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The perils of Pauline

Though celluloid sometimes may improve on print,
twro new filras reflect the difficulties of transplanting
the comple:lties of a novel to the screen

Oy Fracor Suihorland

All JOSHUA SHAPIRO, a slum kid
tumnzd novelist and medla star,
prczerve his happy marriage to a
Westmount golden girl? Like Job
in cneof his father Reuben's Bible
lessons, he has problems. For
starters, there are global false
reports that he had a lurdd homo-
se:iual lizison with a British writer.
Even more appalling, his wife
Pauline’s beloved scapegrace
brother IZevin, facing a fraud trial, has
just self-destructed after his sister refus-
ed to testify for him. Blaming herself for
his death, blaming Joshua for rejecting
IZevin, Pauline is incommunicado, hid-
den by her psychiatrist.

If Joshua has troubles, so does Joshur
Then end Now, the film scripted by
Mordecai Richler from his novel, and
direzted by his buddy Ted Kotcheff,
which recently opened the 10th Toronto
international Festival of Festivals. A lot
of them happened on the way to the box
office,

At least the omens were good. Shortly
aftcr Richler retumed to Montreal after

. yoars of espatriate life near London,
Iotcheff started maldng The Appren-
ticeship of Duddy Kraviiz (1972) from
bic ceript. Costing less than $1-million, it
was a commercial and critical success,
thanlks in part to a supercharged perfor-
mance by a cinematic newcomer named
Pichard Dreyfuss.

\Vith that track record in mind, film
producers Robert Lantos and Stephen J.
Roth embarked on a four-year treasure
hunt for $9-million werth of backing to
mal:e Jositua. Lantos, who believed that
Richler was *““the finest writer this coun-
iry has ever produced” and Joshua,
published in 1950, ““his most impressive
vrorl,*” matched him vith Kotcheff — if
indead they needed matching. This was,
in fact, their fourth collaboration:
besides Duddy, Richler had scripted Life
at the Top (1985} and Fun with Dick
cnd Jane (1977).

\hile Lantos and Roth chased paper
(the film would eventually cost
Sil-million), Richler completed a
ccreenplay for Wamer Brothers and
published his collection of essays,
Home, Swest Home, besides involving

himself in the aborted attempt to send a
musical version of Duddy to Broadway.
Meanwhile, Kotcheff was busy in Holly-
wood, directing films that included the
stupendously profitable First Blocd, Sd
far, so fairly good. g

For a reported $485,000 as payment
for film rights and script, Richler began
his adaptation, 2 damnably difficult task
for, unlike the simple linear story of
Duddy, Joshua is a sprawling, many-
stranded work. In the end, great chunks
of geography and population were excis-
ed: Spain, Hollywood, the William
Lyon Mackenzie King Memorial Socie-
ty. The married-love story of Joshua
and Pauline became the cynosure,

Buti the cuts were far from fipished.
After the customary trauma of location-
shooting — in London, Montreal, Ot-
tawa, and Brockville, Ont. — and filin
editing, Joshue met Jess than a hero’s
welcome at the Camnes Film Festival,

- Out went a farcical subplot involving a

blackmailing Mountie. At the same time
as the film was being tightened, a mini-
series was being spun out for showing on
CBC-TY in the fall of 1986.

If Joshua booms at the box office
after its production thrills and spills, it
won't be due to the performances of
James Woods and Gabrielle Lazure, res-
pectively playing -— sometimes it is hard
to tell — the roles of Joshua and

“

Pauline. If not exactly wooden, Woods
is decidedly inflexible, and Lazure is
literally only half there -— her voice was
dubbed by another actress. Fluently
English-speaking as the bilingual Lazure
was, she didn’t have a winning way with
Westmount cadences, Kotcheff intj-
mated to a press conference. But so
what? European critics hadn't carped,

Kotcheff said. The adverse Toronto.

reaction was *“a local phenomenon."'”

Not a local phenomenon is Alan
Arldn, who created his role as the ex-pug
Reuben Shapiro by jemming together
the characters of three junkies he knew
while working in the Second City com-
edy troupe in Chicago. The screen takes
on intense interest every time Reuben's
bullet head bobs and weaves into view,
and among his glories is a lecture to the
pubescent Joshua on “‘sex and the
Jewish tradition’® couched in ringside
metaphor.

Arkin does not just steal scenes: he

owns the movie. Still, there are other at-*

tractions in a film that, like the bool,
comes across as a series of comic set-
pieces rather than blended reality. Kate
Trotter, who in what seems to be real life
is marmied to Toronto Free Theatre
director Guy Sprung, has a nice turn asa
kind of lascivious GAP (Goy American
Princess) who tempts Joshua and beds
Kevin Hornby, Pauline’s brother. A ter-
minal victim of the Peter Pan Syn-
drome, Kevin is played by the under-
rated Michael Sarrazin. Despite tennis-
leaping to take advantage of every situa-
tion, this perpetually boyish creature of
glowing prospects fails at everything —a
familiar type in what passes for the
Canadian upper class.

But Joshua's fondamental flaw is
beyond the ability of any actor to mend
when he or she js given a sappy line like
Pauline's “I do things with you I never
thought possible.”” Framed by Joshua’s
present quandary, the film is structured
as a series of flashbacks introduced by
cumbersome voice-overs (F“1950 it was
v« .") making it smell of print, not
ceiluloid, and amounting to 129 minutes
of authorial self-indulgence. Since
Joshua’s career follows the rough ont-
line of Richler's own, we're lured into
the shoals of autobiography. If we dis-
couni physique — Woods tall, lean,
dapper; Richler short, dumpy, rumpled
— the unleading man’s long, lined face
even resembles that of the author.

There was one delicious irony in the
making of the film. Because the dwell-
ings in the Jewish slum district of St. Ur-
bain Street have been creatively redecor-
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ated by a new population of Greeks,
Italians, and Portuguese, a new. location
2d to bz found for the apartment in
which Joshua’s mother Esther (Linda
Sorencen) does a bar-mitzvah strip-
tease. One vaas found, all right — in
Westmount. Plus cq change . . . .

JOSHUA V'AS NOT the only film of Cana-
dion literary interest at a festival that
drew about 200,000 people to nearly 400
screenings, nor the only one to pose a
guestion.

Can a sedate English professor, in
to\wn to obtain a divorce, find love and
happinzss with 4 Reno gambling-hall
¢al? The fact that the professor is a
v/oman seems incidental to a conven-
tional romantic predicament in Deser?
Hearts, the U.S. film Donna Deitch
made from Jane Rule’s 1264 novel, The
Desert of the Heart. Love, after ali, isa
oamble. Patsy Cline, in one of the songs
in the 19505 country’n’western hit
parade that forms the movie's sound-
iraclk, puts it another way: “I’m crazy
for crvin’/Crazy for tryin’/Crazy for
lovin® you.”

Crazy or not, the professor, Vivien
Ecll (Helzn Shaver) and gal, Cay Rivvers
(Patricia Charbonneau} do end up in
bazd, despite such obstacles as Cay’s sur-
rogate mother, Frances Parker (“I can’t
claim anzel's wings, but 1 am normal®’)
and her would-be boyfriend down at the
czsino. Everyone takes long lingering
lools at one another, and Cay’s lips are
frequently parted in a sensual smirk.
Cay's vitality and Vivien's intelligence
blend in ecstasy, but there is still the
matter of a complex relationship into
which both must grow. The film ends
vwith them working hard on it.

Such a bastardized synopsis does
some injustice to the film, which has
good points. The heat and countryside
around Reno are vividly realized, the sex
ccznes splendidly erotic, anc the acting is
often equal to Natalie Cooper’s witty
script. The Canadian-born Shaver, a
sister of the author Mary Shaver (T%e
Noleed Nun) is convincing, and Audra
Lindicy, playing Frances, is pleasingly
unidentifiable with the whiney Mrs.
Ioper in the former TV series, Three'’s
Company. But the sequences seem im-
plausibly connected and, considersd as
deaper context, everyone but Cay and
Vivien seem less supporting than distrac-
ting,

Nonetheless, it's a better-told story
than that in the novel, which — a serious
and sincere attempt to convey lesbian
relationchips — is of more sociological
interest than literary merit. The film
changes personal names and many inci-
dental details (Vivien arrives by train not
plane), switches most of the locales from
urban to rural, tacks on a different en-
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ding, and alters characterization. The
two women now are less mirror images
of each other than complementary,
older-and-younger parts of a unity. Ina
sense, Deitch has made the story more
superficial. But the film's modesty
comes as a relief after Joshua's hoopla
and unfulfilled promises.

— FRASER SUTHERLAND

Lowther’s legacy

THE LATE VANCOUVER poet Pat Lowther
is very much alive these days, almost as
If she were back in the streets and
reading halls, ensuring that her reputa-
tion and career would continue to thrive.
Random reminders of her legacy have
popped up in the most surprising con-
texts in the decade since she was
murdered by her husband Roy.

In 1960, Pat Lowther was 25 years
old, a hard-working East Vancouver
poet who was just starting to hone her
style. Lowther was nurturing a talent she
had possessed all her life; she had com-
posed verses at the age of three and won
a poetry contest at 10. The first poetry
she wrote as an adult tended toward the
wildly romantic, reminiscent of Byron
and Shelley. She harboured these poems
quite secretly, but shared them with
Ward Carson, a left-wing politico and
inventor. »

Their friendship was not surprising, as
both had similar political views and were
intellectually curious. Carson was busy
applying his unusual intelligence to
cracking the mathematical code of the
universe and fiddling with inventions
aimed at conserving energy. He also in-
spired and encouraged a major release

of Lowther’s verbal energles at a critical
stage in her developing career.

‘What followed in the next few years
has frequently been recorded. She began
to circulate with poets and left-wing
types, all the while perfeciing her verse
and shyly presenting it to others. In
1963, she met and married Roy
Lowther, a former insurance salesman,
teacher, and sometime politician-poet.

It soon became evident that the wife

was more talented than her husband,

_ and she started attracting the attention

of such established poets as Dorothy
Livesay and Pat Lane, as well as others
who were soon to come into their own:
Allan Safarik, Lorraine Vernon, Brian
Brett, and Maxine Gadd.

*She was no trouble at all, she just
grew,”” Lowther’s mother once said.
And that’s the way she was. She con-
tinued to produce and participate with-
out ever resorting to ““busyness.” In her
own quiet way, she rose in the next 10
years to become a highly respected
craftswoman and supporter of both
political and Literary concerns,

At the time she died, she was on the
brink of receiving the few rewards
available to poets in this country. She
had just spent a year as elected head of
the League of Canadian Poets and had
signed a contract with Oxford University
Press to produce Stone Diary, her third
ook of poetry. She had also received an
appointment as an instructor in creative
writing at the University of British Col-
umbia, and was heavily involved with
the New Democratic Party and an in-
dustrial writers” group. Her technically
skilled postry touched on important
concems, ranging from motherhood to
Central American revolution,

Lowther had a hard time keeping
track of her poems. She lost some, gave
others away, and forgot about them.
She also had bad luck from circum-
stances beyond her control. Once, on a
reading trip to the Maritimes, her manu-
scripts were stolen. She managed how-
ever, to carry off the reading by
improvising.

This, incidentally, is the only Lowther
performance ever recorded. Later, when
she read with Margaret Atwood at a
B.C. university, she was not deemed im-
portant enough to be recorded by a tele-
vision crew assigned to report the event.
Meanwhile, the university’s taping
system broke down and did not capture
it either.

One of the most tragic losses was a
feature-length poetry presentation that
Lowther prepared for the Vancouver
Planetarium in 1968, Based on the
theme of evolution, it was supposed to
be accompanied by a sound track com-
posed by her husband Roy. The tapes
apparently were erased.

But her poetry keeps popping up.
Lorraine Vernon found among her
papers & previously unpublished poem,
“The Waterclock,”” which has since
been printed as a limited edition broad-
side for the Pat Lowther Benefit held in
Vancouver last summer. Many hand-~
written versions of published and un-
published poems reside in Lowther's
notebooks, which are currently in the
possession of her family. Often these
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detail her tumultuous love/hate relation-
ship with Roy Lowther.

In 1950, the inventor Ward Carson
profiered a batch of poems Lowther had
writien at 25. Their existence surprised
many of the people who thought they
had sorted out most of the links in her
life. These poems, as well as others
found in magazines, comprised the West
Coast Review special issue, Final
Instructions.

The League of Canadian Poets, which
has established an award in her honour,
decided Iast spring to try to pather the
bits and pleces that would restore
Lowther to her righiful place as poet
extraordinaire instead of just ““woman
slain.’” They set out to organize a major
benefit, during which 12 well-knovn
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female poets would read her work and
others would reminisce. The poets in-
cluded Dorothy Livesay, Lorraine Ver-
non, Cathy Ford, and Phyllis Webb.

Fate played a strange hand in the
weeks before the benefit took place. Roy
Lowther, due for releasein the falf after
six years behind bars for non-capital
murder, died of a stroke in prison,
claiming to the end that he was innocent.
This lent some interesting publicity to
the benefit.

But in the end not many people at-
tended the event. Among the absent
were a number of the expected literati.
Why? It appedred that politics played a
part in Lowther’s Iegacy as in her life.
Many male members of the League boy-
cotted the benefit because only women

- iy —— -

were asked to read Lowther’s poems.
Others did not show np because they
were not personally invited. What was
meant as a celebration of Lowther’s life
and work tumed into a battle among
feminists, socialists, and egotists.

Lowther had once again been surpris-
ingly influential. She had touched so
many peaple during her life that it was
almost impossible to coordinate the kind
of memorial she truly deserved. Yet in
spite of itself, the benefit was hearten-
ing. Lowther’s mother, sister, and
daughter were there, and her close friend
Allan Safarik bravely showed upto host
the evening.

“I came because I Ioved her,”” he said
afterward. “Now I don’t feel so bad any
more.”’ - DONA STURMANIS

Unhappy landings

Mo matter what the dictionary allows, what
a writer thinks he is saying is not necessarily
the same as what he should have said
[
By Bob Blaclburn

NEwWS ITENM about a mew safety
device for airplanes informed us
in passing that *“fires result in
many crashes,” an unfortunate
choice of phrase that forced me to
stop dead and try to figure out
just what I was being told. Given
| that a fire may cause an airplane
| to crash or a crash may cause it to
catch fire, the phrase could not be
understood without a careful ex-
| amination of the whole carelessly
| vritien item.

It had to be understood that the
device was a powerful, smoke-
ponetrating emergency light, to be in-
stalled in the passenger cabin in order to
alleviate blind panic and show the way
10 emergency exits once the aircraft was
on the ground or water. It was not a
device to aid the crew in fighting a fire
that might cause a crash, but rather one
designed to help passengers survive a fire
that had been caused by a crash. It turn~
cd out, therefore, that we were dealing
with fires caused by crashes, rather than
crashes caused by fires.

Why, then, was the writer telling us,
as he unquestionably was, that fires
cause many crashes? That is true, no
doubt, but hardly refevant here. Could it
have bean that he meant to say that fires
rcsult from many crashes? But that
vwould hint, at least, that it is only when
there are many crashes that we need fear
fire. o, what he probably thought he
was sayjag was that many crashes resuit

in fires, and what he shonl/d have said
was, ““Many crashes result in fire.”* That
probably wonld have escaped comment,
although, in fact, it is not quite correct
usage. When result is used with from, it
means arising a5 a conseguence of.
‘When it is used with jn, it means to end
or conclude as specified. Thus, while it is
right to say that a fire resulted from a
crash, it is wrong to say that the crash
resulted in a fire, because the fire would
have been only one effect of the cause,
whereas result implies a totality of
effects.

Probably I am now putting too fine a
point on it. I would not be terribly upset
by someone saying that a fire was 4
result of a crash, although I would balk
at the result. And I would prefer to say
the fire was a conseguence rather than a

-result, or that the crash caused a fire,

and reserve resuf? for such uses as, for
example, describing the relationship be-
tween careful planning and a successful
operation. Finally, do you suppose that
there is one person in the entire civilized
world who doesn’t know that airplanes
often catch fire when they crash?

HERE ARE SOME short lines from the
press: '

“*The courts should be the sole judge
of whether the accused is puilty of the
crimes he committed.””

“Much will depend on the testimony
of the woman he is accused of allegedly
impriséning.’’

And this, which was the Globe and
MaiPs Quote of the Day, attributed to
the chairman of the colleges committee
of the Ontario Federation of Students:
“English is a fundamental thing. And,
like, everybody should have a good level
of it."*

I AM INFURIATED continually by people
who respond to criticism of their diction
by saying the misused word is *“in the
dictionary,”” or '“the dictionary says it's
OK.”

What dictionary, for God’s sake? At
last count, I had more than 40 diction-
aries, and I expect that, if I live a little
Ionger, I shall find one that defines
black as white. So what?

Many people have an incredibly dim
understanding of the nature and purpose
of dictionaries. This may be the theme
of a column one of these months, but in
case I don’t get around to it, there are a
few things I’d like to tell them now.

The fact that a dictionary may say
that a word is sometimes spelled a cer-
tain way doesn’t mean that it is an ac-
ceptable alternate spelling. Nor does the
mention that a word has been seen or
heard to be used in a certain way justify
your using it that way, There are some
good dictionaries and a lot of bad dic-
tionaries. Sloppy writers/love the bad
anes, for obvious reasons.

And so on. I would welcome thoughts
from readers on the subject of dic-
tionaries. 01
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PROFILE
Lady oracle

*/:ll the things described in the book, people have already done
t¢ each other,’ says Margaret Atwood, whose new novel, though set In
the future, reflects her concern with the present and the past

Cy John Goddard

T THE FRANKFURT book fair four
years ago, literary reporters were

lining up for Margaret Atwood.
‘ Her novel Bodily Harm had just
been published, and had just been
named book of the month by Ger-
man critics. Her local publisher,
cager to accommodate the press,
sat her in a tiny interview studio
for an entire day.

“It was a little back-room cubi-
cle with a curtain in front of
it,” Atwood recalls blithely in her
spacious living-room. *“You sat there
and these people came in and interview-
ed you, one after another. It was sort of
an old-style, red-light-district, prostitute
cet-up. The curtain would open and
somebody would go out and somebody
else would come in.””

This fall in Canada is interview time

Margare! Atwood

again for Atwood, with the release of her sixth novel and 23rd
book, The Handmaid’s Tale. Her Canadian publisher, Mc-
Clelland & Stewart, features the book on its fall list, touting it
as *‘an unexpected and horrifying vision of the future.”
Twenty-five thousand copies have been printed — an excep-
tional number for a Canadian book — and Atwood is schedul-
ed to promote it in 12 Canadian cites,

On this occasion, Atwood is at home — a substantial brick
house edged with ivy, on a quiet, genteel street in Toronto’s
Bloor and Avenue Road area. The day is dull and overcast,
and little light penetrates to the centre of the room, so Atwood
sits in a kind of twikight, which somehow accentuates her
flawless, luminous complexion., She is dressed casually in
medium blue; a cotton blouse and corduroy jeans. Her
curlicue hair is cropped high on the forehead, producing a
slightly swept-back effect as it runs riot down the nape of the
neck, Her manner is both charming and contrary: she shares
an amusing anecdote about Frankfurt, yet she forbids that her
living-room be described. *I don’t want exirapolations from
the house tied in with my personality,” she says in her mildly
nasal tone, which can be pleasantly distinctive but with this
edict sounds haughty. **It has been done before and all the
things have been Graeme's.”

Graeme is novelist Graeme Gibson, and the first question is
about him. The answer is evasive, equivocal, and guintessen-
tially Atwood.

“The Who’s Who says you are married to Graeme Gibson;
is that correct?””

““No, that’s wrong,”’ she says firmly, then recants. “*Well, it
depends who’s definition you’re using.*

“In the legal sense, then.”

"“Well, that depends a lot on Canadian law. Were we to
separate, we’d be treated as if we were married. On the other
hand, for income-tax purposes, we're not married, which is
advantageous.”

“*Do you use the term?™*

“I don’t, but he does.”

“So what do you want me to use?”*

“You can take your choice.”

FOR MUCH OF the past two years, Atwood, Gibson, and their
nine-year-old daughter, Jessica, have been out of the conntry.
They moved to Norfolk, England, for six months in the fall of
1983, mainly to give Atwood time to write, to free her of fame
for a while, *“I bad this novel in mind for four years,’® she says
of The Handmaid’s Tale. *‘1 was sort of debating whether to
write it, because I thought it was too crazy. So I was writing
another novel, and the other novel was getting too big — there
was too much in it — so it did what amoebas do when they've
eaten too much: it divided itself off.”

The offshoot became the book she had in mind in the first
place, and she began writing it in eamnest when the family
moved to West Berlin. She was invited there under a program
that furnishes foreign artists with an apartment for several
months, so that Berliners might feel less cut off from the
world, less walled in. Besides writing, she gave several
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readings, sometimes in German, (All her novels, some poetry,
and a collection of short stories have been published in Qer-
man, and her work has been published in at least 15 other
lanauages.) The family then returned to Canada, and last
Januvary packed for Alabama, where Atvwood served for a term
as honorary chairman of the master of fine arts program at the
University of Alabama, in Tuscaloosa.

s*aAlthough the world does not yet know it, Tuscaloosa,
Alabama, has thrown down the glove to Iowa,* she says, toss-
ing an imaginary glove into the inky oriental carpet at her feet,
“In other words, they're putting a lot of muscle behind thejr
creative-writing program. They have poets and writers stream-
ing through there giving readings and doing thres-day intern-
ships, and big crowds turn out for them.**

Arwood was obliged to teach one course and gwe three
n;-admgs *‘So I did that, and I also had ots of time to write.
By the time we went to Alabama I was ready for the last push,
which is always the most intensive part for me. That’s a 10- or
12-hours-a-day type of thing. So there we were with nothing
but the rebel yells to interfere with one’s peace and quiet.”

THE HANDMAID'S TALE is set in the United States — in Cam-
bridee, Iassachusetts -— sometime in the near future. The
worst human fears of the modern world are borne out. The
reader is not told the details right away, but guerrillas acting
for the fundamentalist Christian movement have assassinated
the U.S. president and massacred the members of Congress.
An oppressive, theocratic regime has taken power. Earth-
qual:es in California have caused nuclear accidents. The air is
poisoned with fallout and other toxins. Almost everyone is
sterile, or produces mutant “unbabies™ that must be killed.
Abortionists and homosexuals are publicly hanged.
Authorities regulate all activity with central computers. Short-
agzs of food are chronic. AIDS is epidemic. And anything
remotely pleasurable is outlavred — except sex between geneti-
cally healthy partners, and even they are supposed to ¢lose
their eves and think of their country.

Atwood tells the story in the first person. The narrator, Of-
fred, a 33-year-old woman, is certified genetically healthy but
has yet to produce a child for the new regime. She is under
pressure to do so. She lives in a household in which several
women are subservient to a well-placed married couple, and
which js ordered on the anti-feminist principle: ‘“from each ac-

cording to her ability; to each according to his needs.?” While

the other women cook and wash, Offred’s role is to get preg-
pant. Toward this end, she and the man of the house perform
a monthly ceremony, as sanctimoniously as possible, with the
lizhts on and everyone present. Offred has little else to live for.
Her activities are narrowly circumscribed, She must wear con-
fining garments. She is not allowed friends. Spies are
everywhere.

“*The main difficulty with writing this book was that when J
started it X thought it was wacko,’’ Atwood says, elaborating
on her earlier remark about it being **crazy,” and telling
something of the risks she takes as 2 writer. I thought it was
loony. But this is true about a lot of the things I do. I meanl
had the rame reaction to Surfacing — that this was a really
crazy book: to be iriting.

<] think the writer part of me is over here,” she says, wav-
ine her hand vaguely toward the other side of the room, “‘and
the other part is what you see before you. The other part is
often somewhat appalled by what the writer is doing, but it
doesn’t stop me, although it does sometimes slow me up.
There's a ceriain amount of resistance from the normality-
oriented part of me, But when an idea takes you over and
becomes so compelling, you realize you either have to write
that bool: or not write at all.” '

Atwood says she set the book in the United States because
the events could not happen in Canada. *'I don't se¢ the
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scenario as being nearly as possible here,’’ she says. “‘First,

Canada is almost 50-per-cent Catholic, so you wouldn’t get the -

same kind of acquiescence. And second, the water doesn’t all
wash to one side of the bathtub in the way it does in the States.
The States tends to go in swings thdt are a lot more extreme
than ours.”

As to whether the events could happen in the U.S.: ‘“‘Given
the politics, the voting patterns, and the way things have been
going there, [the book] is plausible.”

CAMBRIDGE SEEMED a [ogical setting because of her long-
standing connections there. She studied at Harvard for four
years, earning a master’s degree and doing most of the work
toward an unfinished Ph.D. Her former husband, Jim Polk,
now editorial director at House of Anansi in Toronto, is from
the United States; the two met in Cambridge, And most of her
ancestors are from New England.

“Massachusetts and Connecticut — that’s where they alt liv-
ed [until about 1780],” she says. ““They were the second wave
of the Puritan invasion — three sides of my family, the fourth
being Scottish.”” Atwood dedicates the novel to one of her
more notorious forebears, Mary Webster, who was hanged as
a witch in Connecticut but didn’t die. *““They went to cut her
down in the morning and she wasn’t dead, and under the law
of double jeopardy you could not execute a person twice for
the same crime, 50 she remained alive. Tough neck.””

