “&nit,”
which also means *‘to broadeast.”

A5 well, he liberally guotes from sources
as varied as Walt Whitman, Wilhelm
Reich, Gaston Bachelard, and assorted
Buddhist sages. Sometimes the epigrams
are rnarvellous, lilze this one from Gott-
fried Liebniz: “*Music is the pleasure the
human soul experiences from counting
without being aware that it is counting.”

Given Frutkin’s erudition and intelli-
gencz, 1 wish 1 could say that I prefer his
bool: to that of Fennario-Adams, I
don'i. The fescinating Masconi —
obscssed, philandering, a genius —
never comes alive, partly because the
dialogue is leaden. The following stagy
examiple is typical:

*, . . O dio mio, I fear your brains have
fallzn into your shoes, little brother, or
parhaps that young tart sucked them out
your ear while you sleptl™

26 Pooks In Canadn, August/September, 1984
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*“Never mind that. It is time to leap,
Alfonso. We must attempt to signal
across the Atlantic.”

**No possibilityl
question!"*

““Have I been wrong before,
Alfonso?""

And so on. The titles of the short sec-
tions diminish the narrative impact;
neither do the segmenis work as prose
poems. A few descriptions of mechan-
fcal processes are wearisome, and occa-
sionally the author unhelpfully intrudes:
*On my way to the 3rd floor. . . I came
across an exhibit called ‘100 Years of
Colour Photography.’ I entered on a
hunch that 1 might find a photo of Mar-
coni. I did.”

Curiously, the authors of these two
books contradict their assertions. Frut-
kin justly tells us that *“even the most
abstract treatise tells something of
human relationships .... The bio-
grapher draws lines between stars, con-
structs a figure, animates the silence.”
Daniel Adams informs us that ¢*Verdun
is simple. We volunteer for everything.
Its main arteries that pumped blood into
two World Wars are still there.”” Frutkin
knows that the world is complicated and
rejoices in it, yet fails to bring it to life.
Adams thinks the world is simple, but
his and Fennario’s book introduces yet
another complication, [0

Qut of the

Beaverbooks

Style and
substance

By KARL JIRGENS

Hugh Hood, by Keith Garebian,
ayne Publishers, 150 pages, $20.95
D 8057 6556

Probable Fictions: Alice Munro’s
Marrative Acts, edited by Louis K. Mac-
Kendrick, ECW Press, 193 pages, $8.95
paper (ISBN 0 920802 72 9).
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IN Surviving the Paraphrase, Frank
Davey states that “in its brief lifetime,
Canadian criticism has acquired a his-
tory of being reluctant to focus on the
fiterary work — to deal with matters of
form, language, style, structure, and
consciousness as these arise from the
work as & unique construct.” Two criti-
cal collections on the works of Hugh
Hood and Alice Munro respond dif-
ferently to the need for a rigorous
analytical approach.

Keith Garebian’s collection consists of
eight studies of Hood’s fiction and his
background. Garebian uses a thematic
approach in order to comment on the
Christian allegory patterning Hood’s
vision of reality. Without becoming
jdolatrous, he traces Hood’s Catholic
ontology as well as the influences of
Dante, Coleridge, Joyce, Proust,
Anthony Powell, and Harold Innis. The
entire collection has been well-
researched and provides a reliable study
of Hood's emblematic imagination
within an allegorical mode,

Garebjan'’s extensive scholarly back-
ground in apparent as he points to onto-
linguistic oppositions in Hood’s work.
He conducts an in-depth reading of
White Figure, White Ground as an
analogy between art and religion and
discusses the recurring pattern of des-
cent and ascent with specific reference to
The Camere Always Lies, Garebian in-
cludes and commenis on important
opinions by other Hood critics, and
discusses the psychology of mythic and
realistic levels of sex, politics, and foot-
ball in Hood’s A Game of Touch. The
remaining essays address guestions of
Menippean satire in You Can’t Get
There From Here, encyclopedic eclec-
ticism in The New Age /Le Nouveau
Siecle, and Hood's resistance to the
anxiety-neurosis that seems so common
in Cenadian fiction.
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Gorebian cross-references Hood's
worl: to a variety of writers, including
John Updike, F. Scott Fitzgerald,
Balzac, and Robbe-Grillet. He points to
the influences of classical and biblical
mythology and explains their structural
roles in Hood’s anagogical and ironic
super-realism. This meticulons study
should prove highly rewarding both to
fans and scholars of Hood’s fiction.

In his introduction to Probable Fic-
tions: Alice Munro’s Narrative Acls,
Louis K. MacKendrick claims that
“these essays are variously stylistic,
generic, or structural in emphasis.’’ Un-
fortunately, this is not entirely true. Of
the nine essays and one interview that
mal:e up the collection, only three or
four address questions of structure and
language in a comprehensive and sys-
tematic manner. A number of the essays
conduct instead superficial glosses of
theme and narration.

Iobert Thacker, Margaret Osachoff,
and John Orange address questions of
narration in Munro. Osachoff does raise
th: important autobiographical aspect
of viunro’s fiction, but it is Orange who
offers an accomplished analysis of levels
of narrative time and its disruption. The
fronic distancing apparent in Munro’s
carlier worl:s eventually leads to a break-
down in the sequential, or logical-linear
narrative structure. Associative shifts
tal:e the narrator to the point where even
memory cannot be controlled.

Lorna Irvine's essay is not truly femi-
nist, as has been sugpested in promo-
tional articles. Her case rests sirongly on
the critical approaches of Todorov and
I“crmode, ignoring such feminist critics
as Iristevn or Cixous. She does offer us
het views on the importance of the
mother figure, as well as the tension bet-
veen female bodies, and relates these
views to questions of flux and secrecy.

[lunro’s fiction has a strong self-
reflexive quality, and Catherine Ross
alludes to but avoids discussion on the
Earthesian notion of fiction pointing to
its own artifice. She does analyze ques-
tions of death and ceremony as well as
art and ritual. Perhaps of more interest
is Noss’s discussion of mythologizing or
“paming’” the local environment. She
micht have gone further into questions
of “re-naming’ and “‘un-naming’® (4 la
IZrocisch or Mandel), however, in order
to reveal better Munro®s later works.

Lorraine Mchullen’s analysis of lin-
guistic paradox, irony, and humour is
bricht and witty, She addresses ques-
tions of structure, confines her argu-
ment to the issues at hand, and displays
& well-researched understanding of the
oppositional roles of oxymoron,
paradox, and iromic juxtaposition.
Mchiullen elucidates Munro’s satiric
presentation of the disorder, absurdity,

and farce that result from the clash bet-
ween reality and romantic expectation.

Gerald Noonan’s attempt at analyzing
style becomes yet another discussion of
plot, theme, and narration. Noonan
does address the confrontation of art
and life, but Lawrence Mathews takes
his discussion of the same matter much
further by pointing to Munro’s tendency
to withhold information in order to ar-
rive at a disarrangement that reminds the
reader that any significant truth that
Iiterature delivers is *“partial and provi-
sional.’* Mathews’s solid study reveals
Munro’s distrust of aesthetic pattern.
He addresses questions of the fictional
mask that earlier essays in this collection
avoided.

Tim Struthers’s interview is uneven in
quality, but at points it does sparkle.

