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Trivial pursmfb the short, happy life
of a pionecer book review

Teo little oo soon

(1) What was the average price of hard-
cover books in Canada in 19497

(2) What Toronto book store reported
selling 28 tons of books in two
weeks early in 1950?

(3) When and where did Harlequin
print its firse title in Canada?

(f) Who published the [irst
simultaneous hardcover and paper-
back editions of a new title, and
v/hat was the title?

(5) How much did Macmillan charge
for a handsome two-volume gift edi-
tion of Don Quixete, bound in
buckram, stamped in gold, and
boxed, in time for Christmas 19497

{6) In which two Canadian cities did
groups of local businessmen get
together to sponsor a retail book
shop for the benefit of their com-
munities?

(7) What avthor received a brief, five-
line obituary in Books in review
folloving his death in an English
hospital on January 21, 19507

ANSWERS TO THE above questions can be
found in Booxs in review, published by
hJaclean-Hunter between December,
1949, and April, 1950 — just four issues
— and edited by one Robert R. Robin-
sovi and his beide of less than a year, the
former Marian C. Sabine, erstwhile
advertisinz and promotion manager of
MeClelland & Stewart, Toronto. The
answers will also be found at the end of
this article — which is just as well, since
in all probability the only extant copies
of this short-lived tabloid are on yel-
lowed, crumbling newsprint in our
private fifes.
BOOKS in review of 35 years ago wasa
z noble (some said) expenment that died
3 of advertising anemia. It started life
g lustily enough with an initial circulation
& of 50,000 across Canada, but this was
z more than somewhat artificial, compris-
5 ua as it did a free distribution list made
z up of subscribers to the Financial Post
= and Canadian Homes and Gardens, two
£ other Maclean-Hunter periodicals. Issue
iz by issue, however, it attracted its own
% subscribers at the bargain rate, even in
= 1950 terms, of $2 per year, $3 for two
g2 years. What it failed to attract was the
;: month-by-month advertising support of
S Canada’s book publishers at $500 per

page. Typically, they used i in their two
big seasons, December and April, but we
couldn’t survive the other 10 months of
the year,

There were many supporters of the

_ venture among the cognoscenti, but we

couldn’t pay our way with fine words
and noble sentiments. Encouraging let-
ters came from such literary lights of the
day as Thomas B. Costain, Hugh Mac-
Lennan, Merrill Denison, and others.
MacLennan wrote: ““The initial copy of
BOOKS in review excelled my expecta-
tions of it. I can’t say too emphatically
how necessary it is, or what a brilliant
idea it is. At a moment when the Massey
Commission is drawing crowds to their
hearings, you have come up with a prac-
tical measure which, if it succeeds, will
be worth at least a quarter of anything
the whole Royal Commission can hope
to accomplish. . . .”

What was said back at Maclean-
Hunter when they tallied up the red ink

Hugh MacLennan, 1949

was not at all like that. Indeed, there was
one unforgettable final session in the of-
fice of then president Donald Hunter,
who ended it all with the words, “But
nobody reads books — I don’tl”’

However, there were some fine
‘moments while it Iasted.

For example, we published a lead arti-
cle by Hugh MacLennan (then knovwn
for only three novels — Barometer Ris-

— - e e meem e

ing, Two Solitudes, and The Precipice),
in which he discussed *“Why a Canadian
residence is imperative for someone like
me.”” His words still cacry an important
message for writers:

While it is true that the main task of the
novelist is to present human behaviour,
while a novelist is good or bad in pro-
portion to the profundity of his insights
into experience and his truth in portray-
ing It, it is also trie that no human ex-
perience can be lived in a vacuum. The
essence of any character is to be found
in his behaviour within the society
where he lives, moves, and acts. In-
dividual characters dominate all novels,
but no matter how closely your eyes are
riveted on their actions, these leading in-
dividuals are never more than half the
book. The other half is background; it is
the society in which the characters of the
story live . . . . It is this fact more than
any other which makes it necessary for
novelists to write of the backgrounds in
which they have grown up . . . . Our in-
tuitions are developed early in life. So is
our sense of imagery and the direction
of our style. If a novelist writes of a
country other than his own, he throws
away an advantage which has come to
him without search and training. . . . It
is not too much to say that he discards
one of the most important parts of his
own personality .

MacLennan concluded that the
pioneering days of serious Canadian fic-
tion were nearly over in 1949-50: .

Some day, perhaps some day faizsly
soon, a Canadian novel will be pub-
lished which will be true and accurate
without any of owr old and necessary
self-consciousness. If such a book
achieves success abroad, our growing
pains will be over and the flood gates
will be opened wide. Canadian books
will be accepted then as part of the
literature of the world, not as regional
curiosities or the tentative gropings of a
people still colonial. It is because 1 have
real hope that this time will soon arrive
that T find it exciting to be a writer in
Canada doring these days of pioneering.

This' question of Canadianism was
very much to the fore in writing talk of
that era, and our BOoXS in review No. 2
featured a piece by George Albert Glay
{then known as the author of Gina, liv-
ing in Duncan, B.C. and publishing in
New York, and later editorial manager
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for Harlequin, Toronto). Here is how he
began:

The skirmishes are at an end and the
battle is about to be joined in deadly
earnest. IL promises to be bloody. On -
one side are those who insist that a
writer in Canada must write only of
things Canadian; that his thoughts must
never linger in other lands; and that he
must beat his chest and proclaim his
Canadianism to the world. Across the
field are the exponents of the keep-it-
secret school of thought who firmly
believe that to admit Canadian nation-
ality is 1o place onesell among the little
people and the ineffectual; who think
there is little assistance and no sympathy
for the writer in Canada and insist that a
reputation must be made elsewhere.
And the entire struggle is confused by
‘Canadian critics and publishers who are
unsure of their proper position and con-
stantly switch sides . . . .
Let's treat all books, Canadian and
otherwise, exactly alike; on their merils
- as books and not as national sacred
cows. But on the other hand let's not
kick them merely because they are
Canadian . . . . Books are saleable mer- -
chandise and selling them is a business
proposition, not a matter of national
pride. We are not concerned with the
* ancestry of a cigarette manufacturer
when we purchase his product but with
the attributes of the product itself. Let's
buy our books that way . ...

A further indication of where Cana-
dian writing stood can be found in
another BookS in review article in the
December, 1949, issue. This, by Alberta-
born, New York-residing Robert Chris-
tie, whose first novel, Inherit the Night
had just been published by Farrar,
Straus:

Though authorship has always been a
Tonely and essentially personal art, the
practice and pleasure and despair of the
very few, it appears to the sympathetic
observer that the Canedian writer is the
most isolated literary worker imagin-
able. In a country In which the frontier
virtues are still largely the virtues, the
man with the back and the axe can look
down on his brother with the pen. The
question still remains: But what can you
do? The writer is too often made to feel
that he is a luxury which no sell-
respecting community can aiford . ...
And one final quote from 35 years

ago, by William Arthur Deacon, then
literary editor of the Globe and Mail.
We asked him for a few hundred well
chosen words about what he considered
to be the elements of a satisfying novel;
this is how he ended his contribution:

Every preat novel carries deep
significance of some kind, and this in-
volves choice of subject-matter that can
logically be elevated to supreme impor-
tance in indiyidual lives; and novels
must be rounded out to clear conclu-
sions. The slab-of-life narrative, begin-
ning and eading nowhere in particular,

and without definite meaning, is bad
construction that leaves the impression
of an avthor, both lazy and ignorant,
who has nothing to say worth shaping
into an effective form, capable of mov-
ing the reader.

We had other notable contributors
with noteworthy comments in our first
four issues, of course, but the above
may be sufficient to give the flavour of
the product, and also to reveal the
temper of the times in Canadian writing
and publishing. We even had a humor-
ous piece by Ernest Buckler long before
he began winning honours for his
distinguished prose. He was identified in
our footnote simply as ‘‘a magazine
writer of some note, appearing in such
periodicals as Maclean’s, Saturday
Night, and Esguire.”” And, yes, our
March, 1950, issu¢ presented the work
of a woman writer, Nancy Jones, whose
For Goodness’ Sake had run through
three printings by the Ryerson Press. We
also carried 94 book reviews in our four
issues: our reviewers included Ralph
Allen, Pierre Berton, John Clare, Leslie
Hannon, Adam Marshall, Floyd Chal-
mers, and even the distinguished
Blizabethan authority Dr. Malcolin
Wallace (commenting on Shakespeare
by Ivor Brown).

It was fun while it lasted, but it didn’t
last long enough. Perhaps it was a few
years ahead of its time.

ANSWERS:

(1) Overall average price was $3.25 —
English publishers’ average $2.75;
Canadian $2.95; American $3.95.

(2) Coles at ‘Yonge and Charles Streets
early in 1950 promoted books by the
pound — 29¢ a pound, five pounds
for $1. Mostly very old and utterly
unreadable remainders, but cheap.

{3) In Winnipeg ir June, 1949. Harle-
quin soon reported that they were
adding four titles-per month and
were gearing up ““for big scale na-
tional distribution."

(4) Smon and Schuster, New York,
brought out The Cardinal by Henry
Morton Robinson in hardcover at
$3.50, and in paperback at $1.35.
That was ir 1950, and the book had
579 well-produced pages.

{5) $12.50 — “'Saluted by critics as one
of the greatest literary transiations
of our day, by Samuel Putnam.”

(6) In Moncton, N.B. (The Book Shap
Lid., run by Elva Myles, opened in
1949 on Main Street), and in
Halifax (The Book Room Lid. in
the old Chronicle Building, re-
established by the group with
Howard Bendelier as manager, a
year after he had found it necessary
to close his original Halifax Book
Room).

(?7) Erlc Blair, otherwise known as
George Orwell.

— ROBERT R. ROBINSON
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A readable feast

AS BEFITS A representative of the Depart-
ment of MNational Revenue, the Exam-
iner of Publications was stern when he
vwrote John Glassco on April 30, 1946:
**] have given very careful and earnest
consideration to your request for a
special permit to import Burton's
translation of ‘The Arabian WNights.”
YWhile I can quite appreciate your desire
to build up your library, I do not think it
is possible for the Department to agree
to individual shipments of a book on the
prohibited [ist.”

As usual, Glassco had the last Jaugh,
for he did import The Book of the
Thousand Nights and a Night. Tt —
along with 525 other books, 88 period-
icals, and hundreds of printed and hand-
written items — is currently being
offered for sale by The Word Bookshop
in [dontreal. The vendor, Adrian King-
Edwards, calls it *“a personal and work-
ing library,”” It includes books Glassco
published under his own name as well as
those he wrote under a variety of
pseudonyms. Conspicuous are the
“‘clean" and “‘dirty** versions of the
novel commonly known as Huarriet Mar-
wood, Governess, but perhaps the most
fetching item is a little paperback called
The Temple of Pederasty (Hanover
House, 1970).

The series of tales, which deals with
the seldom-platonic relationship of 17th-
century saumurai warlords and their
page-boys, purports to be Dr. Hideki
Olada’s translation from the Japanese
of Thara Saikaku, with an introduction
by Glassco. Actually, it’s entirely
Glassco’s work; the author even
specified the lurid illustrations executed
by Philip Core, which have titles such as
“The Three Youths Spent the Night in
Love Play.” Tucked into his copy are
blurbs by George Bowering, Doug
Fetherling, and Margaret Atwood, col-
lected by Glassco for a prospective
second edition. Atwood’s reads: ““John
Glassco’s new edition of the Japanese
classic, The Temple of Pederasty, blends
eradition with elegance and sustains the
rcader’s interest to the end; it is handled
with this celebrated editor’s habitual
grace.””

Again Glassco had a tussle with the
authorities, and again he trinmphed. A
photocopied letter from the customs and
excise office in Granby, Que., informed
him on April 21, 1970, that the copies of
Teinple mailed to him from his pub-
lishers in Morth Hollywood were *‘sub-
mitted to our department in Ottawa and
classified as immoral.”” The Public
Archives of Canada now is home to a
copy of the book, but it came from the

sale of Glassco papers, not from a fellow
government agency.

The 29 feet of shelf space taken up by
Glassco’s library includes several yards
of pornography, for Glassco was a
scholar of the subject as well as a practi-
tioner. Yet in some respects the porno-
graphy is the least interesting part of the
collection; it leans heavily to the Mar-
quis de Sade and Leopold von Sacher-
Masoch, as well to much effluvia
from Olympia Press in Paris, the first
publisher of Harriet Marwood. But
lovers of the obscure would adore A
Private Anthropological Cabinet of the
Hermaphrodite, published in New York
by the Erotica Biblion Society, and
Amatory Episodes in the Life of Sir Clif-
Jord North and Others (Cosmopolitan
Bibliophilists Society of Alexandria,
1900-1901).

Glassco’s interest in riding crops came
honestly: the library also covers his
activities as founder, director, and
finally honorary chairman of the Foster
Horse Show. In a charming note written
for the ninth annual show, held in
Foster, Que., in 1959, Glassco tells how
one July Sunday afternoen he, his long-
time friend Graeme Taylor, and a neigh-
bour *‘were exercising their horses in
Mr. Glassco’s meadow beside the
Waterloo-Knowlton highway. At that
time a small group of riders from
Waterloo happened to pass by. They
were welcomed into the meadow and the
riders and drivers put on a small perfor-
mance for their own amusement. The
colour and quality of the display was so
remarkable that passing automobiles
stopped along the roadside to watch,
and as the number of spectators grew to

fifty or more, Mrs. Hazel Rhicard
gathered the small donations that were
langhingly offered by them, and these
(amounting to $9.14) were turned over
to the local church. From this chance
beginning the Foster Horse Show orig-
inated . . . . a gathering of friends from
everywhere, uniied in their love of
horses and their dedication to the princi-
ple of disinterested charity."

T TR

Among the many horsy items the
library contains are the minutes of a
show committee meeting: *“There was'a
discussion regarding the wet spot at the
lower end of the track and Roland
Desourdy suggested that 2 foad of gravel
might fix it, and this was left in the
hands of Buffy Glassco.”

Glassco had his hands full, for at
about the same time he was almost
single-handedly bringing French-
Canadian poetry to the attention of the
English-speaking public. Many signed
presentation copies from Québécois
authors testify to his cfforts: Yves
Préfontalne, inscribing his Débdcle Suivi
de L’Orée des Travaux, may be typical:
“‘Pour Buffy, qui fit plus pour la com-

‘prehension de I'éme québécoise, par la

saisie de sa poésie, gue tous les politi-
ciens riunis. . . .’ Several inscribed
books came Glasseo’s way from poet
Gérald Godin, who later became the
Parti Québécois minister responsible for
administering the language laws. In Les
Cantoligues, QGodin calls Glassco
“‘ministre plénipotentigire de la poésie
québécoise auprds le monde anglo-
phone, et mon amitié¢ en podsie.”” A nice
frony here, because Glassco once told
me that in tune with the langnage legisla-
tion, Foster was to be renamed St. Jean-
de-Foster. Godin was going to canonize
him!

Godin was not the only politician to
favour him with a book. Montreal
mayor Jean Drapeau commemorated a
Glassco visit to his restaurant, Le
Vaissean D’Or (a luxurious dining spot
that later failed) by giving him Emile
Nelligan by Paul Wyczinski: “cet exem-
Plaire est affect & un grand poele de 20e
sigele, Jokn Glassco, avec mes sen-
timents fes plus cordiaux . . . ."’ Another
irony, because Glassco held Drapeau
responsible for the mega-projects that
were destroying Montreal’s character.

There are tributes also from such
fellow translators as F.R. Scott {*“with
gratitude for . . . leadership in this art'")
and Sheila Fischman. In the copy of
Roch Carrier’s They Won't Demolish
Me, which she translated, Fischman
writes, ““to the most gorgeous Glassco of
all — see p. 68."”" The relevant passage,
which describes a wrestling tag-team, an-
nounces: ““On my right, from Canada,
weighing 609, the undisputed Canadian
champions from one Atlantic to the
other: The Gorgeous Glasscos.™

Glassco was a distinguishéd poet, and
his library witnesses the respect and
affection such friends as A.J.M. Smith
and Ralph Gustafson felt for him.
Writing only a month before Glassco
died, Gustafson refers to Smith’s recent
death, and tells his friend how his mind
goes back to the afternoon Smith
“drove me (recklessly) to Cowansville

March 1984, Books in Canada §




and we stopped off at your farmhouse
and I first met you who wrote poetry.”’
A lot of Canadian literary history is
packed into that sentence. Some dedica-
tions even hint at the supernatural.
Inside a copy of Malcolm Lowry's
Selected Poems Earle Birney, who edited
the volume, writes, **Malc would have
wished to sign this to you and so I do it
for him ‘God bless' Malcolm Lowry via
Earle.” '

For someone so hermetic, Glassco was
remarkably accessible to the young
vriters who hopefully sent him their new
slim xolumes. To Raymond Fraser
(Poems jor the Miramichi) he wrote: ““It
is the whole personality revealed that is
n1ost attractive. You seem so delightfully
tired!"* To me (In the Wake Of) he
noted *‘with some small dismay you
turned the weighty iambics of Gameau’s
Spleen into hoppity-hop dactyls: come,
come . . . .”" Sometimes he was less
polite, at least on paper (he was never
Iess than polite in person). To a trans-
[ator who had sent his Iatest book for
comment, Glassco fired both barrels:
“Jm afraid that they're wholly and irre-
mediably bad. 1 have never in my life
read such slipshod and illiterate
travesties of any French text. In my
opinion, the publication of this book is
disgrace to the practice of -literary
translation in Canada. Sorry.'" Glassco

was too kind to post the letter.

Among his papers are many reminders
of the people and places he wrote about
in Memoirs of Moniparnasse, which
Malcolm Cowley has called ““the Liveliest
and most candid memoir of Paris in the
>20s and ’30s.” In a copy of This
Quarter (Spring 1929) Glassco is iden-
tified as ‘*a Canadian, 19 years oid,
educated at McGill University, Mont-
real. This is his first appearance in print.
He is now in Paris.’" The first appear-
ance — not strictly accurate: he had
earlier written for McGill student
publications — was ‘‘Extracts from an
Autobiography,'* Lhe genesis of
Mermoirs.

In researching Glassco’s works I've
Iearned that most of Memoirs was writ-
ten not in the early 1930s, as the book
states, but relatively near its publicatior
date of 1970. In any case the library, like
the book, takes us back to those Paris
days: signatures of Graeme Taylor,
Glassco’s boon companion, and Kay
Boyle (“‘Diana Tree"” in Memoirs),
briefly his girl-friend; a published tribute
Glassco wrote in 1972 for Djuna Barnes
on her 80th birthday: ““I met you only
once, in Paris in 1928, at the Falstaff Bar
on the rue du Montparnasse, and (I was
then seventeen) was so awed as to be
specchless.” (In Memoirs, Glassco
recovered his speech to give his impres-

sions of “Willa Torrance.””) In the
tribute he calls Barnes ‘“the greatest and
most impassioned anatomist of sexual
infatuation and jealousy since Proust.””

A library is a kind of memorial, and
mortality intrudes into the liveliness:
books with inscriptions to Glassco's first
wife, Elma von Colmar, the ballerina
who, suifering from chronic schizo-
phrenia, starved herself to death; a copy
of M.B. Ellis’s De Saint-Denys
Garneau: Art et Realisme Suivi d'un

Petit Dictionnaire Poédligue, purloined .

from the library of the Royal Edward
Laurentian Hospital, Ste. Agathe des
Monts. Some connections: Qarneau,
like Glassco, died of a heart attack; the
hospital was where the laiter con-
valesced from tuberculosis and wrote
one of his most famous poems, ‘“For
Cora Lightbody, R.N.”*

Glassco was first of all a Iyric poet.
{Some of his books include extensive
revisions to published poems.) Writing
10 Stephen Morrissey, who had sent'a
new collection, The Trees of Unknow-
ing, he praises how the author records
‘*glimpses of absolute reality with in-
sight, clarity and quietness.'” The same
may be said of Gldssco’s own poetry.
The *‘personal and working library™
also demonstrates that he was a man of
absolute disinterested civility.