Atwood also dedicates the novel to Perry Miller, her mentor
in Cambridge, a scholar who resurrected the Puritans as an ob-
ject of study. The dedications are a tip-off that the treatment
of women and the influence of Puritans are among the novel's
central concerns. But as the plot outline suggests, the book is
also about a lot of other things, It is about the future and the
past: “There is nothing in the book that hasn®t already hap-
pened,” Atwood says. ““All the things described in the book,
people have already done to one another,”

The book is also about the present: *I have a whole scrap-
book of newspaper clippings.’” She concentrates on three un-
precedented characteristics of the modern world. One is
American-style democracy, which the book treats as tenuous.
""We've never before had one person, one vote — that’s abso-
Tutely new. Greek democracy was not democracy as we know it
at all. The other thing that’s new is women having some con-
trol over whether or not they will have children. There were
methods of birth control before, but very chancy, quite
dangerous. The third thing that’s new is the toxification of the
atmosphere. PCBs aren’t only going to wipe out the polar
bears; they may.wipe out male fertility.”’

THE BOOK 1S also a running dialogue between conflicting
feminist ideologies. “‘Some feminists are not going to like this
book, because it shows women acting against women,” At-
wood says without apology, maintaining she is only being
realistic. ““In fact, here’s a funny sideview on that. A women’s
street-theatre group put together a booth for the Republican
convention that said ‘‘Ladies Against Women,” and they had
little membership cards, which required your husband’s per-
mission to belong. Of course, it was a put-on, a joke, But alot
of people thought it was real and wanted to join."

The book is also about power — not just power balances
between men and women but how political power and revolu-
tionary movements operate. Alwood’s view is hard-bitten. The
most powerful character detailed in the book is revealed to the
reader as a flagrant hypocrite. Atwood’s reasoning is this: *“If
you went into any [theocratic regime] you would find a certain
number of true believers, but a lot of them would be at the
bottom. There would be some as you went up through the
ranks, but everybody else would be people who endorsed the
official line because they thought it was a good way to get
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Queenrs University

Fellowships
in the Humanities

From funding generously provided by the Webster
Foundation, Queen's University offers two fellowships
in the Humanities to begin 1 September, 1985, The
purpose of the Fellowship is to support younger
scholars engaged in humanistic studies that demon-
strate originality and imagination, a breadth of per-
spective and a concern to situate ‘speclalized’ enquiry
within a larger intellectual or cultural context. While
some applicants will have completed or be about Lo
complete doctoral studies, the Unlversity also en-
courages applications from candidates of vulstanding
merit who lack a Ph.D. and from those whose educa-
tional background is unconventional. The Fellowships
are tlenable for two years and carry a stipend for the
Lirst year of $30,000. An expense allowance of $2,000
will also be payable. Feltows will be expected to reside
in the Kingston area. Inquiries and applications
should be addressed to:

Dr W.McCready, Associate Dean
Faculty of Arts and Science, Queen's Unlversity
Kingston, Ontarlo, Canada K7L 3né

Each applicant should submit a curriculum vitae and
an essay, not exceeding 1,000 words, outlining his or
her objectives in seeking this Fellowship. Three
referees should be asked to send supporting letters
directly to the same address. The deadline for com-
pleted applications is 15 January, 1986. Les franco-
phones, ainsi que les anglophones, sont invitée)s &
poser leur candidature,
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ahead. A lot of people latched onto the Nazi train, not because
they believed any of that stuff but because that was the party
in power, and that’s how power operates.”

THERE IS SOME question as to what Atwood is trying to say
about American society amid this stew of themes. For sure,
she seems to be trying to say something serious. She has long
had an interest in politics. She has travelled widely, has been to
Iran and Afghanistan. She is a member of Ainnesty Interna-
tional, and recently became president of a revitalized Cana-
dian, English-Janguage centre for PEN, the international
literary exchange and anti-censorship association. Toronto
literary impresario Greg Gatenby testifies to Atwood's com-
mitment: *““Her energy, her doggedness, her tenacity, her
spirit, all combined with an adroit use of her reputation, make
her an cffective leader.”” Yet no coherent world-view emerges
from the book. The reader is apt to ask, page by page: What is
she getting at?

Trying to pin her down on the question is like asking
whether she considers herself married. She comes on strong
and specific at. first, then backs off, recanting, denying,
disavowing. And there is no way to teil whether she is being
wilfully unhelpful or whether she is so bogged down in detail
that she does not know the answer herself.

Take the matter of abortion and birth control. In the book,
the practices of abortion and contraception in the 1970s and
19805 have contributed to a seriously low birth rate, so the nar-
rator is doomed to the lot of a caged hen. What is the message
here?

“I’m saying whenever the birth rate falls below a certain
level, pressure goes onto women,”’ Atwood replies. *“It’s hap-
pening in Romania. Birth control and abortion have been
abolished and compulsory pregnancy tests have been in-
stituted. Every viable woman has to have her urine tested once
a month to prove she didn’t have an abortion. Wages and
salaries and promotions have been linked to fertility. And the
state has declared that four is the number of children every
self-respecting Romanian woman should have. Why is this?
Because the Romanian birth rate is way below replacement.”

“So the logical conclusion to your argument is what? We
shouldn’t be practising abortion and birth control?”*

**That’s not what I’'m saying.” ®

“Your book seems to be a warning against them though.””

“No. It’s neither a warning nor not a wamning. It’s simply a
recognition that in extreme situations people behave in ex-
treme ways. Instead of saying, “Let’s not have birth control
and abortion,’ we should be saying, *Why are women choosing
to have fewer children?’ Well, one of the reasons is that
nobody rewards them for doing it.”

Take the matter of feminfsm. She says at one point that fun-
damentalist Moslems gained power in Iran and Afghanistan
partly in reaction to encroaching Western cuiture, including
women's liberation. In the book, reactionary, fundamentalist
Christians seize power and strip women of all rights. Is the
book warning of a possible backlash to the women’s move-
ment in America?*’

““No,"” she says. ““No, no, no, no, no. That kind of inter-
pretation puts it all back on the women — that it’s the
women’s fault because women’s liberation is happening too
fast. No, not that at all, The book is a look at historical pat-
terning, the way things happen. It’s not saying don’t do this,
or don't do that because this will follow. And it wouldn't
necessarily follow.”

In the end, Atwood disavows any moral or feminist purpose
to the book.

*It’s a comment on power structure rather than a comment
on feminism,” she says. “‘I"m actually a lot more interested in
the way power structures work as power structure than in
whether this detail or that detail is (a) good, or (b) bad.” O
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Pornography is as much akin to theatre as to conventional
fiction, says a professional pornographer. The porn
story is a play to be enacted solely in the imagination

Ey Rekin Maicalie

O MAN BUT a blockhead ever
wrote, except for money,” said
the ¢steemed Dr. Johnson, and as
a dues-paying member of the
Periodical Writers Association of
Canada, I am obliged to agree. To
cloim one is orfy doing it for the
money, however, is a time-
honoured ploy to avoid the stigma
attached to pornography. I con-
fess that if 1 were independenily
wealthy, I would still want to
write arousing fiction. The workings of
the saxual imagination fascinate me.
But why. friends gently chide me, do I
insist on calling my fiction by that nasty
nama, pornography? Would 1 not prefer
o consider it erotica? The supposed
distinction between **pornography’ and
“grotica™ seems to me a verbal fig-leal
io disguise a deeply rooted sexual
shame. The appeal of “erotica” is con-
ceived to be primarily aesthetic and only
sccondarily sexual, Discreet and tasteful,
“*erotica’™ exists in perpetual soft-focus,
sparing us the messy physical realities of
Tust. This hierarchy of mind over flesh is
ectwoed in

T v

the concept of ‘‘redeeming

social value’’: another fig-leaf, plucked
from the thickets of jurisprudence. Por-
nography, ‘‘the writing of harlots,” is
committed to an explicitly physiological
pleasure. Whether or not “‘redeemed™
by aesthetic or social value, it must
arouse the reader,

It shares this physicality with other
popular art forms. As gay film critic
Richard Dyer noted recently in the film
magazine JumpCut, “*the fact that pom,
like weepies, thrillers and Jow comedy, is
realized in/through the body has given it
a low status in our culture,”” Each of
these genres produces a physiological
response: tears, terror, faughter, or, in
the case of porn, sexual arousal,

While most writing approaches the
conundrum of sexuality from a safe
distance, arousing literature delivers it
live and squirming, The reader’s arousal
becomes an element of the work, and an
antidote to intellectual detachment. This
‘hands-on®’ approach to sex can make
porn threatening to writers as well as
readers. If fiction is crafted from the
fabric of our own experience, then fan-
tasy, as the child of our unspoken
thoughts, requires an uncom-
fortable degree of personal
exposure,

Physical discomfort i5 also
among the occupational
hazards, depending on how
engaged gne is in the work.
Most people exercise their sex-
ual imaginations in bed rather
than in a steno chair, with their
hands somewhere other than
on a keyboard. Sublimation is
not usually this direct, or this
aggravating. Sometimes only
dedication to one’s art, and the
pressure of overdue bills, can
keep one at one’s desk.

Contrary to even my own ex-
pectations, there is a market
for “serious” porn. Although
I write news and features as
well, I introduced myself to the
gay periodical market with
arousing fiction. My first story
was accepted after only two re-
jections, an admirable success
rate as fiction sales go.

Unfortunately, even porn writers and

publishers often betray contempt for the
genre, The view of arousing literature as
“mere’” porn becomes a self-fulfilling
prophesy, condemning it to marginality.
In many of the magazines I write for, the
sexual fiction is more uneven in quality
than either the photography or the non-
fiction articles. One gay editor recently
returned a manuscript to me after a
change of staff, inadvertently enclosing
his predecessor’s notes, *“It is not [our]
typical melodramatic format,’’ the
anonymous critic admitted with disarm-
ing candour. ‘“Does that mean we can't
use it?” “*A. ‘literary’ dirty story,”
someone had added in longhand. ‘“Not
traditional but it turned me on.”” It"s the
dilemma of some of the best pom
stories: too sexy for the literary
magazines and too Literary for the sex
magazines.
Porn’s lack of status encourages
editors to take unwarranted liberties
with one’s work. I have a special dislike
for the highly stylized language of con-
ventional porn stories: the *““throbbing
manhood’’ school of fiction. Preferring
clear Anglo-Saxon terms to metaphors
drawn from the abattoir, I have been
dismayed to find the term ‘‘meat”
edited inio more than one story,
presumbly for the sake of varlety.
Editors also regularly substitute titles of
their own invention. Any effort at subtle
allusion is likely to be rejected in favour
of such chestnuts as ““A Hard Man Is
Good to Find.”

Such irritants pale, however, beside
the advantages of porn over other more
lterary markets. It is relatively easy to
make sales. You can experiment with
both form and content as long as you
deliver the goods, You et paid, modest-
1y, but in real money. Leading U.S. gay
male skin magazines, of which there are
about a dozen, pay from $75 to $250
L1.S, for one story — a lot better than
two free copies of the Oblivion Review.
And a hell of a lot more people read
your work.

Consider the potential of ‘‘vuigar™
literary forms: those marginalized by
ruling canons of taste, not to mention
the law, but which enjoy wide populari-
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ty. Their very vulgarity allows a degree
of cupcrimentation by adventurous
writers that might attract unfavourable
aitention in more high-profile media.
Secienc: fiction, for example, saw an ear-
I flovrering of feminist and gay con-
cociousness. It has since attracted so
many “‘serious’” writers that its marginal
staws is in question.

Like 5F, pom has a huge readership
that includes people who otherwise rare-
Iy, if ever, read a novel or short story.
For a vriter seeking a mass audience, it
is a promising literary form, particularly
when the subject to explore is sexuality.
Also ke SF, pom is a Hterature of the
fomtastic. As much as io conventional
fiction, it is akin to theatre: the acting
. out of mysteries in sacred symbol and
word. A meditative aid to self-pleasure,
the porn story is a play to be enacted
eolely in the imagination. Such works,
nzver intended for the stage, are known
as “clozet dramas.”

The deeper I delve into my own sexual
imagination, the more aware I become
of the:e crotic mysteries: sacred ut-
terances, magical events and places, and
transformations of identity. I have
bepun to “‘script” my erofic fiction,
plotting this sexual dynamic first before
flcshine out descriptive and narrative
dctail.

There is a debate raging over whether
pornography shapes, or merely reflects,
our inner desire, Given that sexuality is
formed in early childhood, and exposure
to pornography in our culture occurs
much Iater, I doubt that porn has a for-
mative role comparable to that of family
kfe or television. Mevertheless, within
czriain limits, and with the collusion of a
villing teader, porn may educate and ex-
pand sexmal desire. Provided it does not
contradict the fundamental basis of in-
dividual sexuality, porn can allow subile
reshapings of desire.

I recently contributed a short story to
an anthology called Hor Living: Erotic
Stories About Safer Sex, edited by John
Preston (Alyson). Intended as a re-
sponse to the AIDS crisis, these stories
deal with the health risks of particular
se practices by eroticizing “‘safe sex,”’
For gay men being asked to restrict or
abandon activities they find highly en-
joyable, the book offers a painless
method to reconceptualize sexual
pleasure.

Although I dispute many of the pre-
valent feminist axioms about sexuality, I
share a concern about its abuses and the
nczd for a new sexual culture. Sexually-
arousing fiction is one tool for bringing
that culture into being. Ironically, sucha
project iz most threatened by the very
lavs anti-pom feminists have invoked.
Preeisely those publications that explore
and raise questions gbout sexuality are
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the most consistent targets of the censor.
Copies of Hot Living addressed to Glad
Day Books in Toronto were recently de-
tained by Customs, as were public-
health pamphlets containing *‘safe-sex”
advice, We are still a long way from hav-
ing a mature literature of the politics and
pleasures of sex. O

The road
taken

By Harry Thurston
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Road to the Stilt Houss, by David
Adams Richards, Oberon Press, 171
pages, $27.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88750 574 0)
and $14.95 paper (ISBN 0 88750 575 9).

DAVID ADAMS RICHARDS prefaces
readings of his work these days with
Alden Nowlan’s *“Ypres: 1915, There
is a passage in that homage to “farm-
boys and mechanics” about the bravery
of sorts that it takes to build a country:

Perhaps their only motivation

was a stubborn disinclination.

Private McNally thinking:

You squarcheaded sons of bitches,

Yyou wani this God damn trench

You're going to have to take it away

Jrom Billy McNally
of the South End of Saint John,
New Brunswick.

I was reminded of this by the epigraph
from Camus that Richards has chosen
for his new novel: ““Man can overcome
any fate by scorn."” The fate of the five
characters who inhabit the stilt house is
a mean one: hopeless poverty.

The house on stilts sits on a road in
the fictional county of backwater New
Brunswick that Richards, 35, has
delineated superbly in three previous
novels:

‘The dark surrounded him as silent as
any road in Canada — as dark as any
also. His house was separated from
other houses by woods. . . . He never
asked himself why his ancestors came
here, to this inch or so of soil.

The darkness of no hope that envelops
the house of the novel's narrator,
Arnold (whose nickname is Seaweed),
derives not only from a bleak future but
the severing of any connection to a
better past. Arnold’s ancestors (who are
Irish) must have dreamed the New
World promise of relief from the
tyrannoy of state and church. But that
dream has been rubbed out by grinding
poverty. It no longer exists even as a
question in Arnold’s mind.

State and church do try to reassert
their domination, in the persons of a
well-meaning, middle-class social
worker, Juliet, and aa alcoholic priest,
Billy. Arnold’s response is scorn: “Juliet
is our social worker. Billy is our priest.
Even they don’t see eye to eye on how
we're supposed to live.”

Despite its obvious overtones, this is
not a social novel any more than are
Richards’s previous works. To be sure,
Richards knows where his characters are
coming from, but he never uses them as
crusaders. Their concern, as for most of
us, is the day-to-day interactions with
those closest to them, As Arnold puts it:
“It’s strange to think of anything but
the politics in my own house.**

There are five In the stilt-house
family, Arnold, ““a skinony man, not
more than 5’2", ** who wears a hat with
a feather in it and leather pants with a
knife in the pocket; his younger brother,
Randy, innocent but with hatred already
festering in him; Mabel, their mother, a
fat woman who is suffering from adhe-
sions of the bowel; Harry, Mabel's boy-
friend, a loafer and & coward; Harry’s
mother, Sadie, a spiteful old woman
who has Jearned survival skills over the
dead bodies of her husbands. The battie
lines are drawn. Armold loves and is
loyal to his blood relatives, but no one is
spared the spite of the other.

Beginning in the scorching heat of
summer, the action of the novel takes
place over a single year. During this time
relations in the house seem {0 worsen
with the weather. To add to Arnold’s
domestic discontent his girl, Trenda,
leaves hm for his nemesis, Jerry Bines.
Bines is & stock character in Richards's
novels, the dangerous man who cares for
nothing: ““He walks with a hard stride,
side to side, as if he's looking for some-
one to kick.”

Sadie torments him over the desertion
— ““Treat a woman bad she’ll run
away.” The final indignity for Arnold
comes when he discovers that Harry has
been stealing money from Mabel and
himself {o send to a Gospel program on
television. He puts his foot throngh the
TV (**A wounded television was
nothing; a picture of his soul’”) and
walks out.

He returns to find his mother in
hospital recovering from an operation
and Randy in a coma,.the victim of a
suspicious accident at cub camp. Both
die. A nurse who shows Amold some
kindness (an emotion he is ili-prepared to
deal with) reveals his mother has died of a
botched operation, nat a blood clot as the
official report would have him believe.
Arnold, knowing his place, shrugs.
“‘Seaweed knew something about the im-
pertinence of power without questioning
it or even knowing that he did.”
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OVCRAEAD TN A DALLOON Storles of Parls

Biwis Gallant °

In this superb collection of twelve recent short stories Paris,
Gallant"s adopted home, is vividly brought to [ife through a
vide range of characters. A masier of contemporary prose,
Mavis Gallant weaves stories of such intricate simplicity and
spare complexity that critics have compared her with Henry .

James and Anton Chelkhov. §19.95 cloth

EAGHT STUDIES '

Conutance Deresford-Howe

A new novel irom the critically acclaimed author of THE
BOOK OF LVE, A POPULATION OF ONE and THE MARRIAGE
BLD. In her entectaining and graceful style, Beresford-Howe
veaves together the lives of the [acully, staff and students of
a downtvwn Toronto night school in this witty and com-
passivnate story. 519.95 cloth

\/HAT'S ERED IN THE BORE
A Rew Rovel
Dobzrison Davies
The literary event of the yearl The author of FIFTH BUSENESS
and THE REBEL ANGELS has created a new novel of great in-
genuity and power. Rich in life and character, the book
svwucps a young Francis Cornish from small-town Ontario to
Oxford and on to Bavaria during the Second World War. There
his involvement in an unusual art scam with Hitler as its tar-
get will haunt him through his undercover war work and his
later life In Canadz as a wealthy arts patron.

**Our [eading Eantasist Is also, in his special way, a realistic
novelist of Canadian life."” — Rober? Fulford, Saturday Night

§22.95 cloth
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DUET FOR THREE A Novel
Joan Barfoot
From the author of DANCING IN THE DARK and ABRA, winner
of the 1978 Books in Canada First Novel Award, comes this
original new novel which explores the mother-daughter re-
latfonship and the problems of aging.

*“...Barfoot’s charting of family life Is unsparing, painful,
wlny. and surprising. The cumnlative effect is remarkably
poweriul."” — Alice Munro §23.95 cloth

* THE GOVERNOR GENERAL'S BUNNY HOP

& Other Reports From the Nation's Capital

Charles Gordon

In this splendid spaof Charles Gordon, humour columnist for
the Olfawa Citizen, casts a satirical eye on an Ottawa of the
near fulure, Focussing on government bureaucracy, Parlia-
ment, the mediz and the social scene, Gordon takes today's
trends to their logical, if ridiculous, concluston.

*'l laughed with an upper-case L...(his) deadpan wit trans-
forms all that Officlal Ottawa holds dear - into theatre of the
absurd.”” — Saudra Guyn, antbor of The Privaie Capfial

’ §17.95 cloth
WIFE OF...
An Trreverent Account of Life in Washington
Sondra Gotlieb
An amusing, utbane collection of Sondra Gotlieb’s Washington
Post columns. Entitled “Letfer From Wasbington", they give
us a unique view of the social and political customs of Arer-
ica’s glitiering capital from the rigours of Sunday lunches to
her hilarious portraits of Popsie Tribble the Washington Host-
ess and Baron Spitte the Dusty Diplomat, $18.95 cloth

Availlable at boolisiores across Canadg
Pq Macmillan of Canada
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Arnold goss to the dump and burns
bhis brother’s clothes, then returns to a
hgma now oceupied by enemies, angd the
omni-cient hnrnets. There is a terrifying
-implicity to Armold’s thought processes
that icrminate in this irreducible logic:

. « after listening to the homets for
ten minutes be got an idea of how to be
rid of them. He burned the house to the
rround.”’ Harry dies in the fire. Sadie,
the strongest, survives.

Richards provides us with an epilogue
10 this grim parable of poverty, The nar-
rator i5 Morman, a cousin and neighbour
to Arnold. We learn of Arnold’s violent
vnd at the hands of Jerry, in the prison
tuilt on their road because no one else
vould have it. Norman is at poor peace
with himself for doing nothing to help
— if anything could have been done, But
it is Billy the Priest who confesses for
comioriable society:

Rlzddling has Killed them — legisla-
tion has destroved their house — how
can anyone be legislated to have
honour, to [ove or hope for goodness —
when there is triumph in the soclal
worlx1's face and pride in the scout-
masivr’s eyes?

Richards's last novel, Lives of Shorf
Duration was an epic, spanning 100
wears. Richards seems to have made a
conscious effort to narrow and focus his
attention in The Road to the Stilt House.
Dialoguc carries the weight of the novel,
With its small cast of characters and
confined setting, it is not hard to ima-
pine transferring the book to the stage.

This is also Richards's most poetic
novel. The descriptive passages are
tersely lyrecal. Richards continues to
stress the language, to set up resonances
pitched so high they have the effect of
silence.

A cold wind came in October, and
frozz the ground. Deer tracks were In
the far fields at dawn. Snow fell at the
briehtest hour of the day, when the sun
was high, and neither pebbles nor
boulders moved. The cold increased as
the minutes passed. On the walls the
flic stayed stilk or dropped to doom, the
smzll of apples in the quiet room.

I miss the community of characters
common to his larger and earlier novels,
ond the complexities of plot, one story
workinz out in wide loops and inter-
cecting another on its eccentric journey
— lilke charged atomic particles streak-
jng through heavy matter. Instead,
Tichards has concentrated his formid-
able powers on the dark core of his liter-
axy universe.

Leoling for precedent, I remember a
novel Tichards once recommended to
w2, The Family of Pascual Duarte by
ihe Spanish writer Camilo José Cela,
The narrator, a murderer, is not unlike
Arnold, and, despite myself, I was
dravn into sympathy with him — as I

14 E=ol:zin Czn2da, November, 1935

am with Armold. Duarte says:

1 am not, sir, a bad person, though in
all eruth, I am not lacking in reasons for
being one. We are all born naked, and
yet, as we begin 1o grow up, it pleases
Destiny to vary us, as If we were made
of wax. Then we are all senl down
various paths to the same end: death.
Some men are ordered down a path
fined with flowers, others are asked to
advance along a road sown with thistles
and prickly pears.

Richards has asked us to advance
along 2 country road “‘sown with
thistles,” and it is a measure of his
mature artistry that he is able to take us
there and illuminate what we would
sooner ignore. And yes, scorn. O

and high heaven

By H.R. Perey
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The Papers of Samuel RMarchbonlks,
by Robertson Davies, Itwin Publishing,
464 pages, $24.95 clnth (ISBN 0 7725
1539 5).

.|son Davies, Macmillan, 448 pages,

$22.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7715 9684 7).

SAMUBEL MARCHBANKS is the man for

- whom the word “‘curmudgeon’ was

coined and by whose atiitudes and
behaviour it is best defined. His opin-
ions, acerbities, and misadventures were
first dumped upon an unsuspecting
public in the form of his Diary in 1947,
His Table Talk followed in 1949 and in
1967 a freakish third shoe dropped,
Samuel Marchbanks® Almanack, self-
described as *“an Astrological and Inspi-
rational VADE MECUM'' containing
“‘Character Analyses, secrets of Charm,
Health Hints, How to be a Success at
Parties, Fortune-Telling by the Disposi-
tion of Moles on the Body and divers
other arcane knowledge’ as well as *‘the
correspondence, Pensées, Musings,
Obiter Dicta and Ruminations of the
Wizard Marchbanks.”” This — all, of
course, with the Davies tongue very far
in the cheek — gives a fair idea of the
delightfully zany but far from frivolous
nature of the Marchbanks oeuvre, now
in edited form appearing in one volume
as The Papers.

Marchbanks has been and will long be
a source of pleasure and cogent quota-
tion to a sizeable band of devotees. This
following is likely to increase, for
although Marchbanks himself indig-
nantly denies that his effusions are
funny, at their flash-in-the-pan best they

bkl
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out-Leacock Leacock (who never
leamned that the quality of humour is not
strained). They also occasionally out-
whimsy Charles Lamb and out-irony
Laurence Sterne. The popularity of this
plump volume is assured: the reader can
plow into it with the smug satisfaction of
imbibing *‘literature”” while being vastly
entertained. For in this mélange of
cranky and often outrageous opinion
and speculation there lies embedded
much erudition, esoteric lore, and
wisdom — wisdom of a sort sometimes
hard to swallow, and it is the very relish
of the churlish extravagance that carries
down almost unawares the bitter pill of
truth.