Struthers asks important questions

regarding convention and versions of
text, and if at times he misses oppor-
tunities to ask Munro pertinent ques-
tions regarding the structure of her
work, Munro herself rises to the occa-
sion and makes a number of salient com-
ments on herself and on her attifude
toward fiction. O

Lost in
translation
By JOHN OUGHTON

Quadriga for Judy: Poems, by

ichael Bujlock, Third Eye Publica-

ions, 52 pages, $6.00 paper (ISBN 0
9)

risoner o} 1he Kain: Poems in Proce,

Michael Bullock, Third Eve Publica-

ions, 118 pages, $10.00 paper (ISBN 0
a

MICHAEL BULLOCK certainly gives
George Woodcock some competition for
the title of Most Prolific Author
Brought Up in England Now Living on
the West Coast. These two collections
bring his poetry output up to eight titles
and his prose to five, unless “poems in
prose’’ should add half a title to each
column. His major eifort has been in
translation, with Buoglish renderings of
more than 150 books and plays.
Given that preponderance, it’s not
surprising that some of his original

works suggest translations from another
language. What js lost in translation for
poetry is some of the resonance and
music; without the intoxication of
original inspiration, the translator
necessarily puts more weight on imagery
and message. Prose is less dependent on
the exact texture of a language, but it is
difficnit for the translator to Anglicize
completely the sentence structure. Read-
ing a2 German novelist in English, for ex-
ample, often makes the reader play
*find the verb.”

Also, Bullock is 3 surrealist, and sur-
realism in literature has been largely the
province of non-English writers. Few
contemporary anglophone writers have
introduced elements such as the wise,
tallking fairy-tale fish, and characters
reborn throughout human history, of
Gimter Grass’s The Flounder, or the
ghosts and miracles of Marquez’s Hun-
dred Years of Solitude.

Bullock has argued that surrealism
may offer the best future path of devel-
opment for English fiction. Surrealism,
he explains, aims to reproduce zll ele-
ments of consciousness, creating an
integrated man *“in whom the conscious
and the unconscious are in harmony,

. like two horses pulling a single chariot.”

For Bullock, the unconscious provides
the literary *‘energy,”’ the conscipus *“a
spontaneous organizational role in chan-
neling this flow into a coherent work,””
He also quotes perhaps the most memor-
able of Breton's definitions of surreal-
ism: *‘a perpetual walk in the forbidden

With these theoretical underpinnings,
it is strange that both his new books suf-
fer from seeming too safe, too much on
the side of control. Certainly there is fm-
agery of pain, disintegration, menace;
but the language is overly smooth in the
poetry, and baroquely self-conscious in
the prose poems. Bullock writes with the
facility and careful choice of words of
the seasoned translator, but also with
more craft than inspiration.

In Quadriga for Judy, Bullock has
added two more horses to his uncon-
scious/conscious chariot: a ‘“‘quadriga”
is a chaript pulled by four steeds, so
Bullock gives us a fitle poem with that
image and four sections to the book,
Perhaps he intends the title to suggest
that he is going beyond the conscious/
unconscious dualism to a more complex
sensibility, but much of the poetry is
cerebral, impressionistic rather than
visceral.

“Daibutu® tells us of his fear but
doesn’t fransmit it: “Standing in the
Great Buddha/I wait to be born afresh/
reluctant to step out/for -fear/of this
new incarnation.’” He is better when his
sensitivity to nature combines with the
flow of images to produce lines like
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those closing *Knife in the Water’:
“The wound will heal/when the water
turns to jce.”

“Prisoner of the Rain’* is more prob-
lematic. Surrealist prose is an acquired
taste (as the alternatively enthusiastic
and condemuing response to Bullock’s
novel Randolph Cranstone and the
Glass Thimble showed). Surrealism in
prose works best when the unexpected
trope comes as a surprise,'a shock sug-
gesting Breton's forbidden zone. Too
many red herrings frustrate any emo-
tional effect a passage might have, as in
““The Ostrich,”’ which brings in whales
wearing ostrich-feathered hats and then
trails off with: **picnicking in the desert
or beside woods inhabited exclusively by
dormice is expressly forbidden by laws
said to derive from Moses or from even
earlier lawgivers. . . .** Granted, images
from the unconscious shouldn’t always
follow, but in the best surrealism there is
a *rightness* to the surprises, & hitherto
unsuspected resonance between the fish
and the bicycle, Would the preceding
passage really suffer if the dormice were
replaced by ““aldermen™ or Moses by
“Hammurabi’?

Some of these pieces do have the
requisite mystery and tension. When the
language is simpler and the energy there,
as they are in “*Dusk,”” the results show
it: “Night is a very tall, dark woman
armed with a curved knife that flashes
dimly in reflected light. With it she sets
free everything that day has Xkept
tethered in its place.”

That sounds like it belongs in
English.Ol

'
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In the name
of the profit

By CHARLES MANDEL

The Thomson Empire, by Susan
Goldenberg, Methuen, 266 pages,
$24.95 cloth (ISBN 0 458 98210 5).

THE THOMSOM COMPANY is Canada's
fifth largest corporation and its owner
Canada’s only billionaire. Besides own-
ing more than 200 newspapers in
Canada, the U.S., and England, it
counts among its assets extensive inter-
ests in energy, book publishing, and

data services. The corporation’s
founder, Roy Thomson, acquired two of
Britain’s most important newspapers,
the Times and Sunday Times. His son
Ken includes the Globe and Muil and the
Hudson’s Bay Company among his
holdings.

Susan Goldenberg, in The Thomson
Empire, approaches the massive Thom-
son corporation and its founder and his
son as a series of paradoxes. For exam-
ple, Goldénberg sees the company’s
newspaper monopoly in direct opposi-
tion to its investments in such competi-
tive fields as energy and book
publishing. Elsewhere, Goldenberg
outlines the reluctance with which the
company grants such minor supplies as
pens and steno pads to reporters on its
smaller newspapers. This, of course, is
happening while the company simul-
taneously bargains in the millions of
dollars for yet another paper to add to
its collection. She discovers that such
differences are equally inherent in Roy
Thomson and his son Ken. She finds
Roy to have been a flamboyant, extro-
verted wheeler-dealer; Ken is viewed as
an introverted, paler version of his
father.

Goldenberg hasn’t ignored the many
problems that have plagued the com-
pany. From the Kent Commission
jnquiry into the concentration of
newspaper ownership to the internal
bickering in the Thomson’s book-
publishing domain, she documentis the
corporate troubles to their sometimes
bitter end. Not everything is dirt and
scandal, For every bad story circulated
about a Thomson or a Thomson hold-
ing, Goldenberg finds an equally favour-
able tale to quote. Of course, any
defence of the Thomson empire orig-
inates from a Thomson employee.

If Goldenberg finds contradictions
within the Thomsons® style of business,
so too the reader will discover the
paradox in Goldenberg’s writing. An
enormous amount of meticulous
research went into the book, yet the
manner in which it is presented is less
than exciting. At her best, as when she is
dealing with Roy Thomson, Goldenberg
is skilled in uncovering the quirks and
personal mannerisms that bring that pic-
ture to life — among Thomson’s
favourite entertainments were Doris Day
movies,

Yet when the writing turns into lists of
the Thomson holdings, a seemingly end-
less procession of executives, and, out of
necessity, discussion of profit margins
and production methods, the book
becomes about as entertaining as a
report from Statistics Canada. Readers
enamoured of power will find much to
intrigue them in Goldenberg's book, but
the lists are listless. OJ
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L@@nard Cohen

“The critics can be kind or cruel, but
I always think there will be a spot for a writer
who has really put himself on the line’

THE USUALLY elusive Leonard Cohen,
not subject to the full force of the North
American limelight for some while, con-
tinues to be a concert draw in Europe.
He can sometimes be found at his home
oit a Greek island when he is not at his
house in Montreal or the upper duplex
he maintains near Los Angeles. For a
fovw days recently he surfaced with some-
thing like his old vigour but speaking far

By DOUG FETHERLING

you think you'll still have a home witha
major company?

Cohen: I don’t know. It's certainly up in
the air. The whole thrust of the business
seems to be going the way vou describe,
which is unfortunate. Even singers who
would sell over the years are simply
being ignored. One of the problems is
the value of rack space in record stores.
Also, the style of music changes very

when you stopped writing fiction,
Cohen: That’s a good point, and this
book is prose. But I don’t know that I
feel like writing prose now.