— FRASER SUTHERLAND
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IN THE MODE

Can personal computers really help people
to write better? Or are they merely shortcuts in
the technology of publishing? .

By PAUL WILSON

LAST AUGUST I bought a word processor, which was in fact a
microcomputer outfitted with a special set of programs that
alloved me to use it as a souped-up typewriter. It was not
cheap: most good word processing systems cost several times
more than a good electric typewriter, but in my line of work —
trapslating and writing — there were strong practical con-
siderations in favour of getting one. I was just putting the final
polish on my translation of a 900-page novel that had gone
through a total of four retypings, two of which I did myself.
The ¢ombined expense of that work — most of it mindless
drudzery — could have

ible operations. I was especially intrigued by the notion of
“sscrolling®’ the text through the monitor or *““window."™ [t was
like a direct link back to a pre-book culture, &nd it made me
feel a strong, if somewhat improbable, sense of continuity
with the scribes of ancient Alexandria.

(Some time later, I learned in The Telidon Book (1981},
edited by Dave Godfrey and Ernest Chang, that ‘‘computer
literacy’’ really means the ability to write computer programs
using one of the many “*assembly languages'” that translate the
programmer’s intentions into instructions the computer —
with its simple, binary
mind — can understand

paid for a machine that
could eliminate that kind
of repetition forever. So
despite some misgivings,
I toolk the plunge.

Once 1'd bought the
thing, I realized that I
had also purchased entry
into the mysterious
world of computer tech-
nology. Everyone knows
this world exists, just as |
everyone knows jt is -
making big changes,
analagous {o those
brought about by the in-
ternal combustion
engine and the tele-
phone. But most of the
technology is invisible
and hard to understand
without some pracucal
“hands on’’ experience

§ of it.
& My first big discovery
% was that I had complete-
= Iy misunderstood the
& term “‘computer liter-
% acy.” I had thought it
5 was something you could
& achieve by reading books, and so [ read a lot about computers
Y before finally buying one. But now I realized that almost
d nothing of this had really sunk in, and it was only after some
: time with the machine that I gradually began to grasp, or at
U least was better able to conceptualize, what was going on.

= Part of it was becoming familiar with the strange ter-
% minology. Expressions like ““booting up,” *‘saving to dise,”
5 “scrolling,™ “swapping," and “*buffer” slowly began to make
% sense. Far from getting in the way of understanding, as they
:: had seemed to do when I first read the manuals, they were, I
2 now realized, vivid metaphors that help one to visualize invis-

and execute. So once
more, I feel like an illi-
terate, but at least now 1
have a more intelligent
idea of what it is I don’t
know how to do.)

A lot of computer jar-
gon has come into our
everyday speech, and
this is a sure sign of its
vigour, its usefulness,
and its appeal to
people’s ears. Two of
the most familiar expres-
sions are “hard” and
“soft,” and in a way
they point straight to the
heart of the new tech-
nology. Computers are
essentially a ‘‘soft’” or
malleable technology.
They can be made to
receive, store, manipu-.
late, organize (the
French word for com-
puter is “‘ordinateur’),
and transfer informa-
tion, but the machine
itself is inert, dumb, and
useless until it is configured to operate in a certain way by the
appropriate “‘software” and given specific instructions by the
user. The only limits to its potential are in the ““hardware’’ —
that is, in the design and capacity of the chips, the other elec-
tronic parts, and the peripheral devices that constitute the
physical apparatus — and in the imagination and intelligence
of those who design and use the software.

This is where the analogy with a typewriter breaks down.
Suppose a writer buys a computer to write a book. Very quick-
ly, he will discover that in addition to making the everyday
chores of writing and revising much easier, the computer can
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alsc be vsed to connect him, via the telephone, to what are
called data bases, essentially electronic libraries where he can
search for the information he needs. When he finds it, he can
ther ““download’ the data into his compater and transfer it to
his own data base, which he stores on floppy dises. Moreover,
he can *““log on’’ t¢ a network of other computer users, find
those who share his profegsional and personal interests, and
use the computer to trade information, compare notes, and ex-
change letters. Finally, when the book is finished, he can send
the “‘manuscript’’ electronically to a publisher. And all this
has been accomplished with the help of billions of tiny, angelic
bits of electricity dancing endlessly variable quadrilles on the
head of a microchip. It is the variability of that dance that is
the key. )

Of course, even if you only use the microcomputer 1o write
with, it is still a very useful tool. And that was my second
discovery: although personal computers may have a power
that is awesome to contemplate (according to Scientific
American, if the aircraft industry had evolved as spectacularly
as computers have over the past 25 years, a Boeing 767 today
would cost $500 and could fly around the world in 20 minutes
on five pallons of fuel), and they may be surrounded by an
aura of mystic potential for transforming the world, but
basically they’re just a taol,

As the strengths and limitations of this tool became clearer
to me, I began to see that for all the extravagant claims being
made, the computer had not really supplanted the ‘““older”
technology at all. My typewriter was still indispensable for
addressing envelopes, filling out forms, and writing short let-
ters, and pen and paper were still as useful as ever for taking
notes and editing. Looking up words in the dictionary was
often faster, and always more interesting, than *‘accessing’”
the computer®s spelling program, as useful as that may be.
And you can't read a floppy disc on the subway, at least not
yet., So in fact, we are Living in a continuity of technologies
that stretch from the space age alf the way back to neolithic
times, if not beyond. To put it another way, John Henry may
have died trying to beat the steam drill, but his nine-pound
hammer js still on sale at the corner hardware store. In that
sense, at Jeast, I have stopped thinking of the computer as a
threat.

THE THIRD THING owning a computer made me realize was how
much of what the average layperson sees and reads about com-
puters is hype, or at least hyperbole. Like so many important
inventions, the computer is still very much a technology in
search of new applications, and this is especially true of per-
sonal computers, which in the past three years have become a
multi-billion dollar growth industry. This marketplace is teem-
ing with contenders, from corporate colossi like IBM — which
has only recently entered the personal computer sweepstakes
— to tiny, hole-in-the-wal{ operations manufacturing what are
sometimes called clones, computers cobbled together from
spare parts to run on scftware meant for the established
makes. In addition, there is a thriving cottage industry produc-
ing hundreds of thousands of programs and hardware
“‘enhancements™ to expand the capacity of existing com-
puters. Each day, as computers become more powerful and
versatile, and as the radius of the market extends beyond
buffs, fanatics, and serious, informed users, the claims
become more extravagant and Iess precise. In this situation the
buyer, more than ever before, had best beware.

A good index of the expanding computer market, although
it is always at least six months out of date, can be found in
every book store. Computer books are rapidly becoming as
popular as self-help books, to which they bear a strong resem-
blance, Apart from a few small sub-groups, like primers for

children or popular studies of computer crime, the books fall,

into two broad categories that in turn reflect two important
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realities in the marketplace. The smaller category, for non-
users who are curious and anxious about computers, is full of
titles like How to Cope with Computers, How to Buy (and
Survive) Your First Computer, or The Joy of Compulers,
which may be one of the first coffee-table books of the new
genre. The second and by far the larger group consists of
books for people who already own computers but can’t under-
stand the manuals that go with them {computer instruction
books are notoriously “‘user-hostile” — in other words,
incomprehensible) or for people who want to do more with
their computer than they know how to do now. My favourite

title in the latter sub-group is Computer Programming for the
Complete Idior. And finally, in a class by themselves, are the
voices in the wilderness, the critics and dissenters, weighing in
with titles like Machine Takeover and Electronic Nightmare.
One area in which computers have a natural application that
needs Kttle hyping is in the publishing industry itself, Most
publishers now take advantage of some form of microtech-
nology, to handle bookkeeping and inventory, for example,
but still have their books typeset and printed by outside firms
who, of course, are usually equipped with computerized
facilities. Publishers continue to deal with manuscripts in the

Zipperrheads, open kimonos,
and hot buttons

LIKE ANY OTHER major innovation,
computers have given us a whole fleet
of expressions that have come free of
their moorings in high-tech and
drifted into everyday use. When a
woman in a New Yorker cartoon
says: “I'm sorry, Harry can’t come
to the phone right now, he’s just
entered the vacation mode" (while
Harry lies blissed out under a sun-
umbrella), she is talking com-
puterese. The world that produced
computers is not a single entity, but a
complex structure of interlocking and
overlapping wotlds, all sharing the
same meta-jargon, but each with its
ovwn peculiar dialect, its ovwn sensé of
humour, its own agtitudes and its
ovn point of view. The expressions
below, and their definitions, are
selected from a dictionary circulating
unofficially inside the corporate sec-
tor of the computer world. It was put
together by an anonymous compiler,
who surely deserves an honorary
degree in linguistics:

Palls and vwhistles: Frills added to a
product to make it more exciting
without making it much better.

Cold pricklies: A nagging suspicion
that somewhere you have
overlooked something critical, and
will be punished for it. See Warm
Fuzzies.

Crentionism: The principle that large
systems are created from thin air in
a single step. A religious belief
devoutly held by many managers.
See Evolution.

Itog ond pony show: A presentation
designed to (over) impress. Implies
a certain amount of cynicism and
deception, and contempt for the
audience.

Evolution: The process of imple-

menting a large system by in-
cremental improvements to a sim-
ple system. No other process has
ever been known to work.

Glitch: A pulse that is less than or
equal to 50 ns in duration. It can-
not be observed and is therefore
used as a perfect scapegoat to
describe all hardware failures in
electronic equipment. It is claimed
that all glitches are caused by
lightning strikes (or cosmic rays)
and therefore are unavoidable and
inevitable.

Hot buiton: Term currently of great
interest to someone who matters
(i.e. some big shot). Implies imper-
manence, and some contempt, The
hot button of today is likely to be
of only passing interest tomorrow.
Current examples: ““‘Usability,””
“Quality.””

Net It out: Term used (mostly by
managers) to denote a strong desire
to bypass understanding in favour
of a simplistic explanation. As in,
“'] don’t want to understand alf the
reasoning behind it, just net it out
for me.”

Open Lkimono: 1. To reveal
everything to someone. Once you
have gone open kimono, you have
nothing more to hide. 2. To give
someone a iantalizing glimpse of a
project, just enough to get him in-
terested but not enough to give any
secrets away.

Paged out: Not paying attention,
distracted. “*What did you say?
I'm sorry, I was paged out.”

Pony: Something good that may
come out of a bad situation. Refers
to an apocryphal story about the
hapelessly optimistic boy who was
given a bamful of horse manire
for his birthday. He immediately

grabbed a shovel and started to
dig, while chanting, ““There must
be a pony in here somewhere.””

Reinvent the wheel: A deropatory
phrase used to discourage someone
from writing a system correctly
now that he has become familiar,
through experience, with what
should have been done in the past.

Skrog: Also Skrag. To destroy
irrevocably without hope of
restoration, as in “‘I skrogged my
A-disc today.”*

Think small: Hardware/software test
strategy. The technique is to exer-
cise the most primitive function to
prove to yourself it works before
trying more complex (and
presumably failing) functions.
YWhen people forget this basic
strategy, they are reminded to
“‘think smail.”

Verbage: A term used to refer to any
kind of documentation. The
similarity of this word to “‘gar-
bage” does not seem accidental.
As in, *“That user’s manual sure
has a lot of verbage in it.””

Wall followerr A simpleion. An
early robot-building contest that
involved running-a maze was won
by a mechanism that sensed and
followed the right-hand wall. It
was called Harvey Wallbanger.
Robots that tried to learn as they
iravelled the maze did not do as
well, -

Warm fuzzies: The kind of feeling
you are alleged to get when you
think you are proceeding in the
right direction, or when you are
treated well by your boss. It is
usually of short duration and is
succeeded by Cold Pricklies.

Zipperhead: One who has a closed
mind.[d

R R et R et o - R I S ]

March 1984, Books in Canadz 9

TR TR TR, Al



traditional “*hard’® way, and very few as yet are equipped to
receive and deal with ““soft,”* or electronic, manuscripts.

One remarkable exception is Coach House Press inToronto,
which §s the most advanced publisher in the country in terms
of its in-house use of computers, and in the way it helps
authors {(and other publishers) to take advantage of the new
microtechnology. ““The whole structure of publishing is
bogged down in repetition,” says Stan Bevington, who runs
Coach House. Traditionally, authors submit typescripts of
their work on paper — work they may already have retyped
several times, The publishers will then edit it and have it
typeset (which in effect means typing it again) and printed. It is
a time-consuming and therefore costly operation. With the
new technology most of those steps can be eliminated.

Bevington begins by distinguishing between word proces-
sing, which Is what the author does at his computer, and lext
processing, which is what the publisher does with the text when
he gets it. The more an author can actually do at his own con-
sole, the less a publisher has to do, and therefore Bevington
encourages authors to get themselves the most powerful
system they can afford, or to *‘log into®* a larger system that
makes available complex word processing programs kke the
UNIX Writer's Workbench software. The point of all this is to
producc what are called ‘*machine-independent text files,”
which means a piece of writing coded into a string of electronic
signals that can be transmitted by telephone and *‘read” by
another computer, regardless of the kind of software or hard-
ware used to *“generate’’ the text in the first place.

AT THIS POINT a brief excursion into the history of word pro-
cessing might be appropriate. In order to design a program
allowing people to write on a computer, programmers first had
to analyze the act of writing, not from a psychological but

rather from a functional point of view. They distinguished two
separable processes: the ““creation®’ or writing of the text
itself, which coincides with entering the text into the
computer’s memory via the keyboard, and the *formatting’
of the text, which means organizing it into paragraphs and

pages so that when it is sent out of the computer to a printing

device it will appear on the page the way the author intended.
‘When you write with a pen or a typewriter, you *‘create’ and
“format** at the same time without ever thinking about it.
This is impossible with a word processor, because what you are
actually ‘‘creating’” when you type is just a string of electrical
signals that have a fixed sequence, but no fixed format.

Starting from this point, the creators of commercial word
processing programs proceeded in two different directions.
The first approach assumed that the act of *‘creation® would
be enhanced if the writer didn’t have to worry about format-
ting while he was entering his text. This is the thinking behind
programs like Perfect Writer or Scribe, which are often
favoured by scholars and professional writers because they
make dealing with longer texts much easier. What you type
with such programs appears on the screen as a single-spaced
continuous text broken into paragraphs but not pages. The
formatting is accomplished by a separate program when the
text is ready to print.

‘The other approach — and one that is becoming more and
more common as *‘user-friendliness’” becomes the dominant
buzz-word — is to create a program that comes as close as
possible to reuniting the two processes, thus making the sensa-
tion of working with a word processor as close as possible to
that of traditional typing. Such programs — the popular
Wordstar is one of them — are sometimes called ‘“what-you-
sec-is-what-you-get’* programs. All this means is that the pro-
gram shows you on the monitor, as you write, a facsimile of
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vhat the text will look like when it is printed out. This has
obvious advantages for short documents like letters or memos,
but there are hidden disadvantages, particularly when the text
is intended for publication and will very likely be formatted in
quite a different way by someone elge.

The best solution of all, according to Bevington, is some-
thing called generic coding. This means that jnstead of using
the commands supplied by his particular program to format
the text, the writer simply identifies separate literary elements,
lil.e chapters, sections, subsections, paragraphs, and so on, by
inserting bracketted instructions in English at the appropriate
places in the text. Thus his text can be sent electronically to any
computer that recognizes standard alphanumeric character
codes and be read by it. Such files are called ‘‘machine-
independent™ because they can be moved with ease between
any computers Lthat recognize the code. A publisher using this
system can receive electronic manuscripts “‘generated” on a
wide variety of machines.

VWhen they receive the text, the people at Coach House can
edit it, run it through programs that check spelling, format it,

typeset it, proofread it, and even lay it out electronically, thus’

eliminating another stage that Bevington feels is wasteful —
the **camera-ready’” stape, when the typeset text is pasted onto
boards and photographed before the printing plates are made.
Thus a book may go from first draft to final printing without
ever having to be retyped, since changes can be made elec-
tronically al any stage.

The point of all this sophistication, according to Bevington,
is not just to save money, but to encourage variety and
creativity. If pubBshing costs can be reduced, more books in
smaller initial print runs can be published for less money, and
more authors can get their books into circulation. The Coach
House Press operation is an excellent demonstration of how a
technology popularly perceived as a threatening instrument of
uniformity and centralization can be turned around and used
creatively to stimulfate and encourage exactly the copposite
qualities. '

Another publishing house that makes use of advanced com-
puter technofogy, though not to the same extent as Coach
House, is Press Porcépic in Victoria, which has a software
publishing arm called Softwords, run by writer and poet Dave
Godfrey, who is the director of research. Godfrey shares many
of Coach House’s approaches and has swapped expertise with
them, but he is more interested in the potential of software
itself than he is in applying it specifically to book publishing.
“For some things, the book is not really super-duper,*” God-
frey says. ““You really need books, data bases, computerated
learning, and networks. I don't think books will be replaced by
computers, but you’re going to get a much richer environment
in which print material has a somewhat different role than it
does now. The real revolution is going 1o come from improved
communications networks and Iarge data bases.”

One of the most innovative publishing projects in the coun-
try is soon to come off the drawing board: an all-electronic
literary journal called Swift Current. Scheduled to begin in
Julv, the “magazine” will in essence be a literary network.
Electronic manuscripts will be sent by writers to two inter-
linled data bases, one in Toronto and the other in Vancouver.
Subscribers with home computers will be able to gain access to
the data base with a password allowing them to read and
“‘download” any stories or articles or poems they wish, Swift
Current is being coordinated by Frank Davey, who already has
about 30 writers across the country seriously interested in the
project. Davey feels that Canada, with its far-flung literary
community and its **clean”’ telephone lines, is the ideal place
for such an experiment.

HOW ARE WRITERS themselves taking to the new technology?
Over the past five months I’ve conducted 2 random and very
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unscientific survey. Among those who actually work with a
word processor, statements like ““I'd never go back® or *I
don’t know how ] ever managed without it”” are common.
Writers who work to deadlines in particular find them indis-
pensable. Many praise what they call the “pliability” of the
text — meaning that you can play with it on the screen and get
it right before committing it to paper; others say that the very
ease of the physical act of writing seems io free the imagina-
tion.

Speculations on whether the computer actually helps people
to write better vary widely, largely because the creative process
itself is a far greater mystery than any technology. But there is
one thing on which just about everyone agrees: the machige
really comes into its own during the rewriting process. Writers
like bp Nichol, who may go through many different draftsof a
poem or script, find that it sharpens the editing process.
““Hand-edited text makes it difficult sometimes to see through
the layers of your intention,”” Nichol says. ”*A word processor
is the perfect tool for working through that to a point of
clarity.”

In this connection Ian Lancashire, a professor of English at
the University of Toronto and author of Computer Applica-
tions in Literary Studies, raises an interesting point. ““Writing
on a computer,” he says, *‘takes the process of writing —
which on paper is like a monologue — and turns it into a
dialogue.” Studies made in the U.S. have shown that students
who use word processors tend to have a dialogue with them-
selves as they write, although they are not always aware of it.
*“With a word processor, it is much easier to shift your
perspective to that of the reader. You view the work as a fluid
landscape rather than as something fixed and immutable.’’
Lancashire also believes, on the basis of practical experience in
the classroom, that the computer has a great potential for
teaching technical people and civil servants how to write
clearly. .

Enthusiasm for word processing among writers and scholars
is far from unanimous. When I heard & rumour that Northrop
Frye was writing the next volume of The Grea? Code on a word
processor, I wrote to ask him what his feelings were. “I'm
afraid ’m still a Luddite in regard to computers,” he replied,
] start all my writing in longhand, eventually graduate to the
typewriter, and after a series of revisions on typed copies I get
what I am after. What bothers me about composing on the
typewriter, and would continue to bother me on a word pro-
cessor, is seeing what I have written facing me. [ write so slow-
ly that early drafts look like a kind of accusation.”