In its grasshopper passage over the
broad field of human thought and expe-
rience the Marchbanks mind alights on a
vast range of topics and covers the full
gamut of mood. Well-honed satire and
mordant commentary on the most pro-
found moral, social, and political ques-
tions are interspersed with the tirades of
an impractical man beset by the malev-
olent forces of a mechanized ags. The
furnace in Marchbanks’s basement is his
cunning and implacable enemy, sym-
bolic of all the petty demands made by
the exigencies of everyday life on the
time and attention of a meditative man.
Life is full of minor amnoyances that
have a-way of blossoming into major
preoccupations, such as the interminable
lawsuit against the man who put a skunk
in his car.

Marchbanks prides himself on beinga
nonconformist. In an altercation with
his editor/creator at the end of the
book, excited by his customary “*gin and
acid rain,” he shouts: *I am — free,
proud, undeluded by the hokum of the
modern world; you are the Good
Citizen, the Taxpayer, the Homebody,
the Dupe and Donkey of democracy, the
creature who goes through life chained
and blindfolded, to sink at last in his
taxed coffin into his taxed grave.”

The chief butt of Marchbanks’s con-
tinning vendetta with anthority is
Haubergeon Hydra, the Poo-Bah of
Canpadian bureaucracy. He avenges
himself upon Hydra for many real and
fancied offences by bombarding him
with bizarre suggestions and inventions
for the betterment of the nation. But the
favourite targets of his sardonic
displeasure are Canadians themselves,
who *‘dislike and mistrust any great
show of cheerfulness.” The Canadian
has still ““the accent in which his bare-
foot old granny used to curse the timber
wolves.” Moreover, we cough at the
theatre, and he offers an amendment to
the National Anthem:

O Canada, our home, our native land
Chronic catarrh makes alf our tubss
expand;
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I¥ith raucous cough we greet the
daven,

I7ith srorts w2 hail the noon,

Ti:2 eniblems of our nation are

Ihe Ferchiof and spitoon, . . .

All the qualities that make March-
banl:s a delizht and = surefire success are
present —— though in vastly different
proportions — in Davies’s new novel
YWhat's Bred in the Bone: erudition, wit,
frony, great narrative skill, and a sur-
prising knowledge of such arcane sub-
jects as embabming, art restoration,
astrology, and the religious connota-
tions of Renaissance art. Yet the fre-
quent excessive objectivity of the narra-
tion imparts a bloodless quality and pre-
venis the book from being the triumph
on¢ anticipates, However bizarre and
outrageous the Marchbanks characters
may be, they are compellingly alive and
capable of being identified with. One
Lnovis them from within. Most of them
in What’s Bred in the Bone remain emo-
tionally aloof. Their passions and con-
ccits are posited with great eloquence
and insight, but only rarely do they in-
duce a vicarious response in the reader.
The principal character, the late Francis
Cornish, remains a cipher not only to his
would-be biographer Simon Darcourt
but to the reader, who after several hun-
dred pages of explication by the Anpel
of Bioaraphy has had access to all the in-
formation Darcourt is denied,

At the beginning, Darcourt is be-
moaning the lack of verifiable facts and
sugaesting that there may be aspects to
Cornish’s life that could prove damaging
to ihe family banking interests. His
listcners are Francis’s nephew Arthur
and his wife Maria, who with Darcourt
are the directors of the Cornish Trust.
The publication of the biography is
planned as the Trust’s first venture. In
the later, somewhat tipsy stages of the
diszvssion Maria makes reference to
rccording angels, and suggests also that
Francis may have had a personal
daimon. Angelic biographer the Lesser
Zadl:iel and the Daimon Maimas, hear-
ing themcelves mentioned by name,
begin to cavesdrop. They decide to
“play back™ Cornish's life story.

Francis spands his early years virtually
isolated from the outside world in the
remofe Oitawa Valley town of Blair-
lonie, where his lumber-baron grand-
facher, Senator IvicRory, is the man who
calls most of the tunes. It is when the
Senator becomes obsessed with the idea
of having his daughter IMary-Jacobine
prezented at court that the destiny of the
bool’s future protagonist takes its first
darl: turn. This event and the scheming
preceding it are described in exhaustive
detail (as a result of which Francis does
not gct to university until halfway
through the book). Left alone in her
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hotel room after the presentation Mary-
Jacobine (Mary-Jim) orders champagne,
to which she is not accustomed. It is
served by a man who reminds her of her
favourite actor. Seduction ensues, and
she finds herself pregnant. Major
Cornish, In search of a rich wife, saves
her reputation but drives a hard bargain,
including the requirement that any
children of the marriage be raigsed as
Protestants. We learn a great deal of this
transaction hut nothing of Mary-Jim’s
anguish.

The child, mentally and physically
maimed by botched abortion attempts,
is hidden in the Blairlogie attic. Francis,
Mary-Jim's next-born, who pays secret
visits to the attic, knows him only as
*the Looner.” It 15 by contact with the
Looner, with Zadok Hoyle, who works
as the Senator’s groom but also as an
undertaker on the side, with loving but
eccentric Aunt Mary-Benedetta, and
with Victoria the cook who cares for the
Looner — and of course with gentle
prods from the Daimon Maimas — that
the character of Francis is formed.

His parents being always absent,
Francis is raised by Mary-Ben, who in-
stils illicit Catholicism but also, being a
lover though not a connoisseur of paint-
ings, the ambition to become an artist.
When Francis begins to draw, his
favourite models are the Looner and the
corpses being embalmed by Zadok.
Pretty strong formative stuff for any
character, but although Francis has the
grace to faint when he first sees the
Looner he confronts and sketches the
cadavers with astonishing equanimity.

All these influences, together with
schoolboy builying and the inevitable
emotional-moral confusions of puberty
(to which well-stocked canon the book
adds little new) are clearly the ingre-
dients of young Cornish’s adult destiny.
Another ingredient — the spice, so to

speak — is added when the Major, his .

father, suggests to him at a very tender
age that he might one day consider
entering ‘‘the profession.”” The profes-
sion is the British intelligence service.

From this point on one has the
impression that Francis’s ife is being
nudged along the story line (brilliantly
nudged, °tis true) by the Daimon Davies,
rather than being derived from forces
within Francis himself. Impressive as are
the discussions of technique and the
mysteries of creation, one can never
quite believe in Francis as an artist. Or,
for that matier, as an MI5 snoop. He
becomes the devoted disciple of Tancred
Saracini, a world-renowned restorer of
old masters. He also meets, falls in Jove
with, marries, and is betrayed by his
cousin Ismay, but we are not privileged
to share very deeply in either the ecstasy
or the anguish of these events.
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C A N A DI A N.
TOY TESTING COQUNCIL ¢

Tihe
Toy Report
1986

“Conluing enongh information fo
rapay ils casi saveral iimes over”
— The Globe and Mail

Prapared by the Canadian Toy
Thsting ‘Couneil; this book provides
ewaluatiens of over 1400 toys, games,
puzzles, dolls, medels, and acts and
erafts itgins. Bach is given a recom-
mendatian rating and description,

‘including supplisr, suggested age

level, and price range, The foys are
rated by qetual test packaging and,
mast impostantly, play value.

puperback $6.95

TNID MALLORY

Over Tihe Counter:
ihe Country Store
I @anada

in a nutshell, Bnid Mallory has
eaptured this cauntry’s “country

Ture” in words and picteres and has
donedt with mare fare and style,

ore feeling than any one author
gauld nprmally muster. She has
managed. this by stepping back from
her blll{th and letting pseple from
every neok and cranny of Canada tell |
her story for her. ‘

288 pagas, 84" x 8% cloih $19.95
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In a Pavarian castle, with war loom-
inz, he Icarns the art of what is in effect
picture-faking, and at the same time
Leips cyes and ears open for “‘the pro-
fession.”® He pets involved in a massive
ceam vhereby old pictures with chauvin-
fsilc appeal for the Nazis are restored
ond ““improved” and profitably traded
for genuine but non-German old masters.

During this time Francis, feeling him-
=:1f artistically out of tune with his time,
paints two original “old masters,”
v:hich are accepted by experis as the only

FEATURE REVIEW
Waiting for Israel Lazarovitch

Two niew boolks — one a feminist tract, the other :
a seli-deluding memoir — indicate that the real blo.raphy
of Irving Layton has yet to be written

By B,

L oo

Evic~ Lovton: A Portreit, by Elspeth
Ca.meron, Stoddart, ilustrated, 448

WOUkTT er

o Liy mli,f Dhaye, by Imng Layton,

deClelland & Stewart, illustrated, 300
aees, 524,95 cloth (ISEI 0 7710 4919 6).

0T LOIIG AGO, a poet friend and I were
complzining about the literary rackets
— with the customary justifiable
cynicism used when discussing
publishers and editors — when the sub-
ject tumned to our mutual friend, Irving
Layton.

*Elspeth Cameron is writing his
biography,” the poet said in his soft
raanncr that masked an impending right-
handed punch. *““And he’s at work on
his . . . autobiography,” he continued.
{I'd rezd some of it in manuscript.)

““You lknovr what they’re going to be,

den’t you?™

ll?l!

“Alibiographies,” he chuckled.

A year later here they are, side by side.
But ““alibiographies®® is not an accurate
d:scription. Both books bring back the
nagging anomaly that is Irving Layton
— rhymes with Satan — a serious and
gified lyric artist who has done a great
deal to shred his reputation over the
vears, These two books offer chaes as to
vy, even nov, many people refuse to
iake Layton seriously.

To £t a point out of the way: Itegard
Layton as the only pozt of his generation
truly vorth reading. He is interesting —
no mean feat for a Canadian — and
more: he has helped to put his poetry on
the map internationally. Now that he
soinds a good deal of time in Europe
drumminr; up support for a Nobel Prize,
ve have evaluations, interpretations
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extant works of an unknown painter. It
is the more ambitious of these that is the
potential source of the scandal that his
heavenly biographer reveals and which
the earthly one scents but cannot un-
cover. Francis, old and extremely rich
but a veritable Marchbanks of cur-
mudgeonry, faces an appalling moral
dilemma when he is pressured to pur-
chase his own unacknowledged work for
the National Gallery.

There are other fascinating narrative
skeins, including the life of Zadok

from two widely different angles about
just what made this man an artist. Yes,
Layton has had shabby treatment; he
had been peculiarly vulnerable to the
stereotype; but there are reasons why he
has invited this reaction, and in-
advertently the ““alibiographies’® tell us
why.

First: Cameron’s “portrait.” The
subtitle demands quotation marks. Pur-
suning the public market (there is no
longer a literary aundience, merely a
market), she has written her book using
novelistic images, dialogues, letters, in-
terviews that read like monologues. This
is not new. Richard Ellmann and others
have managed to write masterful
biographies in this sytle. However, they
have benefited from the fact that their
subjects are dead. I cannot express my
opinion too strongly that biographies of
living people should not be written.
When the fipure is so very much alive,
Iike Irving Layton, why add to the pile
of gossip, Ph.D. theses, and crticism
that steadily accumulates around him?
Much can be said but not now. Cameron
has tried. Though she has written a bad
effort that trivializes its subject, it is at
least not boring. Given Layton's life, to
be dull would have been a real feat —
possibly worthy of a Governor General's
Award.

Cameron’s portrait is ambitious. We
find milien, background, history, place,
in a Kenner-like catalogue of detail, with
stylistic spice courtesy of Chatelaine. We
are introduced to the Lazarovitch fami-
ly, and {o (iterally) screaming cari-
catures of a Romanian Jewish immi-
grant family. Layton’s household seems
to have been a shouting match of invec-
tive, insult, and slavish adoration. The
muscle-flexing that Layton likes to

Hoyle, who makes an astonishing death-
bed revelation. Zadok is by far the
richest and most finely drawn character
in the book, and it is only when we ima-
gine what Thomas Hardy might have
made of him that we realize how far the
book falls short of its great potential. It
has a cold brilliance that makes it
eminently worth reading — and reread-
ing — but it is not the exciting brilliance
of Fifth Business. It is a cerebral rather
than the emotional experience a truly
great novel should provide. [3

display with friends and foes alike may
have been a result of years, Cameron
suggests, of being abused by Ma.

" (Future psycho-historians will no doubt

rush to take note: Layton's love for
defecating, farting, and urinating on his
enemies in his poems as a result of fami-
ly upbringing.) He was also introduced
to his own personal Messiah-complex.
Bbrn circumcised, he claims he had
followed the destiny his mother sug-
gested for him. He had trouble getting
his name right: he went through several
tries before *“Irving Layton“ fipally ap-
peared, My preference is for Isracl
Lazarovitch, which has more resonance
than the name he decided on.

The information about Layton's life is
gossipy and crude. I know of few poets,
or for that matter anyone, who slept
with their mothers until age 14, What
does this have to do with his poetry? I’'m
not sure. But soon we begin to see
what’s irritating about the style and view
Cameron has chosen. There is 2 good
deal of Cosmo-girlish adjective writing
(*“as sunny and cheerful as his own ebul-
lient nature’), breathless description
(‘“potential pain into intense beauty and
sometimes unspeakable pleasure’), in-
advertent Freudian comedy (“‘until he
was thirteen, he would continue to share
her bed ... burying his nose in her
sweet-smelling flesh®), romance-novel
detail (““the burly, well-groomed Sandy,
his brown eyes flashing’?), and back to
Chatelaine (*“*her straight russet hair
framed a head so perfectly shaped’).
The writing careens from zeifgeist chat-
ter — “‘one time Aviva freaked out in
Ireland™ — to worse: *‘his state of
poetic exhilaration’ (euphemism for

. horniness), and on to the dubious:

“Layton never had developed any true
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sense of political consciousness.’’
Historical errors abound; biographical
details are suspect; her tone is vneven;
meaningless chat is highlighted. When
Layton is compared to everyone from
Elvis Presley to Yeats, sheer shock is
sure to follow.

1 sympathize with Cameron’s attempt
to be readable. Certainly, to be readable
is difficult when “‘the more unreadable
the better” could serve as the epitaph for
the publishing industry, And when the
editaors have plainly encouraged her to
et it all hang out,” you can (briefly)
pity how this upwardly-mobile professor
from the University of ‘Toronto has been
left to dangle in public.

The irony of Cameron’s biography is
that she has talien someone who has
been (mis?)perceived as an aggressive,
tough-guy writer and written, a feminist
tract about him. The book should have
been called Irving Layton: Al Canadian
Maiza’s Boy. The book has nothing to
do with Layton and evervthing to do
with literary politics. Chapters are often
titled after his various affairs, wives, and
gitl-friends, so it dawns on the amazed
rcader that Cameron has played the joke
of vriting Layton’s life from the point of
vizw of his women. Imagine a portrait of

Céline warmly drawn by Elie Weisel, and *

you will get the picture,
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What emerges strongly is that
Cameron does not much like Irving
Layton. Her respect for the poetry is
distorted by high-moral disgust at his an-
tics and abuse, I wondered: if she did
not [ike Layton, then why write his
biography? Whose career is on the line
here? Further, she seems to have little
grasp of radical politics, leftist agitation
in the 1930s, Jewish sensitivity, or the
hostility toward Layton that was with-
out question in the early days the result
of anti-semitism. {Is it still? Cameron
doesn’t ask.) His peculiar view was
forged in a country that had no sense of
poetry or writing; his hit-and-miss tac-
tics are to be expected from a writer cut
off from both American and European
controversies.

There are moments in the biography
when we are offered glimpses of what
the book could have been. Leonard
Cohen's unusually articulate and
gracious descriptions of his mentor
stand out. Layton’s Achilles’ heel is
Cohen ~— ‘“The only narcissist I know
who hates himself,”” he once memorably
quipped — and that friendship will sure-
ly provide future academics with food
for itaught. You can almost hear the
Ph.D. mills grinding.

Debates between Louis Dudek and
Layton make up interesting parts. A

vicious handball game between the two,
an event that appears in the biography
from Dudek’s view and in Layton's
memoirs from his, has the makings of an
authentic literary legend. (John Raobert
Colombo take note.) But these evoca-
tions are buried beneath yet more discus-
sions of **the bad biscuit boy** and what
Cameron clearly sees as rélentless
careerism. Her readings of the posms
have a second-hand ring. And when she
uses that cliché about Layton having
written ‘‘thirty indisputably great
poems’” I was tempted again to demand
an answer: which ones?

To be blunt: I read Cameron's book
and found none of the Layton I knovr;
the man who can be zffable in person,
all in all a helpfol friend. Where the poet
snaps is in his polemics, and especially
these days in his Ietters. There Layton’s
urge to dominate and control his sur-
roundings reaches its deafening pitch.
He is obsessed with his place in history.
To give I:iiographers their due, there is
something in Layton’s methods that
summons hysterical attention.

The probiems emerge when ap-
proaching Layton’s memoirs. The title:
Waiting for the Messiah, Not promising.
‘When first informed of its existence, I
thought I'd heard it wrong. Waiting on
the Messiah? A memoir by one of his
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vives? Ho: Haiting for . . . the messiah;
that is, himself? Note the opening:

The stories I heard from my mother,

and repaated by my older sisters, made

me fe:] there was something mysterious

and awesome about my life. . .

fforc than any other fact that
sociolonists and psychologists may
unearth about me, it accounts for the
plortes and disasters I have known, my
almost daily commuting between
heaven and hell. For the feeling of
stranceness became stronger as I grew
older, and was reinforced by my
readings about heross and saviours —
Moses, Buddha, Alexander the Great —
and the umusual circumstances that
ahvay: attended their birth. Didn't the
story of my own birth fall neatly into
this packet of legends, myths, or
miracles? Concelt, or perhaps an im-
agination hungering for the extraordi-
nary, enticed me to belleve that I, Israel
Lazarpvitch, was also marked for
something special. My life had been set
on rails of a different gauge. . . .

I must have been about six or seven
vhen my mather told me that I had been
born circumcised: the messianic sign.
How is one to read this? Ironically?

Satirically? Literally? It helps when you
I'now Layton means by messiah a large
symbolic function of a new human soul.
This has bean stated in interviews, but it
is not mentioned here. Does Layton ex-
pect us to know what he is talking
about? Or are we being exposed to his
incarnation as “‘the mad poet™?

Serious issues are involved: the poet
15. society, the cynic-satirist, the poet
worshipping the female form, erotica
and loss, personality and disintegration.
I admire Layton's early polemics and
po:ms; I echo his defence of the
humane. But I sadly report that his
memoirs shovr how much will is left in
Layton, and how little imagination. He
smashes through these pages, allowing
=ood passages to be destroyed by inap-
proprate diction, odd metaphors,
clumsy syntas. Interesting anecdotes —
the slaughtering of cockroaches, the
death of his cat — get buried beneath a
general imprecision. The tone is an
unholy combination of egoism, pater-
nalism, polemics, genuine gentleness,
and sadness, He talks as if he has begun
o confuse madness with senility. In his
huay to be controversial, he troops out
his old warhorses: Canucky shmucks,
Anclos, Wasps, and You-have-to-be-
Jewish. ...

Idovr, Irving, this racialist stereotyping
is what brought down the wrath of
Cameron and others. You forget: Wasps
stine. And if you're allergic to the
creatures, there’s no telling what
damage they can do.

For too long vrhen Layton responds (o
the numerous attacks he draws he then
turns viciously personal. He invariably
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stoops to categorizing others. When they
repay the kindness, he explodes. This
descending to personal name-calling is
bad criticism. I am all-for his emphatic
defence of personality in this mass age,
but his self-determjned role has fre-
quently blinded him to the harm his in-
vective had done himself.

One of Layton’s lessons, repeated
through Waiting for the Messiah, is that
the writer must criticize. He must op-
pose his time. He must be dangerous,
The terrible paradox is that the dissent

and agitation Layton promotes must
never be directed back at him. He seems
to regard himself as utterly independent,
“above it all.” Well, Irving, nobody
gets out of here alive; and if we have
learned your lesson, this means no one is
exempt from criticism. Criticism is hard
to take, particularly if it is just, But the
cost of Layton’s insular lack of self-
awareness, his inability to see what ef-
fect he has, has resulted in the self-
delusions that emerge in the memoir.

In the memoir, Layton promises to
tell all. Yet how are we to respond to
writing that says he (Layton) has never
had a talent for preaching? (I’ve often
thought that he missed his rabbinical
calling.) Or that he prefers the parish of
pimps, prostitutes, and criminals?
Always the generous host, you will
usually see professors, publishers, inter-
viewers, groupies, and other poets
aronnd him — the sort of clientele most
aging authors attract. So if you must in-
sist on being the mad poet, Irving, why
do you persist in sounding so
Hollywood? . . . 50 cliché?

There are good passages in Waiting
Jor the Messiah. His description of what
it means to be a Jew in Montreal, his
political obsessions, his readings, and
especially his portraits of F.R. Scott and
others have some quality and satirical in-
terest. His advice to young writers (“If
you think you’re a major poet, you
might end up being a minor one. But if
you start out thinking yourself a minor
poet, you may not end up a poet at all.””)
is timely and eloquent,

Momeats of honesty open up territory
that should be explored. While the rest
of the art world was discovering Pound,
Lewis, Eliot, Yeats, and Joyce, Layton
was engaging the 19th century. He was
reading Shelley, Blake, Marx, and Niet-
zsche. The modern era was served up by
Dreiser and Sherwood Anderson. He
would retain this preference for the
liberators, preferring Zola to Flaubert.
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He could quote chapter and verse from
Marxist-Leninist texts, but not from
Cummings, Picasso, or Stravinsky. This
“Jate coming,’’ as it were, had peculiar
effects on his writing. In old age,
Layton®s focus has been more on ideas
than form, more on content than verbal
ingenuity or innovation.

Also, the influence of Nietzsche on
him (mostly bad) allowed Layton to con-
ceive of his part as a reckless spiritual
adventure. A history has yet to be writ-
ten of the negative influence Nietzsche
has had on writers who did not possess
that philosopher’s singular genius, his
impeccable intellectual background, his
tragic self-consumption. These factors
account for Layton's obliviousness to
parodying himself. Layton sees the ef-
fects of depersonalization — the disap-
pearance of the human, the emergence
of the superhuman through Big Media
— and his only way of combating them
has been to bellow.

Unfortunately, after too much of the
megaphone invective, most people —
already numbed by the other hysteria
they encounter daily — don’t pay atten-
tion. The reason: if you play the mad
poet, you are not responsible; if you are
not responsible, you can be ignored.
‘When everyone is insane today, as the
doctors will tell us, to be unbridled
simply mirrors the crazed Nietzschean
zeilgelst,

Exasperatingly, in the memoirs all
these Layton anomalies, poses, and
paradoxes play off an uneasy rhythm.
Metaphoric flashes — meteoric
reminders of a talent that was ex-
hilarating — show that he has fascina-
tion. Layton’s poetry and personality
represent, in their folly and fright, a
force against the insecurities and
trivialities of most writers now. “The
problem with modern writers is their
uncertainty]’® Layton told the poet,
Kenneth Sherman. No one is more cer-
tain than Layton. He has wanted to
teach from the beginning.

Yes, Layton is at home with his image
of the 19th century — that imagined
realm of repressed Victorian sex, black
and white saints and criminals, lyrical
tenderness, and evangelical politics —
and not our nightlife whirl of living
ghosts, pornographic hallucinations,
and TV-set gods. He would have been
better served by a scene that never
understood him; but then it is hard to be
any kind of serious writer today, Layton
is, understandably, enraged at the super-
ficialities of his biography; vet his
autobiography is another mask, and not
The Diary of a Sinner, the intense un-
masking, many had hoped for. Both
books change little, either pro or contra,

Israel Lazarovitch is still waiting for
his true testament. O
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THERE'S A SIMPLISTIC notion in
\Vashington that Japan is accomplishing
economically what it couldn’t do mili-
iarily: it’s defeating the U.S. The emo-
tional reaction comes as the United
States becomes a debtor nation with a
mounting trade deficit with Japan. Con-
gress and the Senate indulge in Japan-
bashing and proposing protectionist
reeasuras.

The administration of President
Fonald Reapgan opposes the protec-
tionist policies and bills. The president
supports open trade among all coun-
tries, even as he ignores the public
deficit, and calls for increased spending
on defence and the military, In spite of
the red inl:, Reagan pushes for an extra-
vagant space-based defence system
called the Strategic Defence Initiative.

The president nourishes ardent right-
wing support with his bellicose state-
ments of urgency in opposing what he
has termed the *‘evil empire’* of Russia.
Legislators, conscious of the immense
popularity of the president and their
ovn nead for re-election, mute their nor-
mal appasition to his priorities. They la-
ment the U.S. public deficit, testering on
a figare of 52-trillion, and busy them-
selves with trying to correct it with trade
protection measures.

As a result, the ULS. is in effect at
var. It’s an ideclogical war, although
some of the proxy encounters, such as in
Central America, come perilously close
to the real thing, President Reagan
irnores economics and concentrates on
the dangers of communism. Congress
and thz Senate ignore the new global
economic realities and set the stage for
trade vars.