BiC: Do you think you could write
another novel ore day?

Cohen: I would like to. Of course the
novel is such a special kind of long-teml
enterpnse It demands a daily regimen
that is somewhat different from that of

more directly, less allegorical-
Iy than in the past. The occa-
sion was the release of his first
nwsic video, J Am a Holel,
and the simultaneous publica-
tion of his 10th book, Book of
Aierey. It Is his first book
since Death of a Lady’s Man
in 1978 and is described by the
publishers, McClelland &
Steveart, as ‘‘contemporary
psalms . . . which resonate
v:ith an older devotional tradi-
tfon." Idow 50 but looking 15
yoars younger in a chalk-stripe
Savile Row suit and cowboy
boots, Cohen spoke in Toron-
to with Doug Fetherling:

Looks in Camadn: How has
Yyour audience changed over
the years?

Econar@ Cohen: I haven’t
sung in North America for
about seven or eight years,
and for that and other
reasons, mostly market con-
siderations, my audience has
diminished considerably over
here. In Europe it’s continned
z and even grown

L»:C. Da you .s'r.rﬂ draw mainly
Younger people?

Cohen: The range is very
wide. There are kids of 13 and
14 and people right up to mid-
dle age.

5iCs One hears about the crisis in the
5 recording industry, how in a short time
this will meon that all the big labels will
lave no room whalever for anything but
the most commercial types of music. Do

Leonard Cohen
pwiftly in America, whereas in Burope
the audiences themselves change more
siowly and their loyalty is deeper.

BIC: In literary work, it would seem thai
your verse is becoming more prose-like,
as though to jfill the vacuwum created

song-writing or performing,
and I think my life hasn't
delivered that kind of oppor-
tunity for the past few years.
But by the end of the next tour
I’H pretty well have had it with
travelling. So that would ben
time when 1 might start some-
thing more prolonged. As they
say in rock 'n’ roll, “They
don’t pay you to sing, they
pay you to travel.”

BiC: There's been quite a
boetry renaissance in English
Montreal the past few years.
Do you feel in any way part of
that or are you just a sym-
Dpathetic onlfooker?

Cohen: Well, ’'m certainly
not what one could call a
guiding light but I am a sym-
pathetic onlooker. 1 know a
lot of the guys. You know, I
bump into them in the
restaurants on the Main and in
the bars. I’ve penerally had a
very — what would you call
it? — personalistic approach
to the literary scene. I'm
always interested in what Joni
Mitchell or Layton or Dennis
Lee is doing. There are two
writers I've met in the past few
years whose work 1 think is
really fine. One of them is

Henry Moscovitch, whom I
think is one of the best poets in the
country. The other is a young man nam-
ed Philippe Tetrauli who calls himself
Harry Two Hats and lives sometimes on
Mount Royal.

BIC: To what extent did you consclously
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have the Old Testament in mind when
decfdmg on the language for Book of
I\AEI'I‘.S‘

Lohen: That was just the natural
language of praver for me. I just tried to
bring to the experience whatever skills I
had as a writer, but the thrust of the
thing was not to create writing. I do
think that the -book is wvery, very
modern. I don’t think that the general
sensibility of readers, of ordinary people
who don’t read, would be ill at ease with
this bool. They would find it a lot easier

than people who are desply Interested in

writing, because there would be certain
agreements that would be unchallenged,
unquestioned by ordinary church-going
people who have not been exposed to
modern writing and would have no rela-
tionship o anything Joycean or post-
Joycean — and [ also think that people
who have too deep an investment in
modernism would find the book offen-
sive from that point of view.

EiC: Do you hoid as sirongly as you
once did views about the importance of
ceremony in everyday life?

Cohen: I think that whether we call them
ceremonics or not people do fall into
patterns of greeting one another, of
experiencing phenomena. My feeling is
that there are certaip patterns that have
been developed and discerned to be
extremely nourishing. It seems to be a
waste to discard them. There are some
of them from our traditions that I think
are very worthwhile.

MC: OF the religious sort?

Cohen: In a real religious life, such as I
don’t lead but have led from time to

time, there is a vision for everything that

comes up. For instance, in the orthodox
Jewish tradition there’s a blessing for
everything: when you see a rainbow,
when vou meet a wise man, when you
meet a stupid man, when you hear bad
news. They all start off, “*Blessed are
Thou, Iling of the Universe, the True
Judge. . . .”" In other words, we can’t
determine where bad news fits in. When
you sec someone who’s very beautiful,
or who's deformed, it"s the same bles-
sing. It's *“Blessed are Thou, King of the
Universe, who varied the appearance of
this creature. . . .”* I’'m not saying that
everyone should learn the blessings, but
that kind of approach to things, where
there is a reference aiways beyond the
activity, is a perspective that I think is
very valuable. Most of our ceremonies,
the ones we develop ourselves, usually
out of cowardice, ambition, or just
mean-spiritedness, all have that.

BiC: Uhen there is a wholesale turning
away from even anti-romanticism, such
as we're seeing in the past few years,
what do you believe that says for your
place in the scheme of things?
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Cohen: I think there’s always a place for
my kind of writer. I'm not sure what
kind that is. But, you know, your sales
can go up and down, your audience can
change, the critics can be kind or cruel,
but I always think there will be a spot for

a writer who has really put himself on
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the line, whatever his vocabulary, what-
ever his understanding of what post-
sl masan B mm Aawar Al tlhana i
IMVUGL LIS Ui awuy Wi HiIVaW CLEED
demands. I think there is a heart and
tbat the heart is manifest in writing and
that it always will penetrate mere

fashion. OO

THE BROWSER

Bathroom browsmg notes on the dubious
authorship of Alice in Wonderland and other
morally trivial forms of art

By MORRIS WOLFE

ACCORDING TOQ the Continental Histor-
fcal Society of San Francisco, the real
author of Alice In Wonderland was
Queen Victoria. They have a computer
that proves it. A recent letter to The
Guardian by one Robert Leeson takes
the notion even further. Alfce wasn’t
writien by Queen Victoria; it was wriiien
by a commitiee assembled by the Queen.
Members of the committee included
Disraeli, Gladstone, Charles Darwin,
Florence Nightingale, John Ruskin,
George Bliot, and William Booth. Karl
Marx was briefly a member, but he guit
in a dispute over royalties. The young
Sigmund Frend (he was nine) con-
tributed the metaphor of the rabbit hole.
The commutee, says Leeson, “met
several times and ihe secretary, a doil
with literary pretensions named
Dodgson, took copious notes. Unfor-
tunately, consensus proved almost im-
possible and a majority finally declined
to allow the project to go ahead.
Dodgson, in chagrin, published the ver-
batim notes.””

ALONG WITH about 150 others, I recently
v:ewed the entire 15-part three-hour ver-
sion of Al Ramitis"s mpcumcm.c'n film
Amerika at a private screening in
Toronto. Razutis, who teaches film at
Simon Fraser University, worked on the
project from 1972 to 1983. Amerika
locks at some of the central images of
our culture — the TV commercial, for
example. A seven-minute segment titled
“A Message From QOur Sponsor” inter-
cuts hard-core footage with the soft-core
porn of familiar commercials. Razutis

makes explicit what is implicit in the ads.

But surely the point is obvious, and his
use of the hard-core material is merely

‘gratuitous. (This comment should nof be

construed as an argument in favour of
the Ontario censor board's banning of

the film.) Amerika isn’t without some
lovely moments. There’s a sequence in
which billboards in a city become TV
screens; as we're driven past them they
come to look like rear-view mirrors.