Frye’s response echoes the feeling of many established
humanities scholars and writers who feel that their own writing
and researching patterns are too set to change, and there is
probably no real reason why they should, particularly since
writing habits are so strongly individual. But the new
technology has raised a host of other concerns as well, espe-
cially among those who are sometimes called “‘heavy users.”
The problems are well known: many secretaries who have to
spend long hours each day in front of a video display terminal
complain of back and eye sirain, migraine headaches,
menstrual cramps, spontaneous abortion, and a curiouns form
of distress described as “‘a sense of disembodiment’” or *“loss
of body perception.”” The usual explanation is that it has
something to do with the electromagnetic radiation emitted by
the screen. Frank Zingrone, a founding member of the degree
program in communications at York University, and com-
munications consultant Eric McLuhan feel they have found a
physiological explanation having to do with the different func-
tions of the right and left sides of the brain.

Zingrone told me that when the eye is presented with a pic-
torial image it tends to range widely and wildly over it, looking
for detail that interests it. When presented with print,
however, it fixates, and jerks forward as it reads. Once a
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reader loses interest in the material, the eye tends to resume the
wandering that is its natural state. Each of these eye activities
is related to one hemisphere of the brain — the wandering
mode to the right, the fixed, linear mode to the left. Zingrone
and McLuhan speculate that if you spend long hoursadayata
terminal doing boring work, the two modes are in constant
conflict, thus causing stress, which in turn leads to other, more
familiar symptoms. If few writers complain of the ill effects of
using computers, Zingrone suggests this is because they are
Interested in what they are writing on the screen, thus minimiz-
ing the stress.

LIKE EVERY new technology, computers are provoking a Iot of
questions. Is this the dawn of a new age of information, or are
we simply in for an era of unprecedented information pollu-
tion that threatens to smother our culture in banality and may
even endanger individual freedom as we know it? The stage for

great changes has already been set, and a wide array of com-

puting power once reserved only for large institutions now is
available to individuals and groups, both through the market-

networks, Those who feel that computers are a threat to
culture or human freedom would-have a stronger case if the
technology were being deliberately held back for exclusive use
by governments and police forces, as it is in the Soviet bloc,
for example. In this context, the growing interest of small
business and members of the cultural community — writers,
journalists, academics — in computer technology is & hopeful
sign, provided, of course, that its great potential is used for
more than just self-aggrandizement.

At the moment, the present trends to exploit the technology
culturally in this country seem entirely natural in the Canadian
context. Enterprises like Swift Current, Stan Bevington’s on-
line printing and publishing operation, and Dave Godfrey’s
championship of large, easily accessible computer networks all
reflect a view of the Canadian tradition in which railway lines,
national broadcasting systems, and complex communication
between artists and their andience are felt to be essential to the
country’s problematic integrity. Of course such problems are
never solved by technology alone. The important thing, as
always, will be what gets communicated. And that, as always,
depends on minds of flesh and blood. (1

place and through a growing variety of public institutions and
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Strange bedfellows

- The Oxford Companion to Canadian Literature —

in many

ways CanLit’s representative abroad — combines
comprehensive criticism with fascinating irrelevance

The Qx:ford Companion to Canadian
Literature, edited by William Toye, Ox-

* scholars*’;

ford, £43 pages, $45.00 cloth (ISBN 0 19
3 9).

WITHIN EIGHT YEARS, three landmarks in
the history of Canpadian writing in
English appeared: R.E. Watters’s A
Check List of Cenadian Literaiure
(1939); the Literary History of Canada:
Canadian Literature in English, edited
by Carl Klinck (1965); and Norzh
Story's Oxford Companion to Canadian
History anrd Literature (1957). Each has
been a key work, despite differing
judzements on individual authority and
quality, It is significant, and typical of
the 19503, that all three were supported
and subsidized, the first by the
Humanities Research Council, the se-
cond by that body and the University of
Toronto Press, and the third by the
Canada Council.

‘There was a distinct difference in the
numbers involved in production. Wat-
ters listed 16 “*assistants’’; Klinck refer-
red to five editors and 29 “other

12 Books in Canadz, March, 1984
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By RUPERT SCHIEDER

Norah Story’s book was
described by her successor as ‘‘the im-
pressive achievement of one person.”
Another difference can be inferred from
two introductory statements. Watters,
as the bibliography has come to be
known, was “‘frankly a check list . . .
designed to fumnish a starting point for

. Turther research.’® One of the aims
of Klinck’s Literary History was to “‘en-
courage established and younger
scholars to engage in a critical study of
that history before and after the ap-
pearance of the book . . . . Some items

. will inevitably require correction,’”
There was no such prefatory statement
in Story’s Oxford ‘Companion.

The predictions have been confirmed;
all three have had to be replaced. The
revision to Watters appeared in 1972;
the revised edition of Klinck, with 12
new contributors, came out 11 years
after the first; a supplement to rather
than a revision of The Oxford Com-
panion appeared within six years, in
1973; and now 10 years ater, not merely
a revision or a second edition, but a new,

[ ——

differently titled volume has been
published, The Oxford Companion to
Canadian Literature.

These renewals have been made man-
datory in part by the increased literary
production and publication of the last
three decades. An additional third
volume of Klinck was required to cover
the 1960-1973 period alone, In the
supplement to the original Oxford Com-
panion, editor William Toye spoke of
1967-72 as “‘a six-year period that gave
rise to an unprecendented number of
publications and a remarkable flowering
of literary accomplishment.”” In the in-
troduction to this new work he speaks of
*‘the subsequent development of literary
criticism on all periods, an enormous
outpouring of new and important
creative writing in both English and
French, reprints of countless little-
known works, a great increase in trans-
lations from the French, and a growing
interest in Canadian works abroad.’
Almost as important as the expanded
production has been the growing con-
sciousness of and interest in a Canadian
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literature, an expanded CanLit industry,
both at home and abroad. (Unkind com-
meniators might attribute some of this
activity to empire-building at home and
the search for novel teaching and thesis
materials abroad.}

This nevr work, limited now to Cana-
dian lterature, is important in a quite
different way. Its title, its position on
the long shelf of more than a dozen
other Oxford Companions (to English
Literature, to French, Spanish, German,
Classical, etc.), lends it, regardless of its
own quality, a respectability, an ““of-
ficial" status. In addition to its standing
in Canada it is the nearest thing we have
to an international literary represen-
tative. As such, it is important that it be
comprehensive, balanced in its selection
and assessment, and accurate.

William Tove brought to the three-
year project 2 combination of 35 years
of writing and editing, his long par-
ticipation in Canadian literature through
the Tamarack Review, his Book of
Canada, The Oxford Anthology of
Canadign Literature, and, most ger-
mane, his involvement in the original
Oxford Companion to Canadian
History and Literature and iis supple-
ment. Funded only by the Oxford
University Press, he commissioned a
great gathering of 192 scholars and paid
assistants, selected from Vancouver
Island to Newfoundland. (Somehow
Prince Edward Island was neglected.
Lucy Afaud Montgomery was, in-
terestingly, put in the hands of one of
the staff of the Royal Military College.)

A great deal of the energy of editorial
sessions must have been consumed by ef-
forts to compress. For whereas the new
cditions of Watters and Klinck ex-
panded, the former by about a third and
the latter by about a half, the new Ox-
ford Companion has about 100 pages
fewer than its predecessor. Of course,
material on Canadian history has been
excluded. This reduction, however, is
balanced by the increase in specific
areas, some in keeping with Toye’s ac-
ceptance of the concept of “‘the Cana-
dian mosaic*’: Indian, Inuit, Ukrainian,
Yiddish, and Acadian literatures, as well
as six blocks of “regional literature,”
which produce some overlapping
{Margaret Atwood and Robertson
Davies as **Ontario writers™'?) and new
categories such as children’s literature,
science fiction, and fantasy.

Toye points out that the genre surveys
bave been greatly expanded. One of
these ‘“‘overviews™ “Novels in
English’® — has been doubled because
of *“the sudden flowering of ‘the genre
after 1960.”° The decision to use the term
“novel’” instead of “*fiction"" means that
the short story is treated separately,
making for further overlapping and a
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peculiar imbalance. Two examples. The
general article on Alice Munro, occu-
pying two and a half columns, ends:
“‘See also Novels in English,”* where
Who Do You Think You Are? and Lives
of Girls and Women are discussed. In
the overview *‘Short Stories in English,”’
there are merely scattered bits on her
work, including again Lives of Girls and
Women. The general article on Mavis
Gallant (three columns), having stated
that “*Gallant’s talents have always been
best deployed in short fiction,” refers
the reader only to “Novels in English,"’
where one of her two long fictions is
discussed in detail. This overview raises
the question of just how light or how
heavy was the hand of the general
editor. Bach of the five contributors
here takes his own approach to the
novels of his section. Although his use
of the term “‘literary renaissance™ for
the 1960s and *70s is odd, the skilled
compiler of that section displays a virtue
not always present throughout the
volume: he constantly relates’ Canadian
to international writing.

There is another difference between
the present volume and its predecessors.
Whereas Norah Story was usually con-
tent to state, Toye’s aim was for a work
that would combine *‘useful infor-
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mation qnd thoughtful and lluminating
(though succinct) literary discussions.’”
The entries on Ethel Wilson illustrate the
difference. In the 1967 volume the writer
commented on Wilson’s urbanity, ironic
wit, and “‘considerable nacrative skill."
In the present work Hetfy Dorval is *“ac-
complished,”” ““remarkable,’’ although
the plot is ““a trifle forced*; Swamp
Angel is ““perhaps Wilson's finest ar-
tistic success.” It may be on these
evaluations that readers disagree most,
but the contributors constantly soften
proncuncements by the use of
“perhaps’’ and ‘‘probably.’”” With so
much ‘overlapping, disagreement or in-
decision was inevitable. On page 578:
¢St. Urbain’s Horseman, Richler’s best
novel since Duddy Kravitz''; on page
705: *St. Urbain’s Horseman —
generally regarded as Richler’s finest
work-il r
Another source of disagreement is
foreseen by Toye: ““The relative lengths
of entrits may prompt the most im-
mediate comment.’” He also points out
that there is ““a heavy emphasis on
writers and their werks of the last forty
years.”* If readers who skip his intro-
duction were to judge by space alone,
they would infer that Robertson Davies

and Margaret Atwood are the chief *

languages
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figures in Canadian literature. The
former occupies seven and a half eol-
umns in the **author™’ article, one half in
“Movels to 1960: Ontario,” one in
“TMovels 1960 to 1952, space in
“Drama in English”’ and ““Essays in
English,” and one column for Fifth
Business in the ‘*‘famous titles"
category. (With such eminence it is
suitable that the Globe and Mail asked
him to review this volume.) Atwood oc-
cupies almost as much space in five
catepories. But Northrop Frye gets only
four columns under his name and
nothing at all under Fearful Symmetry
or The Anatomy of Criticism. Poetry as
a genre warrants about half as much
space as ‘“Novels.”” I must stop this
calculating assessment. One does not
judge by space alone,

Nor is it profitable to linger over the
question of who and what should have
been included or excluded as Canadian.
Like Watters and Klinck, Toye must
have found decisions difficult. The
“*famous title™ category, those works
singled out for special eminence, ob-
viously presented as many questions.
Every reader and reviewer will have an
opportunity 10 disagree here. Of course
the inevitable “Akhoond of Swat” and
The Four Jameses turn up again. (I
vonder whether anvone actually reads
these **famous’’ works.) I found some
surprises in this category: Altham: A
Tale of the Sea by John Swete Cum-
mins; The Last of the Erics by
“H.H.B."; and The Victims of Tyranny
by Charles E. Beardsley. Check those on
vour friends. Elizabeth Smart’s By
Grand Central Station I Sat Down and
Iept as a “classic™! Two Morley
Callaghans, yes; two Hugh Maclen-
nans, ves; but no Richler — not The Ap-
prentiveship of Duddy Kravitz? 1 do not
disagres with the inclusion of Jelna by
Mazo de la Roche and Sunshine Sket-
ches by Stephen Leacock, but Songs of o
Sourdough or another work by Robert
YV. Service ought to be included, if only
because, until the last one or two
decades, if readers abroad recognized
any vriters as Canadian, it was usually
these three,

Each reader will have other hobby-
fiorses to ride. I checked the articles on
two writers about whom I have reason to
be specific. The geography of the writer
on Jack Hodgins is a little imprecise; the
Comox Valley is hardly *“Northern Van-
couver Island.” The Barclay Family
Theatre, which includes some of
Hodgins's finest work to date, is too
facilely dismissed. With compression a
necessity, it hardly seems important or
even relevant to the immediate issue to
point out that the great-grandson of
Francis William Grey, who is inchuded
only because of his literary contribution,

I3 Books in Canada, March, 1984

far = e e o g mm g m———— e i s Sgewa——

succeeded to the family title in 1963.
This isn’t Peter C. Newman’s Debrett’s
Tllustrated Guide. Inaccurate and
slightly Freudian is the shift in the title
of Grey’s Sixteen-Ninety 10 Sixty-Nine.
Although I did not have time to check
thoroughly the living arrangements of
more Canadian writers, I was fascinated
by some imbalance and irrelevance.
Graeme Gibson ““now lives in Toronto
with Margaret Atwood and their
daughier Jess.” It did not Seem
necessary in the article on Margaret At~
wood to note a reciprocal domesticity.
Timothy Findley writes ‘‘plays and
documentaries, many of the latter in col-
laboration with William Whitehead,
with whom he lives in Cannington,
Ont."”” Neither domesticity nor col-
laboration seems to necessitate the
following details: “After completing
Civic Square [Scott] Symons went to
Mexico with a young male lover, whose
parents sent the Federales after them.”

But these, like the inconsistent use of
large capital letters, are small particles in
such & comprehensive work. Toye is
justified in making his introductory
claim: ‘“In spite of all weaknesses . . .
there is offered here a wealth of detail
and commentary, and many new in-
sights."”” There should be no hesitation
about putting it on the shelf with the
other Oxford Companions. Official or
not, it will serve readers at home and
abroad. Equipped with it, Watters’s
revised bibliography, and the new edi-
tion of the Literary History of Canada,
general readers, students, and scholars

who need the fundamental facts should
be helped in forming more balanced
conceptions of Canadian writing than
have resulted from some of the thematic
and nationalistic criticism that has been
5o highly publicized. [0

Sex and
death

By GEORGE GALT

The Only Son, by David Helwig,
Stoddart, 244 pages, $16.95 cloth (ISBN

07737 2019 7).

THE FIRST QUARTER of David Helwig’s
new novel is by itself a little masterpiece.
Set in the 1940s on the opulent estate of
James Randall, wezalthy Ontario capita-
list, it achieves a magnetic authenticity
of voice and period ambienve. We feel
the mysterious power of the very rich
through young Walter, the servants’
son, a sensitive boy alert to the barriers
and contradictions implicit in his place.
Walter is a soft stone on which are
carved for z lifetime the painful impres-
sions of power roughly used. Through
the detailed memories of Walter’s
childhood on the estate Helwig sets up
the tensions and deep textures that pro-
mise to make a brilliant novel. The por-
trayal of sensuous perceptions, logical

.distortions, dreams, and fears brings

Walter's early years close enough to
touch. This is exceptionally fine fiction.

As Walter reaches early manhood the
novel’s energy abates, though the story
remains compelling. He marries Bunice,
a servant girl whom he knew from the
Randalls’ kitchen. By now intent on a
university career, he Is escaping his early
bumiliations through a superior in-
tellect, yet remains tied to his past
through Eunice and his parents: an
escape more compromise than confron-
tation. The curious, uncowardly little
boy becomes a retiring, rather passive

+ professor of philosophy.

Growing up away from the city in the
shadow of the rich and powerful Ran-
dalls, seeking fulfilment in Toronto
through a life devoted to books and
teaching, haunted by his past, Walter in-
vites comparison to Dunstan Ramsay in
Robertson Davies’s Fifth Business.
Helwig’s promises to be the better novel,
and I mean that as very high praise for
the beginning of his book. The Only Son
possesses less dramatic artifice than
Fifth Business end more mnatural
psychological energy. Davies is a
wonderful maker of magic, but some-
times his tricks are transparent and in-
credible. Helwig at his best is not so

* much a magician as a supernatural
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DOUBLEDAY'S SPRING BOOKS

Second Wife, Second Best? Glynnis Walker April $19.95 S“ﬁ“a'@“ﬁb

All wives are not created equal. Glynnis Walker explores the problems and .

special pleasures of being 2 man’s second wife. Excerpts in May issue of SECO

Cosmopolitan. BESI?
Singing Our History Dr. Edith Fowke April $14.95 N '{ "y gy
There is no more renowned authority on the subject of Canadian folk history " ) _‘:_ .
than York University professor, Dc. Edith Fowke, the author of ten highly il e
acclaimed books on the subject, including Sally Go Round the Sun. ‘Singing’ S
inclhudes chording and melody lines for piano or guitar accompaniment. < .

Murder Before Matins. John Reeves May $17.95

CBC producer and composer, John Reeves turns his hand once again to the
diversion of the murder mystery with the inevitable high quality results. His
last mystery, Murder By Mfa-opbone, was recently adapred as a ten part series
on CBC'’s “Morningside.”

Office Pools Jamie Wayne March $7.95

QOver one billion dollars are wagered annually in North America making EH@E

office pools the most popular game on the continent. Here are the tips on SR
how to win them, and how to run them. Pi@

Among Friends L.R. Wright May $19.95 & oG
Winner of the Alberta Search-for-a-New-Novelist award in 1979 for I]" nﬂ]L
Neigbbours, L.R. Wright's second novel,. The Favorite, enjoyed critical and '}E d{
commercial success in the U.S. Now this exceptional writer brings us Among ﬂL 1“[ Q
Friends, a novel of three women at the turning point of their lives. It is certain

to establish her critical reputation at home, as one of Canada’s fine writers. m

Pirates and Outlaws of Canada | FIRATES
Harold Horwood and Edward Butts May $19.95 OF EAHIV CARIOV

Harold Horwood is 2 well known writer and popular historian, author of ' .___.Jrf' o
Bartleti: The Great Canadian Explorer. This is 2 delightful and informative 7 ‘{? ) ':"'
collection of tales from the underside of Canada’s history. s 5 o
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cameraman, iaking perfectly framed pic-
tures inside the mind and out.

Despiie the initial superiority of The
Only Son, in the end Helwig does not
succeed as Davies does. Having esta-
blished a complex set of relationships,
Helwig proceeds to kill off most of his
major actors. The Randalls’ son, who
might have made an interesting foil for
Walter, simply disappears from the
story. Where Davies continues to paint a
rich palimpsest throughout his book,
Hehwig gives us in his second half only
nwo fisures against a bleak background
of compulsive sex and self-disgust.

The professor, still mourning his wife
after three years, finds a hot lay in one
of his classes. She torments him (and us)
for a hundred pages. Anyone interested
in the psychology of sexually repressed
philosophy professors might want to
look at this part of the novel. Set in the
1260s, it includes all the totems of that
period: upper-middle-class students in
rebellion, dope, Vietnam, and sexual ex-
perimentation. I think Helwig throws his
masterpiece away in this concluding
half, but those who believe there is
anything left 1o say about university life
in the '60s may disagree.

Walter, sad to say, turns out to be a
very boring fellow, an affliction few
novels survive. He is greatly troubled
when he finds himself wantonly screwing
Ada, his undergraduate tormenter. The
fact that he likes 1o sodomize her shocks
him even more. She touches his past, her
aunt having been one of James
Randall’s neighbours and also one of his
philandering conquests. So there is a
sexual full circle to the wild coupling.
But psychological truth cannot lift these
passages above the tedious solemnity of
Ada and Walter’s obsessions.

The professor loses his concentration
and his bed-mate, but not his job.
Readers may be forgiven for wishing he
would take a sabbatical, leave Toronto,
expand his possibilities. His limits

become the novel’s limits, What pro-
riises to be a large, rich canvas shrinks
to a sad little story about a sad, dispas-
sionate intellectual who has rejected the
material world for fear of having to

16 Bool:s in Canada, March, 1984
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serve it. In the final scene, after a final
parting, the professor leaves us with a
comment that is as close as this novel
comes to an abiding optimism. **I turn
back into the house, and there is a mo-
ment of loneliness and loss, but if the
love of wisdom means anything, it
means that such moments pass, and it is
what continues that counts.”” O}

REVIEW
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- Strangers in
a strange land

By JOAN GIVNER

The Axe’s Edge, by Kristjana Gun-
nars, Press Porcépic, 93 pages, $9.95

paper (ISBN 0 88878 210 1).