Canada has become, as a result, a
focus for attention. We can no longer
complain when the U.S. overlooks us as
their preatest trading partner. That
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Though we may march to a different socio-cultural
drummer, two books sugest that Canadlans can — and must — -
ip with the United States

stands out in bold relief along with the
fact that our trade surplus with the U.S.
s second only to the one enjoyed by
Japan. That's why our exports from fish
to lumber and hops are threatened or
pinched by protectionist devices.

And besides that, asks the Reagan ad-
ministration, where do you stand on our
Strategic Defence Initiative? They abhor
the appellation of Star Wars, given it by
a somewhat dubious media.

As if on cue, two books have ap-
peared in Canada that are pertinent to
the issues involved. The 49th Paradox by
Richard Gwyn is a thoroughly re-
searched book about Canada in North
America, past, present, and future. It
dispenses with the usual clichés about
Canadians harbouring inferiority com-
plexes and searching for identity. It
downgrades the frritations and urges
Canadians to get busy and exercise a
constructive foreign policy as a middle
power. After all, says Gwyn, ““almost all
of the Canada-1J.S. disputes that have
really mattered have concerned foreign
policy.” .

My Discovery of America starts out as
a romp by Farley Mowat, using the con-
troversy-hungry media to exact a whim-
sical revenge on the U.S. immigration
service in refusing him admittance. To
his obvious amazement he stirred up
sympathetic support from Americans
for his campaign against the “loony
tunes” of the immigration bureaucrats,

The Mowat experience discloses what
we have always hoped, that in spite of
the collective hardening of conservative
sentiment, the American public retains a
sense of fair play. The Gwyn effort
stresses we are a different breed of
North Americans, incubated in a sense
by the Loyalists, a diverse rather than
homogeneous group, who set out fo
create not a comer of Britain, but a
better America.

Gwyn contends that we have
achieved, if not a better America, at
least a different America. He quotes
Charles Taylor, who describes Cana-
dians as *“‘neither mired in nostalgic
anglophilia nor obsessed with the con-
temporary American fad of revolu-
tionary consciousness.’’

Our nationalism has been pragmatic.

In tough times, or when flag-waving
seemed likely to be too high, Canadians
Iowered their banners. The feelings in
Canada took the form of nationalism’s
milder variant — patriotism, a pride of
place, a satisfaction in collective accom-
plishment. The sharp edge came as
Canadians rejected the United States,
but they never rejected Americans per-
sonally, We copied the best in the U.S,
Increasingly, we have rejected violent,
polarized, and militaristic acts.

Yet we are a dependency, and we are
being challenged by the United States to
declare where we stand on the issues of
trade and defence, which it sees as vital,
Gwyn says: ‘“‘Empires want their depen-
dencies to provide cannon fodder, not
generals back at headquarters.”” Em-
pires do not expect whimpering or
moralizing when they call for Ioyalty
from dependencies. Canada must decide
when to say yes to such a call, and when
to say no, for the sake of a larger
imperative.

Pierre Trudeau in The 49th Paradox is
given credit for at Ieast establishing in
the minds of the Americans our right to
speak out as a middle power. By the
National Energy Policy and his peace
initiative, Trudeau got the message
through that a different kind of people
live across the border.

Then, a newly elected Brian Mul-
roney, who became prime minister as
much for not being a Liberal as for his
policies, began nuzzling up to Washing-
ton. He was obviously bent on elimin-
ating the tensions that many blamed on
Trudeau. His statement that ““Canada is
open for business again’’ and his back-
ground of growing up in an American
company town in Quebec, caused even
the hardiest opponents to such Liberal
acts as examining the intentions of U.S.
investors to shiver apprehensively.

Mulroney and Reagan met in a fog of
Irish blamey with retinues of their
experts and an atmosphere of
theatricals. It was a media event, with
more shadow than substance, and con-
firmed in most minds that they were
communicators® in an age of com-
munications. Analysts, when the hoopla
faded, interpreted that as meaning they
were leaders who count on their abilities
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1o gat along with people in finding con-
sensus, rather tham on originality or
idens.

Dubbed the Shamrock Summit, the
Quebec meating produced a few tidbits
for the media, such as a treaty on Pacific
salmon, signed after 15 years of haggling
and stalline. Acid rain was given some
attention. But Reagan did hand
IMuironey something that horrified his
officials — a promise to “‘go to bat*’ for
Canada agrinst protectionist bills of the
Y/echington legislators.

Yhen the Irish mist faded two issues
stood out in bold relief. The empire was
calling for answers as to where Canada
stood on Star Wars. What about free
trade? On the spot, the president and the
prim¢ minister charged their respective
trade ministers to come up with specific
nepotiating principles concerning *'the
removal of tariffs and non-tatiff barriers
on substantially all bilateral trade.”

Mulroney promised to consult and
give an answer on Star Wars. Gwyn's
book went to press before Mulroney
answered, but the author points out that
a ‘“no’” answer would place at risk the
special relationship the prime minister
has taler such pains to cultivate. In
tarn, RMulroney counts on his relation-
thip with Reagan to guaraniee economic
favours. Says Gwyn: if the reply is
*ovag,” the nature of Canadian foreign
policy will ke compromised for the
balance of this century.

The Rhiulroney task wasn’t helped in
Cancda by the Americans’ sending of a
ship through northern waters that we
cloim sovereignty over, and stubbornly
refusing to ask our permission. The act
stirred age-old emotional fears about the
official insensitivity of YWashington.

Prime RMinister NMultoney has
answered the empirical call by saying his
covernment will not officially cooperate
on SDI bt will allow Capadian firms to
do worl: for it. It remains to be seen if
this somcwhat eguivoral answer will
catisfy. Washingion praises it, but how it
may affect their cooperation on settling
trade issues is a moot point,

As to free trade, Gwyn prédicts that
the Mulroney government will scale
dovm its ambitions to that of a routine
commercial pact. Free trade is less than
the big deal it ceems, becayse a virtual
frez trade already exists. The author
plumps for fres trade with some diffi-
culty, because it will almost certainly
cralve into economic union. Most of the
economic dislocations attributed to free
trade are inevitable, as is the erosion of
naiional economic sovereipnties, in the
reahities of the global economy.

Apart from bzing a splendid compila-
tion, The 40th Paradox provides
optimism for Canadians. Gwyn con-
tcnds that ve have to grow up and
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realize we are a real nation. We have to
stop using that border as 2 shicld and
malke it a springboard for reaching into
all the world, not simply the States,
**The notion that Canada could play an
activist role in international affairs may
ceen to be presumptuous, It is presump-
tuous, but no more presumpteous than
the notion of the 50,000 Loyalists that
they could create a separate nation
above the Great Lakes, or the notion of
RIacdonald that he could extend a col-
ony across a continent.”

The late Barbara Ward described
Canada as *‘the world’s first inter-
national country.”” That was bascd on
our peacekezping and foreign aid efforts
and Gwyn says we must pursue our
international options as we are drawn
closer to the U.S. We may not have had
the confidence to do that in the past, but
he’s coavinced we have it now. We can
harmonize our relationships with
Arnerica even as wemarch to a different
cocio-cultural drummer.

The 49¢h Paradox acknowledges our
common ties but stresses fundamental
differences. Canadians have a liberal
political culture. That's what shocls us
vhen the U.S. exercises brutal force and
political ripidities. It seems out of
characicr for a nation founded on the
principle of all being created equal and
populated by welcoming the hungry and
the desperate of the world.

There's an example in the 1952
McCarran-Walter Act prohibiting
undesirables, from criminals to those
with suspect political alliances and
beliefs. President Hamry Truman
dztested it but failed to be able to kill it
by veto. Although it was a creation of a
time of intense anti-communist feeling it
is still in effect. Farley Mowat was
refused admission by a Buffalo immigra-
tion official on the basis of it,

Mowrat discovered that 40,000 people
are listed in a “lookout book,”” which
allows immigration bureaucrats to
rcfuse them entry. Bven Pierre Trudeau,
before he entered politics, was kept out
of the country. Mowat, who denies he
ctar threatened to shoot down overfly-
ing American bombers with a .22 rifle,
found himself in the peculiar position of
not bzeing allowed in, although his books
ave best-sellers in America.

Mowat confesses be had aiways har-
boured the fecling that the *‘Imperial
Eagle™ felt a God-given right to impose
its will on [esser breeds. In the storm of
publicity he found, however, an over-
vhelming response from Americans
aminst the authoritarian and undemo-
cratic vay he vwas treated. In effect, he
and Guvyn feel that the heart of the
United States — the people — remains
dedicated to the humane truths on which
the nation vras founded.

22 Boois In Canzda, Novembar, 1985

Thats most important for Canadians
to remember and cherish in difficult
times. It has greater significance than the
so-called ‘‘special relationships”™ be-
tween our leaders. They come and go,
but the people, our respective peoples,
remain tied by history, circumstances,
and geography.

Gwyn quotes New York political ana-~
lyst Stephen Blank as saying, *‘I really
want to see Canacda have more clout in
the U.S. You have a quality of civility,
and you have an immensely superior
social system. You have, although you
refuse to admit and would rather not be
told it, a civilizing mission in North
America.”

The conclusion of Gwyn and Mowat
can be construed as admitting what
Blank is saying, as they suggest that a
dependency can act in a mature way,
Why not? As Gwyn points out force-
fully, “We are neither ‘Buropeanized
North Americans’ nor ‘quiet
Americans.” We are the *Other North
Americans.” ”* [0

he court

By Lynn King

Court Jesters: Cancada’s Lawyers and
Judges Take the Stand to Relate Their
Funniest Stories, by Peter V. Mac-
Donald, Methuen, 208 pages, $19.95

cloth (ISBN 0 458 99450 2).

DEFINITELY NOT for the coffee table, this
book would fit just fine in the
bathroom, It’s a compilation of funny
things people involved with Canadian
law have said or done over the years,
and each anecdote fills about half a
page. Easy reading. Much of its humour
is your garden-variety bathroom type: it
seems every time any judge, juror,
witness, or lawyer utters the word
“*shit* it’s recorded for posterity. Also
“fuck.’” Maybe the humour did not
strike me as particularly witty given that
my two-year-old son breaks into
hysterics every time anyone utters these
bad words. We spend many hours talk-
ing about the intricacies of these words
— two-year-olds are endlessly fascinated
with them. I wish that MacDonald and
everyone else who contributed these par-
ticular anecdotes weren’t equally so.
The chapter called “Boys Will Be
Boys’ is about infantile pranks that
lawyers have played on each other. Most
are one notch below water bombs. The
chapters on puns and typos are not

f— - ——— o ——

much funnier. As well, there are the
usual napgging-wife and dumb-hooker
jokes that every book on humour in the
couris seems obliged to have. Let me set
the record straight: I spend a lot of time
as a lawyer listening to complaints by
wives and husbands, and it is an irre-
fatable fact that husbands cut-nag wives
10 to 1. Please, no more wife jokes.

I also could have done without the
racist stories. I don’t care whether, as
MacDonald says, ““In those days. ..
racial remarks were much more common
and socially acceptable to both.'” They
are not now and should be laid to rest.

Yet the book has manmy marvellous

* moments. The chapter on Patrick ““Pad-

dy” James Nolan, a hard-drinking,
Calgary lawyer, born in Limerick in
1864, is a joy. It seems that few of
Nolan’s clients ever went to defeat —
even when he faced his arch-rival, R. B.
Bennett. As MacDonald says, *'He often
had them laughing so hard they could
scarcely follow the evidence — which
was all right with him because he usually
didn’t want them wrapped up in the
facts anyway. If they got serious they
might convict.”

And there are plenty of cute little snip-
pets about not-so-legendary figures like
the following:

Puring argument in Provincial Court,

Crown Attorney Ken Rae, Q.C., of

Owen Sound, Ontario, took 2 verbal

swipe at his opponeng:

“Your Honour, my friend's ignor-
ance of the law surprises me,”

“‘Surely you can rephrase that,”” said
the judge.

“All right,”” Rae replied, “My
fric}‘s ignorance of the law doesn’t
surprise me.”

On another occasion, lawyer Tommy
Horkins reprezented a man whose face
was bleeding and bruised:

“Mr. Horkins,” the magistrate said,
““what happened to your client?*’

Tommy replied: ‘“He gave a volun-
tary confession, Your Worship.””

And there is & wonderful chapter on
George Theophillis Bradfield Walsh, a
remarkeble lawyer and Supreme Court
justice, who was also a born comedian.
When Walsh was pleading in court that
a rich male client should pay only a
meagre allowance to his wife, the judge
leaned over and growled:

**0Oh, Mr. Walsh, would you ask your
wife to live on twenty-five dollars a
month?”

Walsh spiffed back, ““I'd prefer if
Your Lordship asked her.”

Apparently this s just the first in a
series of books abont Canadian legal
humour. Many of the stories would be
great for after-dinner speeches. I am
sure a topical index, which the book now
lacks, would be appreciated by speech-
makers and listeners alike. O
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Zn Atlhniie 2AJbum: Photographs of
th2 Ailontie Provinces before 1920, by
Scott Robson and Shelagh Mackenzie,
Iiimbus, 160 pages, $19.95 paper (ISBN
0920552 40 §).

Cir John Qughton

THIS CoMPILATION of amateur and pro-
fessional photographs came together in
an interesting fashion. Co-author
Liact:enzie worlied on the 1980 National
Film Board production, Fixed in Time:
A Viciorian Album. The popularity of
the 6lm stimulated the organizing of an
Atlantic Provinces tour of the photo-
araphs on which it was based. Each
comrmunity the tour reached was invited
to add historical photographs from local
collcetions, and the results were grati-
fyine.

This book contains 156 of those im-
ages, printed in sepia. Had the
publishinz budget allowed, black-and-
brown duotone would have produced
sharper plates, but the reproduction
quality is acceptable. An essay on early
photopraphy in the Atlantic provinces
introduces the collection. As well as
historically valuable panoramas of cities
and landscapes, there are many in-
dividual and group poriraits, the most
bizarce of which shows two men in a
studio paclied with samples of taxidermy
of nearly every Canadian mammal,

Oiher images that offer memorable
fravments of Atlantic history: doughty
survivors of the Canadian forces that
fought off the Fenian Raids; an immac-
ulotely drassed-up black wedding party;
Yilliam van Horne’s nephew clutching a
teddy bear almost as big as he is; three
Micmac women with the baskets they
have woven. The captions are sometimes
more chatty than informative, but on
the wholg this book is a useful and often
charming addition to the visual history
of Canada’s four eastern provinces. [1

is released. Her best prints combine a
powerful vision of the inter-relationship
of nature and man with a fluid line and
strong composition.

The granddaughter of a shaman,
Kenojuak spent her early years in the
traditional Inuit way. Her family moved
frequently, and adopted her out to rela-
tives during hard times. From these
beginnings, she became an inter-
natiopally famous artist, and a member
of the Order of Canada and the Royal
Canadizn Academy.

This is the first trade book on her
work, although a limited-edition version
was published in 1981. All her prinis are
included, over 160 in colour plates.
Author Jean Blodgett adds & biography
based on interviews with the artist,
which reveals how much personal
tragedy Kenojuak has overcome to keep
creating: four of her 10 children and her
first two husbands have died, and she
herself npearly succumbed to tubercu-
losis, Also included are a chronology of
the artist’s life, a genealogy, photo-
graphs of a few of her carvings, and
notes on het art and on the print-making
PFOCess.

Lovers of Inuit art will encounter
many old friends among these imgges,
including the prints Woman Who Lived
in the Sun, Rabbit Eating Seaweed, and
Arrival of the Sun. On the evidence of
this well-produced volume, Kenojuak is
safe in her prediction that “When I am
dead, I am sure there will still be people
discussing my art.”” O

Liemojunls, edited by Jean Blodgett,
Firefly, illustrated, 252 pages, $49.95
cloth (ISBI 0 920568 31 3).

Dy Jelin Oughion

LEI'OJUAL IS probably the best-known
Inuit artist. Her 1960 stonecut print The
Enchanted Owl!became the most sought-
after Inait image (fetching up to $12,000
at auctions) after it appeared on a Cana-
dian stamp, and her prints, engravings,
and etchings nearly always sell out when
the annual Cape Dorset print collection

Crafi Slices, by George Bowering
Oberon Press, 152 pages, $23.95 clot
{1ISBN 0 88750 580 5) and $12.95 pap
(ISBN 0 88750 581 3).

By ilarl Jirgens

THIS ZRIGY COLLECTION of literary slices
finds its historical antecedent in the.
satiric essays of Addison, Steele, and
Johnson, and has less in common with
Pope’s Dunciad than the cover note
would suggest. Bowering serves views on
literary theory and tradition with obser-
vations on writers sandwiched between
views on geographic locations and their
possible Influences "on artists and
writers.

He mixes these musings with spicy
pot-shots at the educational system, and
tops them off with personal experiences,

insights into his own creative recipes,
and self-critiques of his earlier spreads.
To the literary gourmet, some of this will
smack of older fare, though it’s not
without zest.

Bowering’s tone is that of a saucy per-
sonal friend who is sharing a well-aged
wine and a midnight picnic under a
starry Canadian sky. He shifts from
casual remonstrance to satiric under-
statement to playful abandon. He tries
to avoid canonization and almost suc-
ceeds. Although he offers all these
mouthfuls in alphabetical order, he has

shuffied the items on the menu, present-
ing us with what at first seems to be a
smorgasbord of unordered tidbits but
which quickly reveals itself to be a
gastronomy of observations.

At this point I could enter into post-
structural analysis and say that Bower-
ing shifts the centre of his essays, decon-
structing them by showing their pre-
constructions, by revealing his thought
roots, by having himself interviewed by
an invented ““Canadian Tradition® only
to demystify its self-referentiality
through the narrator’s pose of faux najf.
I could say that Bowering blurs genres
here, is self-reflexive, uses inter- and
intra-textual references, appropriates
and dis-appropriates methodologies,
redefines the roles of author, artworlk,
audience. I could also say this is a signi-
ficant book for theorists, perhaps an
essential book for scholars. But that
would be taking half the fun out of it;
that would be eating the sausage without
mopping up the jouissance. [J

ROTE

Particularly positive critical notices
are marked at the end with a star. %
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Liovia’ [East, by Harry Bruce,
Idethuen, 230 pages, $22.95 cloth (ISBN
0 453 92570 X) and $14.95 paper (ISBN

0 455 93550 7).

By Morel Whlte

HOMESICINESS IS the oldest Bruee tradi-
tion, and since 1750 five generations of
IHova Scotian Bruces, exiled from the
Hichlnnds, have suffered from it. The
Jast thwee generations, all journalists,
have voyaged back and forth between
1:lova Scotia and Toronto, like phantom
chips **in the grip of a force 10 curse.”
This eternal return of the imaginative
naiive forms the backbone of this collec-

tion of 50 short magazine pieces. They .

cover 20 of Bruce’s 30-year career as
reporier and journalist and embrace
every conceivable subject: cat addicts;
cober-tossing in Florida; Hugh Mac-
Lennan’s brief career as a spy; seafood
junkies; a Marxist critique of spectator
sporis; divas; and Diefenbaker. As a
compendium of Canadian political,
sporting, and cultural activities over the
last 1o decades, Movin® Fast is a rare
and pleasant combination of side-
wrenching laughter and thoughts too
deep for tears. The nostalgia for old
days and vays is balanced by acute and
wily observations made by a dedicated
spectator on the 50-yard Iine of life.

The many by-ways and sideroads of
Pruce’s imagination are crammed with
incidents and people, quizzically cap-
tured in their endearing and quirky
humananess, Both the past and the pre-
sent come alive in his hands as he con-
jures up both long-dead politicians and
living Dluenosers with devilish and
homely accuracy. YWherever Bruce’s
globe-trotting jaunts and rambles take
him, we are along for the outing,
huddled beside him, wrapped in fur
coats, hip flasks in our back pocket. For
those who think that you can’t go home
again, hitch a ride with Harry Bruce into
warm golden summers and foot-
stamping winters, on those ‘‘vessels of
the mind that run before gusts of
memory and sail right onto the printed
page-n %

Peviving Rinin Street, edited by
Deryck: Holdsworth, University of
Toronto Press, illustrated, 246 pages,
§25.00 cloth (ISBN 0 8020 2542 0) and
$12,95 paper (ISBNM 0 8020 6556 2).

has slowed to the point of nearly expir-
ing in the last decades, the culprit is the
modern shopping mall.

Reviving Main Sireet is the generally
readable report by the Heritage Canada
Foundstion (set up in 1973 with $12-
million from the feds) of their program
to turn around the declining main streets
of small towns across the country. Malls
may be convenient, but they homogenize
the landscape and suck business away
from local merchants. Unlike the
privately owned mall, main street
belongs to the community. The question
is, how does run-down main sireet com-
pete? The answer is by making use of iis
natural architectural charms and ijts
place in the community,

Harold Kalman provides an excellent
historical view of the evolution of main
street, In Quebec its touchstone is the
parish church, in the Maritimes the town
hall, in Ontario the court house. The rest
of the book is a report on the Main
Street project based on the experiences
of coordinators in seven different towns.
Part history, part practical how-to, the
chapters are slightly confused and
repetitious, but the information gets
through. The coordinators’ aims were
never to restore maia streets completely
to their original appearance but to pre-
serve buildings while making them com-
mercially viable. .

Dozens of photographs male the pro-
ject’s achievements clear. An ugly sign
in Perth, Ont., comes down, anew build-
ing in Bridgetown, N.S., neatly fits into
the streetscape. Other photographs show
earlier design horrors, such as the ridicn-
lously modern Toronto Dominion
branch squatting incongruonsly in
Nelson, B.C. This book may be a bit
muddled in its goals, but the Heritage
Canada program is not, O

Around the RMulberry Tree, by P.
Scott Lawrence, Exile, 89 pages, $9.95
paper (ISBN 0 920428 7).

. stories:
Lawrence’s short collection — his First

DOy Goey Fagan

“Mal! STREET s the glory of Canada,”
writc; Plerre Berton in the foreword to
this book. “If a community has no
heart, it has no soul; and its heart should
beat faster at the core.”” If that heartbeat
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By Gideon Forman

“THOUGHTFUL" 1S the first word one
associates with these 12 interconnected
thoughtful and enigmatic.

— tekes us to a philosophical Twilight
Zone.

The locale for the pieces Is a building,
the Malory Arms, and their subject is
the lives of the eccentric tenants, There
is Louie Michaels, who sews a sill blouse
for the life-size doll she finds in her
apartment; there is Lambert, who judges
seagull acrobatics with Olympic score
cards; there is the astronomer Bauer,
who searches the heavens for traces of

his dead wife. But Lawrence hasn't
served us these oddities merely to be
clever. His is an intelligent surrealism.
The stories are no more bizarre than real
life.

Numerous themes run through these
tales, but perhaps the most striking ones
are the pervasiveness of television and
the characters® desire fo do the imposs-
ible. ““Minutes of An Evening,” ““Con-
cerning the Bgg,’* and **Tea With Mrs.
Sharples’” feature TV programs, inte-
grating the shows’ characters into the
action of the story. The reader starts to
wonder which are more real: the story’s
characters or the TV programs.

The people in these pieces are not con-
tent to accept limitations, Lambert, for
instance, wants variously to be a horse
and a dog. Told that planting 8 myfberry
tree in the courtyard might not be pos-
sible, Mrs. Michaels replies: “Maybe it
isn’t. . . . But maybe that doesn’t
matter.”

There are some problems:—Lines like
“Harriet wondered about her soul"
bespeak an author sometimes struggling
for profundity; the clipped modermnist
voice of pieces like ‘“Concerning the
Egg' can become monotonous. But in
general the collection is solid. The
stories are busy with Lawrence's imagi-
nation. (J

The Lilacs are Blooming in Warsaw,
by Alice Parizeau, translated from the
French by A.D. Martin-Sperry, New
American Library, 303 pages, $20.95
cloth (ISBN 0 453 00481 4).

By Li4. Ovsen

PARIZEAU'S NOVEL about life in Poland
from the end of the war to the founding
of Solidarity arrives in English trailing
clouds of glory: a prize in France and
goiden opinions from all sorts of people
— Eugene Ionesco (*one of the best
novels I have had the pleasure of reading
in many years™), Liv Ullman (*‘a mov-
ing document’”), Jean Ethier-Blais (“‘a
total success’), among others. Impress-
ed by these testimopials, and having
already the respect for the author that
one musi feel toward anyone who
worked in the anti-Nazi Resistance from
the age of seven, I approached the book
eagerly and in the full expectation of ad-
miring it. I was disappointed to find it
mechanical, amateurish, lifeless, and
written in g fIat style for which the clear-
ly competent translator can't be held
responsible.

In the spring of 1945 the 13-year-old
Helena Stanowska finds her way home
to Warsaw after nearly six years in the
Resistance, followed by a German
prison camp and a gang-rape by Russian
soldiers, She is reunited with her
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mother, her father, whose leg was ampu-
tated in a German POW camp after he
rode in the last cavalry charge in
Europe, and their Jewish doctor friend,
who discovers that Helena is pregnant.
The rest of the novel follows the fives of
these people, and of Helena’s daughter,
through the next 35 vears. It’s a great
subject, and mizht have made a fine
novcl. To me the result is tedious. But
try it: you may acree with all those emi-
nent people on the jacket. O
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Dinikvvoy Covniry: Across Canada by
Tr2in, by Brdan D. Johnson, photo-
eraphs by Dudley Witney, Key Porter,
200 paees, 539.95 cloth (ISBN 0 919493
61 5).