ON THE SUBJECT of censorshlp an inter-
esung DlI OI TESEETGII- in wuu, uﬁﬁﬁs
the week after the Fonz fook out a
library card on an episode of Happy
Days, the number of young people
applying for membership in U.S.
libraries increased by 500 per cent. Sure- -
ly that’s no coincidence. It seems safe to
assume the Fonz’s behaviour caused the
increase. Television, I have no doubt,
causes other things too —- including bad
thmgs. bl | § you believe,”” Irving Kristol
has wrilien, ““ifiat no one was ever coi-
rupted by a book, you have also to
believe that no one was ever improved
by a book (or a play or a movie). You
have to believe, in other words, that all
art is morally trivial.’*

THE 25th anniversary issue (No. 100) of
Canadian Literature (University of
British Columbia, 384 pages, $15.00)
may be the best yet. It demonstrates the

health of its subject by publishing essays

(almost all non-academic) and poems by
97 of Canada’s leading writers. The issue
also contains dozens of lovely prints (by
unnamed artisis) and, Lke those that
have preceded it, has been beautifully
produced by Morris Printing of Vie-
toria. One of the best essays is a memoir
by Henry Kreisel about his search for
Canadian literature during his early days

in Canada (he arrived in the spnng of
1040 Kraical rennrte that in 101
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Douglas Grant, then editor of the
University of Toronto Quarterly asked
him how long he thought the then two-
year-old Canadian Literature could sur-
vive. Grant thought material for articles
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would soon be exhausted. So there,
Douoglas Grant.

THERE ARE no longer announcers on
CBC radio, it seems; there are person-
alities. In the good old days, announcers
used to tell us the name of the piece of
music aboul to be played and who was
peiforming it. Persoralities, on the
other hand, feel compelled to chatter
away at us about what the piece means
to them, when and under what circum-
stances they first heard it, and so on,
The trouble is, these are personalities
vithout any personality. The same prob-
lem afflicts The Journal’s People
magazine approach to coverage of the
arts. YW.P. [linsella isn’t a writer; he'sa
personality — a personality who used to
sell pizza and now sells dreams.

I'VE FOUND the ideal bathroom book —
at least for encyclopediaphiles like me.
And I found it on a remainder table. It’s

e A L —— e -t

Riakers of Modern Culture, edited by
Justin Wintle (Routledge & Kegan Paul,
pages). Unlike Trhe New Columbija
Encyclopedia, say, this book offers
more than just basic facts on the more
than 500 individuals included. (Indeed,
given the occasional inaccuracies of
Makers of Modern Cufture, Columbia is
factually the more reliable book.) But
Makers also provides a real attempt at
interpretation, and it does so in a style
that’s always readable. Its prose was
neither.written by a committee nor a
computer. *‘It never occurred to George
Gershwin,*”” writes Wilfred Mellers,
‘"that distinctions might be drawn be-
tween making songs and selling them;
and intuitively he was right in believing
that, although commercial art operates
in order to make money, it will do so
best if the dreams it proffers bear some
relation to people’s emotional needs.”
I've spent many happy hours in my
bathroom in recent months, [J

CHILDREN'S BOOKS

Fact and fantasy: from the perils
of a mythical kingdom to time-travel romance
in the ‘real’ Barkerville

By MARY AINSLIE SMITH

T CREATE another counéry, compleie
with a believable geography, history,
and social network, isn’t easy. C.S.
Lewis did with Narnia, but other
writers’ efforts are ofien too embar-
rassingly terrible to read through: .But

Paspal’s In the City of the King
(Groundwood, 144 pages, $7.95 paper)

1s real enough to involve pre-teen readers

in the problems of its citizens. Pasnak’s

opening paragraph immediately places
his readers in another time and place:
There is a place on the borders of the
highlands of Estria, a low hill. Looking
buack from it, you can see clear across
the high plain to the mountains. Look-
ine forward, vou can see the land fall
suddenly away to the rolling lowlands
bulow. Bevond, in the far distance,
there is the shifting and twinkling of the
sea, and on its shore the spires and
domes of Rakhbad, the City of the

Ring.

This is the perspective of the story’s
main characters, introduced in the next
two paracraphs: Elena, a young giirl,
“*small, slight and dark, dressed in a rag-
ged jerkin and tights,” and Ariel, her

companion, *““a long, thin man with a
lean brown face folded and creased by
the weather.’* They are travelling enter-
tainers — musicians, dancers, jugglers
~- and their journey through Estria is
filled with adventure, mystery, and
danger,

The king of Estria has fallen under
evil influences. His true advisers have
been usurped by sinister priests who
have alienated him from his son, Prince
Yadral, and seek to control his mind and
thus the whole country. But the Brother-
hood of the Silent Heart, a secret society
of honest men that includes Ariel, is
working io restore health and order to
Estria and fts citizens.

Elena is drawn into the intrigue. Her
youth and innocence gain her access to
the king, and make her his only link with
light and sanity as the priests tighten
their control over him. This also places
her in sericus danger, as she makes a
bargain with the king that she will forfeit
her Jife if his son does not reappear
within three days. In the true style of
high adventure, the priests are attempt-
ing to light the pyre to burn her alive
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when Ariel and Yadral rescue her and
overthrow the evil councillors.

Pasnak (who lives in Alberta) writes
well, never over-embellishing, but allow-
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ing the flavour of Estria to come

through on its own. Elena makes a good |

heroine, growing as the story progresses,
discovering more about her inner
resources and learning to appreciate the
value of friendship and loyalty. But one
problem is that, as the adventure draws
to a quick and generally satisfactory
conclusion, some threads of the con-
spiracy are left dangling and unresolved,
and the significance of some characters
is hinted at but not developed. The end
of the story suggests that Ariel and
Elena wilt have more adventures. That is
to be hoped, because Esiria and its
inhabitants could eam a firm place in
the landscape of Canadian children’s

literature.
Tie-Breaker, by Jack Batten (Irwin
|Pub;‘ ing, 184 pages, $8.95 gager}.|

could perhaps be classified as another
fantasy. The hero, 16-vear-old Brad
Praser from Toronto, is a good tennis
player — 50 good that he finds himself
plaving John McEnroe in the quarter-
finals at Wimbledon. Brad has just
about everything going for him. Besides
his tennis ability, he has an affluent
background, a supportive family, and a
beautiful, sympathetic girl-friend,
herself extraordinarily talented, a rising
star at the National Ballet School. Brad
has a charming modesty, and the incred-
ulity with which he greets his personal
success makes him an appealing hero,
But since a simple success story would
presumably not make good fiction, Bat-
ten superimposes a plot complication, a
mandatory cloud in the sunny sky. The
tennis equipment sales representative
who has befriended Brad for five years,

- supplying him with complimentary gear

and encouraging his talent, suddenly
demands payment. He insists that Brad
supply him with a gram of cocaine to
repay past favours. Batten tries to con-
vince us that Brad cannot simply say no
to this demand, even though he very
much wants to, and so he has Brad
drawn briefly, and very unconvincingly,
into the underworld of Toronto drug-
dealing. .
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This volume includes 12 of Canada’s
finest English plays rom the past 25
years, plus an introduction, notes,
biographical information, and pro-
duction histories.

A Penguin Book $16.95
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ARCTIC CHASE
oa brilliant, history of whaling by
Dan Francis,

WET & FAT
o a classy, fully illustrated guide to
whales and seals. Jon Lien and
the Whale Research Group.
Hlustrated by Don Wright.

GETTING ALONG
o Whales and fishermen. An
informative student book, fully
illustrated, for the 3-10 year old.
Jon Lien and the Whale
Research Group.