SINCE KRISTJANA GUNNARS has published
four books of poetry, this collection of
short stories would seem by its antece-
dents to be destined for the category of
“‘a poet's stories.” Certainly, these are
lyrical pieces that work chiefly through
the texture of their imagery. Gunnars,
however, explains their form otherwise:
I wanted, since I had that kind of ear, to
hear what 2 Canadian story sounded
like. Since life on the Prairies seemed to
be a constant and slow plodding against
the wind, would there maybe be no ris-
ing action, no climax, no dénouement?
Would the European voice begin to cry
monolonously in response to the ex-
panse of sky and plain?

*Monotoncusly’ is a dangerously sug-
gestive word to use in a preface. It shows
that Gunnars knows exactly the artistic
risk she is taking, and it poses the critical
question of what gives these plotless,
seamless, rhythmic stories their con-
giderable impact.

The 10 stories form a series, but not
such as we have come to expect from re-
cent series linked by a common narrator
who is the author’s fictional represen-
tative. The stories have different char-
acters, indicated in their terse titles,
which consist of the name followed by a
key image —— “*Gudfinna: Bells’’; *“Frid-
rik Sveinsson: Mice”; “Kolla: Ticks.”
(Names for Gunnars have a magical,
talismanic quality, and she reels them
off [ike the genealogies of the old sagas).
The link between the characters is their
Icelandic background. Some are native
Teelanders, most are immigrants to the
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Prairies, and one, by a reverse process, is
a Canadian tracing his Jcelandic roots in
Reykjavik. They vary in age, sex, oc-
cupation, and historical context, some
belonging to the 19th century and some
being near-contemporaries. Most impor-
tant, they have distinct personalities and

distinct voices. ’ '

In the first story, since the central
character lacks speech (*“she never learn-
ed to talk while they lived in
Bildudalur*’), the narrative voice
records the roar that is the other side of
her silence. In another, a daughter tells
from hearsay her father’s story. The nar-
rator in a third is the articulate observer
of an older, more taciturn, fellow
countryman. A priest’s story is related in
the fermal diction of his letters; the
epigraph alone hints at their sinister
context.

Bach story records the struggle for
survival in another country. Sometimes
the country is “other’” in the literal,
geographical sense, and sometimes in
the figurative sense of a strange, hostile,
alien environment. The people fight for
life on the most primitive terms, buf-
feted like Lear on the heath by savage
elements of nature and human cruelty.
Images of barbarism abound: *‘all the
other chickens were wailing to see if
they’d get 'a chance to pick it to death
when the blood came™; “what I don't
Jike about mice is if you get three or
more together in one (rap, they always
attack one of the group and eat it up.”
In this desperate world the available
means of survival and self-protection are
pitiful. They consist of ald wives’ tales,
superstition, folklore, misinformation,
charms, and religious mumbo-jumbo.
On all this lore Gunnars is amazingly
knowledgeable. She relates the proper-
ties of grasses and herbs, the means of
procuring gqod luck, success in child-
birth. This esoterica is one of the
fascinations of reading The Axe’s Edge.

Gunnars has said that the one limita-
tion she feels when writing in English
rather than Icelandic (she is fluent in
Danish, English, and Icelandic) is that
the humour is lost. It is not lost com-
pletely, as witnessed by the following in-
structions for dealing with obstreperous
ghosts:

Grandpa said one way of getting rid of

them is to spit into the east and fart in

the ghost's face. Some people recite a

paternoster or a prayer . . . . Some peo-

ple had bedpots with piss in them by
their beds every night. That way they’d

be ready to meet a ghost anytime. I sup-

pose you could simply pee straight at it

too, if you had to. Another thing they
don’t like is poetry. A good verse drives
them off.

It is Gunnars’s good fortune as a
writer that she has, in her Icelandic
heritage, a totally original, overwhelm-
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ingly powerful and coherent mythic
frameworl: for her art. It is her genius
that she Lknows exactly what to do with
it

Recently an Australian reviewer of her
poctry commented on her descriptions
of *‘a level of superstitiousness and ig-
norance that would be difficult to par-
allel even in the proverbial tribal rites of
aborigines a thousand years ago.” True
perhaps. But to see Gunnars’s world as
astonishing and *“‘other” is to miss the
point. Like all important writers, she
uses her postage stamp of native soil to
image the universal. The bleakness of
her vision, the sinister nature of her im-
agery, coincides with that of many
modemn artists. One thinks particularly
of such women writers as Sylvia Plath,
Marparet Atwood, Adrienoe Rich, all
describing the desperate struggle for
identity and survival in an irrational
world. O

REVIEW

Something
hicdden

By DAVID HOMEL

Shulamis: Steries from a RMontreal
Childitood, by Shulamis Yelin, Véhicule
Press, 153 pages, $9.95 paper (ISBN 0
919520 52 0).

THE BOOL we write is as much about
what we leave out as what we decide to
include, and novhere is this maxim trier
than in the case of the personal memoir.
When the memoir tackles the family,
that little knot of jealousies and com-
plexes, the maxim becomes doubly true,
as in Shulamis Yelin’s book of 32 short
stories about growing up Jewisk in im-
migrant Montreal in the 1920s and early
1930s. The tone is humorous, warm, and
wistful — as wistful as the beautiful
cover painting of a Montreal streetscape
by Ghitta Caiserman-Roth — but
behind it all are the politics of the family
and ¢he conflicts that remain unresolv-
ed, even after the actors’ death. The
resalt is an unexpected sort of suspense
as we feel that something hidden is lurk-
ing behind the surface telling of events.

Shulamis Yelin was a feminist before
her time, a university-educated woman
who made a career of teaching. Her tell-

ing of how life was some 50 or 60 years
ago makes you feel every crack in the
sidewalk. The voung- heroine in Shul-
amis recounts the rites of passage from
girlhood into adolescence, and only the
most hard-hearted could reject the sense
of nostalgia. The transcription of the
Yiddische English spoken along Prince
Arthur Street is hilariously accurate as
the young Shulamis recounts sibling
rivalry, childhood illness, finding a
#kontra’ (a place in the country in the
Laurentians north of town, once Mon-
treal’s answer to the Borscht Belt), and
the discovery that ‘*Shekspir®* was not
Jewish after all, despite the Yiddish ver-
sions of the Bard on the dining room
bookshelf. Shakespeare in the home of
these recent working-class immigrants
goes a long way toward explaining the
importance of education among the
Jews new in this country. Since many
came from places where they were for-
bidden to practise normal commercial
activities or own property, education
was their only way up.

The stories go beyond anecdote to
show Shulamis and her comrades work-
ing their way into the Protestant school
system, ' encountering' Quebec-style
Catholicism, and learning the. facts of
life, the knowledge of which was always
acquired in the alley. The book is really
about everybody’s immipgrant experi-
ence, including those who are living on
those same streets and playing in those
same zlleys in today’s Montreal.

Yelin has her young heroine make a
clear distinction- between her grand-
parents (her Bubbie and Zaida) and her
parents. The former are heroic figures;
her grandfather, a carpenter, is an elder
in the temple and actually helps put up
the structure. More imporiant, her
grandparents are a generation older and,
as such, that much less assimilated, that
much closer to Old Country life. They
incarnate the true Hebrew spirit; her
parents have to deal with fiving {n this
strange new society and the compro-
mises it entails. Obviously the first image
is more attractive in its authenticity.

Once the author takes her character
out of young childhood she seems to lose
touch somewhat with her strength.
Toward the end of the book, Shulanyis,
as a young woman, braves the Depres-
sion to enrol in a teachers’ college.
Against all odds she geis a job. We learn
of her success and her family’s pride,
but less of her reaction to it, which is a
contrast to the intimate tone of the other
stories. Significantly, she returns to her
grandmothes’s death as a way of ending
the book, being more at home with the
past.

The book is shot through with the dis-
tant image of the narrator’s mother:
“Mother was often ailing,”” she tells us.
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THE MYSTIC NORTH
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Symbolist Landscape Painting
in Northern Europe and
North America 1890-1940

Ronld Nasgaard

For most Canadians this volurne will
present a new perspective on the
Group of Seven. It reveals that,
despite their originality within their
own context and their uncontestable
vitality, they invite classification as a
final stage of nineteenth-century
northern Romantic landscape painting.
The Mystic North is international in
scope presenting the work of 31
artists from Canada, Europe, and the
US. These artists, including Munch,
Hodler, Mondrian, O'Keeffe, Hartley;
the Group of Seven, and Emily Carr,
shared a new attitude to the land-
scape, especially wilderness, and
attempted in stylized and decorative
compositions to express the spiritual
and supernatural meanings which
lay beneath the superficial appear-'
ance of nature. 120 b & w and

40 colour illus, $19.95 paper

University of Toronto Press -

OIL AND AMULETS
Inuit — One People United at
the Top of the World

Philip Lauritzen

A book of international
importance dealing with con-
cerns of native people in
Alaska, Canada, Greenland
and Russia.

“One of the very few
publications to present our
worries and demands in an
honest way.”
John Amagoalit:,
President
« Inuit Tapirisat of Canada
Hans-Pavia Rosing.
President
Inuit Circumpolar Conference

cloth $17.50
paper $9.95

Breakwater Books,
Box 2188. St.Johns, Nd. AI1C 6E6
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The mother represents the xenophobic
part of Jewish culture, always protecting
and brooding, the voice of imminent
disaster. On the other hand, Shulamis’s
father gives her permission to take
classes in New Testament Scripture at
her school to ““see how they do by other
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peaple.” The mother’s distance, her un-
named, probably psychosomatic ail-
ment, coupled with Shulamis’s natural
desire to be closer to.her, makes for
most of the book’s tension. Impatient
readers might want everything revealed,
but we should not forget that the book’s

FEAWRE RE'VIEW

spirit is based in another era, when
psycho-talk did not exist. The author
never chooses to reveal the conflicts in
her family seiting, but then perhaps
Shulamis is an introductory volume, a
preparation for another excursion inio
the past that will go degper. O
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Two thick and rich anthologies that

bring together the best of a vast and surprising

Binck YWater: The Anthology of Fan-
iastic Liternture, edited by Alberto
| Manguel, Lester & Orpen Dennys, 987

pages, 512.95 paper (ISBN 0 330
221410)

fllucion One: Fables, Fautasies and
Rieinfictions, edited by Geoff Hancock,
Aya Press, 166 pages, $12.50 paper
(ISBI 0 920544 27 4).

Musion Tvo: Fobles, Fantasles and
Eietafictions, edited by Geoff Hancock,
Aya Press, 147 pages, $12.50 paper

(ISBN 0 920544 28 2).

THE SUBTITLE OF Alberto Manguel’s an-
thology may lead some to expect it to be
something that it isn’¢: a collection of
the kind of fiction that is nowadays
usually classified under the heading of
“fantasy.” Manguel makes a careful
distinction between this and *‘fantastic
literature,”* possibly related to Cole-
ridge’s distinction between Fancy and
Imagination (or what Peacock called his
“seven hundred pages of promise to
elucidate it"’), but briefer and clearer:
Unlike tales of fantasy (those chronicles
of mundane life in mythical surroundings
such as Marnia or Middle Earth), fantastic
literature deals with what can be best
defincd as the impossible seeping into the
possible, what Wallace Stevens calls
*blacl: water breaking into reality”. Like
the ghost train at the fair, it takes us
through the darkness of a real world,
from terror to laughable terror, diving in-
to walls that swing away at the very last
minute, racing under eerie nothings that
touch us with cobweb fingers, suddenly
slowing dovn and lengthening that Iast
encounter {with what? with what?), using
our expectancy of horror more effectively
than horror itself.
And he fills out his definition by listing
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body of fantastic literature
By ILM. OWEN

the main themes of fantastic literature:
Time warps: where Time leads two
separate existences — one for us, one for
the rest of the woerld, in the tradition of
Rip Van Winkle.
Hauntings: by the dead (usually) — for
revenge (like Banquo's ghost); to make a
belated , announcement (like Hamlet's
father); 1o love beyond the grave (fike
Dagnte’s Beatrice).
Dreams: which become part of reality
(like Caedmon’s dream in the beginning
of English literature); which issue a war-
ning (like that of Caesar’s wife); which
tell us we are such stuff as dreams are
made on (like the Red King's dream in
Through the Looking-Glass).
Unreal creatures, transformations: like
the creature in Kafka’s “Metamorphosis";

like Circe's swine; the frog prince: and the
many foxes of Chinese ghost stories.

Mimesis: seemingly unrelated acts which
secretly dramatize each other (the strange

P s

gvents that take place during King Dun-
can's murder, the cracked mirror of the
Lady of Shalott). Also, a totally alien
happening can provoke a tragedy
somewhere else, as if all the threads in the
universe were connected.

Dealings with God ard the Devil: not of
course theological writings, but stories
which make use of that misty borderland
of belief to frame a fantastic tale (as in the
tragic history of Doctor Faustus). Usually
this theme overlaps others, such as time
warps or transformations.

These many strands make a fine-
meshed net; and it catches a wide variety
of fish. In spite of the first passage
quoted above, don’t expect unmitigated
horror. Manguel’s definition of the fan-
tastic is broad enmough to include two
exquisite turn-of-the-century jokes:
Beerbohm’s “Enoch Soames™ and
Saki's ““Laura,”” which get charming
fun, the one out of the Faustian theme,
the other from the notion of transmigra-
tion. In extreme contrast, out of the
same country and the same generation,
is Walter de la Mare’s ““Seaton’s Aunt,”
perhaps the most hauntingly terrifying
story in the book, achieving its effect
with no more than a remote hint of
supernatural possibilities. I'm especially
glad to have this story brought back into
my life. It was a feature of Alexander’s
excellent anthology Short Stories and
Essays, which used to be prescribed for
Ontario senior matriculation, or Grade
13 as it came to be called. (What hap-
pened to my copy?)

In his introductory note to ‘‘Seaton's
Aunt,” Manguel quotes Chesterton as
comparing the thrill he got from its
“suffocating vividness’’ to the effect of
his first reading of ““The Turn of the
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Screw.”” Personally 1 belong to the tiny
minority that is unmoved by *“The Turn
of the Screw,” and was pleased to find
Henry James represented in this book
instcad by “*The Friends of the
Friends,” which I had quite forgotten
about.

Manguel, who to our good fortune
now lives among us, is Argentine by
birth; and one of the great services this
book does to the English-reading public
is to present eight Latin-American

writers, most of them Argentine, most -

iranslated by Manguel, and all except
Borges entirely new to me. They are all
striling, but apart from that they
fascinate me by the glimpses they give of
a group of [ong-established communities
of which vre hear [ittle except when one
of them has an abrupt change of govern-
ment.

The introductory notes prefaced to
the stories, partly critical, partly
biographical, occasionally autobio-
graphical, make an admirable feature of
Black Water. From one of these it ap-
pears that it was under the direct in-
flzence of Borges that Manguel became
a profound admirer of Kipling. I'm one
too, but I can't help feeling that his ad-
miration distorts his judgement, in the
selcetion of what to me seems a third-
rate lkipling story — and also in a review
in the Glole and Mail a few months ago,
in which Manguel, if ] remember cor-
rectly, denied that Kipling was a reac-
tionary. Well, it’s painful to admit that
our literary swans can be political geese,
but he was one — close to the lunatic fr-
inze, in fact. If he were alive today he
wouid probably consider Thatcher and
Reagan as dangerously liberal as his
cousin Stanley Baldwin.

The vwriters in English that I most
readily associate with Borges are Steven-
gon {who is here, very properly, with
“The Bottle Imp’’) and Conan Doyle —
who to my real surprise isn"t here at all.
If Manguel, who appears to have read

everythine, doesn’t know Doyle’s non- -

Holmesian stories, 1 commend 1o his at-
tention two thrilling time-warp stories,
“The Silver Mirror’ and ‘“Through the
Veil,’* and also “*How It Happened,”
which achieves with great economy some
of the eficct of the longish Daphne du
Maurier story he has chosen, *‘‘Split
Second.”

\Vhen 1 first read Manguel’s distinc-
tion between fantasy and the fantastic I
made a mental note that he was talking
about the difference between Tolkien
and Charles Williams, and it's
something of a coup to have found for
this bool: what is apparently Williams’s
only short story. It’s not Willlams at his
bast, even though the main, indeed the
only character is Lord Arglay, the domi-
pant figure in che brilliant novel Many
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Dimensions. Still, it’s nice to have it on
record.

That I have said as much as I have
without even mentioning the presence of
Pushkin, Kafka, Maugham, Lawrence,
Greene, Yourcenar, and many more
may help to convey the richness of this
packed anthology. To quote a
memorable Mordecai Richler anecdote,
Canadians lke thick books. In this case,
they'll be right.

Geoff Hancock’s two-volume anthol-
ogy Illusion: Fables, Fantasies and
Metafictions is a kettle of quite other
fish from Manguel's. Which are the
fables, which the fantasies, and which
the metafictions (that word’s the nastiest
barbarism to be imposed on us since
“*felevision®’) I'm not sure. But they in-
clude many kinds of non-realistic fic-
tion, ranging from the excellent to the
tiresome. The first volume staris with
Mavis Gallant, the most distinguished
contributor to almost any anthology she
happens to be in; but she's doing the
kind of thing I wish she wouldn’t — a
correspondence between Maurice Ravel
and C.L. Dodgson in which Ravel is a
Basque poet and Dodgson an avant-
garde composer. The notion is good for
a brief smile; the same kind of thing
embedded in a vast novel like Nabokov's
Ada can have a marvellous comic effect.
But laboured over several pages and
presented as a thing in itself, it just
seems heavy-handed.

The volume contains good stories,
though. Sean Virgo’s ‘‘Haunt’ is
beautifully written. “Niagara Fall"’ by
David Sharpe, about a man obsessed by
water because he was conceived at
Niagara Falls, is itself a beautiful con-
ception. Leon Rooke may be disturbed
to learn that I like his “Hanging Out
with the Magi.” Virgil Burnett has done
cover drawings that remind me rather of
Heath Robinson in the more romantic of
his two styles, and he also contributes a
medieval tale in the same agreeable
manner. .

The second volume starts with W.P.
Kinsella’s admirable “‘Shoeless Joe
Jackson Comes to lowa*’ and ends with
P. K. Page’s disturbing vision of a pos-
sible future, “Unless the Eye Catch
Fire . . .”"; in the middle is my favourite
story in the whole anthology, ““The
Steps” by Gary McKevitt. Like most
stories of the kind, it would be ruined by
summary, which leaves the reviewer at a
loss for words. No such handicap afflicts
the anthologist, who contributes a
blustering introduction to each volume:

Canadian literature has been transformed

« - « - The new fiction is a map of terrain

earlier writers neglected to traverse ... .

Their institutionalized works came to us

as archaeological remnants of a past

civilization. But now the ancient monsters -

in our psyches are waking up.

e L

It must be the awakened monster in
Hancock’s psyche who is responsible for
his images:
Fiction follows the natural meridians in
the body of our language. Consider these
storles as acupuncture points, places in
language where the encrgies erupt as
flames.
Hiusion One and Hfusion Two are good
enough anthologies to have been al-
lowed to speak for themselves without
all this editorial noise.J
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Waking up in
Dream City

By ANTHONY BUKOSKIT
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The Trouble with Heroes and Other
Stories, by Guy Vanderhaeghe, Borealis
Press, 70 pages, $14.95 cloth (ISBN 0

88887 929 6).
Chameleon and Other Stories, by B
chermbrucker, Talonbooks, 154 pages,
7.95 paper (ISBN 0 88922 208 8).