By foorge Gall

EVERTOME ¥ happy in this picture book.
It do=s not scem to matter that Canadian
passenger trains Jose hundreds of
millions of dollars a year, or that most
of their equipment is old, rickety, and in
some ways uncomfortable. All of
Witney's photographs are technically
accomplished, and a few catch delicate
combinations of light and space, but the
fact remains that they record only the
familiar images of tourist brochures —
with an accent on trains for those par-
ticulady interested in the transconti-
nental railvay journey. There is a bright,
sunny surface to most of these landscape
shots, and a tolksy, *“What, me vorry?”
loalk to the few frames that include peo-
ple. A smoll selection of archival photo-
graphs adds some visual depth. But you
von't find the dining-car chef sweating
in his tiny Litchen, nor will you see any
shots of the rank, crowded coaches
where indigent travellers sit up for three
nizhts from Toronto to Vancouver. And
you won't g2t any feel for the seedy ur-
ban underbzlly that droops around all

the major stations in the country (except
perhaps the ones in Quebec City and
Oitawa, which have been moved to the
suburbs).

Lite Witney, Johnson made the
joornzy from Mewfoundland to British

u. whesn @da

Columbia, His brief text has more grit
than the pictures, and he is capable of
lines that linger after the photos have
faded: *Black-and-white cows graze
dutifuily inert, as if their mouths were
wired to the pasture.” Johnson met a
lively sample of the travelling public on
his trip, including a magician, a ¢riminal
on day-leave, a potato-chip salesman,
and a world-wandering Englishman, all
of whom make for entertaining anec-
dotes. But he also lapses into this kind of
bland coffee-table observation: ““Toron-
tonians travel to Montreal for the Latin
magic of the streets and nightelubs.
Montrealers conte {0 clean, conservative
Toronto to do business or have a quiet
time with family or friends. Or so the
legend goes.”

To understand Railway Country, it
helps to know that the publisher’s plan
includes translation of the book into
several Buropean langauges. No doubt
these safe, unoriginal views of Canada
will seem more compelling abroad, (1

Skalking for the Iling: A Loyalist
Plot, by J. Fraser, Boston Mills Press,
142 pages, $9.95 paper (ISBN 0 919783
20 D).

T W el

st sl st R ] e e, ek a RS N PVl W,

the end of the war only one son sur-
vived, the others having died as civilian
prisoners.

All hope lay in a British invasion from
the north, But that hope ended with
General Burgoyne’s surrender in 1777.
There then only remained “skulking.”
Under General McAlpin an assortment
of Mohawks and loyalists dressed as
Indians conducted night raids into rebel
territory. The raiders relished their roles,
even to the extent of appearing in church
painted red and scantily clad in deer
skin, to the shock of loyalist gentle-
women. Yet the raids were effective, at
least in terrorizing the rebel population,
and in 1780 resulted in the capture of the
rebel Colonel Gordon. The raids had
another purpose. The governor of New
York refused to release loyalist
prisoners, Thus in order to .. _free
their own families, Ioyalists had to cap-
ture the families of others.”

Fraser’s narrative evokes the suspense
and drama hidden in the facts. There are
illuminating digressions on prison condi-
tions, frontier justice, and social condi-
tions of the period. But his tale would
have been better told if he had not tried
to tell it in just 106 pages. His material is
the stuff of epic, not short story. O

fam Cleyion Law

THIS BOOK PROVIDES a detailed look into
a little-known loyalist plot in New York
and Albany, a description of the general
loyalist experience in the north during
the American revolution, a fascinating
story.

In 1781 the loyalist exodus to Canada
began in earnest. They had sacrificed all
for God, King, and country, Some had
lost home, others family, many both.
And it had taken a great feat of will to
remain loyal to the Crown, especially as
the tide began to favour the rebels. As
Fraser says, ‘“. .. these ‘King’s Men’
had expected to win the war . . . they
never imagined they would lose their
homes and would be sent upriver. . . .
Exile was hardly what Ioyalty deserved.”*

Exile came as a shock at war’s end but
50 too had the treatment loyalists receiv-
ed from their neighbours. The American
Revolution had been a particularly harsh
frontier war, or more accurately civil
war, a5 Fraser makes clear. Thus when
the men went off to join the British
forces they often left their wives and
children behind. But because they were
seen as traitors by the rebels, their prop-
erty was looted, confiscated, and the
women and children often suffered
physical abuse. Many died from this
treatment, The loyalist Captain Hugh
Munro had to leave his wife and six
children to be cared for by strangers. At

Inside the Gestapo: A Jewish
Woman's Secret War, by Helene Mosz-
kiewiez, Macmillan, illustrated, 192
pages, $22.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7715 9833

By Susan Newman

IN THIS LIVELY book, Helene Mosz-
kiewiez recounts with perceptive wit her
formative years as a Jewish teenager in
war-torn Belgium. Catapulted by a
fatalistic chain of events into working
for the Resistance, she eventually finds
herself inside the Gestapo. An old
friend, Francojs Vermolen, formerly a
Belgian soldier, now is Franz, leading
the double life of a Resistance member
accountable direcily to London and a
Gestapo agent responsible for capturing
Jews end spies. Helene, being fluent in
German, French, and appearing non-
Jewish, becomes Olga, Franz’'s fiancée
and part-time secretarial assistant at
Gestapo headquarters.

But Inside the Gestapo is more than
an exciting suspense story. It is the can-
did story of an intelligent woman who
survived that time, her sense of balance
and humour still intact. Moszkiewiez
remembers: ““the buffet [at Hitler's
birthday party] particularly impressed
me . . . at the first opportunity I stuffed
myself until Franz impatiently dragged
me away, grumbling I was over-eating.”
By nature talkative, she struggled to
keep things inside, but an occasional
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impulsive outburst, though at times
dangerous, released the pent-up frustra-
tion. In order to get otherwise unobtain-
able information, Helene learned to use
ploys — enticement and anticipation —
without compromising her morals.

Considering that both her parents and
first husband were sent away to death
camps, Helene's account is gentle —
almost too gentle. Instead of ranting
about injustice or hurling anti-German
sentiments, this natural story-teller
reveals the disorganization within the
Third Reich, the animosity between
YWermacht and Gestapo, the unspoken
hate for Hitler by many Germans, and
the way Jews allowed themselves to be
led away to slaughter like dazed cattle.
Have her perceptions dulled in the inter-
vening 40 years? Mot likely. By employ-
ing the subtle art of understatement in
depicting her younger, more innocent
cclf, oszkiewiez gives a story that is
bard to forget. *

stand changes that have taken place aver
its 225-year history.

Like the dock itself, the information is
sometimes dry but descriptions of the
press gangs in the late 1700s, the antics
at Naval regattas, and the massive explo-
stori in 1917 are vivid. Still, so much
detail may seem dull to general readers.

‘What makes this book most readable
is that it is not only a chronicle of the
King's Yard, but also a history of the
people who figured in its growth, Itis a
fond remembrance of the Halifax of the
sailing ships and a confident suggestion
of its continued importance, O

Swift Runner, 'b:-r Colin K. Thomson,
Detselig Enterprises, 114 pages, $17.95
cloth (ISBN 0 920490 9).

Tk> Kieg's Yord: An Iinstrated
Fistery of e Hnlifax Dockyard, by
Idarilln Gumey Smith, Nimbus, 56
pages, 59.95 paper (ISBN 0920852 44 ().

By Lica Patrel

THIS DOCUMENTARY surveys the Halifax
dochyard’s important role in Canadian
history from its founding in 1759,
throngh the American Revolution, the
1Var of 1812, and the two world wars to
the present. The yard’s peace-time acti-
vities such as hosting royal visits, galas,
and annual naval regattas are also
traced, as are the roots of the Canadian
Mavy and its Royal College. It will pro-
vide interesting reading to Canadian
historians, naval scholars, maritime

antiquarians, and those who are
fascinated with our coastal history.
This well-researched book was written
by the curator of the Maritime Com-
mand Muscum at CFB Stadacona, who
has included many drawings, paintings,
and photographs. A plan of the yard’s
layout, dated 1784, is especially helpful
to provide a base from which to under-

28 E20ks in Canada, November, 1985

By Douglas Glover

SWIFT RUNNER was a Cree warrior who
lived in what is now Alberta during the
middle years of the last century. These
were the tumultuous years of white
occupation. Swift Runner saw the near
extinction of the bison, the decimation
of his people by disease and starvation,
the Métis rebellion, the arrival of the
Northwest Mounted Police.

In 1879, depressed, starving, and
perhaps addled by too much contraband
whiskey, he went on a rampage of
murder and cannibalism that left nine
people dead, including his wife and
children. The Cree said he was possessed
by the Windigo, which means, various-

_ly, a mythological creature that feeds on

human flesh or a man possessed by the
spirit of such a creature or, in modern
parlance, a person suffering from a
“Windigo psychosis.”” Arrested by the
Mounties, Swift Runner confessed, con-
verted to Catholicism, and was hanged,
‘This is the stuff of a terrific story —
Swift Runner as a kind of Cree Macbeth
molded by the forces of personality,
history, race, and religion into an agent-
victim of near-mythic proportions —
and Thomson is clearly irying to get this
across in his book. But his reach exceeds
his grasp. Swift Runner is a pastiche of
newspaper clippings, amateur psychol-
ogy, and fictionalized renderings of
Swift Runner’s thoughts — a cross be-
tween gothic romance and New Jour-
palism. Thomson leaves no clue as to
where fact and. speculation join. One
gets the impression there is a fair amount
of primary material to back this story:
police reports, (rial summaries, diaries
of the priest who confessed Swift Run-
ner, even scholarly articles on the **Win-
digo psychosis’® (these are mentioned in
the bibliography). But too little hard
data makes it into Thomson’s narrative.
One is left feeling that here is a remark-
able story left pretty much untold. O

Three Remarkable Maritimers, by
Allison Mitcham, Lancelot Press, illus-
trated, 139 pages, $6.95 paper (ISBN 0
88999 270 3).

By Laurcl Boone

THIS ENJOYABLE book resurrects its sab-
jects from scattered documents to give
Canadians three new heroes. It deserves
national recognition and distribution.

Mitcham tells the stories of Moses
Henry Perley (1804-1862), Silas Tertius
Rand (1810-1889), and William Francis
QGanong (1864-1941). Perley engineered
the settlement of the Majne-New
Brunswick border dispute, designed the
most humane immigration policy New
Brunswick ever practised, wrote
pioneering reports on the fish and
fisheries of New Brunswick, and
laboured so diligently on behalf of the
Micmacs and Malecites — whom he
regarded as the equals of the white set-
tlers — that the government removed
him from his position.

Rand was self-educated, but he kept
diaries in a mixture of Baglish, French,
Latin, Greek, Micmac, and shorthand.
Living in penury, and taking Indian
languages and culture as seriously as
others took those of ancient Greece and
Rome, he collected and published Indian
legends, a grammar of the Micmac
language, and Micmac-English ard
English-Micmac dictionaries that are
still in use.

Ganong became the authority on Aca-
dian natural history and ethnology. Us-
ing Rand’s and Perley’s works along
with the reports and drawings of early
Buropean visitors, he explored and
mapped the area and interpreted its In-
dian place-names. His monograph on
the oldest maps of the area is a bible to
modern collectors, and his own maps
form the backbone of New Brunswick
cartography.

Mitcham describes the achievements
of Perley, Rand and Ganong in simple,
vigorous prose. Her research is thorough
and wide-reaching, and she includes il-
Iustrations drawn by Peter Mitcham and
a selected bibHography. *

PAETRY

Essential Words: An Anthology of
ewish Canadian Poetry, edited by
eymour Mayne, Oberon Press, 182

es, $27.50 cloth (ISBN 0 88750 576 7)

d $14.95 paper (ISBN 0 88750 577 5).

By Kathloen lVioore

CAN AN ANTHOLOGY of Canadian Jewish
poetry be appreciated outside the shelves
of Jewish public libraries? This book
hopes to be that unique bridge to *“. . .a
cultural tradition of enormous richness

I P R pE——— ke



http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=MArilyn+Smith
http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Colin+Thomson
http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Alison+Mitcham
http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Seymour+Mayne

and diversity. . . ." However, its poems
are very often exclusive in their subject
matier, and their frequently conversa-
tional style records an insular dialogue
of Jewr with Jew, rather than as Cana-
dians who also happen to be Jewish.
Tleither dozs the selection represent the
broadest range in the lives and writing of
Jews,

Biblical references obscure to the non-
Jew and oblique inferences about tradi-
iions such as that of the scapegoat
(“*cirching white roosters/above their
hzads™), the morning prayer of the
orthodox man grateful for not having
bzzn ereated as a woman (**, . .thanking
almiahty God for his manly birth. . ."),
and the lack of a glossary for terms like
tefim, Tzadilk, minyen, and tallith, bar
easy access across the cultural border.

Sometimes painfuby self-conscious to
the pofat of narrow-mindedness, Essen-
tial t¥ords emphasizes the Jew as victim,
and the non-Jew as victimizer. In
George Jonas's “Once More'”:

Elchmann has died seven times, but the
real,

thie reaf murderers all live in my
sireel. ...

Thev no to work each day at 8 o’clock.
Sorie take the bus, some drive, and
many valk.
Thev kave a child or two, they like a
smoke,
their wives wear rings, Sunday they cut
the grass?

Clearly, not only Wasps are capable of
imposing sterecotypes. And, if, as the
bacl: cover says, “Many of us have been
slow to recognize the importance of the
Jew in Canadian writing,'* such a des-
cription of the average Canadian is not
lil:ely to speed the growth of awareness.

The texture of the anthology has been
unimaginatively woven. Poems are filed
alphabetically by author, so that the oc-
casional mergence of a theme departing
from u dark preoccupation with
destruction uncd destroyers strikes an ab-
surd and irrelevant note. While many of
the poems are excellent, and those of
A.M. Llein ineffably so, others seem to
have been chosen onl, 1o fill out the
ethnic crovd. Some of the fine pieces in-
clud: 2.V, Henz's ““Morning After the
Fifty hiegaton,” Joseph Sherman’s $*Of
Tongues,” and Avi Boxer’s “Street
Revisited” and “IMo Address.” Klein’s
spzeial achievements, discussed in the
forewrord — his empathy with another
culture (the francophones) and his cele-
bration of things Canadian with typical-
Iy Jewish energy and delight — have not,
in this collection, been oft-repeated.
Miriam Waddington's ““The Trans-
planted: Second Generation'” is an
exception.

Essential Words might have found a

more sensitive model for its approach, in
a travelling exhibition from Czechoslo-
vakia of Jewish art, artifacts, and
books. A sharipg of treasures, The
Precioys Legacy celebrates the religious
culture of the people. The silent fact that
these items of great beauty survived the
Holocaust, poignantly communicates a
universal sense of loss to all viewers, and
a sense of thanks that this people still
lives, despite the world-wide mental iil-
ness that created those, and other war-
years. In that spirit, Leonard Cohen’s
“Qut of the Land of Heaven™ could
have set a joyful tone for an anthology
that would be, nol a black vision of
Jewish fate, but a celebration together
with all Canadians of one people’s par-
ticular gifts. O

The Betier Pari of Heaven, by Ken
Norris, Coach House Press, 135 pages,
$8.95 paper (ISBN 0 88910 273 2).

By Libby Scheier
CAN YOU BE a romantic and post-

. modernist at the same time? I guess so.

Norris’s thematic approach to love is
nearly 19th-century in its unfulfilled
yearning for perfection, but his easy
wandering among the forms of poetry,
fiction, memoir, and travelogue is
decidedly post-modernijst. The back
cover calls this book a *‘travel poem/
text® that ‘“builds on both the Japanese
and Canadian traditions.

Norris writes simple, flowing poetry,
saving his more intricate etchings fér
prose. He alternates lightly between
sacness and humour in what he refers to
as a “’lyrical-confessional®® mode.

He verges on the classicel male-
chauvinist romantic in his descriptions
of chasing after women who are never
good enough, but his self-doubi and
self-deprecating humour save him from
falling into that mold. In “*Perfection in
Pieces” he laments his grass-is-greener
tendencies: *“I miss my lovers, I miss my
friends. When I was there 1 didp’t talk
much to them and I wanteéd to be here.
Now I don’t talk much to the people
here and I want to be there. Sure wish I
could put my asshole Self out of its
misery, send it there for a while, while I

" stay here and really enjoy myself.>

Another recurring theme is Norris's
longing for his lover back home, and in
this he does not so much sound like a
romantic but a medieval Provencal
writer, idealizing the perfect love from
afar. Again, Norris prevents himself
from falling into a stereotype, by observ-
ing himself with knowing humour.

We leamn about poets from their reac-
tions to place, Norris does give us a
sense of the contrasts in the Pacific

- islands — their beauty, and their corrup-

tion by missionaries from “‘the civilized
world®® — but location remains a sub-
text to the main themes. Norris’s per-
sona combines Woody Allen, Bob
Dylan, and William Wordsworth. D

Post-Sixfles Nocturne, by Pier
Giorgio di Cicco, Fiddlchead Poetry
Books/Goose Lane Editions, 49 pages,
$6.95 paper (ISBN 0 £6492 050 4).

y-Stove IJoyas

OF CONTENT: these poems are certainly
about desperation: “1 will remember
fears, and wonder if two/plus two is
one, or if man were not altogether/a
spot of luck, or an idiot waiting for
thunder.”” Yet the quality of that
desperation emerges from di Cicco’s im-
patient, static-like language. Contrary to
neormal practice, much of the stress falls
at the beginnings of lines; and this
emphasizes the swiftnesses of the
thoughts across the lines as opposed to
the thoughts fulfilling the lines. What
matters is the incisive agitation of this
voice, as in *“God Never Remembers the
Spelling of Things™:
« « [ always hunger for them, their
blighted years. Their eyes shine, not
with
hope but through adhesive care, sirung
out,
as If were, with vision. . . .
It's a discursive style, a distracted short-
hand (not unlike Gustafson, but with
Jonger lines). It’s templing to label the
poems as “‘chants of despair’® or some
such, but this would reduce them, Like
all good poems, they sarprise us con-
tinually with their ability to transform,
to make thought intensely real.
+ « «The prosaic touches me,
moves me deeply, like all the aunts and
uncles in armchairs,
groving Eil Greco length in memory.
They burn like wicks, and
Jiame to heaven. . . .

The whole structures are equally
interesting: poems start (like Donne)
tersely, as if in mid-thought: *“Fear, do
we talk of fears? let’s do.”” They typi-
cally end, not with calm summation, but
with a deepened intensity: ‘"And now I
drink, imagining love.” In between, &i
Cicco’s responses are ofien contradic-
tory, tortuous; in this sense the poems
are anti-artifacts, self-erasing, *‘ike
practising scales with one hand and/giv-
ing the finger with the other.”

Post-Sixtles Nocturne is not un-
flawed: some passages are overly
rhetorical (“My fingertips are/turied to
madness™). But it’s an honest book, its
language orjginal and its concerns
unfeigned. In these poems, and in the
future, we are eager to hear what di
Cicco will say next. [
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Ehop Talk: An Anthology of Poetry,
by the Vancouver Industrial Writers’
Union, edited by Zoi Landale, Pulp
Press, 120 pages, $8.95 paper (ISBN 0
£0973 169 9).

L3y Beoigo Elliott Clarlio

OWING TO THE near-monopoly that
scholars enjoy in its manufacture, too
much of cur postry consists of dry, in-
tellectnal artifacts, not works of life.
Shaop Tell;, an anthology of work
poetry, challenges this state by fleshing
ths bones of work with muscular poetry
that sweats life. However, of the nine
posts represented, only Glen Dovwnie,
Landale, Erin Mouré, Tom Wayman,
and Andrevy Wreegitt effect the anima-
tion convincingly, giving work an iden-
tity and capitalism a human face.
Mixing anxiety and violence,
Dovwnie's puisy realism always startles,
as in his line from *‘Ghosts Hate New
Things’’: “The walls pulse and tremble
as if thinking of flying away.”” Landale’s
impeccable imagery domesticates worl,
and in ““The Myth of the Self-Made Man
or: Casualties, 1952 equates debt-
drovmed fishermen’s boatlessness with
homelessness: *“Their boats were arrival,
wvere home.” Mouré dreams brilliant,
lyrical poems that damn work's
alicnating effects and prize the relation-
thips that sarvive it. In *“Who We Are,”
che cries, *“I ache/to find you . . . who
we ara:/vour bright halo of comfort/my
body out in the clear.” Wayman wavers
betwesn prollx extravapanzas like “For-
rie, O’Rourke, Penner, Sorestad"’ and
magnificent poems like ‘*Paper,
Sciscors, Stone’* and ““Hammer™ with

its ringing conclusion: “and 1o one ¢an
say what [the hammer] will drive/if at
last it comes down'’; his insights into
worl:, workers, and bosses are un-
paralicled. Wreggitt’s poems passionate-
Iy empathize vith workmates® problems.
“Endake Shutdown, 1982'* discusses
laid-off workers whose *‘hands still
reach out in dreams/for levers and
tools.”

23 Eaoksin Ganada, Novembsr, 1885
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The poems of David R. Conn, Kirsten
Emmott, Phil Hall, and Calvin Wharton
rarely escape the commonplace. These
poeis are hampered, respectively, by
hackneyed imagery, sentimentality, dull
language, and conventional insights.
Their poems need more thonght.

Shop Talk is a valuable collection.
The poets make you care for them and
for their experiences — on trains,
aboard boats, in hospitals, classrooms,
and factories. This poetry works, O3

W
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From PBourassn to Bourassa: A
Pivotal Decade in Canndian History, by
L. Isn MacDonald, Harvest House,
illustrated, 324 pages, $19.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 88772 030 7) and $12.95 paper
(ISBN 0 88772 029 3).

By Alexander Craig

THIS BOOK IS the story of one of the most
remarkable comebacks ever in Canddian
politics. It's also a survey of the con-
vulsive, exciting politics of Quebecinthe
last 10 years or so, by an astute and ex-
perienced commentator, who s also a
regular colummist for the Montreal
Gazetle.

A sharply observed piece of extended
journalism, it has a fair bit on polls, but
no attempt is made to look at the voters
behind them by, for instance, examining
the social, economic, and cultural fac-
tors that impel them one way or another.
What the reader gets instead is the pro-
duct of Iong, extensive interviewing with
Ieaders and high-level party officials and
activists. )

Quite a number of well-chosen photos
help to round out the lengthy pen-
pictures the anthor gives us of the main
political actors of the period, particular-
ly the complex personalities of Ryan and
Bourassa. MacDonald s also adept at
presenting details of the leadership and
referendum campaigns — for example, a
valuable suminary of the “Yvette"
phenomenon, when large, spontaneous
meetings around the province of deter-
minedly federal women kelped to ensure
the Parti Québécois lost the referendum,

Other good features of this book
include sections on ways in which politi-
cians, provincial and federal, use adver-
tising, and the uneasy relations existing
between provineial Liberals and their
“‘cousing’* in Ottawa. The over-
emphasis on leaders means that the
author does not fully succeed in giving
an idea of the flavour of the highly
charged, polarized politics of the
referendum period throughout Quebee.
Otherwise, this is a snappy, at times
dramatic account of a crucial period in
the history of Quebec and of Canada. O

Bear Attacks: Their Causes and
Avoidance, by Stephen Herrero, Hurtig,
illustrated, 288 pages, $19.95 cloth
{ISBN 0 8329 0377 9) and $12.95 paper
(ISBN 0 888530279 7).

By Ann Lukits

BEFORE 1970, half of a1l the grizzly bear
attacks on people took place in Yellow-
stone National Park. Yet Calgary biolo-
gist Stephen Herrero, a world authority
on grizzly bears, used to think nothing
of taking his family to Yellowstone,
where bears would prowl among the
tents and trailers at night searching for
garbage or improperly stored food.
Today, after studying these magnificent
and unpredictable animals for 17 years,
Herrero admits: “If I had known then
what I know now, we would have
packed and left.””

That reaction is probably typical of
what most people will feel after reading
Bear Attacks. Even the most experienc-
ed campers and hikers will pause before
entering bear country again. Although
his aim wasn't to ““horrify,” Herrero
reluctantly included terrible summsaries
of how grizzlies and less aggressive black
bears have attacked people.

Despite the aunthor’s discomfort with
them, the horror stories ave what save
this book from sounding like a research
thesis. Written in a cautious, academic
style, it is filled with dry, scientific data,
including a number of tables and
graphs. Herrero seemed unable to decide
if he was writing for his colleagues in the
scientific community or the general
public, The result is a kind of literary
hybrid: a cross between a research paper
and a popular ‘“‘how-to’” boock on
avoiding bear attacks.

Bear Attacks is slow-going at times
but the stories and Herrero®s careful
analysis of them offer useful insights
into bears and how to behave around
them. But they're zlso the stuff night-
mares are made of, and readers should
be varned. O

L_SGCIE'?I‘Y

Suecessful Aging: the Myths, Realities
and Fufure of Aging in Canada, by
Mark Novak, Penguin, 368 pages, $7.95
paper {(ISBN 0 14 007213 6).

By Connie Jesle

UNLIKE SOME BOOKS, this one does not
describe the hobbies seniors can practise
in their newfound leisure hours, but is &
meticulous evaluation of the present and
future state of growing old in Canada.
Loaded with relevant statistics, fore-
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casts, and intimate profiles of seniors,
Idoval:’s book gives a decidedly opti-
mistic picture of our country’s elderly,
Mot only are Canada’s old healthier,
happicer, more alert and self-sufficient
than most of us think, but according to
Ilovak things are getting even better.
Zjpzapging across the nation, he
presents examples of housing and
recrzational facilities that shine. They're
nevr and creative answers to an old ques-
tion — how do we best help our aged?