PO Dox 20£1277 Duckwanh SL St John's Niid
S ANCSES

This plot twist doesn’t interfere very
much with the real heart of the story,
Brad’s success at tennis, which Batten
writes about very well, Anyone with
even a superficial knowledge of the
game will be caught up in the excitement
of the matches that lead Brad to his
appearance on Wimbledon's famous
Centre Court.

The hero of Cowboys Don’t , by

arilyn Halvorson (Irwin Publishing,

pages, $8.95 paper), 15 also a winner,
although less spectacularly so than Brad
Fraser. Shan¢ Morgan has spent his life
travelling the rodeo circuit with his
parents. But when his mother is killed in
a car accident, everything changes. His
father, who has been a top bull rider,
begins to drink heavily; prize money
becomés scarce; and relations between
father and son grow very strained.

When Shane’s grandfather dies, he
and his father inherit 2 small ranch in
Afberta, and for the first time Shane
attends school regularly and makes
friends his own age. He discovers that he
is good at school and exceptional at
sports, but the gap between himself and
his father widens with near tragic results
before they resolve their problems.
Halvorson, a teacher and a rancher
herself, writes with understanding about
young people, and the background of
horses and rodeos will make this story
popular with many readers.

Mackay's The Minerva Program (James
Lorimer, 178 pages, $12.95 cloth, $5.95
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conscious and awkward, she is the sort
of girl to whom accidents are attracted.
Gym classes are particular nightmares
for her, but mathematics fascinates and
delights her, and when she is picked to
be part of a special course in computers
she realizes she has found her niche.
Then disaster strikes. At report card
time, Minerva’s gym mark has been
altered, and she is accused of tampering
with the school’s computer program-
ming. Unjustly banned from using the
school’s computers, she sets out to clear
her name. .

Minerva’s feelings for the computer
are sympathetically presented, and many
young programmers will identify with
her. It is also reassuring to be told that
computers will not replace — and can
even enhance — the values of friendship
and loyalty.

Always Ask for a Transfer, bTVan_cyl
|Kasger (124 pages, $3.25 paper), is one
of a series of novels for young readers
from Nelson Canada. Willy, the hero, is
a foster child. He and his younger sister
Laura are victims of their father’s drink-
ing; they have been shuffled from one
foster home to another, waiting until
their mother can care for them again. As

paper), is noi a success at school. Self-

the story begins, they have been sent toa
different sort of home, Their new foster
parents, Dino and Yota Bazos, are
Greek immigrants with no children of
their own. The story tells how the Bazos’
warmth and the strength behind their
traditional values break down Willy's
bitterness and alienation.

No overview of books for pre-teens
would be complete without mention of
at least one about time travel, surely the
most popular gimmick in current Cana-

jan juvenile liciion, Your

Time, by Ann Walsh (Press Porcépic,
157 pages, $6.95 paper), Is set mn Wells,
B.C., where 15-year-old Elizabcth finds
herself transplanted when her mother, in
search of independence and fulfilment,
begins work as a cook in a local hotel.
Lonely, missing the rest of her family
back in Vancouver, Elizabeth finds
diversion in exploring nearby Barker-
ville, the reconstructed site of the 18370
gold-rush town. She finds a ring in the
old cemetery that, when she twists it on
her finger, takes her back in time to the
real Barkervifle. There she meets and
falls in love with 17-year-old Steven
Baker. Another twist of the ring returns
her to her own time period. As well as
exploring the complications of being in
love with someone from another time
and place, the story imparts some inter-
esting information about the excitement
and hardships of life in a frontier
society. -0

LETTERS

I A )

More on
metafiction

LikE wow! Reading Geoff Hancock’s

Tetter in your June-July issue really blew
my mind. To think that we have all been
labouring under the illusion that the
universe had some order to it. Now I
have the great insight thanks to Han-
cock. Like the whole thing is just a
formless chaos, eh? I can’t wait to tell
the guys over in the Science Building
that they can stop boiling up all those
chemicals and zapping those energy
fields. It's just pointless to try and
impose scientific orderly theories on a
formless chaos. This news will also bea
big relief for all my pals in the nuclear
disarmament movement. The bombs are
only the physical manifestations of
ordetly theories that every metafictional
writer knows are an illusion. Whoopee!
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All you have to do to gain the great
trath is to rip into a few chaotic meta-
fictional short stories, FHow do we know
that metafiction is an accurate portrayal
of the formless chaos? Geoff Hancock
says it “‘represents™ reality. He can show
how critics have traced metafictional
elements in the works of various writers
in a “clear line" of chronology.

Teaching English literature shonld be
a brecze in the post-metafictional era.
What a relief not to be forced to figure
out what fictional works mean or how
plots follov along logically. No deep
meanings, little traditional character
development, no clichés of language,
and the breakdown of familiar patterns
of order, along with a fragmented
method of juxtaposition should make
fife in gencral a lot easier.

Lil:e thera’s no need to get all hot and
bothered about which came first, meta-
fiction or television. It would only be
important if some traditional cause and
effect were asserted. But metafictional
reality denies this in favour of “lateral
causation.”” See my forthcoming article,
“How World War One Caused World
War Two.”

Once I realized that “*history is going
into nothing,*’ I decided to go into a new
line of work anyway. I mean like once
you know that 19th-century liberalism
and social justice have been defeated by
modern history, what is there ¢to do?
Personally I am setting up a franchise
operation for moxibustion drive-ins that
will offer a free acupuncture on the side.

F.K. Donnelly

Associate Professor of History
University of New Brunswick
Saint John, N.B.

ONE POINT in Geoff Hancock’s letter in
your June-July issue needs clearing up.
It was foolish of me to assume that all
readers would be familiar with the rather
old-fashioned technical term *‘bar-
barism,” meaning a compound word
whose elements come from two different
languages, usvally Greek and Latin.
Like *‘television.” Or “metafiction.”
By doing this I unwittingly gave Han-
cock the impression that I was hostile to
barbarians. Heavens, no. Some of my
best friends . . .
I.M. Owen
Toronto

MOW THAT ONTARIO'S censor board
has moved in on art shows (just
because it calls itself art doesn’t mean
it isn’t filth), can there be any doubt
whether Gbraries will be next? We
understand that, in the interests of
blandness, the board has already pro-
posed the laundering of titles of
Canadian books. The Edible
Yoman, for instance, will be known
in Ontario as Margaret Atwood'’s
Diet Book, and Michael Ondaatje’s
Coming Through Slaughter is to be
retitled Making Progress Through
Desiruction. Readers are invited to
rewrite other well-known titles to
purge them of all sexual innuendo.
The prize is $25. Deadline: October
1. Address: CanWit No. 95, Books in
Canada, 366 Adelaide Street East,
Toronto M5A 3X9,

Reoulis of CanWit No. 93
CAN IT BE that none of our readers
found anything funny about the
resignation of Pierre Trudeau? Or
has the PMO been tampering with
our mail? Whatever the case, our re-
quest for excerpts from the forth-
coming Trudeau memoirs — drawing
heavily on other literary forms — was
greeted by almost universal silence.
The winner is Victoria Ellison of

CanWit

No. 95

Clandeboye, Ont., for 2 memoir that
begins:

Call me Pierre. Some years ago —
never mind how long precisely —
having little else to do or to interest
me, I thought 1 would enter politics
and see the governing places of the
world. As an antidote to boredom
and depression, I became leader of
this country. There is nothing sur-
prising in this. Many other men
would like to do the same. But I suc-
ceeded. You can also call me God.

Honourable mention:

Counierattack

From mania lo maniac
My name was bright end then was

black,
The media were never slack
In processing qnti-Trudeau flack.
Of Margaret keeping peeping track
Of myself, chranicling every lack,
I became a nut to crack,
It got to where just any hack
Would in vox popull invite me to pack
If only my parly gave me the sack,
For Turner I should turn my back!
Well, now, alors, alas, alack
Canada’s usual undistinguished knock
Of choosing a prime ministerial quack
Will return this country 10 ruin and

wrack.