I REMEMBER W.P, Kinsella two summers
ago telling me about Guy
Vanderhaeghe’s wonderful stories. A lit-
tle later that summer, in a review of Man
Descending in Books in Canada, he
wrote that Vanderhaeghe *‘‘displays a
definess of touch and maturity of vision
seldom seen in first collections,”” and
called Man Descending *“stories to be
reread and remembered.'* Unfortunate-
Iy, T can’t say the same of this slim,
leather-bound volume, The Trouble
with Heroes and Other Stories, which
apparently was written before Man Des-
cending and held until now by Borealis.
The one memorable piece here,
“Parker’s Dog,”” is marred by sloppy
editing. In fact, what Borealis has done
is a downright shame: 24 spelling,
capitalization, and punctuation errors
detract from this otherwise exceptional
story.

“Parker’s Dog" takes place in what
to Vanderbaeghe appears to be a famil-
iar world — greasy spoons, third-rate
hotels, guys down on their luck. I ap-
preciate his ability to capture that
milien. Vanderhaeghe is a **bump-and-
a-beer’’ kind of writer, judging from
“Parker’s Dog’ and several other
stories here. Not for him tea dances and
white wine. After Roy, one of the lost in
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*‘Parker’s Dog,”” despoils Kliber’s car
outside the Dream City Motel, he heads
for an Al-Anon meeting. ““My name is
Roy,” he says, “‘and I’m an alcoholic,*’
and so bepins his attempt at self-respect.
“Parker’s Dog” is a funny, tough-edged
story that succeeds partly because of
Vanderhaeghe's ear for dialogue and ir-
reverent, inventive phrasing. The sleazy
Lliber is so cheap, for instance, “‘he’d
crowbar Christ off the cross to get the
nails."’ Parker, who sells his dog for a
bottle of booze, has a touch of the poet
himself, He makes up greeting-card
verse. *“It was true . . . Parker wrote
them out on motel stationery as they
came to him, and stashed them in an old
shoe box. When he was in a good mood
he would recite them at Roy's prompt-
ing, beginning, perhaps, with Christmas
(Things is tight and times is hard/So
here’s your Xmas cardl) and
concluding with Easter."”

Three other stories exhibit a tovgh-
guy sensibility. Though captivating in its
dinlogue and black humour, the title
piece ends so abruptly it remains a
vignette. *““The Trouble with Heroes™
deals with returning Second-World-War
veterans, one of whom, a burn victim,
wonders whether to wear the rubber
nose they’ve given him in the hospital.
The protagonist’s dilemma is deliber-
ately ironic: how to make his return to
Saglzatchewan appear heroic and trium-
phant when in reality he'd lost his nose
falling under a car after a drunken sex-
val encounter:

1 suppose | was strutting, having been

officially and indisputably delivered

from the stigma of virginity. When 1

savr the two tiny beams, which were all

that were permitted in the blackout, I

tried ¢o scream. I felt a terrible jarring

shock . . . then [ was grappling with the
undercarriage of the car. I could only
think, *Oh God, I'm dying in a state of
mortal sin."
More fully developed, this story, like
“Parker's Dogz,”” would have been a
thoroughly memorable journey into a
world without heroes.

All seven stories deal with failed
heroes of one sort or another and vary
widely in time: “No Man Could Bind
Him” tales place during the time of
Christ; “Cafe Society"’ during the Paris
Exposition of 1889; *“The King Is Dead*’
during the Movember of John Kennedy's
assassination; and ““Parker’s Dog’ the
present.

Vanderhaeghe possesses great talent
and promise, but in this early work he
has fallen a bit short.

On the other hand, Bill Scherm-
brucker’s Chameleon and Other Stories
left me spellbound. His narrator
Alistair, having left Kenya vears earlier,
recreates in the countryside of Nairobi
and out past Eldoret and Hoey"s Bridge
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at Mile Bighteen what Robert Sherrin, in
an interview with Schermbrucker in a re-
cent issue of The Capilano Review, calls
“‘*an environment of memory.” As'l'ced in
the interview about the autobiographical
nature of Chameleon, Schermbrucker
responded, “Now . . . I see quite clearly
that everything we do write is autobio-
graphical . . . the whole thing really has
to do with story-telling. If you’re sitting
down with some people and you'se tell-
ing them a story, they have to believe
somehow in the reality of that story at
some level. Now, whether you're mak-
ing the story up or whether the story is
an attempt to actually transcribe the
events that happen doesn’t matter so
much as whether the person is interested
in the story."*

Schermbrucker’s Chameleon stories
at times gain their strength from this ten-
sion between fact and fiction, between
autobiographical and non-autobio-
graphical fiction. One accepts the fictive
universe, while at the same time remain-
ing aware that Schermbrucker has lived

-through the events he describes, From

the safety of British Columbia, author
and narrator recall their African past. In
“Versions,”* an inquiry into the deaths
of 10 Man Mau detainecs at a govern-
ment camp *‘in the Coast Province of
Kenya,” the line between fact and fic-
tion is all but obliterated as author and
narrator uncover different accounts of
what happened. ““After all these years,’*
Alistair writes, “I want to be able to
know and say finally what in the hell was
going on, not that constant lie from the
officials.”* He finds in the end a version
he can trust.

As one might expect, violence arises
from both natural and socio-political
landscapes here. Along the natural fand-
scape, the ‘“‘geo-botanic ¢osmos,” as
Jose Ortega y Gasset would call it, mam-
bas curl in trees. On the political front,
the British safl into Mombasa and Klin-
dini Harbour and Mau Mau hide out
and make peace with the animals who
later help them in their struggle. To
Alistair, the emotional landscape is just
as precarious and threatening. For years
his father rises early, the dawn provok-
ing “thoughts in him that he must share.
And he did not know how. He struggled
to speak . . . and it came out rainfall,
brake linings, or a complete explanation
of the workings of an electric bell. . . .™
Alistair’s relationship is no better with
his brother Calvin who, like other
characters, reappears throughout the
stories,

“Aga Dawn,” “Mile Eighteen,"”
“Muriuki’s Mother,”” ““Afterbirth’’: all
are exiraordinary stories deserving
recognition. My one reservation is with
the title story, the sixth of eight in the
collection. By this time a device Scherm-
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brucker uses earlier in **Roger Ash or
the Year We Built the Golf Course™ and
“Another Movie,” a device whereby he
introduces an image or symbol early in
the story only to have it reappear with
ironic significance at the end, has begun
to wear thin. But why quibble with Such
fine stories as these? O
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Fact and
fantasy

By TOM MARSHALL

E.J. Pratt on His Life and Poetry,
edited by Susan Gingell, University of
Toronto Press, 218 pages, $30.00 cloth
(ISBN 0 8020 5614 B).

. A e m oaa

I NEVER THOUGHT that E.J. Pratt and I -

had anything much in common beyond
being poets and professors of English
literature with an interest in history.
Now I discover that his first versifica-
tions were “‘schoolboy lampoons on his
teachers’” for the amusement of his
classmates. I believe some of my own
lampoons (such as the one that likened
my giade six teacher to Walt Kelly’s
Albert the Alligator) still exist in one of
my more ancient files. It makes me
wonder how many other Canadian poets
began in this essentially social fashion.

E.J. Pratt on His Life and Poetry is a
very useful book for the serious student
of Pratt. For other readers it will, I
suspect, be only intermittently interest-
ing, It is often very repetitive, since
Pratt’s favourite sayings, phrases, and
anecdotes were trotted out over and over
again in his comments on his life and
work; and in stretches it is downright
boring. Editor Susan Gingell attempts in
her introduction to refute the assertion
of Louis Dudek and Michael Gnarowski
that there was “‘almost no developed
literary theory from E.J. Pratt,”” but in
my judgement Dudek and Gnarowski
are correct. Stifl, this book is quite il-
luminating about Pratt’s methods.

It confirms among other things that
Pratt was very much a poet of fact (with
salutary flights into fantasy), a man very
much concerned to get right and then to
versify those details of science,
technology, and heroic animal and
human struggle that “took hold” of him
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and fired his imagination. He was
suspicious of a more introspective
poetry: “If poetry just meant warbling,
or just spinning fancies out of one’s in-
ner consciousness, there would be some
force in the question [of whether poetry
should be tied to humdrum fact]. A bird
does the first; a spider the second.”® (It is
worth noting here that Al Purdy has
compared himself as poet to a spider
who spins from himself webs to support
his own existence.) The only Canadian
poet here commended (or even men-
tioned) by Pratt is Earle Birney, his ob-
vious successor as poet of fact (as Purdy
is Birney’s successor).

Pratt goes so far as to speak of the
*task of beating a group of facts and
impressions into verse.”" (It is only fair, I
suppose, to allow that he, a playful
spealer, may have been using the word
“‘beating’ somewhat facetiously. But
the notion of poetic process suggested
here is surely a rather naive one.) Pratt
learned early that his poetry had to be
made out of the concrete and the
material; in this respect he deparis from
Victorian poetry just as much as the
““jmagist” Ezra Pound. His commen-
taries on particular poems offer much
data about seals, whales, whaling then
and now (withont, curiously, any

reference to Moby Dick), disasters and
adventures at sea, and other matters that
he attempted to transform into poetry.
It is interesting at one point to
overhear Pratt waxing enthusiastic
about the “‘worid attention” accorded
to the heroic rescue operation of Fried,
the captain of the Roosevelt who became
an ‘“‘international figure in the late
1920s. For who remembers Fried today?
I suppose the gung-ho astronauts of The
Right Stuff have replaced naval heroes
of the past in the popular imagination,
though the fame of Charles Lindbergh,
Billy Bishop, and other early heroes of
the air has survived. And, anyhow, isn't
“The Roosevelt amd the Antinoe,”
through which I suffered in high school,
basically journalism in verse? Though it
was apparenily at one time Pratt’s
favourite among his poems, it is cer-
tainly not (as he admitted) as thrilling as
Homer. A journalistic or fictional prose
account would surely have been more
gripping. Better yet, why not make it
into a **disaster*’ film (and while they’re
at it, someone should reproduce the
Halifax explosion of 1917 in filming
Baromeler Rising). '
The documentary poem is, of course,
an honourable Canadian tradition, and
Pratt is its great progenitor. But such

poems sometimes sink under the weight
of reportage. 1 am grateful . therefore
that Pratt could sometimes forget about
accuracy to develop such fantasies as
““The Witches’ Brew™ and “The Great
Feud.”” And it is interesting that the
most powerfully imaginative and reso-
nant of all his poems — “*The Truant*’
— is also the most fantastic.

What of the man, as revealed here?

Well, he was cagey, I suspect. There was
someone else behind the camouflage of
those anecdotes and sayings. Here he
seems determinedly optimistic, folksy,
jolly, His tone and style are Victorian
and idealistic. Heyadmits to a youthful,
naive faith in technology. He stresses the
“lighter”” side of Newfoundland life
even thongh he mentions the frequency
of disaster and death at sea. Perhaps he
felt there was enough darkness in the
world and in himself that he nesd not
dwell on it in his public utterance (out-
side the poetry, that is, where a deeper
and more ambivalent self may be
detected underneath the humanistic and
not-very-convincing Christianity).
* Pratt was not, I think, much of a
poetic theorist, but he was possessed of
immense good sense about writing. Both
his good sense and his good will shine
through this useful book. OO
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C.D. Shearing & P.C. Stenning

The changes in policing that are resulting
from the emergence of private security raise
ethical and political questions that
governments will be faced with during the
1980s and 90s.
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FEATURE REVIEW

Heat and i

ght

After four violently sensational collections,
Lorna Crozier’s new book of poetry offers the possibility

The *Weather, by Lorna Crozier,
Coteau Books, 81 pages, $6.00 paper

(ISBN 0 219926 24 X).

A CONSIDERATION OF Lorna Crozier’s
first four bools of poems — Inside Is
tie Sky (1976), Crow’s Black Joy (1978),
Mo Longer Two People (co-authored
with Patrick Lane, 1979), and Humans
and Other Beasts (1980) — suggests that
Crozier writes partly out of a desire to
produce arresting poetry. Her latest
volume, The ¥Veather, shows a depar-
ture from a persistent search for effect
and the emergence of some mellowing
compassion.

Crozier’s hallmark up to now has
been the landscape of the Prairies taking
on the features of the woman and poet.
Her poetry has been a merciless self-
inspection and has shed some light on
how the Saskatchewan landscape can
mirror the soul that struggles through
fife. The pain of love has become her
special territory, over which she has
travelled four times in four books. A
fifth journey through the violence of
love might have been monotonous but
fortunately The Weather contains
poems that reach beyond the sexual ten-
sions and fears that occupy her former
volumes.

Crozier's first book, Inside Is the Sky,
is marked by highly developed imagery
and metaphor, although the lines are not
as skilfully manipulated as in her latest
collection. The volume is concerned with
woman as victim and man as torturer.
At the time of its appearance the
dynamics of male-female relationships
may have been fresh, but now that cry is
overdone. For all its mythical
significance, the image of woman-as-
carth has become a trap it is a relief to be
rid of.

While Crozier touches on the real
fears and sufferings of female sexuality
in her first book, the problem of
credibility persists. There is a flavour of
the sensational about the poems, an aura
of showmanship. A kind of female
Dracnla emerges, as does a female
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of turning bitterness into hope

By KRISTJANA GUNNARS

Frankenstein in “Memeory,”” in which
the narrator pictures herself con-
structing a man, ““at night/I build your
face./1 construct a skeleton. . . . ** The
concern is with the monstrous illusions
we have of each other as lovers, but the
imagery sometimes suggests a poem of
its own at times in collision with the
intended poem.

At times Crozier's emphasis on images
of violence is overdone and renders a
slightly bizarre effect, as in “*Blizzard,”
where “Heavy with snow the sky col-
lapses,/its chest flat against the hard
earth. . . ."” At other times Crozier's
poems strike just the right note in their
directness. This happens in a grand lLittle
poem, “‘Last Oasis,” in which a young
woman is forever being approached by
men who are burdened by their families,
irresponsible elderly men who think they
are in [ove and are willing to abandon
even their own children. The narrator
has a gun, distrusts the professed love,
and fights back at forces that persis-
tently turn her into the muse. The
muse’s refusal to suffer is an interesting
twist: *“He came into the yard;/ . .. he
was not the first./He carried his
home/on bis back./Chairs hung on his
belt;/children squirmed under his
hat./His wife bowed on his shoulder./
. - - I tried to freeze/the words in his
throat/ . . . ‘No.” Nomore . .. ."

The final poem of Inside Is the Sky
contains the statement that most matters
to Crozier's early work. In “‘Inner
Space’ the woman who is always turned
into earth and muse declares almost
matter-of-factly that she is a person,
claiming that *i look small/and earth-
bound/but inside/is the sky,” thereby
signalling the themes to come in her next
four books. The body is turned inside-
out, the inside becomes the sky, and the
outside is within the body itself.

Crow’s Black Joy contains an occa-
sional purity of expression that stands
out. In *‘Dependence,” for example, the
relationship between narrative voice and
image is skilfully balanced:

The maple dry and leqfless
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feans towards the creek

lts roois dig only toes

into the wrinkled bank

One day it will topple . . .

When you feel me leaning

push me upright

and walk away.

The transition is clean, and violence has
given way to vulnerability and stoicism.
The ceremonies of love between men
and women are expressed with clarity as
well. *“‘Ablutions” is an example, even
though it acquiesces to the poet’s in-
sistence on necessary violence. The lover
says, “‘after you stand cleansed/and
water weeping/before me/i ancint you/
with the oils of wounds."”

The viclence of love in Crow’s Black
Joy suggests a repressed anger in the nar-
rative voice, motivated by a will to suf-
fer. The poems are at gunpoint, so to
speak, and the desire seems to be to kill.
At times the reader absurdly becomes
the intruding lover. The line between
truth of soul, aesthetic power, and
pathological sensationalism is sometimes
stretched thin. In the end the repetitious
tension between love and hate risks
monotony, and the reader may become
immune to it all. Sometimes what
amounts to an underlying hatred for her
subject emerges.: This happens in
“Paper/Weight,”” in which the narrator
claims she wants ““to write a poem/that
sucks you dry and weary/into the red-
dening ball of sky.” She wants to write
“a poem to cave/your buffalo skull.””

The disturbing aspect of her second
baook is the emphasis on what appears to
be a form of necrophilia, as in ““Patch-
work,” where *“The bed grew./The
empty half lay as stark/as a body cof-
fined/on the dining room table. . . .”’
The concern with death is repeated in
“Deep Well,” in which the nasrator
says, *““When I die/do not bury me/. ..
When I have stiffened/drag my body to
the highest hili/ . . . Let my body twist
and turn. . .."

“Back Cover Picture” is perhaps
most indicative of the poetics Crozier
succumbs to so completely in her early
books. For a cover photograph, nothing
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but a sado-masochistic sex-pose will do:
the narrator poses *‘‘behind/my
typewriter,”’ she sits ‘‘beside/the
Hawaiian Ti plant,”” they try “outdoor
shots,”" until she finally lies **with arms
and legs spread/my fingers clawing at
the nails. . . .»* The photographer labels
this shot “Woman as Poet,” sug-
gesting/that even in art women have to
become sex-objects. Poetry is sex
sometimes in these books, and the poem
is a sex-act, both the writing and reading
of it. **Conclusion® spells this out:
“‘there i5 nothing better/than
poctry/poems are better/ . . . than
sheets/stained white. . . .’ All this leads
to the nagging suspicion that Crozier is
mainly concerned with her male
audience.

The fourth book, Humans and Other
Beosts, is a little different but not a
radical departure from the first two. The
violence is toned down and the language
plainer, the intensity faded and the pain
muted. We are presented with a slide-
show effect of various forms of
freakishness, but the unreality of the
cases renders them almost dull. After the
first two books, in which Crozier edges
s0 close to pyschological abnormality,
necrophilia, and torture, the lightweight
nature of some of the beast-poems is
anti-climactic. There is a confusion of

lyrical, narrative, imagistic, and satirical
poetry, and the impression is that the
poet is searching for a new way of saying
things.

One poem in this collection stands
out. “Let me Have an Honest Sadness®’
is effective, clean, and genuine, and
perhaps the finest poem in all the first
four collections:

I am tired

af the slow sadness

that sits on my shoulders

with the weight of memory

Let me have an honest sadness

that breaks through skin

like shoulder blades, sadness

traifing blood over snow

fike a fox dragging its belly

Jrom the roar of the ArcticCat . . . .
The ““Returning"’ section in general is a
relief, some of the sensationalism is gone
and the reader is left with hope for
something more positive to come.

That hope is justified by the present
collection, The Weather. At first It
seems Crozier has chosen to declare
rather than evoke, to tell rather than
create. In the title poem the narrator
claims that “‘the cold follows us,” and
*A hand moves across/a pencil drawing
of the world/and smudges everything,”
but the beginning of the poem bathes the
reader in heat and light, and there is

nothing in the poem to evoke the chill of ‘

what she has to say. Repeatedly she
turns around and simply makes the
statement in contradiction to her own
poetics.

While The Weather bears the mark of
maturity and poetic fulfilment for which
the first four books were searching,

. some of the old agonies remain. In “The

Foetus Dreams,” for example, the nar-
rator becomes her own foetus. It is a
lonely thought: she wants to go into her
own womb, so to speak, to make herself
conceive by herself. The poem can only
be read with a sense of humour. ““Letter
to 2 Lover Far from Home’ maintains
its aesthetic until the last stanza, in
which a poetic bathos occurs with **This
is all to say:/such singing there will
be/when you return.” For someone as
conscions of technique as Crozier is, this
explanation at the end is an odd twist.
“This Is a Love Poem Without
Restraint’* is symptomatic of the
changes that have occurred between this
and previous books. The narrator
declares that ““This poem/is full of
pain,”” with some humour. Yet it is hard
to believe the declaration; the poem does
not seem anything but happy.

On the whole there is more striking
beauty and consistent imagerial pat-
terning in The Weather than before.

ANNOUNCING THE 1984 TORONTO

BOOK AWARDS

FINALISTS

TORONTO IN ART by Edith G. Firth
Fitghenry & Whiteside
A LITTLE WILDERNESS: THE NATURAL HISTORY OF TORONTO
by Bill Ivy, Oxford University Press

DAVID BOYLE: FROM ARTISAN TO ARCHAEOLQGIST
by Gerald Killan, University of Toronto Press

THE MONEY-SPINNERS by Rod McQueen
Macmillan of Canada

EUNICE DYKE: HEALTH CARE PIONEER
by Marion Royce, Dundwm Press

THE NIGHT THE GODS SMILED by Eric Wright
Collins Publishers

The City of Toronto Book Awards consist of $5000 presented annually to authors of books of
literary excellence that are evocative of Toronto. This year's winner(s), selected from the above list,
will be announced on Thursday, Febnuary 23, 1084.