Toval:’s praise and bouncing enthu-
slasm hovever, come to a halt at the fegt
of Canada’s pension systems. He
describes in detail where and how much
money seniors get to live on, and these
firures are ot so cheering, especially for
\vOTOEnN,

\Vith Morth America’s swell of aging
baby boomers, seniors® rights groups,
and rising fears about who will finance
the poklen years of this huge generation,
TMovak’s book is timely. It’s a sane, in-
formative, and sensitive evaluation that
encourajes ceveryone toward some
¢reative problem-solving. *

 REVIEW

Wice open
spaces
By Jofin Ougliton

Heort of the Rockles, edited by Carole
Harmon, Altitude Publishing, 25 pages,

Hiprizers: Coniemporary Canadizn
Lomdcenpzs, edited by Marci Lipman
and Louise Lipman, Lester & Orpen
Dennys, 40 pages, $19.95 paper (ISBN 0

2omo of Western Canadp: An D-
pateoted [Histery, by Bob Hainstock,
racmaar Boolis, 144 pages, $26.95 cloth
ISBIY 0 919749 05 4).

THE CEMIRAL FACT of the Canadian
landscapz is that there is no cenire to it.
Mo matter where one stands, there’s
always more.

In Japan, 2 much smaller country, the
long history of appreciating landscapes
has fostered a tradition of famous views;
you stand on a certain cliff, look be-
tween (wo pine trees up the coastline,
and there, framed, is a tiny island. You
can probably find a painting or wood-
block print with exactly the same view
recorded in it.

When Japanese tourists visit Canada,
by contrast, they find the expanse of our
vistas overwhelming, There's no frame
to enclose all the space. Consider the ef-
fect of the Prairies’ land and sky on

someone used to a landscape of hills and
valleys, hemmed in by trees and build-
ings. Canada has some famous postcard
scenes-— Peggy's Cove, Lake Louise,
Niagara Falls — but these are only a few
clichés in a vast expanse of newness.
These three books illustrate some of
the many ways that Canadians have con-
fronted the land. Heart of the Rockies is
an impressive visual celebration of the
five national parks in the Rockies. The
national park system began 100 years
ago, and the wisdom of including so
much of the Rockies in them is under-
lined by the apparently pristine slopes
and lakes shown in these recent pictures.
The book’s editor, Carole Harmon, also
provides most of the photography. She
is accomplished at poriraying nature,
equally comfortable with mountain
peaks or close-ups of delicate alpine
flowers. Sharp, vivid colour plates com-
plement the generally fine images.
However, this collection is so defiant-
ly a picture-book that its paucity of text
leaves some questions tantalizingly
unanswered. The Rockies seem to be
somewhat of a Harmon preserve. Some
of the early 1Sth-century pictures are by
Byron Harmon, and a few photos are
credited to Don and Aileen same-name
— including one of a Mount Harmon,
As well as a bit more informatjon on the
photographers, the book could use a
map that locates the five parks within
the Rockies chain. Beautiful as these im-
ages are, they are hard to relate to each

other without some notion of the area’s

geography.

A much wider range of Canadian
topography is included in Horizons. It is
designed to allow the reader to cut out
and mount the images as posters. Most
of the landscapes chosen are by main-
stream, well-known artists: Pratt, Col-
ville, Danby, Onley, Tanabe, Lemieux,
Graham, with the exception of works by
the delightful folk-painter Joe Norris
and a couple by younger artists. Tim
Zuck’s Pratt-ish seascape is brightened
by the comic touch of a bright cardinal
on a railing, and Medrie MacPhee's
brooding train station is a strong,
ominous composition,

‘The Lipmans have included one native
artist, the venerable Inuit Luke
Angahadluk. Oddly, there is no land-
scape visible in this print at all, other
than the white background. The editots
probably wanted to stay away from
already widely reproduced images in this
collection, which may explain why a re-
cent Casson appears on the cover instead
of an Emily Carr or Lawren Harris.

Casson’s muted winter landscape of a
barn recalls Blinor Wylie’s lines, “I love
the look, austere, immaculate/Of land-

scapes drawn in pearly monotones.” -

Like houses, bams symbolize the strug-
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gle o make a corner of the landscape
into a shelter. Some of the many varia-
tions on this theme are celebrated by
journalist/photographer Bob Hainstock
in Barns of Western Canada.

As Hainstock notes, Western Canada
has had only a century of barn-building,
Many of the styles were inspired by older
structures in the areas from which im-
migrants came: Eastern Canada, the
Uniied States, and Europe. Hainstock
does z creditable job of showing the
varied construction styles that influ-
enced Western barns. For a relatively
humble class of building, bamns have
found many forms: six-, eight-, and
12.gided, L-shaped, multi-peaked and
gabled, even turreted.

There are some lively bits of trivia for
barnophiles: the Jargest barn in North
America, one measuring 400" x 128,
was erected at Leader, Sask. by I00
carpenters under the direction of one
“Horseshoe** Smith. Unfortunately,
Horseshoe’s luck ran out, and now only
the foundation survives. Barns for fox
farms had “fox towers” (which, as
Hainstock points out, gave the bamns an
oddly nautical air). Their purpose was to
allow observation of the mating of the
wary animals, so that the male could be
moved on to his next assignation at the
appropriate time.

Although Hainstock had some help in

THE SNOWSTORM
Wenche Oyen/ Torvald Sund

Children everywhere will love this
beautiful full colour illustrated
book as they travel through the
snowstorm and share the
adventures of Mari and her

family. Translated from the
Norwegian,
i
1
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/ -{he Snowstorm:

L }
ISBN 0-919519-98-9 $9.95 cloth

BREAKWATER

P.O. Box 2188
St. John'’s, Nfld. A1C 6E6
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research, this book is primarily a one-
man labour of love. He is a better
photoprapher than writer: the copy-
editor left untouched too many
sentences lilie ““Relatively cheap in cash
ouatlay, the technigue had the advantage
of being fast, strong and reasonably
warm,” It is also odd that a volume
dedicated to barns has no interior shots;
it's more of a guide for the barn-watcher
than for those who like exploring svicy-
smelling lofts and stalls, and admiring
rafters and beams. But it does fulfil
Hainstock’s expressed intent of adding
to the documentation of a vanishing part
of our heritage: the hand-built barn. (0

REVIEW
Photographic
memorles

Cy Bonpnls [ills

Toronio Since 1913: An Iustrated
Histery, by James Lemon, James
Lorimer, 224 pages, $26.95 cloth (JSBN

nnn

Elders of the Island, by Mary
O'Brien, Lione! Stevenson, and Terry

Dunton Stevenson, University of Prince
Edward Island/Ragweed Press, illus-

trated, wnpaginated, §9.95 paper (ISBN
0.920201.53.2)

y
ed Barns. pho:ographs by Robert
emeniuk, Western Producer Prairie
ooks, 144 pages, $14.95 cloth (ISBN 0
19 035 09 4).

BODII BUYERS ARE lured by photographs,
but it's rare to see the medium used
splendidly. Thoughtfu] conception, and
¢xpertise in photography, design, and
production are still the exception. Three
current books, each aimed at distinct
regions of Canada, raise important ques-
tions about the use of photographs and
the quality of the results.

Toronto Since 1918 is an articulate
and thoughtfully researched book — the
sixth in a series of urban biographies
developsd by the National Museum of
Idan. James Lemon has achieved a sur-
prisingly readable history of Toronto’s
politics, transportation, building,
population, neighbourhoods, and city
councils. Yhile the focus is on the pat-
terns of growth and change, Lemon
slilfully scatters references to indi-
viduals and incidents. Marshall
McLuhan and Fred Gardiner are there
along with the Spadina Expressway and
Christie Pits. The people who inhabit
the ity are, never very far from the cen-
tre of the text.

S0 Esols in Canada, November. 1985
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In the foreword, Alan Artibise,
general editor of The History of Cana-
dian Cities, writes: ““While jllustrations
and maps cannot by themselves replace
the written word, they can be used as a
primary source in a way eguivalent to
more traditional sources.”

I wince at the implication of these
words, which suggest a traditional view
of photography: that images are there to
illustrate the text, that they are not reaily
able to stand on their own as revealing
documents or delights for the inquiring
eye. At worst, they are useful in break-
ing up a long sequence of text pages.

Perhaps Artibise would take a look at
just one photograph — the 1948 picture
of the Dutch family at Union Station.
What the caption does not, and cannot,
indicate is the information and the emo-
tion that is there. The styles and
materials in the clothing and the lug-
gage, the desipn of the doll, the contrap-
tion the boy is helding, and the ticket
labels tied to the adults’ overcoats: there
is a bounty of detail. Add to that a
departure from a homeland, the
journey, the family's anxiety (but how
do we “read" their faces?), and imagine
what this photograph means te this
family and the thousands of Canadians
who met their new country this way, Are
the people in this photograph alive to-
day? What stories each of them would
have to tell. I wonder, too, if the
wooden shoes survived the last 37 years.
The wealth in this one image is more
than ““in a way equivalent.”

- Lemon acknowledges assistance in his -

search for photographs, but there is no
mention of major research or the use of
a photo editor. The less-than-adequate
quality of reproduction, some of the
choices in photograph, and some of the
layouts makes me question the impor-
tance that was given to the subtitls, An
Hilustrated History. The attention paicd
to the visual elements has not been equal
to the rest of this book's contents.

The jacket raises other questions. The
photograph, with its romantic post-
sunset view of Toronto®s skyline, invites
buyers of mediocre photographic collec-
tions. The touristic gesture — probably
an effort to broaden the market —
misleads. The audience for this book is
Toronto watchers, social historians, ur-
ban geographers, and a legion of citizens
who have a healthy pride and curiosity
about their city. I hope they overlook
the cover and discover the detai]l and
scope that Lemon has brought to the
text. It’s & welcome contribution to our
history.

Elders of the Island reveals photo-
graphs of 30 people from Prince Bdward
Istand. The images are all unabashed at-
tempts to present older people in a
positive way. ‘“‘Being an elder, I think, is
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a great honour” is the way the epigraph
reads.

The book’s design and the quality of
reproduction invite care in looking.
Large images, sensitively chosen and
simply displayed, have a quiet presence.
One takes one’s time, and the book
nearly lets the photographs speak for
themselves. The designer has also been
in no rush to get the reader to the visual
material; the opening pages train the
reader to linger and read, to slow down
before meeting these people.

I wish I could be as enthusiastic about
other aspects of this book, There is a
question about believability: it’s all a tad
too positive and uplifting. The authors
have created the book they want: their
own fiction. The quotations that appear
opposite the photographs are evidently
from taped interviews with six people,
only two of whom are photographed —
the 28 others didn’t say anything? I am
bewildered by this editorial decision; it
seems manipulative.

Also, I don’t believe the quotations.
They sound as if they were written by ur-
ban college undergraduates. ‘““When we
are leading creative Hves, we are respon-
ding to life with our own personalities,
as individuals.” And ““You just have to
have a wonderful image of yourself to
know you’re worthy and you’re a shin-
ing light.”” People don’t talk like that,
especially Islanders.

The photographers have not been self-
indulgent. The subjects seem at ease and
it appears as if only available light was
used. Two techniques, however, repeat
themselves. Many photographs are shot
from slightly below the subject, and the
predominance of ““waist-up” cropping
with out-of-focus hands in the fore-
ground wears thin. In a few photographs
there has simply been a lack of care in
noticing distracting elements.

Older people have smaller environ-
ments, but the near-absence of the fact
of the Island is puzzling. Surely this is
part of their lives and of their home. It’s
certainly part of the book’s title.

Some of the photographs are admir-
able: the man on the railway tracks, the
woman with the cat, and the man in the
plaid jacket and hat all contain ironies
or questions. I only wish the authors had
recognized and shown these aspects. Fic-
tions are part of every quotation and
photograph and life.

Speaking of fiction, Rodeo Cowboys:
The Last Heroes is a discouraging exer-
cise in that department. The planning,
or lack of it, has resulted in 2 truly
egregious production. I hesitate to grace
this indulgence by calling it a book.

A sample of text from the first para-
graph reads, “Yet here, the rodeo ex-
hibition remains — survivor of the fall
of Rome with her chariot race and
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BookNews: am advertising feature

Lafader by Cholee: An Autcblography of
g g oy | Survival and Trapping
.- 4| In Labrador

Ben Powell

"What a treat this autobio-
graphy Ist Ben Powell's
hookia a sleaper with all the
potentlal to be an under-
ground classlc . . . order it
if you have to, or borrow it
from the library. It is a very
salisfying book Indeed.”
Willlam C. James, Whig
s | Standand,

e *1 200 pp; ill., pb $1085

'-".o Jesperson Press zaa riavia St St John's Nfid. AIC 3R9

Keegstra

The Issues,The Trial,
The Consequences

S. Mertl, J. Ward

This fascinating book
tells the entire blzarre
story; a story about
people whose {lves
have been permanently
affected; a story about
fear, suspicion, in-
fluence, and hate.
$10.85 paper

A Novel to end World Hunger!

Eoclt vear 18 million Kids die of hunger. This
is the story of one teenager who put her life
or the line to do something about it. 38.95

The Wonder
of Canadian
Birds

Candace Savage

This beautiful
treasury combines
an engaging text
with a large selec-
tion of spectacular
color photography by
the best wildlife
photographers. An
important book for
blrd enthusiasts and
lovers of nature.
g $35.00 cloth
f.f> Western Producer Prairie Books
=77 Saskatoon, Saskatchewan

o
Rl Western Producer Prairie Books

=== Saskatoon, Saskatchewan

The 1985
Glenbow Musenm Shop
Christmas Catalogue

Please send me the new 16 page
1985 Glenbow Museum Shop Christmas Catalogue:
featuring colourful and unusual gifts repraduced
from museum collections around the world;
adult and children’s books; jewelry; and more!
Enclosed Is $1.00 to cover mailing.

Name

Address

City

Pov. — _ Code

Phone

\ The Glenbow Museum Shop

130-Sth Avenue S.E,
Calgary, Alberia, Canada

T2G 0P3 © (403)264-8300

NMore Than Just a Union:
The Story of the NFFAWU

Gordon Inglis

A Cathollc priest and a lav-
olitician from an elita
K’ @ are an unlIhel* pair of
union onganizers, Yat In 1389
Faiher Des LcSrath and Liber-
al politician Richard Cashin set
out on a joumey that trans-
| formed the soclal, economic
and political fabrlc of New-
foundland soclety. Ingiiss his-
tory of the Nevdoundland
Fisharmen Food and Allied
Worlar's Unlon Is must reading
for any clear view of sociathle-
tory In Ne'wfoundland. .
| 338 pp: 1.; he $32.00

‘*) Jesperson Press 284 Fiavin st st. John's Nid. AIC 3RS
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gladiator’s battle to the death, descen-
dont of [Zing Arthur's joust.”” Overkill is
the operative word, One might find that
the words melodramatic and pretentious
also apply.

The photopraphy fares even worse
than the text. Romantic photos mix with
shots of equipment; exercises in
nosialgia combine with cute cowgirl
roses; but mediocre action pictures and
“studizd”™ faces dominate. There are se-
quences that are out-of-sequence and
groupzd photographs that have no rela-
tionship to each other. Technically,
nwuch of the work is grainy, out-of-
focus, and even dirty.

Lost in this commercial grab-bag area
few interesting photographs ang one
thot — for what it's worth — fhat is
splendid. The super-close-up of a cow-
boy with a leather face and felt hat isa
vond:riul colour photograph. Mind
you, the designer has put an absolutely
jrrelevant picture beside it. I mention
this portrait because it’s only one of two
or threz photographs where colour mat-
tcis. The photographer, designer, and
publicher should acquaint themselves
vith what colour photography is about
as a first step in their post-production
round-up. O

Dy Dol Blaelburn

Jolis: The TV VWastelaond and th
Cogpation Qasls, by Morris Wolfe
Jamcs Lorimer, illustrated, 160 pages
$16.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88862 649 5) an
£9.95 paper (ISBN 0 83862 648 7).

QUITE A FEW books about Canadian tele-
vision have been published, but certainly
not so many that there is no room for
another. This one falls nicely into a
rather large gap. Generally, earlier ones
have been cither fat and scholarly or slim
and trivial. This one is slim but some-
times sinewy.

Morris Wolfe wrote a monthly
column of television criticism for Satur-
day Night for seven vears, That, he says,
was long encugh; he had said everything
he wanted to say. He has, however,
decided to say some of it again in this
format.

The “*jolts” of the title refers toa TV
trade term, jolts per minute, or jpm. A
jolt may be anything from a murder to a
glimpse of forbidden flesh, or simply a
bit of flashy editing or special effects —
anything that will regain the quickly

32 Eoetsin Canads, November, 1885

flagging attention of the viewer. The
jolt, says Wolfe, is the basic bujlding
block of commercial television. ““The
actual content of American programmes
doesn’t matter much any more. Whether
it’s The A Team or Sesame Street, it's
only the structure, the number of jpm’s,
that counts.”

This had to be explained because of
the title (the subtitle is appropriate
enough). The fact is that the original
title of the book was Who Needs Cana-
dian Television? It should have been re-
tained, because that is the question the
book attempts to answer. It does not
contain jolts, nor is it primarily about
jolts. Wolfe is & serious and thoughtful
critic, and all this stuff about jolts tends
to get in the way of what he has to say
that's worth paying attention to.

1 found I wanted to use my column
to explore the differences between
American and Canadian culture,”” he
says, and that is what he did. Since he is
not one of those critics who dwell on the
impact of TV and its audiences and pay
scant attention to the impact the au-
dience has on the medium, he has been
able to take an interesiing overview of
the results of this interaction in both the
United States and Canada,

The greater part of the book is
devoted to an organized critical analysis
of dozens of specific programs and series
from both sides of the border, and this
leads Wolfe to the conclusion that there
is a difference between the Canadian
and American cultures and that it is
clearly evident on our TV screens. His
quick summary: “Canadian television
tends to be more realistic (and satirical),
American more idealistic (and cynical).

“The irony is that although there is a
difference, a difference that reflects who
we are . . . that difference remains in-
visible to most Canadians.” Viewers,
says Wolfe, don’t want to look at their
own reflection in their own TV, prefer-
ring instead the ““fast pace and beautiful
Lies'” of the American product.
Americans are the best in the world at
producing escapist fare, and Canadian
adults spend 80 per cent of their viewing
time watching it. (The figure is even
higher for children.)

How this situation came to be is
Wolfe’s next subject, and he provides a
valuable and concise account of the
history of Canadian broadcasting,
which, of course, was vastly more in-
fluenced by politics than was the
development of the U.S. system. It is a
story that reveals a great deal of bumb-
Iing, and not all of it could even be call-
ed well-intended.

* Wolfe also includes a fascinating look
at what little information is available on
the physiology of viewing — what hap-
pens within our brains and endocrine
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systems — and the relationship between
the cutrent rock-video craze and trends
in production techniques in regular TV,
He reporis on the experiments of film-
maker Douglas Trumbull-with speeded-
up projection of films to produce a
much more intense emotional experience
in the viewer, [éading to the prospect of
“the microfeature, a high-impact sen-
sOrY experience, compressed in time.”

The overview presented in Jolrs is
pretty glum, but Wolfe is not prepared
to give up. Realistically, he dismisses the
idea of expecting any voluntary help
from private TV, but he still sees hope
for the CBC. **There’s no doubt that
CBC television is & countervailing force
against the homogenity of American
commercial television and its Canadian
imitators,”" he says. We've come to
realize that CBC radio is not just a con-
venience, it’s a necessity. The same thing
is true of CBC television.” And he goes
on at length to prescribe detailed
measures he contends would enable the
CBC to fulfil its mandate, Possibly his
recipe would work, but it is impossible
to overlook the fact that this would re-
quire a magical transformation of the
nature of our politicians and
bureaucrats, [

TREMIEW |
Going through
the wars

By C.P. Stacey

A Milltary History of Canadn, by
Desmond Morion, Hurtig, illustrated,
305 pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88830
276 2).

HERE 15 ANOTHER volume of lively
history from the incredible Desmond
Morton, whose recent outpnt includes A
Peculiar Kind of Politics and A Short
History of Canuda, not to mention
dozens of newspaper, TV, and radio
pieces. The present book was presum-
ably developed from Canada and War
(1981}, a paperback intended for coflege
use. That book began with Confedera-
tion; this one begins with Champlain’s
arquebus and ends with Reagan’s
Strategic Defence Initiative — history
thoroughly up to date.

A Military History of Canade is a
welcome contribution to public educa-
tion. For the citizens of a country that
has fought four wars in this century,
Canadians remain remarkably ignorant
of military matters. A country with a
sophisticated public opinion on defence
policy could hardly have produced Paul
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Hellyer, the great unifier, or let him get
away with what he did; nor would it
have tolerated Pierre Trudeau’s pro-
ceedings, which left uws with the
emaciated forces we have today. It all
arises from our happy North American
izolation, and the fact that we have been
zble to rely on other people to provide
our securiyy. It is time we started think-
ing seriously about these things. Mor-
ton’s final point is that Canada’s ancient
“military immunity”” is one of the
:;vanished certainties”™ of the present
ay.

There is more than merely *“military*’
hiziory here. There is a great deal of
politics and a good bit of economics.
Morion wvrites, as always, well and
punzently, and the text is supported by
nuracrous well-chosen iHustrations.
{There are a fair number of mistakes in
the captions. Experience has shown that
publishers sometimes cross up authors in
the matter of captions, so perhaps the
blamee rests on Hurtig"s new office boy.)

Apart from the old basic message —
that Canadians have regularly neglected
theiv forces in peace-time to an extent
that mipht have been fatal if they had
not had the.British and, latterly, the
Americans to protect them — two main
points may be said to emerge from the
bool.. First, it is through her armed
forces that Canada has played her most
important part on the world stage, and
has achieved the national status she has
today. (Here, Morton might have said
more abont Sir Robert Borden’s
achievement at the Paris Conference of

1919,) Second, it was on the battlefield -

that Canadians found themselves as a
nation. Vimy Ridge was “‘a nation-
building experlence’”; *‘the Great War
was alzo Canada’s war of independence
even if it was fought at Britain’s side
against a common enemy.”” But we are
reminded that the two world wars were
also primly divisive, bringing dowmn, par-
ticularly in 1917-15, a curtain of mistrust
betvezn French Canada and the rest of
the country.

This old soklier finds himself wonder-
ing whether the book isn’t a bit too easy
on Hellyer, “By the time he left the
department in 1957, it says, “‘Hellyer
could feel proud of his achievement. He
had out-wrestled generals and admirals,
[and] devised a defence organization the
rest of the world would surely
copy. . . ."" Mot all Morton’s readers,
perbaps, will realize that he is being sar-
castic. It would have been worthwhile to
bz explicit and say that nobody, but
noboidy, copied the organization Hellyer
was o proud of,

Even a master of a subjeci (and Mor-
ton is certainly master of this one) paysa
price for vrriting too fast. The price here
i5s an unusually large number of slips and

minor errors, and occasionally a larger
derailment. One such comes in the im-
mediate aftermath of the Second World
War. Morton writes, “In a grand
gesture, Ottawa simply wrote off $3.5
billion in British debts; it was generous
and it could easily be afforded.”” This is
just not the way things happened. And
the Canadian-American defence agree-
ment of February, 1947, was a very
much more cautious document than the
account here indicates. The reader
would almost think that the author had
momentarily forgotten that Mackenzie
King was still prime minister at this time.
King at the end of his career was both
much less disposed to be generous to the
British and much more suspicious of the
Americans than Morton would lead us
to believe. One cannot help wishing that
he had devoted, say, an extra six months
to making this good and interesting
book still better. [1

Dialing
for drama

By Rachol Wyait

e’ A gt ————-

Words on Waves: Selected Radio
Plays of Earle Bimey, CBC Enterpiises/
Quarry Press, 312 pages, $22.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 88794 197 4).

EVERYTHING THAT Earle Bimey writes is
of interest. He is a man of words, a poet
of our own. In Words on Waves he ap-
pears as a radio dramatist of the Golden
Age of Radio. These plays are not repre-
sentative of that Golden Age, but some
of them are interesting examples of the
poet’s work in that period. The best of
them, ““The Damnation of Vancouver,*
his well-known verse play, demonstrates
the ease with which he can push lang-
uage to its limits and still be understood.
It is full of wit and that sympathy over
human idiecy which is apparent in so
much of his work.

“*“Court-Martial,” the story of Gunner
Davis, who is charged with trying to
commit suicide on active service,
demonstrates again his feeling for the
little man canght up In 2 vast web, mani-
pulated by others and totally helpless.
The lines in the summing up for the
defence are not without some truth
today, 40 years after they were written.
“] ask for a conviction,” the lawyer,
Sanderson, says, ‘‘not of Davis but of
the Society that warped him by parental
neglect — and poverty — and inade-
quate schooling — and blind social
disapproval — and joblessmess. . . .*”

And the listener knows that Davis, con-
victed, will keep on trying to commit
suiclde until he succeeds.