— Elaine Matlow, Toronto
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THE EDH'ORS RECOMMEND

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

FICTION

Dianer Along the Amazon, by Timothy Find-
ley, Penguin. Against a background that at
first seems familiar, Findley's characters
find themselves in a world of mistaken as-
sumptions. Their passionate struggle to
make sense of what is happening provides
some cxtraordinary stories.

POETRY

Kerrisdale Elegies, by George Bowering,
Coach House Press. No Jonger young but
still taking large risks, Bowering mixes old
wisdom with [resh insight in his most far-
reaching book. Essentially one long poem
broken into 10 parts, Kerrisdale Elegies is
breathtaking, and its accomplishment
matches jts ambition.

BOOKS RECEIVED

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

The Alarm Clock, by Helme Heine, Annick Press.
Amerlean Indiag Paitery, by Skaron Wi, Hancock House.
Among Friends, by L.R. Wri Daubhd

The A}numu Unicomn, by orence Vale, The Porctipine's

Qu

Amphiblans pné Repriles of Nova Scotla, by John Qilben,
Nova Scofia Muszum,

The Anlmz)s Within, by David Day, 'Pnlumbra

The Annotpted Bibli ¥ of Canadas M)
Yolume ¥, edited by Leckerand Jack

The Anilered Boy, by Lloyd Abbey, Oberon.

Aroond the CourseIn 19 Hnls. I:y l..n Linkert, illusirated by
the author, Harbour Publishi Lud.

The Art of Complalalng, by Phﬁundman:mn. Musson.

The Ari of (he Totem, by Mardus Barbeau, Hancock House.

Arpects of Marltime Reglonallsm, 1867-1927, hy Ernest R.
Forbes, The Canadian Hislorical Associatio

Baker's Dozen: Storles by Wornen, edited by Ihe 'Fiqme Col-
lective, The Women's Press.

Barkerville, by Florence McNeil, Thistledown Press,

Ih;’lﬂrglz The 'l'cwm that Gold Budlt, by Lorraine Hamls,

an

Basle Rules for 'Ihumlng In French, by Alaln Baudot and

‘Therese Lior, Groupe de recherche en &udey france-

A EI:'I of Biscults, by Kathleen Nichol, Banesink Press.
Beauliful Chanee, by Leroy Gorman, Soulh Western

Onizrio poelry.
A g:mlll'a:fnllm?‘. by Charles Sauriol, Natural Herifage/

urul History In
Blnulll the Skin of Pllr.ldluz The Pial Poems, by Judith

Fuzgerald, Black Moss P
T Best Glte: A Revord ol' the Carnegle Librurles in On-
toro, by Margaret Beckman ef of., Dundum Press.
HW! Jane Wilie Cheese Coplbook, by Betty Jane
e, Oxlol
Begou;lm the Dwr. by Jacqueline Nugent, Grouniwood

A ll&ﬂl:r ABC, by Allan hoak, Tundra,

Penny Ragweed Press.

, by Mlmirﬂ- Atwood, Seal Books.

Bloody Victory: ‘Conaiions and the D-Day Campaign 194-1.
by J.L. Granatstein snd Desmond Morton, Lester &
Orpen Dennys,

?&"?"Fim.'“*w"’vfﬁ‘ Evarn Logean Wustraied by

ok ol 5 m bt 1, 1useral
Drew McGhle, Prentice-!

Fall
A Bool: of “'Ildllnnm. by Wlllllm A. Niering, illustrated
by Anita Marc, Prentice-
Brian Mulroney: Tha Bw I‘mm Bale-Comeau, by Rae
Murphy er oL, James Lorimer.

or Authors,
, ECW
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C.onadlm Viumun and the Second World War, by Ruth
h Fir-0n, Fhe Canadlan Histarieal Assoclutlon.

AL ritcr-In 194, editad By W, H, Naw, UBC Press.
oy Rudncam.ttion, by Joz Fishor, Colling.
Minbar, by Luila Pepper, Black Moss Pross.
sfzattun, by Paulcoe Jikes, M & 8.

K ., by Morovan Laine, Penguin.

Chag, ncludlni Me, by J. Gordon Drysdale, Lancelot

Fr.-

Children of Prisllege: Student Revoll In the Shtles, by Cyxil
Lot U cl T Pre- .

CUdron™ Chales » uf Canadian Boohs, Valume 3, udited by
sharesrct Cageh.y, Citizen™s Commine: on Children.

Cirla;s Chiun £ and the Dragon's Daace, by Ian Wallace,
Ooupls & Melntyre

Clapp™ Iach, by Willlam Rowe, M & S,

Tl ; Act : Etlqu.tte For Today, by Exve Drgbot, Avon.

Ce2chin:: tn Yvin: Snceer for the Younz Player. by Tony

Caiter ', Totem.

Ty Celnr of Greud, by Gary F. Yaloour, Avon.

Tie Comnumist hial In Hepel and Maors, by David
ALeGroror, U of T Press.

Conflict and Compromise In Mullilingoal Nocletles,
"olu;n:- 1, by It D, McRae, Wilfrid Laurivr Univer-
uly Fiw -

Ceazy Teas, by Ecn Roberts, Douglis & Mclntyre.

;¢ Shacls The Full Story of (he World Credll Crisls, by
Dol Dotamande. Lestoe & Orpen Donrys.

Dinner Aluns the Amazon. by Timothy Findley, Penguin.

Dircumnts en Rolaifons betwesn Canada and Newfound-
Lend, Vo, 2: 12501049, Paris I and 11, cdited by Paul
Rridle, D.partment of Exiernal Affalrs,

Duplk: . aad the Unlon Naionale Adminkiration, by
Tichard Jones, The Canadian Historical Association.

Cch Mom:nt As 1t Flles, by Harry Bruce, Methusn,

Ly Sunzs, by Jum. s Howton, M & S.

. Nrrrzn: His Life and Schobrship, cdited by Roger

V. Bov.en, U of T Press.

An Endurlax Heriluge: Black Contribuifuns to Enrly On-
tarlo, B, Hendeaw and the Ontodoe Mintsry of Citlzen-
~hip and Culiure, Dundurn Press.

Ti. Erli.h Fact In Quchee, by Sheila Melcod Amopoulos
and Donwniqus Clift, McGHl-Quecns Universty Press.
Tn; E(l]ullne GuyHonnaire, by V. David Godson, Godsen

ull-lonr,

Lihnie Dirctary of Canada, compilad by Viadimur hMarke-
ti¢ and Bob Hronradink, Western Publishers.

Lehple B ue-. editod by Dantale Jutcau-Lee, Les Presses de
L'Unruorsiré de Monireal

Laa®s Hur, saran Liifchen. by Eva Kends, Try Koy Enter-

PTG

The Externl Audlt (Second Edlifon), by R.G. Anderson,
Cuapp Clarh Puman,

Fulllng Frum Grece. by Elly Van de Walle, Prese Gang.

The Famils: Chareing Trends in Camada, by Maurcen
Bater, MuGras-Hill Ryerson.

Lur Out i .n't Far Enough, by Tomi Ungercr, Mothuen.

The Ful.ul Transle: Isracl, the Unlled States aod the
Patettinfar,, by Noam Chomsky, Black Rose Books

l.-:; Feurs $auhages, by Dannls Adair and Jacer Rozensiock,
AT

CILASSHFIED

Classified rates: %8 per line (40
characters to the line). Deadline: first of
the month for 1ssue dated following
month. Address: Books in Canada Class-
ified, 366 Adelaide Street East, Toronto
MBA 2X9. Phone: (416) 363-5426.