-

March 1984, Books in Canada 23

o A gt e m w W — — — p————




“Pavlova™ has a touch of humane
pathos, with evocations of beauty within
horror and horror within beauty. This
se<ms to be what Crozier has been at-
tempting all along, nowhere as suc-
cessfully as in this poem. Pavlova is a
beaautiful daneer whose final thought is
of children: the possibility arises tha¢ she
made the wrong choice in [ife. In the end
she gives birth to pus as the doctor per-
forms surgery on her lungs and lets in
“'the sky.”” The woman who goes into
herself in art, turns herself inside out.
“Even you, Pavlova, you/with the
beautiful feet and arms,/even you did
not die/with grace or beauty.”’ In *“Mid-
February" the narrator and a bird are
watching someone split wood. The
speaker becomes the bird, ““song rises in
the snow,”” and the poem becomes the
song. The theme of poet as bird who
takes the “‘other” with her continues
throughout the book. Al the variants of
the soul in flight are touched on.

As the book progresses the poems

comment on one another. After”

Pavlova’s [ungs are cut open to drain the
disease, after the foetus is rolled out of
its mother’s womb *‘like an avocado™
seed, vwe find the husband in ““Between
Seasons” stitching himself (his jeans) up
anain after giving birth to his wife, so to
spzalz, who “left him,’” and ““the thread
is bright and clear —/brave, uneven
hyphens of colour/joining him
precariously/to the morning.”® Another
dimension is the rupture of the seasons
that gives birth as well. In the title poem,
for example, the narrator wanis to
believe in the birth of two lovers as
scasons change, saying, “I want to
believe in you,” but instead, ““Even our
faith in seasons is misplaced.”

In Section Two, especially after
**Draught,” the poems deal with disap-
pointment and broken song. In *“*Last
Days of Fall** the nights *‘grow longer,”
the bird of the soul has a broken wing
and ““will drag its wing across our eyes.”’
“Somewhere there is a man/who can
Iill," she claims, intimating that the
lover ¢can break the wings of the soul.
Section Three contains the story of
Marie Anne Lagimodidre, the ‘‘first
white woman in the West.”” This section
continues from earlier books, where the
narrator struggles with the prairie as if
she were the “first white woman®’ there.
In a sense everyone Is the first pioneer
through life, and poetry itself is a
wilderness to be crossed. The themes of
love in death, violence in tenderness, of
entering the land and turning the self
inside-out, are repeated here. The
speaker comments on “‘the man who
sleeps with you/under the skins of what
he has Lilled . . . ,*”’ externalizing the

lover’s pain and making it part of the

experience of the West.

24 Books in Canada, March, 1984

The unifying integrity of the first two

. sections is expanded in the second two

parts, dealing with the first white
woman, history and the characters of a
rooming house. The wilderness is pitted
against the confined rooming-house
space and the juxtapositions of inside
and outside continoes. “Main Floor
Rooms,”” for example, has the image of
““loneliness’® that “*drags itself/across
the floor above me . . . ,"* which is a ver-
sion of the bird with the broken wing
dragging itsell ‘‘across our eyes’’ in
*Last Days of Fall.”

A certain regeneration occurs at the
end of the book as the avocado-seed
foetus becomes the pebble of hope and
hidden love that the prisoner in
“Monologue: Prisoner Without a
Name’* manages to keep in his pocket
until his release. She suggests that **. . .
when you leave, if they let you go, there
is something left of you/like a pebble
you have hidden/all these months in
your pocket,/a pebble you’ve polished
in the darkness. . . .”” The process of
turning bitterness into hope has been a
long one, but now Crozier, no longer
fighting, offers us a voice with a
vision.O

RE VIE W

Sta:rrhght
and lechery

By JAMIE CONKLIN

Branch Lines, by Kim Maltma.n,
Thistledown Press, 66 pages, $16.00
h (ISBN 0 920066 50 X) and- $7.95

White Noise, by Garry Raddysh,
histledown Press, 58 pages, $16 00

per (ISBN 0 920066 53 4).

Running Into the Open, by Pamela
Banting, Turnstone Press, 32 pages,

$3.00 paper (ISBN 0 88801 165 6).

KIM MALTMAN and Garry Raddysh have
recently published books of poetry in
which they betray a strong interest in the
relationship between line and voice.
Maitman uses long, prosaic lines in
order to approximate the voice of the
prairie storyteller; . Raddysh, on the
other hand, uses short lines and brief
stanzas in an understated rendering of

the tensions of human relationships.
Branch Lines is Maltman's second
book, and in it he presents a series of
vigneties — reminiscent at times of the
vignettes Hemingway used in In Our

. T
Time — to dévelop a sense of both the

deprivations and the abundance of.

prairie life. The title offers a clue to his
concerns. He writes of the decay that
follows the abandonment of branch
lines and of decay in a number of com-
mon human contexts, and against this
decay he Juxtaposes an irrepressible
abundance of prairie life; ““all that life
seethes up, begins again,/out there
under the smoldering starlight.”

In most of the poems Maltman makes
the subject of the action an unidentified
“you.” In ‘The Antelope Hunters,"”
for éxample, he writes about the plight
of the antelope — tended by hunters
during the winter, slaughtered during
hunting season. He thinks of how
hunters drive their prey against barbed
wire, and concludes; ““And you think/of
all the ranchers in their pickups, with
their gunracks and/their checked
jackets, you think of them sitting back
some-/where, and you take the pair of
wire-clippers from your pocket/and you
just start cutting.”” Aside from lending
authenticity to the voice of the story-
teller, his use of the pronoun is an effec-
tive way of drawing the reader into the
action. Maltman invites us to experience
the prairie with him, to help put out
grass fires, to kill a rattlesnake, to walk
upon the overgrown roadbed of an
abandoned branch line.

While most of the poems deal with an
individual’s experience while isolated on
the prairie, some take the form of brief
character sketches. The best of these is
*Raymond,’’ in which the speaker des-
cribes his own frustration at witnessing
Raymond’s destructive relationship with
his girl: **You think about him,/bad
teeth, bad breath, only 23 or maybe 24
and already/fat around the middle and
listen to them till vou can't take
it/anymore, not so much the yelling and
the bitterness, or even/knowing that
they’re almost sure to get married next
year,/but them somehow needing all
this, wanting it.”* Maltman finds other
examples of human decay: a spinster
schoolteacher impregnated by one of her
students, the foreman whose wife ham-
mered three white scars into his skull,
the cripple who endures repeated ses-
sions with Ffaith healers. He uses the
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vignette in a masterful way, conveying
slight yet precise impressions of prairie
experience.

I have only one reservation about his
work. In four of his poems he concludes
by abruptly departing from his prosaic
lines and using a few very short lines.
This works well in ““The Uses of Snake
Qil,” where the departure parallels the
introduction of some sinister specula-
tion; but in “‘Owls"* the departure is gra-
tuitous, presumably lending dignity to a
sudden insight into the nature of things:
*You move on,/past familiar places. In
a small field by the road a man looks
up/and waves, then turns back to the
binder, having failed to/recognize your
face. The cycle/continues./The cycle
/continues.”” This leads an inconsistency
to his voice, which, I think detracts from
the effect of the poem.

While Maltman is concemed with
placing himself and his readers in the
context of the experiences and objects
that are characteristic of the praitie,
Garry Raddysh’s White Noise is an
attempt 1o map out a tumultuous inner
region: the feelings, thoughts, and tur-
moils that surround a series of tenuous
relationships between men and women.
Raddysh's technique is the very opposite
of Maltman’s. He uses short lines and
brief stanzas 10 convey sparse impres-
sions of sparse relationships: “*hesitantly
passing through/the hands of the
vroman/vho loves my words,/what they
say of her,/what they do not say/of me,
the vacancy welcome.”

The cumulative effect of this techni-
que of understatement is white noise, the
silent knowing that underlies the rela-
tionships. As Raddysh writes, ““put your
hand on the stone/it is white and hard,
unmoveable/do not speak of your
touching/it is white noise.”” The
touching itself defies speech, vet in his
poems Raddysh persists in trying to
bring the hope and uncertainty of love to
words.

It is notable that Raddysh does not
vrite of happy relationships. Deceit is
his most common theme, and relation-
ships are described as ““‘disasters of our
own making.”" He muses on whether or
not these disasters stem from the
attempt at establishing something per-
manent within the vadety and motion of
life: **when the hand falters/and falls
back, stung, shamed,/unable to reach
across/to a face which turns/and turns
toward you.”

But Raddysh sees the poems them-
selves as reaching across to the other, as
confronting the contradiction of variety
and permanence: ““to set down/in
order/this wildness,/the furious
pink/underside/of the evening sky.”
His tone is elegiac, mourning the failed
relationships, and this lends a consis-

tency of pessimism to the work:
“nothing/T have said/touches/the root
of man.’” The disappointed lover resorts
to speech, to poetry, but finds only fur-
ther disappointment. Raddysh is very
successful in maintaining this tone, and
the result is a muted rendering of failed
love.

This consistency, however, highlights
a problem. Raddysh’s tone becomes
tedious, parily because the speaker is
coniinually showing off the depth of his
insights. In *“*These Failures,” the
speaker claims that *“‘these Failures/
bewildered and amused me,/left me
encumbered,/and restless,”” This world-
weariness is not a sympathetic trait, and
at times the reader may conclude that
the speaker of these poems deserves the
fate he is complaining of.

Consistency of tone is clearly lacking
in Pamela Banting’s first work of
poetry, a chapbook entitled Rumning
Into the Open. In it she experiments with
a number of different voices and stanza
forms, with varying degrees of success.

Some of the poems are ineffective. In
“The,” Banting is presumably present-
ing an impressionistic rendering of a sex-
ual experience, but it could also be
record skipping or a lecher stuttering.
She begins “To Gabriel Dumont’ by
proclaiming her need to know her past,
but soon drifts into a Iurid sexual fan-
tasy that produces giggles — and Ban-

-ting probably did not intend this. Her

*The Erotics of Space,” in which she
portrays Iove as “‘turning the world/out-
side in** after which the lovers ‘““begin
again/the saying/recalling our world,"”
is more successful; but her diction and
her manipulation of line and stanza lend
a dignity and elevation to the subject
that it does not seem $0 warrant. She
ends this poem by highlighting the silent
breathing of the lovers, yet the impor-
tance she vests in the breathing — “‘our
breathing is/an answer to a question/we
do not have” — remains uncertain. If
she had dealt with the breathing simply
as an image, instead of hinting that it is
redolent with ineffable meaning, the

poem might have been more satisfying.

But some of the poems are dazzling,
and once she has found a voice that suits
her she will be a very accomplished poet.
In *“The Moment of Fruit” Banting
gives a controlled evocation of harvest.
She piles up her images, making the
poem seem t0 ripen with the season she
describes: *“The air fafls down/around
me like apples./Dusky plums gather
in/like clouds from the west./And the
winds rush in/to turn the yvear around.”
Her *‘Skating Poems™ detail precisely
the weariness and longing of the exper-
ience, and in “Once, in Alberta® she
gives a precise and compelling account
of a remembered evening, OJ
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. Heather Robertson has made
the eccentric and intriguing

 William Lyon Mackenzie Ki

¢ the mainspiring of an historic

" novel of consummate invention,

_audacity and wit.

... a wonderful mixture of bold

irreverence and unabashed

v love”  —Timothy Findley.
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Poetic activity is at a high point, says
Irving Layton, but there are few great poems,
because society has smothered. passion

By DONALD MARTIN

[RVING LAYTON, at 71, hardly needs an
introduction. Throughout a tempes-
tuous career that spans more than 30
years he has never shrunk from the
public eye. Vividly outspoken in his
celebrations of sensual love and his con-
tempt for *shekel-chasing society . . . 2
technological civilization, leading to
another kind of barbarism,”” Layton
published his first poems with First
Statement and Northern Review in
Montreal, where he had moved with his
pareats from Romania when he was a
vear old. He was educated at Macdonald
College and MceGill University, and in
1952 helped found Contact Press with
Louis Dudek and Raymond Souster. In
1959 Layton moved to Toronto to teach
English at York University, and
remained in Ontario until last fall, when
he decided to return to Montreal. His
first boolk to receive wide acclaim was 4
Red Carpet for the Sun (1959), and
among his 30 or more other collections
are Lovers and Lesser Men (1973), The
Pole-Vaulter (1974), and For My
Brother Jesus (1976), as well as numer-
ous volumes of his selected poems. His
most recent book is The Gucci Bag (Mc-
Clelland & Stewart), which he discussed
in the course of an imterview with
Donald Martin:

Pools in Conada: Is The Gueci Bag a
completely new work, or Is il just a
revamped version of the previous limited
edition called The Gucci Bag?

Irving Loyton: It’s not quite accurate to
say that The Gucei Bag is an old collec-
tion, though I can understand how that
notion would arise, because there is an
earlier version of The Gucci Bag that
was never put in any of the book stores.
It was only a collectors’ item, because
MecClefland & Stewart did not want to
bring out a hardback. Now there is a
somewhat revised and larger version of
The Gucct Bag. 1 took ont about 20
poems from the first edition, minor
pieces. I substituted about 35 poems for
the ones I had taken out. But they all
belong in The Gueel Bag; in no sense is
there a hiatus between these new poems
and the first limited edition.

BIC: IRy call this collection The Gucci

Bag? It’s such an odd title.
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Layton: That’s an accident. My in-laws
went to Italy and decided to bring back a
Gucci bag as a gift for their son-in-law. 1
looked at the thing — much too small to
be useful, not very attractive. I thought
of Goethe or Byron sporting one of
these Gucci bags and broke into gales of
laughter. So I put it away. Then when
we ‘had a falling out — we’re separated
now — I took the Gucci bag and nailed
it against the outside house wall as a
talisman. It’s there to keep away the
vampires of materialism, just as the
Transylvanian peasants are known to
nail bats to the wall to keep away vam-
pires. The Guceei bag is my symbol for
the consumer society. Let's face it, the
only thing that counts in our society is

it
P
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Irving Layton

the possession of money. Not talent.
Not decency. The Gueci bag is my
warning to other people not to become
entrapped in the shekel-chasing, so they
will not lose their souls.

BiC: Layton is not your real name — it's
Lazarovitch. Why did you change it?
Layton: Very few people were,able {0
pronounce the name, and in those far-
off days to have a foreign name was to
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be put into the category of the un-
touchables. Not like today. Lazarovitch
means “‘son of a leper.”* The name had
been given o my forebears when a cen-
sus was taken in Romania for the Ffirst
time. When Jews appeared, the most
odious names that could be found would
be foisted on them. That’s the main
reason for changing my name. No
recognition was taken of the fact that
they all had had honourable Hebrew
names — not at all. I used to call myself
Trving Lazar, because I was abletoend 2
poem, ““And from near or far, you have
the love of Irving Lazar.” I stuck with
that for guite awhile. Then along came
Layton. I like Layton because it rhymes
with Satan.
BiC: Why did you choose poetry over
other literary forms?
Layton: I could say that poetry chose me
rather than the other way around. I
remember writing verse at a very early
age. I wrote my first poem for a teacher
who sexually aroused me. I was no more
than 11 or 12 years old. The second
poem I ever wrote was a very sarcastic
poem for a girl who had first favoured
me by allowing me to carry her books.
She then bestowed that favour upon the
class hero, the captain of the basketball
team. It's interesting to see that these
two aspects of my talent manifested
themselves immediately — first, a love .
poem; second, a hate poem. Here I am
now, 71 vears old, and I find myself
doing exactly the same things. In The
Gucci Bag you'll find poerns of love and
hate, The successor to The Gucei Bag,
which I"'m working on now, is called
Poems for Jack the Ripper— again, love
poems and hate poems.
BIC: There’s some speculation as to why
Yyou kave moved back to Monireal. Does
it have to do with the separation from
your wife and ail the problems that
ensue?
Layton: That's one of several reasons.
It’s not the only reason, and I wouldn’t
even say it’s the most important reason,
but certainly the separation from my
wife — and my child — is a very impor-
tant reason. Had I been successful in
securing regular access to my child I
would never leave Toronto. I wouid
have perhaps left Oakville, becauseit’sa
rather dull place. You know, Oakville is
one of the richest communities in
Canada, and the dullness, of course, is £
proportionate. Richness seems to have a 5
terribly dulling effect on the human
mind, and people there are a perfect
illustration of that. So it was a toss-up &
between Toronto and Montreal. 2
I debated the question a great deal. =
Toronto has been very kind to me. On- E
tario, in general, has been a very 8
favourable place to me. But I find §
Toronto a sterile city. I find it a &
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spivitually deadening city. Toronto is a
city for young people, who are am-
bitious, who are striking out in their
careers. I am not young, and I’ve never
had that kind of ambition anyway. I just
naturally rose, but not through any
effort on my past.

DiT: Does Montreal offer you more of a
spiritual and creative inspiration?
Layton: I like the Catholic humanism of
Montreal. It's not a Presbyterian set-
ting, like Toronto. Toromto is amti-
erotic. The French Canadian is a much
more joyful, witty, and fun-loving
creature then the Anglo-Saxon. He's not
as much of a snob as the Anglo-Saxon.
He has affiliations with Europe that the
anglophone simply does not have. Mon-

treal is an older city. It enables me to
dream in a way that Toronto does not.
There are certain streets, lanes, and
parks in Montreal that are very con-
ducive to dreasning. Toronto certainly
has its beauties, but 1 have never felt
anything other than alien in Toronto.
There's a difference too between the
Montreal Jew and the Toronto Jew. The
Toronto Jew I call a WASH — White
Anglo-Saxon Hebrew. The Jew in Mon-
treal still retains a lot of his Jewishness.
It’s a centre of an ongoing cultural
evolution. That’s why Montreal became
the centre of poetic activity in this coun-
try, because you have three solitudes
living side by side with very little inter-
course between and among them. To the

artist, the friction between and among
these three groups — the English Cana-
dian, the French Canadian, and the
Jewish Canadian — has been extremely
stimulating.
BIC: As a man who has been involvéd
* with Canadian literature for so long,
what do you think of the writing that has
been coming out over the past 10 years?
Layton: On the one hand, there seems to
be a tremendous amount of poelic ac-
tivity. There are more magazines now
than ever before. And look at the poetry
readings — this is a feature that few
Canadians appreciate fully. When I tell
Europeans that the Canada Council sub-
sidizes its poets for readings they can’t
believe it. There’s a great deal of poetic
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activity — that’s on the black side.

On the red side — and this perplexes
me — while there is a great deal of ac-
tivity, I fail to see the products, the great
poems. What I see is what I have begun
t0 call the competent poem, the
workshop poem. It looks good until you
try to smell it, or taste it, or touch it —
and then you see that it’s ersatz, it’s just
competent. Why? Because it lacks pas-
sion. It lacks that special feeling, that
magic, that transformation, that only a
true poet can give to his ¢xperience. I
can see the poems, but 1 do not see the
poets. I see the same phenomenon in the
United States. I don't see any poets
rising to take the place of a Robert Frost
or even e. . cummings. What I see is a
host of very minor, minor, minor poets
with rather small voices.

RiC: Wy do you think such a situation
exists today? Is it merely a product of
the times?

Layton: If what I say is true — and I
have to preface this with that, because I
may be too close and therefore see only
the shriths — it may very well be that the

literary sensibility is disappearing. The
sensibility that enabled us to enter into
the world of a Charles Dickens may have
been killed off by the critics, or our
secular society, by our technological
civilization, which is really most unkind
to imagination and intuition and, above
all, passion. That may be one factor.
The other factor is that the literary
sensibility, the sensibility that wants to
give us a synoptic vision of reality, has
been channelled into film-making. Now
when I go to see films by Coppola, or by
Buiiuel, or Malle, I find that these are
the ones that give me that metaphysical

bang. They are the ones who are calling .

attention to the dangers of the poisons in
the atmosphere of the 20th century.
They are today’s great poets.