From that sad scene, let’s move to a
funny play. ““The Griffin and the Minor
Canon™ is an adaptation of a story by
Frank R. Stockton. A dragon in town
always makes for a solid dramatic situa-
tion, and when you can find craven
councillors who are willing to come up
with a Modest Proposal to placate the
creature, and a less than likely hero, yon
have all the ingredients for success.
Listen a moment to the Mayor and his
council discussing the menu for &
Qriffin's banquet:

“We can't afford both pork and
beef.™

““What if he only eats humans?**

“We'll pive him the keys to the

Orphan Asylum.”

Better fewer orphans than more! All
ends happily, however, with the towns-
people much improved by their awful
experience.

A less successful adaptation is that of
Joseph Conrad’s story *“The Duel.”” To
begin with, a cast-fist of 32 is a distinct
drawback in a radio play. Distinguishing
the voices is a problem for the listener
unless each voice is quickly attached to a
clearly defined character. The listener,
after all, cannot see that Rosemary is the
one with red hair and Jean the one with
the tombstone teeth. It is the words out
of their mouths that identify them. In
this case, one might have preferred
simply to hear the story read aloud in
Conrad’s own words than to try and sort
out who is who in this large, invisible
crowd.

It does not state in the book whether
the play called *“‘Gawain and the Green
Knipht was wiitten for children or
adults. It is hard to imagine at what age
people might sit still to listen to this:
“Professors tell us that there may have
been an Arthur. Lived in Cornwall
about 1,300 years ago. Last great leader
of the Britons. Saxons were trying to
push them right off Land’s End. .. .”
And even Gawain is afflicted with
wordiness when action might have
become him better, Thus spake Gavain:
“‘But here’s a gage below thy dignity to
lift, 2 mockery to be right quickly stilled,
and so a folly suiting such as I to meet.
For I am least in fame and worth of all
thy Table Round, apd so shall least be
missed, . . .”” And on and on. A plain
“Let me go, sire,”” was obviously not
thought acceptable.

The language in ““Piers Plowman™
and “Beowulf* is often Iovely to read as
is right in allegory and legend. But I
wondered how many people stayed
tuned to hear the second half, and
Langland say liltingly, *I dreamed I
stood in that fair fleld again....”
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ATTENTION
BOOKSTORE
BROWSERS

For almost 15 years,
thousands of copies of
Books in Canadg (25,000
this month alone) have
baen distributed free by
participating bookstores
and libraries.

Thess outlets pay a token
amount for the copies they
distribute, but the cost to
us has been high. So high,
in fact, that we can no
longer afford to subsidize
this method of distribution
to our readers.

By cur 15th anniversary
nezt spring Books in
Canada <vill be available
only oy subscription or
for a cingle copy price of
$1.95.

But we're still giving you a
good deal. At a subscription
rate of $18.95 (rising to
$14.95 in 1986), a year’s
issues of Books in Canada
cozt Jess than one
hardecover book. That’s also
2 20 per cent saving on the
newsstand price.

£o use the handy pre-paid
postcard to order your
subzcription, or take
agdvantage of our Christmas
gift offer (see page 43) and
gave even more. And while
you’re at it, order one for a
friend.
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Perhaps in that Golden Age therewas a
different audience. '

In radio, too, times change, nos et
mutamur, and we along with them. And
to write a successful radio dmama now
the writer must quickly invade the
listener’s most private place, the mind.
That mind, as Martin Esslin has said, is
the radio dramatist’s stage. In the first
few lines, the dialogue must entice and
enchant and encourage people to put
down the cat and listen. Sound and
music have to catch the imagination and
not irritate it with too many footsteps,
too many dying chords, too many fridge
doors closing. Most vriters are part
gossip and part eavesdropper, and a
radio dramatist must be particularly
alert to the natural conversation of
others. U is the stuff of the trade. It is

" what makes people perk up their ears.

When they hear a disembodied voice
which sounds vaguely familiar saying,
“I'm going to kill you now,”" they are
far more likely to stay tuned in than if
they hear a lengthy explanation of the
reason for the murder.

This book should not be used as a
guide for students who want to write
radio drama now. It is a sample of what
one of our foremost poets was writing
then. And for once, the title of a book is
perfectly apt. These plays are exactly
what the cover says, Words on Waves. [

(REVIEW |

Caged
men

By Ann Luliits

Bingol, by Roger Caron, Methuen,
256 pages, $19.95 cloth (ISBN 0 458
99700 5).

WHEN KINGSTON PENITENTIARY El‘llpted
into one of the worst riots in Canadian
penal history, on April 14, 1971, one of
the 600 inmates who witnessed the ram-
page was there because of an untimely

‘judicial mistake. He was 33-year-old

Roger Caron, who had been in and out
of every major prison ¢ast of Manitoba
since the age of 16, but in this case was
serving time for a crime he did not com-
mit, and for which he was [ater
exonerated. The knowledge of his inno-
cence probably saved Caron’s neck. He
did znot actively join the rioters; instead,
as he reflects in his autobiographical ac-
count of the riot, he devoted his energies
to staying ‘““afloat in the quagmire of
lunacy” that engulfed the prison.

In Bingo! (which takes its title from
prisoners’ slang for riot) Caron portrays
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himself an ouisider during the 92-hour
siege, which gutted Canada’s oldest
penitentiary and left two inmates dead at
the hands of ““borderline psychos whose
minds were overlpaded from excitement
and the scent of blood.”” A caffeine
addict, Caron spent most of the time
scrambling through the tunnels and
passageways of the 19th-century prison
frantically searching for coffee and
food,

Even when lawyer Desmond Morton,
one of a five-member negotiating com-
mittee and the man who later proved
Caron’s innocence, asked to speak to
him, the scavenging inmate couli not be
found. Against his will, however, Caron
was forced to witness the riot’s bloody
climax, the savage torture of 14 rapisis
and child molesters by a breakaway
group “who were hurting from years of
oppression at the hands of gpards.”
Caron describes the scene in stomach-
turning detail.

This is Caron's second book, but the
first he has written as a fiee man, Caron
(who was given parole in 1979) began
working on the manuseript in Kingston’s
Collins Bay Institution, where he receiv-
ed the 1978 Governor General's Award
for Go-Boy! The True Story of a Life
Behind Bars. Bingo! is painfully slow to
start and repeats too much of Go-Boy/,
but the tedions beginning is quickly
forgotten once Caron moves inside
Kingston’s *puising, throbbing world of
gloom,” Years of confinement have
trained him to observe the tiniest detail,
and he skilfully reproduces the tension
and suspense smrrounding the plot to
S8k ”

It is his first-hand experience of the
Canadian prison system and the riot in
particular that makes this book 5o
fascinating to read. After spending half
his life behind bars, Caron evokes the
“crushing loneliness and the forces
that eventually prompted the convicts to
“blow their corks.” (Caron coped with
the mounting tension by doing hundreds
of push-ups and shadow boxing until he
was exhausted.)

He blames the guards, not “‘the
system,”” for instigating the riot. On the
surface, he notes, it was caused by an
impending transfer of inmates to the
new super-maximum Millhaven prison
west of Kingston. PBut: it wasn’t
Millhaven’s state-of-the-art security
system that inmates Feared; it was the
prospect of increased lawlessness by
guards.

“Most of the cons werc up front
enough to admit that they had not
played by society’s rules,” admits
Caron. “They were prepared to pay
their pound of weary flesh. But the
screws took it on themselves to extract
more than the courts demanded. Some
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of our Leepers had a way about them
that made the cons feel that the simple
act of breathing was a privilege.*

The book is a bitter condemnation of
the hard-line guards who, Caron claims,
control Canada’s prisons. Written in
forceful, tough-guy prose, the book is
filled vrith stories of how inmates have
suffered at the hands of their keepers.
The bool; is certain to outrage guards,
angd Caron malkes a strong case against
ithem: “I believe deep down they don’t
puch lile the public at large. A certain
percentase takes a perverse pride in the
creation of their Frankenstein monstess,
cx-offenders about to wreak havoc on
cociety.”’

Paradoxically, Caron never fully ex-
plains why some prisoners risked their
lives to protect six guards who were
taken hostage during the riot and later
released unbarmed. When the riot
ended, a group of club-wielding
“renegade screws’ showed their
gratitude by munning the prisoners
through a human gauntlet, where they
were beaten bloody. *“The evil that had
gripped the militants in KP had now
come around full circle.”’ Eleven guards
were Iater charged with assault in what
was hailed as a landmark case (guards
bed never before been brought to trial
solely on the evidence of prisoners), but
all 11 were either acquitted or the case
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apainst them was quietly dropped.
Caron’s book makes it easier to under-
stand, though not i{o accept, the
ouicome.

Publication of Bingo! coincides with
the 150th anniversary of Kingston Pen,
It also falls on the heels of another book
published by the Correctional Service of -
Canada called Kingston Penltentiary:
The First Hundred and Fifty Years.
Written by Andrew Graham, a former
Kingston warden, and Dennis Curtis,
the preseni-day regional communica-
tions mapager, it devotes a mere 1 1/2 of
its profusely illusirated pages to the 1971
riot. Not surprisingly, it receives only
passing mention from Caron. (1

EXCERPT

sean -
e lake
‘| believe poetry is often revealed in the evening,
at midnight on a day in July. ... My thoughts fall into the water,
and if | concentrate, somebody or something will answer’

By Joc Rosgnblatt

POWERFUL WIND whips over Eagle

Lake causing chops of water to

A lic}; through bays and inlets. The

\ moaning and writhing along the

shore, an aquatic dirge. Fed by a

chain of neighbouring lakes and

rivers, the waters of Eagle Lake

are chilling with ecrie currents at

different depths, so that even in

July it seems some wild joker is

dropping ice cubes into the drink.

The black water connotes a sun-

Ie_s-: freezer; only the hardiest of fish sur-
vive,

At mid-lake the water is deeper,
darker, and colder, the light lost with
each layer of icy water. It’s as if a glim-
mer from a small pen-light had forced its
vay through an inkwell. The depth at
the centra strilkes the imagination; vou
begin to think you are privileged to be at
the point where several ounces of lead
and fishing line keep falling until you
vawn or think the line has struck bot-
tom, but then there is a sudden jerk and
the Jine continues to fall. Everybody
loves to brag about their favouriie lake,
and as it happens, it is the deepest lake
on the planet and usually a northern
kil:e, a forlorn Iake, ignored.

At the dark centre, I kept hoping my
fishing line would _ disappear into
another dimension, an aquatic twilight
zone where one meets souls of the
departed. That notion tickled the fancy
of a 1&-year-oid: the lake of death; and
maybz some hand would surface with a
mizhty sword ... or at very least, a
prchistoric monster, half fish and part
beaver, would surface to see who the

violators of the sacred silence could be.
And were there swimmers foolish
enough to go skinny-dipping in the
frigid soup? I like to think I was the first
person who saw a giant squid glide past a
canoe in that lake. Perhaps sumlight
played against the surface of the water,
distorting anything that passed my view,
but I had seen the thing and I didn’t
press the point, fearing ridicule, I didn't
mention garfish or a creature with an
elongated serrated narrow mouth Jurk-
ing in the coldest depths; it wasn’t a
good idea to float about on the darkest
water.

An aquatic mood, as opposed to a
human one; a minnow or a pod of min-
nows are cells skittering like thoughts
below the lips on the body of water. I
thought of minnows as flecks of thought
pursued by heavier thoughts in a chain
of cannibalistic renewal: the smaller

i (‘ﬂl'.: "\""' i Ittt
diminish, the larger fatten. The {osers,
those sloww dim-witted life forins — min-
nows — are soon devoured, and others
who are sick, too weak, or who can’t
adapt to a more rigid existence, vanish,
foed stock to larger fish thoughts. The
result of this purge is — not a molecule
of fat wasted. No fat floats around the
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heart of the Iake, and sometimes if one
listens to a dreadfil silence, you are con-
scious of the pulsating beat as the canoe
is swept to one side or the other.

I believe poetry is often revezled in the
evening, at midnight on a day in July. I
am staring at the expensive crystal-ware
in the sky, and see bits and pieces of
silver fall toward the lake; fireflies sizzle
and dissolve. It’s dry ice, splinters and
shards of frozen carbon dioxide at ab-
solute zero . . . falling into black water,
devoured . . . a soul become gas ... 1
see the lake as a body in deep sleep; the
bed in which that body turns is a basin
and denotes the outline of a bowl com-
posed of volcanic matter, igneous buck-
shot from the explosion at birth ... a
basaltic bowl filled with bone-chilling
tears and restless fish popuiation, or im-
pulsive thoughts.

Collectively, they form a conduit, or
psychic telephone line to the other world
above the surface of the lake, or the
dream outside the dream where some-
body answers all unrecorded messages.
My thoughts fall into the water, and if 1
concentrate on just one pore on the sur-
face, somebody or something will
answer. A silence forms a skin over the
lake, not a ripple or-breeze present. The
surface is glassy. The lake is pretending
to bedead but [ don’t trust the lake. The
lake can think, it absorbs thoughts
because it stores energy from sunlight,
from fish life, motion in the currents,
from thought. The Izke is breathing,
filaments of thought move through its
entire system, and then that brain ex-
plodes. The water heaves, picking up
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momentum, inhaling, exhaling. . . .
The light dims in the sky and the lake
appears dark and brooding before a
summer storm and that mood moves like
a viscous substance filling up the eyeball
of its own sadness; and then the sky
ollows a sheath of light to touch the
vaater and sunlight ripens, not at the cen-
trz of the lake, but closer into the shore
before the water darkens and you are
aware that the light has gone into the
drop, and from the drop the hole widens
and falls further into some psychic abyss
where fingers of currents drag the lumi-
nescence down and devour it. Near the
shoreling, the water is transparent, not a
residue of impurity there, no foreign
matter, and an illusion takes hold. The
swimmer feels that he or she is above the
purest substance on the planet, resting
on a liquid eyeball and staring directly
through to the pebbles at the bottom.
You could stare 40 or 50 feet down and
pretend you are resting on a2 magnifying
plass. You can see every pore, every
detail, a sunbeam of a fish darting

behind a rock formation. The creature
dissolves inside a private condominium.
A few bits and pieces of gravel go up in
its wake and then fall. There is so much
clarity here you begin to feel that any
light ray would instantly cauterize the
slightest contamination. A few
minuscule strands of algae fall away,
burnt by a light beam ... or has a
goldfish nibbled at it? A dark sliver flees
across the floor and I wonder how that
sliver of intelligenoe can flee from joy
The sun is warming my body. Ido a
dead man’s float face down, hands in
‘front, feet straight as a log - . . and soon
my skin begins to itch from the heat of
the sun. I dive as deep as I can, pushing
a fluttering sunfish out of my way, but
dive as I may, I still can’t match the
magaificent penetration of a sunfish
jabbing through the water, having its
fun, or sex, with the clements. A cold
current catches the roof of my spine and
[ strike up to the surface with the cold
trailing me. I'm stabbed by an invisible
finger of ice. No wonder minnows enjoy

this form of coitus with mother water. I
watch them thrive around the current. It
revitalizes them. Born again minnows. 1
realize how they feel when they are sent
into exile, into the holding tanks of Un-
cle Nathan’s fish emporium, Fresh Fish.
‘They craved and worshipped that cold
current, one of many deities in the
poltergeist establishment. How painfully
lonely they must have felt in Nathan’s
limbo, his fish tanks, and what a poor
substitute that cold water proved ...
that man-made current . . . not enough
vigour to wash away the stalepess of
their spiritnal decay. And socon they
were united with a stronger current in a
darker world. But in the midst of my
dark forebodings I have this sensation:
either I or the lake is & bulbous dream, a
see-through dream, and both of us are
trying to empty ourselves of all thought.
The lake forces out its minnows, 1 expel
my thoughts. Boo, I cry, blowing bub-
bles at golden hordes. Boo, they reply,
bf:t‘orEI they evaporate into the cold deep
ink.

sesl P@J Lhmgs

Among the season’s children’s books are postry
by Raymond Souster, palntmgs by Wiiliam Kurelek, and -
the story of a girl with second sight

By BRary Nincllo Smith ’ .

HE BRIGHT COVERS and ceatchy
tittes of fall books for children
pive some colour and light to this
acay time of year, Here are some
titles off the mark early in a bid to
accompany young readers
through the long winter days
ahead.

Julie, by Cora Taylor (Western
Producer Prairie Books, 101
pages, $7.95 paper), is about a
young girl's supernaturat powers.
Eat it is grounded firmly in the realistic
context of a family farm in Saskatche-
van. Julie Morgan, the youngest in her
family, is the seventh child of a seventh
child, the great-granddaughter of a

Welch woman believed to have had se-"

cond sight. She is small and dark in a
family of tall, practical blonds. But the
differences are deeper than that, Julie
sees things, hears voices that no one else
can, These extra powers, which her
family at first puts down to an active im-
agination, isolate Julie, who realizes that
no one else can share or understand
them,

The story follows Julie from baby-
heood to age 10 as she adjusts to being
alone with her special pift. Throughout
the years various events bring into focus

38 EBscisin Canade, November. 1885

her uncanny ability to know things that
should be impossible for her to know,
Her father is concerned, her mother
broods over what she feels is an
unhealthy difference in her youngest
child, and her brothers and sisters —
although they love her — are half afraid
of her and half convinced that she is
either lying or crazy. Then Julie sum-
mons all her special powers to help her
father after a terrible accident and
realizes that she is strong enough to use
her unique ability as a positive force.
Julle is Taylor's first novel, and she
writes with a clear, strong style, making
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everything in the story, even the super-
natural, very believable.

Through 28 paiotings by William
Kurelek (the Canadian artist who died in,
1977) and a text by U.S, editor Marparet
S. Engelhart, They Sought 2 New World
(Tundra, 48 pages, $14.95 cloth) re-
minds readers once mere of the hard-
ships and heroism that went into the
development of modern North America,
It is published simultaneously in the
United States and Canada, as the stories
of Buropean immigration in these two
countries have many similarities. The
result is a book that puts Kurelek’s work
into a new and compelling perspective.

Annick Press has again prepaved the
colourful array of books for very young
readers that we have come to expect in
the fall. My Blae Chelr, written and il-
lustrated by Hans Zander (24 pages,
$12.95 cloth, $4.95 paper), tefls the
history of a child’s chair. Handmade in
some European country, it passed

through several generations of several
families, crossing the ocean on one of
these families” migrations. Then, well-
used and shabby, it was accidentally
thrown away;. but rescued from the
dump finally to find a place in a special
museum exhibit of children’s chairs -




from all over the world. Zander’s pic~
turcs focus on this simple but lovely
chair a5 we follow its progress through
the years.

In Aunt Armeodillo, vwritten and illus-
traicd by Robin Baird Lewis (20 pages,
$12.95 cloth, $4.95 paper), the child nar-
rator tells about her strange and wonder-

ful aunt who carries two pet armadillos
on her head, reads to the bears in the
200, always has tea at four o’clock, and
eventually becomes a wonderful
children’s librarian.

Tia Toeo Busy Day, by Carrolle
Green, jllustrated by Leonard Aguanno
(20 papes, $12.95 cloth, $4.95 paper),
tclls of a pra-schooler’s frustration when
the adulis in her life are too busy to have
time for her. Green's gentle text and the
warmth of Asuanno’s art together pro-
vide a happy resolution to the little girl’s
problems.

Thomos' Spowsuit (24 pages, $12.95
cloth, £4.95 papzr), is Annick’s Robert
Munsch book for 1985, a story already
familiar to the many fans of Munsch's
popular story-telling to lve audiences
and on records. Thomas, a young man
with a mind of his own, battles all the
adulis in his life who try to force him fo
weor an ugly brown snowsuit. Iustra-
tions are by Michael Martchenko, whose
cense of humour seems to match
Munsch's perfectly.

Thoce Grean Thinps, by Kathy Stin-
son, illustrated by Mary McLoughlin (21
panes, $12.95 cloth, $4.95 paper), hiages
on the question a little girl constanily
asks her mother: *““What are those green
things?” WWhile the little girl sees green
worms in her omelette, green monsters
in the closet and green snakes in the
parane, her mother assures her that sheis
only sezing spinach, green garbage bags,
and garden hose.

LIntthew ond the Ridnipht Turkeys
{20 pages, $12.95 cloth, $4.95 paper) is
Allen Morzan’s second story about hMat-
thew’s dream adventures. In this book
he char¢s a wonderful midnight pizza
party in his backyard with some wildly

ssed turkeys, who giggle and tickle
enough to satisfy even the giddiest little
boy. Mustrations are by Michael Mart-
cheako.

In Qur Erother Hps Dovm's Syne
. @vomsz, by Shelley Calro (21 pages,

- 712,95 cloth, $4.95 paper), Tara and
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Jasmine Cairo tell about their little
brother Jai, who is mentally handi-
capped. The text is supported by Irene
McNeil’s colour photographs, showing
Jai the way he is — a child who responds
to the love and attention of his family.
The story’s main point is made right at
the beginning:
special. . . .**

The Annick ABC Activity Set is a
bright red box containing an alphabet
book, & game, and two puzzles, all with
witty illustrations by Roger Paré. The 32
puzzle pieces tura over to form the game
pieces, each cne showing a letter illus-
trated with a deteil from the book.
Children can use them to make words or
play a simplified form of Scrabble. The
set costs $15.95.

Black Moss Press has several new
titles in keeping with the increase in the
popularity of poetry for Cchildren.
Atmosfear, by sean o huigin (21 pages,
$4.95 paper), is in the old-fashioned
style of cautionary verse, but it wams
children of a very contemporary danger.

" Our increasing pollution of the atmos-

phere will release an evil monster upon
the world to destroy us:

Taoke warning now
this is no joke
we're doomed by
alf the dust and

p— I
| A lively, controversial look inside Canada’s

“$86 BILLION Insurance lndustry

‘“*Everyone is.

smoke we pour into

the air each day

we've gol to find

another way
The accompanying illustrations by Bar-
bara Di Lella are appropriately brooding
and menacing. .

Feelings, by Joanne Brisson Murphy
(27 pages, $5.95 paper), describes in
verse the range of feelings a pre-schooler
can experience:

Sometimes when I daydream

by myself in my room,

I feel qulet like a mouse,

or a whisper,

or the moon.

Then if I'm wresitiing

with my dad on tkeﬁaar,

1 feel noisy,

I feel loud

like a SLAMMING door.

Illustrations by Heather Collins show a
Iittle boy in a warm family setting ex-
periencing the ups and downs of grov-
ing up.

Black Moss has reissued, with some
additions, bp NichoP’s first book of
poetry for children. Giants, RMoosz-
guakes & Other Disasters (36 pages,
$6.95 paper) appeals to children through
the use of sounds, rhythms, and word-
play, for which Nichol is famous:’

Said Timmy,

AUTHOR Qk
THE MONEYSPINNERS

%2495 cloth

Available at bookstores

across Canada

HMAMacmillan of Canada
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who thot cockroaches guite ugly,

“They squirm, they cravl & they're
distinctly bugly!*’

Said Iiing Cockroach,

who found Timmy made hith nauseous,

“fe's big & weird — ke really
bothers us.”
Nlustrations by Maurcen Paxton run
rampant over the pages.

Another very pleasing book for
children is made up of poetry not
necessavily written with any particular
age group in mind. Flight of the Roller
Coaster {Oberon Press, 89 pages, $9.95

INTERVIEW

Jane Rule

cloth) presents 89 of Raymond Souster’s
poems, Selected and arranged themat-
ically by Richard Woollatt to appeal to
readers in the 10 to 13 age bracket.
Souster’s clarity and use of simple
images make this book a treat, somehow
relaxing and refreshing compared to the
explosive energy and busyness that some
other poets seem to feel is the only way
to catch youngsters’ attention. For
example:

‘The Emptying
Remember how your mother

‘1 have tried to be honest about human relationships,
and being honest about them doesn’t always
mean taliing the lid off and finding a can of worms’

Gy Ladiipn Povrell

ORN IN Plainfield, New Jersey, in
1931, Jane Rule moved to Canada
in 1956, and now lives on Galiano
Island, off the coast of British
Columbia. The author of Lesbian
Images (Doubleday, 1975), she
has often written about lesbians
and lesbianism in such novels as
The Dszsert of the Heart (Mac-
millan, 1964) — which has recent-
1y been made into a feature-length
b film — This Is Mot For You
tDoubieday, 1972), and The Young in
One Another’s Arms {Doubleday,
1977). Her books of short stories include
Thenie For Diverse Instruments (Talon-
bool:s, 1975) and Inland Passage, pub-
Tished this fall by Lester & Orpen Den-
nys. Vhile on a visit to Toronto she was
faterviewed by Marilyn Powell:

Jana Rufe
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Books In Canada: Let’s falk about the
new film of your novel, The Desert of
the Heart, and how the film came about.
Jane Rule: I got half a dozen offers in
the *60s to make a film of that book — I
guess because it’s very visual — and I
refused all of them. I knew I wouldn’t
have any control over the project; I
thought they would make a movie in
which one of the female lovers would
have to kill herself in the end. But then,
about six or seven years ago, Donna
Deitch, an independent film-malker in
the United States, approached me.
She’d been dding documentary and
experimental films, I'd never had
anyone talk about it the way she did —
she'd obviously read the naovel over and
over again. I agreed from the beginning
that I shouldn’t work on the film,
because I'm not a script-writer, that
Donna and her script-writer should
make their own movie.

BIC: What did Deitch see in the novel
that made her wanf fo turn it into the
Jiim Desert Hearts?