ALEXANDRA'S LEBANESE COOKING,
5595 plus 50¢ postage. Write to 48
Elmwood Drive, Amherst, N.S., B4H 2H3.
iake cheques payable to A.L.G.

GREY LATTERS. The Peace Arts An-
thology. Nexs poems and storles from
many of Canada's finest writers. Limlted
edition of 500 vols. Advance purchasas
iprior to Sept. 1} will be shipped free of
charge. Cloth, 120 pp. $18.00. Contact
PEACE ARTS PUBLISHERS, English
Department, Carleton University, Oft-
tagwa. Ont. K1S 5B6. Pub. date: Oct. 1,
1984.

FOR SALE. Thriving profitable bockshop
in Edmonton. Gross annual sales ap-
prox. $370,000. Apply 11334 78th Ave.,
Edmonton, TG 0M9. All queries
ansvrered.
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l-‘lsgnln in 1;lle ‘West, by David Carpenter, Western Producer

ral 00!

‘The Flying Rabbit of Pense Mcets Young Fox and Pumpkin,
by Roy Cullimore, Smal Fl's'&

418 Clty of Edmonton Squadron History, by Arnold P.
Vaughan, The Hangar Bookshell.

Rock, by Jocelyn Stevenson, CBC Enterprises.

Fraser Canyon, by Lorraine Hazvis, Hancock House.

Fricze, by John Lent, Thistiedown Press.

The Future of Graln, by Terry Yeceman and Michelle Vee-
man, James mes.

From the Bedside Beok of Niphtmares, by Sunitl Namjoshl,
Fiddlehead Pocuy Books/Gaose Lane Editiops.

The General Preface and Life of Dz. Jotn Norih, ediied by
Peter Millard, U of T Press.

Gold Alobp the Fraser, by Lorraine Harris, Honcock House.

Gold Earrings, by Sharon Stevenson, Pulp Press.

The Grand Prix of Canada, by Gerald Donaldson, Aven.

The Great Depression of the 19305 in Canada, by Michlel
Hoen, Canadian Histotical Association.

Great Momenis In Conadlan History, by Jobn Roben
Colembo with drawings by Whalley, Hounslow Press.

Gunbaat Frontler, by Barry M. Gough, UBC Press.

Guide to Tndlan Artifacis of the Noribenst, by Roger W.
Muoelter, Hancock House.

A Hupd Man o Beat, by [loward White, Pulp Frecs.

Healthfulness of Life, by Russ WHiking and Owen Adams,
Tnstitute for Research on Public Policy.

Herbil the Getdll, by Mexle Bonar Enns, Small FEE

How Ottawn Decldes (second editlon), by Richard D, French
and Richard Van Loon, Lorlmer.

How Ottawn Spends¢ 1984 The New Agenda, edited by Allan
M. Maslove, Methuen.

How to Profl{ from the Next Canadlan Reak Estate Boom,
by Henry B. Zimmer, Huntlg.

How To wlib Sell-Hypnosis, by Stephen Steiner, Image Pub-

Fishing.

Iuminatlons: The Days of Oor Youth, selected by Andrew
Garrod and David Staines, Gage.

Imogining Horses, by John Bemzose, Black Mass Press.

Intloate Friends, by Charlotte Vale Allen, Seal.

Intellect ond Seelal Consclence: Essays on Bertrand Russell’s
Early Work, edited by Margaret hMoran and Carl sEadonI.

Iiatlan Conadlan Velces, codited by Caroline hMorgan
DIQiovannl, Mosalc Press.

The Joanne Kotes Toronte Restzuranl Guolde, Methuen/
Somerville House.

.I'nllm EI?C?# An Essay and Blblioptaphy, by Fraser Suther-
and, 5

Join the Computer Revolutien], by Knthlene Willing and
Suzanne Girard, Highvay Bonhhulp.

The Keeper of the Isls Light, by Monlea Hughes, Bantam.

Lady with Chains, by Roch Carrler, Anansl

“The Last Bulfalo, by Joan Murray, Pagurian Press.

Legends, Odditfes znd Facts frum the Muxitime Provinces,
by‘nohnﬂ H. Sherwood, Lancelol Press Lid.

Let's Dry It, by Bernlce Neff, Hancock House.

The Loug Blue of Ontorfo; A Vacatlon Gulde
Conada's Greal es Consts, by Daris Scharfenbers,
William B. Eerdmans Pub. Co.

The Loog Road Home, by Fred Cederberg, General.

Lovok Ma . . . No Hanils, by Allan Fo ghum, Scal.

Love's Sreet Relumn: The Horlequin Story, by Margare
Axn Jensen, The Women's Press.

The Loyulists: Revolution, Exile, Scitlement, by Christopher
Mpoare, Macmillan.

“The Man' From the Sea, by James B. Lamb, Lancelol.

Mature Falih, by Panl Trudinzer, Fryc Pub.

The Man Who Sang In His Sicep, by Robin Skelton, The
Porcupine’s Quill. .

Meloncholy Elephants, by Spider Roblnson, Penguin,

The Menopanse, by Jean Coope, Prentice-Hall.

Menial Gymnasiles, by Ken Weber, Methuen.

The Merry Wives of Windsor, Stratford Festival Edition,
CBC Emerprises.

Mikveh Man, by Sharon Drache, Ayh Pross-

Muan of Winteriime, by John Webiter Grant, U of T Press.

A Mouthorpan for Angels, by Robert Glbbs, Oberon.

Movemenis and M ; Medio and Radical Polites In
Quebec, by More R: . between-the-lines. .

Moviag and Growlng: Exercises nnd Actisliies for Twos,
Threes, nud Fours, by Marlene Dalley, Fitness Canada
and the Canadian Institute of Child Health.

Mysicrions Powell Lake, by Carla Mohley, Hancack House,

The Myth of the Savage and (he Beglanings of French
Coloalalism |n tbhe Americas, by Otive Patricia Dickason,
Unlversity of Alberta Press.

Narelssisiie Narrative, the petafletional Paradox, by Linda
Hutcheon, Methuen,

The Natlon La the Schools, by Rowland M. Lorimer, OISE

Press.

Nallve Hunler scries, by R. Stephen Irwin, Hancock House.

Never a Doll Moment, by Peggy Halmes, Collins.

The New Aci ené what It Means, The Ontasio Ministry of
Citizenship and Calture.

New Brunswick, A Hisiory: 1784-1867, by W.S. MacNunt,
Macmillan.

New: West Coast Fictlon, Pulp Press.

Nlagara-on-the-Lake Guldebook, by John L. Fleld, pub-
lished by the quibor.

1944 The Canodlans [o Normondy, by Reginald H. Roy,
Macmillan.

The Noribwest Territorics 1905-1930, by Momis Zaslow,
The Canadian Historical Assoclation.

04k fsland, Nova Scolla: The World’s Grealest Treasure
Hunt, by Millic Evans and Eric Mullen, Hounslow Press.

Of Women and Advertlsing, by John S. Stralton, M & 5.

Old Time Travel in Nova Scatla, by Edith Mosher, Lancelot.

On Nights Like This, by Masianne Eluger, Brick Books.

e + Poems Selected and New, by Clifton Whiten,

Mosaie.
Oniario: A Loving Look, by Lotralne Monk, M & 5.
The Orange ond the Black, by RS. Pennefother, Orangeand

Black.
Orfentation 1o Secondary Sebool, by William A. Borgen.and

.lllohl;%. Knlght, Guidazce Centre, Faculty of Education,

ol T-

Other Channelst An Anthology of New Canadlan Paetry,
cd. Shaunt Basmajian & Sfoncs.

Dutdeor Safety and Survival, by the Government of BC,
Douglas & Mclntyre.

‘Tie Ontport People, by Claire Mowat, Seal.