Today’s poem, unlike **The

‘Wasteland,”” is usually a minimal lyric
— it's usually very personal. As far as
Canadian poets go, there seems to be no
or little social or political awareness. As
far as Canadian poets are concerned,
" Gulag never happened; there was no
Holocaust.[J

The young and the restless: from a
child abduction in British Columbia to a
perplexing chase through time

By MARY AINSLIE SMITH

YOUNG READERS are often insatiable. If
they have the reading bug, they consume
material avidly, during meals, in
bathrooms, under bedcovers, and in the
back seats of moving vehicles. That is
why it is so difficult to keep their habits
supplied. There are a number of new
titles, all attractively presented, all with
brightly illustrated covers, that attempt
to meat this demand.

Ry MName Is Pouln Popowichl, by
Ionica Hughes (James Lorimer, 150
pages, 512,95 cloth, $5.95 paper), has a
lot going for it. Hughes is, I think, the
foremost Canadian writer for children in
the 10-to-14 age group, and she has
proven in such previous books as Hunter
in the Darl; that she can be as effective in
contemporary settings as in the science-
fiction stories with which she is more
often associated. Her readers should like
Paula, the heroine of this recent book,
and be sympathetic to the situation she
faces. Whereas small children may
prefer stories that confirm and con-
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solidate their own identitics and posi-
tions in the world, older children, it
seems to me, want change. They dream
of being better, more exciting people
and therefore enjoy books in which this
chance is offered to the hero.

Paula faces not only a new home in
another part of Canada, new friends,
and a new school, but also a brand-new
identity, or at least, a great expansion of
the identity she previously knew. She
moves with her mother, Rosa Herman,
from Toronto to Edmonton to live in the
house that Rosa has inherited from her
German-Canadian parents. There in the
attic Paula uncovers a wedding
photograph and other evidence of her
mother’s failed marriage to a Paul
Popowich. Rosa has never talked to
Paula about her father and Panla knows
nothing about the Ukrainian side of her
family. She creates an idealized image of
her father and, in spite of learning later
that he was never the hero she imagines,
she clings to her dream.
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This unknown father becomes even
more important to Paula as Rosa
becomes increasingly friendly with Hans
Kruger, a man she meets at a German
Club party. A strain develops between
Paula and her mother, growing when
Paula locates her Ukrainian grand-
mother and begins to spend much of her
free time with her. Paula begins to take
Ukrainian dancing and language lessons;
Rosa forbids her to mention any of this
at home, and the two of them find Little
to talk about. It takes some wise advice
from Paula’s grandmother, as well as a
rather hackneyed crisis — Rosa™s sud-
den, serious illness — to effect a recon-
ciliation and to bring Paula to terms
with her dual heritage.

Hughes is good at setting up the con-
flicts that create a good story, bat
somehow the total effect here is disap- ~
pointing. There is an uneveness and
strange imbalance in the episodes. In a
long opening sequence Paula tries to
bleach her hair in hopes of becoming
blonde like her mother. This does ex-
plain something about Paula’s self-
image and about her relationship with
her mother, but the eveat itself has so
little relevance to ail that follows that it
seems awkward and out of place. The
amount of space it gets is dispropor-
tionate.

By the end of the story, significant
events are dealt with too briefly. For
instance, Paula’s Ukrainian dancing
lessons are very important to her, and
she has to win major concessions from

- her mother to be allowed to take them.

And she must be extraordinarily good at
them. She moves through several classes
to catch-up with her age group all in one
short paragraph, and then the lessons
are barely mentioned again. Quibbles,
perhaps, but Hughes has set her own
high standards and we can’t help bat
hope she will always live up to them.

In the past several years Bill Freeman
has developed a successful series of
historical novels, for readers from nine
to 13, about the dramatic adventures of
the Bains children, a fatherless family
living in the 1870s. Bvents in his first
three books took place in an Ottawa
Valley lumber camp, on board a square-
rigged ship bound for Jamaica, and ona
fishing schooner on the East Coast.
While following the adventures of ihe
peripatetic and resourceful Bains
children, his readers pick up quite a lot
of information about life in the Canada
of that period. Freeman’s latest book,
Trouble at Lachine Mill (James
Lorimer, 128 pages, $12.95 cloth, $5.95
paper), is set in Montreal, where Meg
Bains, now 14, and her younger brother
Jamie have taken work in a clothing fac-
tory in order to help support their
mother and the younger children back
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home in Ottawa. Their pay is a mere
$1.50 a week; they can afford to rent
only a miserable attic room; and, uader
a brutal foreman, working conditions
are terrible. Worst of all, Meg and Jamie
soon learn that they have been hired as
scabs to help break a strike of male
workers at the mill. Much as they need
the vorl, they can only be sympathetic
with the causes of these desperate men
and their starving families.

Perhaps Meg and Jamie seem
unbelievably resilient to all that they
must endure, and certainly the solution
they find to the problem of the strike is
simaplistic, although satisfying from the
workers’ point of view. But the book
does provide valuable insight into the
appalling factory conditions, the sweat-
shops and the poverty of living condi-
tions in the industrial cities of 19th-
ceatury eastern Canada, And it’s good
to Iknow that even workers could have
some fun in Montreal, tobogganing and
skating on their day off, or just sight-
sceing in that fascinating, growing city.

At the end of this book, Meg and
Jamic are boarding the train for
Toronto vwhere they hope to find better-
paying work — a sign, we hope, that this
excellent series will soon have a new
installment in a new setting.

Stuel: Fast in Yesterday, by Heather
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Kellerhals-Stewart (Groundwood, 135
pages, $6.95 paper), also takes place
mostly in a historical setting. Jennifer, a
modern child, is visiting 2 museum
exhibit of historical photographs with
her parents when she is catapulted back
to the turn of the century, to the world
of the photographs. There she is pursued
by Mr, Blackwood, an evil photo-
grapher, who says he wjll gain some sort
of power over time if he can get her
photograph for his collection. Jennifer
is taken in by a doctor’s family in ruzal
southern Ontario and becomes good
friends with the children, Benjamin and

. Thomasina. They somehow understand

Ler situation, rescue her from several en-
counters with Mr. Blackwood, and help
plan her return to her own time period.
Jennifer's confused reactions. to the
world of her great-grandparents is the
best part of the book. She lives for
almost a year in the past and has dif-
ficult adjustments to make to the dif-
ferent clothing, different school pro-
cedures, and different expectations of

' what is proper for young girls.

But the plot is confusing. It is never
clear to me just why Mr. Blackwood is
such a terrible threat, or what will hap-
pen to Jennifer if he does take her
photograph. Nor is it clear how he
managed to get her back into the past in

the first place. Thus at the climax of the
story — a visit to the Toronto Exhibition
where Blackwood is hot on the
children’s heels, and suspense should be
building — it isn’t exciting for me,
because I don’t know what is going on.
Time-travel books can be fun, but if the
basic contrivance that puts the hero
ahead or back in time isn’t convincing
enough for us to snspend our disbelief,
then the impact is lost.

‘The Kootenay Kidnapper (Collins, 97
pages, $10.95 cloth) is Eric Wilsons
latest Tom Austen mystery. The wise-
cracking, young amateur detective is a
familiar fipure in Canadian children’s
literature, and his many admirers will be
glad to follow his latest adventure, set in
southern British Columbia, where Tom
is on the track of a child abductor.
While Tom works toward a triumphant
solution of the case, Wilson manages to
work in some messages about the folly
of accepting rides or talking to strangers.
This is no accident. It is part of Wilson"s
commitment to the type of young reader
he hopes to reach through his high-
interest stories.

Could Dracula Live in Woodford?, by
Mary Howarth (Kids Can Press, 159
pages, $4.95 paper), is one of the
nastiest little stories I have read in some
time. The answer to the: rather catchy
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sitle is no, but two bored school girls
spend their summer holidays tormenting
an old blind recluse in an effort to prove
that he is the famous vampire. They hide
in his bushes, spy constantly on him,
gain entry to his house, and when they
finally realize their mistake, they have
few guilty feelings. He is justifiably
annoyed at them, and so they conclude
that he is an old grouch. The fact that
much of this story is told from the point
of view of Sam, a sheepdog, does litle
to redeem it.

The Canadian Children’s Annual,
edited by Robert Nielsen (Potlatch, 160
pages, 515.95 cloth, $9.95 paper), marks
its 10th anniversary with its latest issue.
‘This year the popular magazine-format
annual contains 18 pieces of fiction, 11
poems, and 22 articles providing infor-
mation on such diverse topics as
Canada’s longest swinging bridge,
glassblowing, Dungeons and Dragons,
Pauline Johnson, and soccer. The cover
art, always a striking feature of the
annual, is “Bonnie,” a fantasy painting
by Rick Bentham, Missing this year are
the puzzles, games, and comics of
previous annuals, but there is certainly
enough content to keep young readers
busy for several days at least.

The Book of Canadians: An Hius-
trated Guide to Yho Did What, by
Carlotta Hacker (Hurtig, 240 pages,
$19.95 cloth), is a dictionary of
biography of more than 700 Canadians,
historic and contemporary, written espe-
cially for children eight to 14. Most of
the entries have accompanying illustra-
tions, some of them a little strange.
Mavis Gallant, for instance, looks as if
she is about to fall out of an ajrplane,
vhile Karen Baldwin (Miss Universe,
1932) descends the steps of another
plane, greeted by a fanfare of trumpets.
Frederick Philip Grove stands almost up
to his Iinees in snow, his face pretty well
ubscured by his muffler and fur hat.

Of course no one is going to be com-
pletely satisfied with the choice of
cntries, and so I might as well name a
few of the people that I feel should also
have been included. Steve Podborski is
guite rightly there, but what of cross-
country skiers’ hero and legend, Her-
man “Jackrabbit* Smith-Johannsen?
Jacques Plante is in, but not Ken
Dryden. Ann Blades and Dennis Lee, 50
why not Robert Munsch? How can Jack
Hodgins be excluded when Michael
Ondaatje is in? And is it really equitable
to include Pierre Laporte and not Pierre
Vallidres? But this book does begin to
fil a peed, and anyone involved in
elementary school research projects —
assigning them, doing them, or offering
advice and assistance on the side — will
find it a wuseful addition to their
reference shelves. O
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Despite the increasing violence, a
Canada in the throes of anarchy seems an
impossible conceit to believe

By PAUL WILSON

THE WORLD depicted in Tolerable hﬁls

of Violence, by Ottawa professor Robert

G. Collins (Lester & Orpen Dennys, 241
pages, $17.95 cloth), is set a short
distance in the future, in 1999. For some
reason the law-enforcement system has
almost completely broken down. Cities
like Ottawa have been turned into ghet-
toized war zones, where bombings, ar-
son, and random gun-fights are every-
day occurrences. Things are no better in
the countryside. Marauding bands of
heavily armed thugs on motorcycles,
called Wanderers, terrorize the popu-
lation. Towns have becoine medieval
fortresses; country dwellers have turned
their farms into armed camps protected
by electronic surveillance devices and, if
they can afford them, hired security
guards. People travel in convoys to pro-
tect themselves from highway robbery.
It is as though the world had suddenly
been plunged into another dark ages.
The most astonishing thing of all,
however, is that society somehow

manages to limp on. Farmers till the
fields with shotguns at the ready; people
still go about their daily business armed
with plastic puns that metal detectors
cannot pick up; and university students,
always on the alert for mischief makers,
attend lectures on literature and
philosophy, and presumably graduate
and have careers.

What makes this possible is a neat
piece of social engineering: a way has
been devised to predict major outbursts,
and the expected levels of violence are
announced on the radio each day, along
with the news, weather, and pollution
index. When the levels are above a point
deemed to be tolerable, the schools
close, public transport shuts down, and
people stay at home behind their steel
doors and wait for the frenzy outside to
subside. In short, they have learned to
cope with violence in the same stoic way
as they now confront bad weather.

Collins"s hero is John Cobbett, a pro-
fessor of English at what is now the Na-

LAST SEASON was a good one for
Canadian publishing — a state of af-
fairs that was reflected in 1983°s crop
of first novels. The year introduced a
number of new names and interesting
experiments, some of whicli are
becoming increasingly difficult,
strictly speaking, to classify as fic-
tion. But, as is often the case, con-
spicuous on the list of new novelists
are again writers who are experienced
in other forms. Among the finalists
for the eighth anowal Books in
Canada Award for First Novels —
which offers a prize of $1,000 for the
best first novel published in English
in Canada during calendar 1983 —
are several writers already widely
recognized for their nen-fiction or
plays. .

The five titles on the short list are:
Tolerable Levels of Violence, by

First novel awards

_dict and comments will be announced

Robert G. Collins (Lester & Orpen
Dennys); Willie: A Romance, by
Heather Robertson (James Lorimer);
The Biggest Modern Woman of the
World, by Susan Swan (Lester &
Orpen Dennys); Not Working, by
George Szanto (Macmillan); and
Figures on a Wharf, by Wayne Tefs
(Turnstone Press).

This year’s panel of judges is
chaired by writer-translator Paul
Wilson, who regularly contributes
column about first novels to Books in
Canada. The other judges are:
novelist and short-story writer Matt
Cohen; Dan Mozersky, manager of
Prospero Books in Ottawa; Leslie
Peterson, book review editor of the
Vancouver Sun; and novelist and
playwright Rachel Wyatt, Their ver-

in a forthcoming issue.[]
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tional University in Ottawa. He lives
with his pregnant wife and young son on
the family farm near Amprior and com-
mutes to Ottawa by convoy when the
levels of violence permit. Cobbett’s
wife, who writes books for children, has
just shot and killed a Wanderer who was
raping their son, and they are afraid,
with some justice as it turns out, that the
man’s gang will return to exact revenge.
The story that frames the book is about
hovw Cobbett deals with that threat.

Coltins’s real interest, however, is in
how people raised in Canada and
educated in a humanist ¢radition might
behave if peace, order, and good
povernment were suddenly to collapse,
forcing them to deal with violence
directly and personally, without the pro-
tection of coddling layers of government
and police.

His characters are brave but helpless.
They know exaclly what kind of world
they are living in, but they can’t think of
anything to do about it. Cobbett writes
lcarned dissertations on subjects like
*Moral [llusions in Renaissance
Literature’™ and discusses ‘‘reality
cthics’® with his students; his wife writes
children’s books that turn into grotesque
parables of reality; commuters tell each
other stories like the Canterbury
pilegsims as they speed through the
hostile countryside. But over all there
hangs a powerful sense of paralysis that
is more oppressive and more terrifving,
in the end, than the violence. Not only
has the government lost the will to
govern, but people have lost their vision,
their abifity to imagine that life could be
any other v-ay. The biological instinct to
survive is still alive, but otherwise the’
coping is all.

Collins’s writing is vivid, and his story
(apart from ap annoying habit of getting
sidetracked in long passages of specu-
lation) is grippingly told. But the book
has an interesting flaw, if that is the right
word for it. Like all anti-utopian novels,
Levels of Violence aspires to be a novel
of ideas, but to work well as such the
most important ideas need to be embed-
ded in the substance of the book. To put
it another way, the world in which the
characters live should be felt as an im-
apinative extension of trends already
visible in the present. Superficially, this
would appear to be the case, since
violence scems to be on the increase
everywhere. But when you look closely,
most of that violence is anything but
random. And to suggest that Canada
itself is on the brink of sliding into an-
archy — in other words, that its police
forces are about to give up the ghost —
sirikes me as pure literary conceit. I
would say that our problem is just the
opposite, and that the real danger is
slipping into a benign and efficiently

policed bureaucratic dictatorship.

This is not a flaw that makes the book
any less interesting to read nor its final
effect any less shattering. But it does
unleash a whole set of questions about
why, to make his story believable and to
explore the theme of individual integrity
and courage in a Canadian context, Col-
lins felt he had to resort to creating a
situation that is patentiy unbelievable.
In most other countries in the world,
and at most other times in human
history, his story would have been en-
tirely credible without the trappings of

fantasy, and indeed Collins edges close
to making that point himself. The same
themes, in fact, are exploited almost ad
nauseamt in American movies and
popular fiction — the only difference
being that when it comes to doing
something about it, Americans don’t see
themselves as being quite so helpless,
either collectively or individually. All of
which makes me feel that Collins’s book
tells us more, in an oblique way, about
the absence of strong, popular literary
archetypes in Canada than it does about
present social trends. [

IN TRANSLATION

Grace under pressure: in Hungary’s
short stories, if not in the Ukraine’s folk tales,
there is art to be found in artlessness

By PAUL STUEWE

IS TRANSLATION POSSIBLE? No, but if
we’re going to experience the world at its
fullest it needs to be attempted anyway,
as editor John Robert Colombo’s after-
word to George Faludy's Learn This
Poem of Mine by Heart (Hounslow
Press, $8.95 paper) cogently argues. The
several translators involved in this select~
ion from Faludy's writings in Hungarian
from 1937 to 1980 have dealt with an ex-
tremely wide range of material in an
equally disparate variety of ways, but
the sum total of their efforis is a con-
sistently interesting and often very affec-
ting volume,

Faludy's poetry derives much of its
power from the struggle to preserve
humanistic values in an increasingly
totalitarian world. This is most evident
in poems such as *‘Starving,’* which
describe life under fascist and com-
munist regimes, where idealists are
forced to become realists in the ultimate
test of the concentration camp:

The fleas are doing somersauits,

Anrd banguetting upon my member.

Why do I hold fast to such luxury items

In this labour camp? Tomorrow I will
throw it away.

Love? Beauty? Freedom from jear?
Good only for dreams. I yawn,

My pelvic bone hurts like broken glass.
To sit is terrible. To stand is better.

But Faludy’s insistence upon man as
the measure also requires that he con-
demn such less dramatic and yet perhaps
even more pervasive phenomena as the
so-called progress of industrial civiliza-

tion, which renders our cities ‘“Con-
crete, glass and metal/on the outside.
Inside we will have/nightmares,
claustrophobia and fear’* (*“I Piay Chess
with an Arab Professor’’), His values
transcend political specificities and seek
to remind us of the attractions of a
world where “There would be long
walks, crafts,/Impecuniousness would
be appreciated,/As it had been upon a
time’’ (**Some Lines on the State of the
Universe”’). '

In contemporary North Ainerican
society such. notions often stand for
nothing more than a kind of sentimental
nostalgia for a world that never was, but
in Faludy's case they represent a solid
core of ideals and visions forged in some
of our time’s most traumatic experi-
ences. Learn This Poem of Mine by
Heart charts the development of these
principles in verse that harries the truth
with exhilarating passion, and faces con-
sequences — including the author’s ¢can-
didly confessed inadequacies — with the
classic courage of grace under pressure,

According to recent press reports,
Hungary's rulers now have decided to
tolerate a wider freedom of cultural ex-
pression in exchange for artists’ tacit
agreement not to engage in unsanctioned
political activity. The contents of
Hungarlan Short Stories, edited by Paul
Varnai (Exile Editions, $9.95 paper),
certainly exhibit a much more astringent
brand of social criticism than do similar
anthologies from other Eastem-bloc
countries, and there's hittle evidence of
direction from higher auwthority.
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The 15 stories are of a very high stan-
dard. The book opens with Peter
Dobai’s **Mondays and Kitchens,"”
which combines poignant, naturalistic
slices of life with a baton-passing nas-
rative strategy reminiscent of the great
Austrian writer Heimito von Doderer.
Ferenc [Karinthy’s two contributions,
**Requiem’” and *“The Birthday of Emil
Dukich,” make even subtler use of
naturalistic techmigues in conveying
broad social landscapes through first-
person narrators, and Tibor Déry's
*The Circus” is a beautiful, dreamlike
tale recounted in a magic-realist mode,
For light relief, Gy&rgy Moldova’s *“The
Sixth Book of Moses' brings the pro-
phet back to a less than understanding
reception from the publishing industry,
whose final verdict on the Ten Com-
mandments is ““needs work.”