Rule: She said she wanted to make a film
that was a celebratory statement about a
relationship between two women. She’d
read a Iot of books, and this was the one
book she’d found that seemed to her
essentially joyful and realistic, and she
thought she could make a perfectly can-,
did movie for a general audience.

BIC: There are many horror stories in
the industry about there being no rela-
tion between a novel and the movie from
which it is made. .

Rule: The attitude in the industry and
the profession is that a writer sells movie
rights for a whopping amount of money
and then runs. I don’t have any place to
run. I stand on the material I do, and

T T

used to take your pants washdays,

turn the pockeis inside out,

shake hard once or twice, then wait

Jor the shower af gum cards, transfer
Stubs,

marbles, hardened chesinuls, even a

cent
to fall on the basement floor?

Today that’s exactly what the wind

is doing to the leaves af my poplar trees.
Souster’s book survives a condescending
introduction by Woollatt, and is en-
hanced by Jack Ackroyd’s intripuing
cover illustration. O]

this is a matter of trust. Also, I have'a
wonderful sense of artistic community,
in which you become part of the loam of
somebody else’s work. It enriches you in
a gense that your imagination has fed
another imagination to make a different
kind of work. The book doesn’t have to
be torn up to make the movie. They can
be complementary experiences.
BIC: You're an optimist, aren’t you?
Rule: Yes, I guess I am. But I’m also a
realist. I don’t expect Hollywood to
build my kind of community. I think
that, if you have an idea of community,
you have to build it.
BIC: You have a new collection of short
Stories out, Inland Passage. When you
look at yourself over time, can you
detect a continuily in your writing, or
are there ways in which your subject
matter has changed?

~ Rule: I suppose that for an awfully long
time what I’ve been doing is working
with a concept of community — even in
the short stories, though it’s not as evi-
dent in them as in the novels, because, of
course, short stories aren’t big enough to
establish a wide range of commmunity. In
my novels I"m working with what I call
voluntary relationships of people who
get thrown together and create a world
for themselves. An awful lot of us have
had to do that. It's always interesting to
me to see what kind of world people can
create, the support they provide for
themselves that we think usually resides
in families. But in the short stories I go
back much more often to family, simply
because it’s already created. So there are
a lot of stories that have to do'with it.
And there are some that don't. There are

some that are jronically playful. For ex- .
ample, “Dulcie,” the first story. <.

*PH BY STEVEN HILLER



Julie

Cora Taylor

Julie Morgan can see
things other children
4' cannot. But she must
: learn to cope with the
loneliness and isolatlon
this special gift brings
her.
$7.95 paper

“The story haunted me.”
Jan Hudson

-.mrtg,
Western Producer Prairie Books

== Sakatoon, Saskalchenan

A book to remember
Vancouver by —

21 short stories, sef in
Vancouver, by many of y
Canada’s most famous T
authors

VANCOUVER
SHORT
STORIES

Edited by Carole Gerson™ -
180 pages, paper , $9.50

— The University of British Columbia Press
UBC 3036344 Memorial Road
press {Vancouver, British Columblia V6T TW5

ThaColl2cted Writings of/LesEcrits completsde

George BG.Steant=y, General Editor

This critical, definitive edition is composed of five
annotated volumes: three of letters, diaxies, declarations, -
and other prose wiltings, ordered chronologically; one

of postry; and a reference volume.

$250.00—5 cloth volumes in a slipcase
Prepublication price until November 8, 1985-5200.00

' The University of Alberta Press
‘ 141 Athabasca Hall, Fdmonton, Alberta T6G 2E8

Noman’s Land

Stories by Gwendolyn MacEwen

The Coach House Press

144 pages $3.95

.1 : How safe
.7 ¢8is your VDT?

I;y Bob
Deiflatieo

. a pioneering and thorough ! researched
account of the insidious hazards of Video
Display Terminals. It should be read by
every ¥IDT worker in the U.5. and Canada.”

—Paul Brodeur

59,557 author of The lepmg of mmm
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HOUNSLOW PRESS

VARIORURE DNewr Poemsord G 1955-1855
by Doug Feth=rling
“Variorum zchieves a striking musicality and
demonstrates a finely tuned sense of resopance and
control”™ — Judith Fitzgerald - Books in Canada
$5.55 (pop=)

LIFE C¥YCLE: Sied Poans
by George Whipple
] ife Cycle is & very sich and densely packed
valume, full of inventiveness and remarkablz
experiments. The analozies to the other arts,
espzcially music, are fascinating. 1aiso found some
of the petsonal pozms in the first section
particularly moving.” — Nortlrop Frye
510.55 (poped)

Hounslow Press — Publishers of Canadian Books
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thought it would be fun to write from
the point of view of the muse. Of course
the muse is badly used, and she comes to
the conclusion at the end that she
doesn’t really like artists. What she likes
is art and to get as far away from the
creative encrgy as possible, The story is
about not making a community, about
maliing mistakes. If you took that story
alone, you might say I was a very bleak
person in the way [ think about people
relating to each other.

[DiT: But in Inland Passage there is one
Jamily that continues through a series af
short stories, a man, his wife and two
chitdren — very attractive people, the
way we wish a family could be. Is there
some wish-fulfiiment in your imagining
them?

Rnlz: I am very fond of that particular
family, even though my feminist friends
accuce me of living on the moon if I
thin!: that is the way families work. The
fact is, my mother is very loving of me.
She thinks most of the people I write
about are hideously nnatiractive and live
awful lives. About once every two years
I write her a story, and they have
become the Harry, Anna, and family
storics, In each of them there is some-
thing out of 2y childhood. For instance,
my father actually made accurate

gkeleton costumes for us for Halloween.
So the characters aren’t based on my
parenis or on my brother and me, bnt
they incorporate things out of our lives.
1 really love writing those stories, which
are for me a loving vacation. They're in-
tended to be funny. My parents are
extraordinarily; happily married people,
looking forward to their 60th wedding
anniversary. They're very lucky, and
they're fairly rare. I don’t think it’s real-
ly wish-fulfilment on my part, but a
pledge to those who have done it, pre-
sented with love and with humour.
BiC: How has the label “lesbian writer”
affected your -aititude toward your
work?

Rule: I used to feel it was an awful cage
to be put in. And then I thought: ““But I
am being put in it, and there’s nothing I
can do about it, so what I must do is use
it.** Most interviewers (it’s not so much
true now) wanted to talk about my being
a lesbian. And that’s all they wanted to
talk about. I used the interviews to
educate the public. But of course I don’t
write just about lesbians. The lesbian
community is furious with me because I
have no right to be writing about hetero-
sexuals, On the other hand, my agent
who’s now retired — when she first met
me, she said'that the girls at Redbook

were just mad about my work, but they
couldn’t understand how someone like
me could appreciate the problems of
young married love. And I said: ‘I shop
at Safeway.” I [live in a heterosexual
world; we all do.

BiC: Do you regard your work as a kind
of reaching out, an effort at integration,
dealing with all kinds of relationships?
Rule: Actually, Inland Passage is a new
collection, but some of the stories aren’t
new. When I did the collection Out-
lander in 1981, it was quite a conscious
effort to get lesbian work together for
the lesbian andience. But I haven’t done
a general collection in 13 years. In fn-
land Passage 1 wanted to show my
range, to show experimental stories; af-
fectionate family stories; simply to
demonstrate the short stories that have
remained pleasing to me for a long time.
For example, ““Joy" was written many
years ago, when nobody would buy it. In
1977, 1 was going through my files and
pulled it out. I sent it to my agent; it was
bought immediately, and it won the best
short story in Canada for 1978. So I feel
as if a lot of the things I've done are get-
ting their audience now, because people
aren’t as uptight. I feel as if I haven’t
changed much as a writer. I'm interested
in human relationships. I have tried to

BAR MITZYAH

Sarah Silberstein Swartz

A

Contemporary STAINED GILASS

A Portfolio of Canadian Work
Joel Russ and Lou Lynn
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Here is the most exquisite Bar Mitzvah gift book ever
conceived. With over 100 full colour illustrations, Bar
RIitzvah celebrates the richness of 4000 years of
Jewish tradition and heritage.

£59.00 180 colour plates 192 pages

 DOUBLEDAY CANADA LIMITED

Contemporary STAINED GLASS celebrates the union
of tradition and innovation in art. This deluxe volume
heralds the work of seventeen Canadian Stained Glass
Artists with profiles and over 50 full colour illustrations.

$50.00 56 colour plaies 192 pages
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be honest about them, and being honest
about them doesn’t always mean taking
the Iid off and finding a ¢an of worms.
Sometimes there’s a feast, and I think
you have to write about both the good
and the bzd.

EiC: You observed once that writing up
o the age of 40 is a kind of apprentice-
ship. Mov: you've passed that age, has
your opinion changed?

Dl Well, I was terrified when I said
that. I had been comforting myself with
the notion that novel-writing is 2 middle-
ane art. You really need to be old
enough to have a span of memory and to
reach your prime. 1 know a lot of people
come up to their 40th birthday horrified
that they're getting older. That didn't
bother me in the slightest. But I believed
that I was going to wake up on my 40th
birthday and have to find the voice of
God in my vwriting. My mother told me
not to worry, that I'd been speaking
vith the voice of God ever since I was six
years old. I feel now as if I’ve written the
majority of things I need to write. [
don’t mean ’m going to quit. But I
come across ideas novw that I realize I've
already handled. A set of characters will
approach me with their concerns, and
I'll notice that he’s first cousin to so-
and-so, and she’s somebody’s younger
sister — and I"'m not sure whether either
is independently interesting enough for
me to spend two years in their company.
Already sometimes I feel that I don’t
vrant this work to draw me away from
what seems to me the proper use of the
Iast vears of my life. I’ve got a real
investment in daily living. The pull of
writing is still too strong for me fo think
gbout not writing. But where I imagine
what it would be like to be finished say-
ing what [ bave to say, I experience relief
and release.

DiC: Is there something that you can feel
ii1 your bones, even if you don’t know
exactly what it is, that still must be ex-
pressed in your vriting?

ulz: There are pentler things on my
mind, ways of trusting, ways of being
vulnerable, ways of coming to terms
with who yvou are, without accepting
heavy value judgeménts. And so I've
thought about dealing with people look-
ing back on their lives, or with people
vho have not been “‘successful,” but
who have seen what their lives are and
have accepted them, I think that's hard
to do, and I think we aren’t told to do
that. And probably I have a few angry
things to say, and I think I ought finally
to say them. The world moves too slowly
in tcrms of bigotry, and I’m tired of it.
Perhaps I should write an essay, becanse
I don’t believe fiction should preach.
The essay form is the place to speak per-
-onally and firmly. I think I've done a
"~ job in the lesbian movement. And

o bt S
‘-

I think 1 was doing it before there wasa
movement. And I suppose I've earned a
time to be impatient. I would like to roar
just once like an old lioness. O

- -

Not gilty

1 HAVE READ the strictures of Chris-
topher M. Armitage of North Carolina
(Letters, August-September), on my
piece, “*A Man of Horizons.” (The piece
is not an “essay’’ as Armitape would
have it but a personal memoir based on
half a century’s friendship with F.R.
Scott,) Frank loved puns and would
have liked Mr. Armitage’s “gilt by
association' as I do without feeling gil-
ty. But it is really outrageous that Mr.
Armitage neglects mine on those lines of
Keats that Frank was ruthless amid alien
corn, even from North Carolina. Frank
liked what is native.
Ralph Gustafson
North Hatley, Que.

IF ONE INVITES a revered poet, in his late
70s, who as it happens is also recovering
from illness and painful surgery, to
deliver a few words in memory of a
senior poet who has just died, and he ac-
cepts, and offers you two pages of per-
sonal and poetic reminiscence, beauti-
fully written and revealing his own
mind, gentle, loving, and full of specific
detail, is it really proper on your part to
allow someone at the bottom of the table
to begin insulting your speaker roundly
for not offering *‘‘a balanced
judgement’*® of his friend’s “‘diversified
activities (Letters, August-September)?
Should you not have silenced the chur],
or at least have refused him the use of
your pages?
Louis Dudek
Moqtreal

THE GHOSER FEW

IN HIS REVIEW of the book A Meeting of
Streams (August-September) Neil Bis-
soondath calls the °“field’* (that is,
South Asian Canadian Literatare) “a
fairly minor one, with no work of great
import having yet been produced and np
writer of world status having yet
emerged.” More than 40 writers are thus
disposed of. Allow me a few comments
on this statement.

The contributors to this volume, ac-
tive writers and critics, would obviously
disagree that their subject is a minor
one. Furthermore, it is not clear what
Bissoondath means by a work not being
of ‘*great impost’’: to whom, in what
way, and over what period of time?
Surely it is too soon to judge the import
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of these works (in terms of their in-
fluence on other writing over the years),
most of which are quite recent?

And what is it that confers the quality
of “world status’'? A review in the New
York Thmes or the New York Review of
Books? Certainly, by some definitions.
In terms of readership and influence
abroad (after all, that is where most of
the world lives), how many Canadian
writers (to broaden the field) have this
hallowed status? A handful. Yet the im-
portance and interest of Canadian
writing does not rest on the fate of these
chosen few.

The sweeping judgement in Blssoon-
dath’s above statement produces one
-rather baffling result: among the writers
it summarily dismisses is Bharati Muk-
herjee, whose most recent book is
discussed at quite some Iength in the
early portion of the review. Mukherjee
now lves in the United States, where
presumably she will soon acquire world
status, if she has not already done so.

The review concludes by picking on a
single article, by Brenda Beck, to drive
home a single point: how absurd multi-
culturalism can get. What it fails to do is
to give any indication of the other ar-
ticles in the book, some of which flatly
contradict Beck’s methodology and con-
clusions.

The result is a one-sided, negative

. view of a book that contains many and

diverse conclusions, not only about our
society but also about its writing.

M.G. Vassanji

Editor

Toronto South Asian Review

Toronto

"HEGOMMENDED

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

FICTION
Yarlous Mirzcles, by Carol Shields, Stoddari.
Though Shields’s 21 short stories seem
almost to flaunt their smatiness, together
they reveal a range of toné and overall
liveliness markedly greater than her
novels have yet to achieve,

NOMN-FICTION
The Canadian Encyclopedin, Hurtig. The
multiple voices of this information epic
will leave its readers with the sense that a
vast and variegated land has met its maich
in print.

POETRY
Domestic Fuel, by Erin Mouré, House of
Anansi. Mouré's celebration of art over
artifice combines with a stunning purity
of language to demonstrate an articulate
consciousness in full bloom.
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RECEWED

THE FoLLOWING Canadian books have

been seceived by Books in Canada in re-

cent wesks. Inclusion in this list does not

preclude a review or notice in a future

jesne:

Ths AlLr-» Dl by Elizabsth Workman ef of., Prentlec-
Hali € unada.

AnzlIa e Rain, by Terry Crawford, Oberon.

.ﬁnpl.:_bl;[%‘.%ﬂur Crovin, by Nacy-Lou Patlcrson, Por-
cupiny = Ui,

.‘.nu'.?slﬂ;-m:' Alburx: Photopraphs of the Atlantle Prov-
ngy. . hTere §929, Nimbus.

h: Af.atic Anthnlany, Valunre 2 Pozisy, cdiled by Foed
oy o), Rapvee . Press,

[.autiful Jue, by Marshall Saundess, M & S.

Tha I +& of Larccha, by Paulerte Turcowe, Split Quorta-

Luon.

Conady ond th: Avib Wodd, udited by Tareq V. Imadl,
Uuir - ny of Alb2rta Press.

Craztizn Fublle Administration, DitHogrophy: Supg!:ﬂn!nl
3, 1701952, by YW.E. Graham aod JM. Alakn, In-
-mtwtz ol Public Administrauon of Canade

A Com; cndivm of Canadlan Folkt Artlcts, by Terry Koba-
szt and Mich,d Bird, Beston Mills Press.

Cenbie i . of oa Gptlons Seeateglsd, by Alexander M.
Glu ¥ 1, Houn lony Press.

Cuurt}p Ip Conzdas The New Frootiwr, by Mario and

""E;B areateny, Guidance Centra, Faculty of Educatior, U

volf!, by Rob.rt Hunter and Poul Waison, Shephzrds
f the Erih Publications.
kive Minulc: Apo Tiey Dropped the Domb, by Cheds Fafers,
Unhnhod Monument Press.
437 £qu=dron Hitory, The Hangar Bookshell.
-11; s:!u;‘-:ﬁ-u i .lvgy. by Nora Bottomley, The Hangar
ol-heli.
A Gadond Eom the Golden Ayt An Anibol of
Chilter™s Litraure From 1080 1o 3968, edited by
Pitncia Damrs, Oxford,

CLASSIFIED

Clascifled rates: $8 per line (40
characters to the line}. Deadllne: first of
the month for lssue dated folloving
month. Addrass: Books in Canada Glass-
Ified, 2536 Adelalde Streat East, Toronlo
M5A 3¢9, Phone: (416) 363-5326.

FRALXL QL2EN: THEATRE ORQAN VIR-
TUGSO, A Memolr by John Sanderson.
Sand 7355 to SAMMAR MARKETING,
Po:: £57, Thorold, Ont. L2V AW

HOUr TO TEACH YOUR BABY to read,
multiply inteiligence or add en-
cyclopedic knoviedge. Frea oatalogue
of bools, kits, audio & video tapes.
HEADSTART, 1158 The Queensiray,
Toronto KEZ 1R5.

7 VU LIZED the first book, you'll love
the Nevy T Bool. Cartoon Hlusirations
e:plain the TM Sidhi® Program. $11.85.
Seven Suns Publications, Dept. TB2-1,
P.0. Box 773, Fairfleld, 1A 52556.

LINTHIC FANTASY EPIC. PARA Is a
transforming exparience. Boautiful color
itlustrations. Frea brochure. Seven Suns
Publications, Dept. PA2-1, P.O. Box 773,
Fairfield, 1A 52558.

OLD AND RARE BOOKS. Canadiana
catalogues. Heritage Books, 865 Palmar-
ston Ave., Toronto, Ont. M6G 282

OREED — A funny, sexy polliical
novel, McBaln Pub'ns, 70 Otonabee Dr.,
IUtchener, Ont. N2G 106, 38 posatpald.

USED LAY BOOIIS. 30 day fres exam-
Inatlon. Write J.L.. Heath, €5 Isabella St.
403, Toronto M4AX 1N3. 822-0848.

Given Nomes: New and Selected Peems, '1972-1985, by
Judith Fiizgerald, Black Moss Press.

The Glass Alr, by P.K. Page, Oxford..

Glass Fouses, by Tom Marshall, Oberon.

Horvest of Stones: The German Setifement in Renfrew
Counly, by Brenda Lee-Whiting, U of T Press.

The Hypemciive Child: A Porent's Gulde, by Eric Taylor,
Prentice-Hall Canada,

ki ISnom: An Undersca Adventwre, by James Houston,

&S.

Instliutions 0ud Influence Groups n Canadian Farm and
Foad Pollcy, by J.D. Forbes, The Institulc of Public Ad-
ministration of Canada.

The Joy of Siress, b&nl'eur Q. Honson, Hanson Stress

Orgunkzatlon.

Mapagement
Jutle, by Cora T: , Western Producer Prairle Books.
Kodachromes pi Midday, by Gilean Douglas, Sono INis

Press.

Last I Line, by Alan Mettrick, Key Porter.

Legacy of Honoor: The Pooeds, Conada's Foremost Mill-
lory Family, by Jacques Gouln and Luclen Brault,

Methuen.
Linkc with a Lonely Land, by Michael Barnes, Boston Mills
Tha Louls Riel Orgon & Plano Co., by Frank Davey, Turn-
stone.
M;:hem. by William Shakespeare, lllustrated by Von, Eden
TEss.
Market Smarts, by Haoy Z. Kiinger, Key Poner.
Mputhematleol Essays on Growth and ihe Emergence of
l-l;nm. ‘edited by Peter L. Antenelll, University of Alberta
ress.
The l\ulll‘fnn of the Unlversily: A Sympasiom, Queen's Uni-
versliy.
The Moncy Rustters: Self-made Alflionnires of the New
Waest, by Paul Grescot and David Crulse, Viking.
"My Dear « » o't Letiers {0 a Young Soclal Democrals,
by Alex Macdonald, New Star Books.
Nquumn‘l Tonpue, by'Rarael Barrcio-Rivero, Ceach Honse

£ess.
Nohody Calls Ma My, Klrck, by Harvey Kirck, Coflins.
Nothing Gold Can Stay: The Wildllfe of Upper Canada, by

T, Fraser Sandercombe, Boston Mills Press.
On the Road For Poeiry, by Mona Ferilg, Unlinished Monu-

memt Press.
The Qther Macdooald Report, edited by Daniel Drache and
Duncan Cameron, James Lorimer,
Peg:“u:muu of a Poblic Mun, edited by Thad Mellvoy,
Plaaniog & § Condézeting Meetings, by Trevor Slack, Sports
.

Dyn

The Pralrie West: Historica] Readings, edited by R. Douglas
Francls end Howard Palmer, Pica Plca Press,

‘The Pregoant VInrﬁlna A Process of Psychologleal Tronslor-
mafion, by Marion Woodman, Inner City Beoks.

Presentation Pleces and os from the Heary Birks Col-
Tection of Canadian Siiver, by Ross Fox, National Gallery

of Canada.
Qonnli Lore, by J.W. . Unfinished Monoment Press.
Radlatlon Alest, by David L. Poch, Doubleday.
Rocky HM}I‘II‘I:III Honse Notlonal Historle Perk, by Fred

Stenson, NC Press,

Sait and Brolded Bread: Ukealnlan Life [s Conada, by Jars
Balan, Oxford.

Spotts Monagemeat: Macra Perspeciives, by P. Chelladurai,

Sports s
Suawings: The Horrowsmiih Gaolde 1o Solar Addifon Avchil-
tectore, by Meyilyn Mohr, Camden House.
Surlval Sirtegies for Couples, by Iohn Wrisht, M & 5-
Talking Water, Talldog Fire, by Jim Tallosi, Qaeenston

House.
Tunpled Tongne: Living wiih o Sioiter, by Jock A Carfisls,
of T Press. "

Les trols colomizess Eszal, by Dorval Brunelle, VLB Editeur.
Twelfih Night, by William Shakespeate, lllusirated by Jobs

H. Howard, Bden Press.
Vancoover Short Storlzs, edited by Carole Gerson, UBC

Press.
A Vislon of Binls, by Ronald Kurt, Prairie Journal Preis,
Vo‘!f’: My Story, by Major General Chris Vokes, Canada’s

ngs.
Where's the Trough ond Other Alslin Cartoops, M & 5.
WII:? 8 S;dnl:n & Terible Clasity, by Brian L. Flack, Black
o83 Press.

UNTIL RECENTLY, the company that
does typesetting for Books in Canade
had as its phone number 245-TYPE
— an advertising gimmick that, it ap-
pears, is spilling over to the seif-
promoters among the country’s
writers. We have learned, for exam-
ple, that Parley Mowat’s Kisting is
CRY-WOLF, and Susan Musgrave’s
(so we’re told) is HOT-POET. Con-
testants are invited to compose
telephone slogans (combining letters,
numbers, and of course the appro-
priate hyphen) for other well-known
Canadians. The prize is $25. Dead-
Line: January I. Address: CanWit
No. 106, Books in Canada, 366
Adelaide Street East, Toronto M5A
3X9

Results of CanWit No. 104
ALL THE FILTHY minds out there con-
spired to produce a veritable orgy of
replies to our request for soft-core
titles for Canadian books. As one
might expect, there were a number of
duplications, the most common of
which were: Bodily Charm, by
Margaret Atwood; Bare, by Marian
Engel; The Whores, by Timothy
Findley; Filth Business, by Robertson
Davies; The Erection of Joseph
Bourne, by Jack Hodgins; A Choice
af Enemas, by Mordecai Richler; and
Under the Ribs of Beth, by John
Marlyn. The winner is Joan McGrath
of Toronto for a list that includes:
C} With Persons Unknown, by Barbara

Amiel and George Jonas

CLARNWIIT N@. 1©&

O Surfacing, Briefly, by Margaret At-
wood

O Roughing It in the Shrubbery, by
Susanna Moodie

3 Joshua Then and Now and Again and
Again, by Mordecai Richler

O Les Pogfs, by Roger Lemelin

Honourable mentions:
O Ejjaculation, by Richard Rohmer
O The Double Hooker, by Sheila Watson
— BEdward S. Franchuk
St-Jean-Sur-Richelieu, Que.

Ol The Moons of Uranus, by Alice
Munro
O The Skin Flute, by Gabrielle Roy
—~ Brian McCullough and
Bridget Madill, Kanata, Ont.

O The Great Canadian Navel, by Harry

1. Boyle
— Barry Baldwin, Calgary

O Watch How I End the Night, by Hugh
MacLennan
— Francis M. Lynch
St. Thomas, Ont.

QO A Piece Shall Destroy Many, by Rudy
Wicbe -
— Ray Weremczuk, Victoria, B.C.

[1 A Season in the Wife of Emmanuel, by
Marje-Claire Blais

— Joe Graham and Sheila Eskenazi

Ste-Lucie-de-Doncaster, Que.

O There’s a Trick with a Wife 'm Learn-
ing to Do, by Michael Ondaatje
— N.I. Mayer, Toronto

O Tke Moans of Juplter, by Alice Munro
— Helen Porter, Mount Pearl, Nfld.
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