The Panie Field, by Douglas Lochhead, Goose Lane Edi-

tions.
Parudise Siding, by Allan Donaldson, Gobse Lane Editions.
Peacekeeping In Vietnam, by Ramesh Thakur, Unlversity
of Albenta Press.
The Plan, by James N. Willfams, Canada’s Wings, Inc.
The Pool in the Desert, by Sara Jeannetre Duncan,

Pullglln.

The Pope in Canada, by Elizabeth Fisher, Fitzhenry &
Whiteside.

Portralt of Norman Wells, by Calln Ross, Forbes Publica-
tions

Postmark Toronto: 150 Years of Posinl Service, Canada
Paost Corporation-

The Promise, by Wanda Blyma Campbell, Pulp Press.

Propheties Near the Speed of Light, by Eva Tibanyl, Thistle-

down Press.

Rafling In Beitish Columbla, by Doug VanDine and Bernand
Fandrich, Hancock House.

Real Ploces ond Imapioacy Men, by Bamy Dempster,

QOberon.

Rebulidiog from Wilbln: Remedles for Canada’s Afliog
Economy, by Abraham Rotsicin, Lorimer.

llell’l nlg h?mi Rezson, edited by J. Douglas Rabb, Frye

ublishing.

Rider Pride: The Story of Canada’s Best-Laved Foolball
Team, by Rober Calder apd Gamry Andrews, Western
Producer Pralrie Books.

_Rotien Island, by Willlam Steig, Douglas & Melntyre.

Sag‘ljl:ﬂm: Scenes from a Popular History, by George W.

yler.
Salls of Fundy: The Schooners and Sqnareri of the
Purtsboro Shore, by Stanley T, Spicer, L.
Schooner; Bluenose nnd Bloenose I, by Sliver Donald
Cameron, Seal.
Sexual Belizvlour of Canadian Young People, by Edward 8,
Herold, Fitzhenry & Whiteslde.
A Shadow in the Wind, by Herb Barren, Seagull Publishing.
Siogiog Owr History, by Edith Fowke and Alan Mills,

Doubleday.

The Skr Charles G.D. Roberts Symposium, edited by Glenn
Clever, University of Ottawa Press. )

Sons ond Seals: A Voyage to the [ee, by Guy Wright, Instl-
rate of Soclal and Ecopomlc Ressarch, the Memorial
University of Newloundiand,

Smoke Detector, by Eric Wright, Collins.

Soclnl Democracy In Manltoba: A History of the CCF/NDF,
by Nelson Wiseman, University of Manlioba Press.

“Some Slﬂgt Tulk Aboul the Music Business™, by Mona
Coxson, CM Books.

Spirit of Toronto, cdited by Margaret Lindsay Holton,
Image Publishing.

Sonshine: s Humon and Natoral Herltage, by Robert W.
Sandford, Sunshine Village,

Swallow, by D.M. Thomas, Lester & Orpen Dennys.

Toking the Blade, by Cratg Bowlsby, Fletcher,

Topestry for Deslgns: Judale Alluslons in the Poelry aod ihe
Second Seroll of AM. Kleln, by Soloman 1. Spiro, UBC

Press.
Targellug High Growth Indusiry, by Roy George, Instilute
for Research on Public Pollcy.
“Tax Fncty 4, by Sally Pipes ef al., The Fraser Insthtute.
The Theill of (ke Grass, by W.P. Kinsclla, Penguin.
TickIzAce, edited by Paul Bowdrng ef of., Jesperson Press.
Tidepool, A Halku Anthology, No. I, edited by JefT Sef-
finca and Herb Barrett, Hamllion Haikn orkshop

Press.
T We Meet Again, by Herbert P. Wood. Image Pub-

lishing.

Tourism In Canada; Selected Tssoes and Opilons, Western
Gmgﬂflhlml Serles Yol. 21, edited by Peter B Murphy.
Univessity of Victori.

“To All Our Children: The Story of the Postwar Duich Irmmi-

tlon to Canada, by Alberz VanderhMey, Paldeia Press.

Troll af Blood, by Frank Jones, Seal.

Tramping Through the Teflliums, by Orland French, llus-
Inlndniy Phillp Malletie, Methuen.

Trenchmist, by David West, blewointmenipress.

Tstanam!, by Crawford Kliian, Seal Books.

An Unbroken LEne, by Peter Gzowski, M & S.

The Unlversity of Toronlo, by Tan Moniagnes and Rudi
Chrlst, Oxford. )

Virus, by JIm Smith, Underwhich Editions.

‘The Yisilor, by Helme Heine, Annick Press.

Voynge of 2 Different Kind: The Assoclated Loyallsts of
Kingston and Adoelphustawn, by Larry Tumer, Mika.

The Wnﬁun Race, by Helme Helne, Annick Press,

\Walbachin: Catastrophe or Camelot?, by Joan Weir, Hao-
cock House,

Wnlilni ihe Dead, edited by Willlam Gray & ai., Lost

Where to Ent Sn Canada 1984785, by Aane Hardy, Oberon.

WIld Berxles, by Yeveeny Yeviushenko, Macmillan.

WidNowers Across the Protries, by F.R. Vance ¢f dl.,
Western Producer Prairie Books.

Wil Ye Let e Mummers Inf?, by Alden Nowlan, Irwin,

Wine ond Vizea of Britlsh Colombia, by Alexander Nichol,
Bottesial Press.

Withoul Serrender Withowt Conseat: A History of Niskga
Land Clalms, by Daniel Rounet, Douglas & Mclntyre.

‘Women and Houslng, by Japet McClain, James Lorimer.

The Yellow Thread Adveniure, by Annemle and Margrict
Heymans, Annick Press.

Yes ot No, Whal You Need 10 Know About Antomailon: A
Declsion System For Ontarlo Librarles, The Omtario
Minlstry of Cltizenship and Culture.

!ua;ﬂ:ﬂm: Itl, by Karen Franklin, The National Library of




COMING UP
IN THE OCTOBER ISSUE OF

BOCKS IN CANADA

ADELE THEN AND NOW

Ever since her first novel, The Sacrifice, Adele Wiseman
has been one of our most promising and least known writers
By Eleanor Wachtel

A PASSION IN TOLEDO
A review of Matt Cohen’s 14th-century novel, The Spanish Doctor
By .M. Owen

ALL IN THE FAMILY
George Galt on The Galts: A Canadian Odyssey

Reviews of new books by Harry Bruce, Robert Gibbs, Paulette Jiles,
and Peter van Toorn, and an interview with David McFadden
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JOHS ANDJUANET ROSTER

$16.95

The
ﬁc';()l;:,l.
Matthcw

Doy jnne
Wilic

THE GREAT BRAIN ROBBERY
Canada’s Universities on

the Road to Ruin

David J. Bercuson, Robert Bothwell,
and 1.1. Granatstein

Nonfiction 512.95pb

WIND FROM ACROSS THE RIVER
Michael Jacot
Fiction $18.95

COLD HEARTS

The Story of Hypothermia and
the Pacemaker in Heart Surgery
Dr. Wilired G. Bigelow

Medical History $19.95

LAUGHTER-SILYERED WINGS
Remembering the Air Force 11
I. Douglas Harvey
Nonfiction $19.95

THE CAT LOVER'S DIARY
Day Calendar §12.95pb

THE LAURA SECORD
CANADIAN COOK BOOK
Sally Henry, Lorraine Swirshy
and Carol Taylor, Edliors
Cookbook §12.95pb

PILING BLOOD
Al Purdy
Poetry $12.95pb

THE ART OF DARKNESS
David McFadden
Poetry $12.95pb

DIRECTIVES OF AUTUMN
Ralph Gustafson

Poetry 512.95pb

THE WHOLE NIGHT.
COMING HOME

Roo Borson
Poetry 512.95pb

Loolk fior our Second At in October
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