The impact of the anthology as a
whole can perhaps best be indicated by
comparing it to the Penguin and Oxford
collections of Canadian stories, with
which it shares the format of one or two
excellent stories from each of the coun-
try's major authors. Hungarian Short
Stories is a delightful gathering of un-
familiar and exceptionally worthwhile
writing that will richly reward readers
willing to venture off the beaten track.

Marl:o Vovchok was a 19th-century
UlLrainian writer whose graphic tales of
life under serfdom are considered one of
her people’s literary treasures, but 'm
afraid that Ukrainian Folk Siories,
edited by H.B. Timothy and translated
by N, Peden-Popil (Western Producer
Prairle Boolss, $19.95 cloth, $13.95
paper), doesn’t substantiate this reputa-
tion. This is artless, dreary, flatly nar-
rated fiction that may be of some ethno-
graphic valuie — *“rich in folklore
elements” is how the editor puts it —
but is otherwise bereft of literary values.
There is such a thing as the artistic
use of artlessness, as several contri-
butions to Hungarian Short Stories
demonsjrate, but such sheer artlessness
as this might better be allowed to rest in
the vast potter’s field of forgotten
literature.

Guernica Editions in Montreal con-
tinues its notevorthy series of bilingnal
editions with the French/English texts of
Eloi de Grandmont's First Secrets and
Other Poems, translated by Daniel
Sloate ($7.95 paper), and the late
Quebecois writer’s gently rhythmic
cadences come across very well in
translation. Since this is precisely the
sort of poetry that gets drowned out by
more strident voices, I'll quote “Sum-
mer Beauty™ in its entirety:

Stight sounds of morning,

Light sounds from farms,

Soft clatter of hooves

On the stony roads.
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The priest with yawning eyes,
Saft splash of wine

In the kands of a child

And the cool church,

The sunlight comes calling

And in her chambers

Awaken the white arms

Of the beloved.
Simple and straightforward — that is,
until the final image resonantly captures
the mysterious, meditative mood so
quietly but firmly established by what
precedes it. Grandmont’s poetry is alive
with snch magic moments, and to those
with ears to listen he offers a sensuous
and subtle music. O

LETTERS
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The state an
the arts

1

YOUR JANUARY ISSUE carried an article
by George Woodcock in which he twice
refers to the ‘‘ossification” of the
Canada Council.

He has examined the membership of
our juries for senior grants in writing
over the past three years and discovered
that every juror was ‘‘palpably a
member of the arrived establishment."”
Although the youngest juror was 44, the
jurors® average age was 59. In each jury
there were two men and one woman.

1 wish it were possible to pick a jury
whose composition would not be open
to attack on some ground or other. The
staff member whose job it is to assemble
juries must take into account a long list
of desirable qualifications. First and
most important js the competence of
each juror. Woodcock has “‘nothing to
say against the literary credentials or the
personal integrity of the eight people in-
volved.”

Then there are almost always prob-
lems of availability, Many obviocusly
qualified potential jurors, such as
Woodcock himself, decline to serve on
juries as a matter of principle, or cannot
free themselves for jury meetings.

We strive to achieve many different
kinds of balance within a jury member-
ship, It is desirable to include jurors who
are particularly familiar with different
types of writing, who come from dif-
ferent parts of the country, and who are
of different sexes (although in any three-
person jury there will be a sexual im-
balance on¢ way or the other). In many
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juries we also fry to find jurors of
different age groups.

There is one other important con-
sideration that we must keep in mind:
the feelings of those writers who are be-
ing judged. In the case of our grants for
senior writers, all the applicants must
have made a substantial contribution to
their discipline over a number of years.
While there may be writers who have a
different attitude, and Woodcock may

be one of them, most of the writers who .

fall into this category prefer to be judged
by other writers who have the same
qualifications. Many writers who have
already published a large number of
books would be outraged to discover
that they were being judged by someone
who had published only one or two
books and was at a much earlier stage in
his or her career. It is because we feel we
must respect this widely shared senti-
ment that our juries for senior writers
are composed of other senfor writers.
Had Woodcock looked at a complete
list of jurors, including those for *“B,"”
short-term, project cost, and travel
grants, he would have found a much

larger number of young people. For ex- -

ample, the six jurors who have just ad-
judicated short-term, project cost, and
travel grants were all under 40. (Four of
them were women, iwo men.)

While I recognize that ossificationis a
danger against which any institution
must guard itself, 1 do not believe that
the symptom cited by Woodcock
supports his diagnosis.

Timothy Porteous
Director, the Canada Council
Ottawa

For art’s sake

MICHAEL TAFT'S comments (January) on
Geoff Hancock’s review of recent books
on Canadian folk art (November) are, as
he says, those of a “‘professional folk-
Jorist.’* Folklore cannot be equated with
folk art. Folklore is an attribute of folk
art — a part of it, but not the whole
thing. Art is performed by artists, folk
art is performed by folk artists, and
folklore is performed by folklorists.

Taft says: ““I spend much of my time
trying to show how items of folklore are
only meaningful if understood in the
context of contemporary Canadian
culture.’” Although there is not much {o
quarrel with in that statement, the re-
mainder of his remarks indicate that he
wishes the rest of the world would stop
regarding folk art as ““ari’’ to be ad-
mired on its own merits, as is the case in
any other style of art. Aesthetic criteria
are not based on the racial origin and
social living conditions of the artist.

The “‘contextual approach'’* to folk °

art, so much admired by Taft, can apply
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only to a relatively small amount of folk
art, because most early folk art is
anonymous, unsigned, and often suspect
as to area of origin. Museums that ac-
quire foll: art insist on a provenance
with pieces they purchase, thus creating
a vested interest for dealers to provide
the desired information. To deal with
foll: arl on a contextual basis, and to
have creditability, a book would be
limited to the discussion of the works of
living folk artists, plus a few rare items
from the past of which a complete and
true provenance is available. This is the
case for the book so highly admired by
Hancocl:, Les Palenteux du Québec,
which deals only with the yard art of
Iiving artists.
Blake A. McKendry
Elginburg, Ont.

Us and ‘they’

BEOB BLACLBURN and Barbara J. MacKay
are hoth mistaken. In his “English, Our
Enslish’® of November, Blackburn
claims that writers have been driven to
“‘abominations” such as “If a person
wants to do something badly, they will
find a way,” because they have been
“‘cowed" by the feminist movement. In
her letter in the January issue, in reply to
Blackburn, Mackay states that this use
of *‘they"" is an attempt to overcome the
sexism in language. Both assume that
the use of singular “‘they*’ is a recent at-
tempt to change the language.
Blackburn mentions only “*writers of the
past decade or 50.”” What about writers
who used singular ““they’* prior to the
curreit  feminist revival? Were John
Ruskin, Henry Fielding, and William
Shalespeare “cowed’ by the feminists
of their day?

In reality, singular “they’" is anything
but a feminist attempt to change
English. The usage is much older than
the notion that it is ungrammatical, and
it has survived in spite of continuous at-
temnpts over the past two and a half cen-
turies to change the language in favour
of so-called generic ““he.” (For the
history of these attempts to change
English see Ann Bodine, *"Andocen-
trism in Prescriptive Grammar: Singular
‘They’, Sex-indefinite “He', and ‘He or
She*," Language in Sociefy, No. 4,
1975.)

I support efforts 1o correct sexist
fearures of language, but the use of
singular “‘they™ is not an attempt to
change langbage. It is a refusal to give in
to long and concerted attempts to
chanze the language. Anyone, including
Blackburn, who thinks they can cow us
into stop using singular “‘they’’ should
tale a lesson from history.

Howard Scott
Montrezal

CANWIT NO. 91
R N S |

PAUL WILSON'S article in this issue
prompts us to wonder, as word proces-
sing equipment becomes more and more
popular, whether writers are finding the
program language *‘user friendly’’ or
still in computerese. Will critics of future
generations be known as ‘‘worth-
weighters'*? Or authors as *‘book-
birthers’’? Contestants are invited to
compose glossaries of literary terms as
they might be mangled into computer
jargon. The prize is $25, and an addi-
tional $25 goes to Ron Robinson of
Winnipeg for the idea. Deadline: April
1. Address: CanWit No. 91, Books in
Canada, 366 Adelaide Street East,
Torento M5A 3X9.

Results of CanWit No. 89

THE OVERWHELMING response to our
search for beavers in 19th-century
poetry has confirmed our belief that
many of the world’s great poets drew
their early inspiration from Castor
canadensis. The winner is Eileen Morris
of North Burnaby, B.C., for her

TRADE UNIONS AND SOCIETY

Some Lessons of the British Experience
John T. Addison and John Burton

A thought-provoking examination of trade
unions and the “‘British Disease’ whose
symploms plague 2ll advanced western
economles,

Avallable © 190 pages © $9.95 paper

CANADIAN RIEDICINE

A Study in Restricted Entry

Ronald Hamowy

This well-written expose subjects the Canadlan
medical profession to an exhaustive and
schelarly eritique.

May © 206 pages © $9.95 paper

PROBING LEVIATHAN

An Investigation of Government

in the Economy

George Lermer, Thomas Conrchene,

An Insightful analysis of the povernment sec-
tor in all its facets.
May © 263 pages © §9.95 paper

Ttichard Lipsey, Herbert Grubel, etal -

rewriting of Ralph Waldo Emerson’s
““The Rhodora":
The Beaver

On being asked, Whence is the beaver?

In May, when sea-winds pierced our
sofitudes,

I found the furry beaver in the woods,

Grawing with sturdy teeth in o damp
nook, ol

To bulld a dam across the siuggish
brook.

The pine tree branches fallen in the
pool

Made the black water with thelr
needles gay.

FHere spends the beaver, in the water
cool, .

His little master-builder’s busy day

Dear beaver! If the sages ask thee why

This charm Is wasted on the earth and
sk,

Tell them, dear, that if eyves were made
Jor seeing,

The beaver Is ils own excuse Jor being:

Why thou weri there, oh beaver, no
one knoivs!

I never thought to ask, I never knew:

Bul, in my simple ignorance, suppose

The self same Power that brought me
there brought you.

Honourable mentions:
The Beaver
By Edgar Allan Poe
Once upon a millsiream dreary,

THE FRASER INSTITUTE

THE FOCUS SERIES

FOCUS: On the 1983 B.C. Budget
Yalter Block and Michael Walker

An In-depth comparison of the B.C. budget
with those of the other Canadian provinces.
Available o 80 pages o $5.00 paper

FOCUS: On World-Wide Inflation

Steven Easton and Kelly Busche

An in-depth look at the cause of inflation over
the past goarter century, with particular em-
phasis on the Canadiar sitnation,

March o 64 pages © $5.00 paper

"FOCUS: On the Power of Britain’s
Orpanized Labour - Sources

and Implications

Lord Peter Baver

A first-hand look at the power of unions In
the United Kingdom — must reading for alf In-
volved in [abour-management relatlons.
Available © 64 pages © $3.50 paper

Macmillan of Canada
A Division of Gage Publishing
164 Commander Boulevard
Agincourt, Ont.  MIS 3C7 (416) 293-8141
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While I pondered weak and weary,

Over many an odd and chewed branch
upon tke forest floor,

While I pondered nearly gasping,

Suddenly, there ceme @ rasping,

As of rodent feet upon a nutly store.

‘Tis some beaver, I very quickly
uttered,

Cheving and chawing upon his
loovood store,

Only this and nothing more.

Distinctly, I remember,

It veas in the bleaf: September,

When each House of Commons
member,

Voted for a seal and beaver hunt
dismember.

Eagerly, the hunters swooped down,

Vainly, they filled the t1own,

With beaver pelts of wide renown.
Suddenly, there were no more,
Beavers died by the score,

Of national symbols, we will have
Just one,
The moose Is fine, but weighs a fon.
Quoth the Beaver, “‘Nevermore.”
— W. Ritchie Benedict, Calgary

My Last Beaver
By Robert Browning

That's my last beaver nailed to the

wall
Looling as if it were afive. I call
That fur a wonder nove: taxidermists
Worl:ed busily a week, and there it

fuists.
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CLASSIFIED

Classifled rates: $8 per line (40
characters to the lins). Deadline: first of
the month for Issue dated following
month. Address: Books In Canada Class-
Ified, 356 Adelaide Street East, Toronto
M5A 3X9. Phone: (416} 363-5426.

CASH PAID FOR PENGUIN paperbacks:
good conditlon. Gall Wilson Bookseller,
198 Quezn W., Toronto. 588-2024.

OLD AND RARE BOOKS. Canadiana
Catalogues. Heritage Books, 868
Palmerston Ave., Toronto, Ontarlo MBG
252

USED LAY/ BOOKS. 30 day free exam-
Ination. Write J.L. Heath, 66 Isabella St.
14105, Toronto M4X 1N3. 922-0849.

L1YaTIC TESTAMENT. Shirley Therese
Lewls' My Quarrel With Myself, poetry,
23 pp.. $4.95 Phoenlx Press, Box 12,
Georgetown Ont. L7G 4T1. “| was moved
by her expressiveness” — James
Reaney. Adds Northrop Frye: "... a
remarkable intelligence and an extra-
ordinary personality . . . an astonlshingly
compressed process of development . ...
The poetry that she did have time to
[eave behind her reflects not only her
glitedness but her courage both to live
and to die with a rare intensity.”
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Wit please you go and stroke the
peit? I had

Him stuff’d and mount’d by design,
Jor never read -

Hunters like you that savage
counlenance,

The depth of passion of its ferocious
pants,

Upon myself it turned (and leapt full,
steady

At my naked throal, fangs sharp and
ready)

And seemed as it would maim me, if it
durst,

But I, axe in hand, siruck. So, just
the first

Avre you to pet and stroke i thus. Sir,
‘twas not

But yesterday I put it in that spol.

— Diane M. Stuart, Vancouver

The Pondlover
By Gerard Manley Hopkins
I watcht this madly munching
mammal, voracious
as morning’s monster, maple-magnet
casitor in his_ foray
On the wanton forest up bafore him
knoity wood, and away
Hied home, waddling wetly on webbed
Jool, broad tail asplay
Tree-filled incisors! then down, down
in a spray
As an arm’s elbow bends back in
Chug-a-lug: one more wall for chez
Lui, keld by marsh mud. My tiny
hurray
Went for a rodent — the achieve of,
the mastery of the thing, eh?
O my Canadensis!
— Stephen Elliott, Peterborough, Ont.

My Heart Leaps Up
By William Wordsworth

My heart leaps up when I behold

A beaver on a nickel:
So It was when, as a Boy,
A nickel bought a wealth of joy;
So it is now when I am old,

Tho' the coin’s not worth a pickle!
The Child is Father of the Man;
And ¥ would wish that, where five

cents Is,
T'will always be emboss’d with Caslor

canadensis.

— Kenneth W. Moore, Saskatoon

THE EDITORS RECOMMEND

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

FICTION

In the Shadow of the Wind, by Anne Hébert,
transiated from the French by Sheila
Fischman, Stoddart. Hébert once again
prises open the unimaginable in an eerle,
brilliantly elusive novel that {as Les Fous
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de Bessan) won the Prix Fémina in 1982.
The honour was well-deserved.

NON-FICTION

Reading from Left 1o Right: One Man's
Political History, by H.S. Ferns, Universi-
ty of Toronto Press. Ferns's insights into
totalitarlanism may not be as profound as
those of Hannah Arendt or George
Orwell, but they are practical, penetrating,
and valuable. They encourage us to believe
that private conscience and personal
responsibility can still be essential factors
in policics.

POETRY

Settlements, by David Donnell, McClelland
& Stewart. At times expansively prosy,
Donnell ereates the kind of language we
hear spoken every day, burt carried by the
force of emotion and will to 2 level that
common poels could hardly reach.

BOOKS RECEIVED

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

Albernl l‘uhlslnrr. by Alu D. McMillan and, Denis E. St
Claire, Theytus B

Conunections Two: thlul and the Land, Manitoba School
Library Audio Visual Associatlon.

 aaiag Palk "E’i:.‘é‘;:..‘i:‘.;".a"éi:’a" Ruper, The frar

ng Pollcy, by 2 Kuper, The Tnsti-

tute of Public Administration of Canada

'l‘ll;l ul}lgw Report on RRSPy, by Tom Ddaney.-MnOﬂw-

Directory of lnuﬂlhrnry Loan Policies und Photocopying
Services Iz Canadian Libraries (3rd Editlon), Canadlan
Library Associatlon.

Foresi Ronger, Allo.v!. by Michael Coney, Porthole Press.

The !'rulll:ken Send Ont 2 Call, by Lewls Bdwards, Zooly

Genealogy, Sﬁllll Ste. Marle Public Library.
Greenkonses for Lon: ar,n' Summers, by Heinz and Geneste
Kurth, Prentlce-Hall

Hunler in the Dark, by Mnnlﬂ Hughes, Avon
Ala lnlermpl.:d Life: The Darles of Eity Hillesum, Lester &
en

Jobs for All: Cnnllnﬂsnonhhl.by?anlﬂeﬂyu Metheen.

Lasling Marsday by Benjamin ger and Shivley
1|':“ uluel_(ll lon, Guidance Centre, Faculty of Educa-
| of T.

Legendnry Canadian Women, by Carol McLeod, Lancelor

l-m'll.l of Winter and of Love, edited by Barry Caliaghan,

Exile.

Mndmlll:r and Responsibilily: Essays for George l.?r.m.
edited by Eugene Combs, U of T Press.

More Slﬁuly Mnusions: Charches of Nma Scoila, IIBII-
1910, by Elizabeth Pacey, Lancelot P

The Muliin Baker"s Gulde, by Bruce Ihl'ﬂ:r. Firefly.

‘Tt Mysiic North, by Roald Nasgaard, U of T Press.

No Man™s Ilml'm-. y cm:lu Ewert, Avon.

Openlog Day, by tanley, Oolchan Books.

Plssent Songy, by E.F. ycl:. Blicl: Books,

Reficetions, by Onvill E. Ault, Inltlative Publlsllmg House.

The Sn;mi Mile Anthology. edited by Willlam Pope, Lan-

Toke Notlee: An Introduction to Canadinn Law (2nd Edi-
:I;;). Steven N, Spetz and Glenda S. Spetz, Copp

Lman.
To All Qor Children: The Story of ihe Posiwar Dulch
;;-;Ignﬂon to Canado, by Alben Vandermay, Paideia

Tourlsts from Algol, by Tom Henlghan, Golden Dog Press.
‘Yhe Wesi: The History of a Ruluu In Contederatlon, by F.

7y, by M. Wyllie Blancher, Hlustrated
by Jacqueline Mcliny Mmllau.s. Harbour Puhlis| l:i.
Bedal, Guidance

What Can [ Do This Summer?, by Dar
Centre, Faculty of Education, U of T
Why Dellnqlum?. by Mavrice Cusson, U of T Press.
Wigemaking al Fome, by Heinz and Geneste Kurth,
Prentice-Hall
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COMING UP
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IN THE APRIL ISSUE OF

RODOKS IN € ANADA

B A N % =

AND THE WINNER IS . . .

,,,,,,,,

SPOTLIGHT ON DRAMA
Our annual review of the year’s theatre publications
By Richard Piani

AFTER THE STORM
A review of Elizabeth Spencer’s The Sait Line
By Leon Rooke

Plus reviews of new books by Mary Meigs, Lionel Kearns,
Mordecai Richler, and an interview with David Cronenberg

BOOKS [N CANADA

. @ . :_ AEA Available in better
THE PRIVATE LIFE bookstores everywhere
OF MICHAEL ONDAATIE or delivered directly

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

: Yes, I'd like to subscribe 10 Books in Canada [
- : Name

Address

Cheque enciosed (0  Bill me [J

SUBSCRIPTION PRICE $12.95 A YEAR
315.95 A YEAR OUTSIDE CANADA

' 166 Adelade Sueer East, Sune 432
i Taromo, Ont M4 N9
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I

I

1
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\ — Postal code
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| PAPERBAGCK SALE MARCH 7 TO MARGH 17

Novels, biographies, poetry, collections of short stories, humour,
fine art, cookbooks and books by your favourite authors...

Choose from any of these popular paperbacks.
Pick three and the cheapest is free!

fuailable at all participating bookstores
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