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FIELD NOTES ]
A Souih American education

It Is one thing to read newspaper accounts
of torture in Chile. [t is quite another to hear
the survivors' stories for yourself

AST APRIL four Canadian poets —
two from Saskatchewan, Lorna
Crozier and Patrick Lane, and two
from Ontario, Gary Geddes and
myself — climbed aboard a CP jet
for Santiago, leaving behind a
Canadian spring for Chilean
winter, I wasn’t expecting a con-
ventional tour, I knew that the
organizer of our tour, Lake
Sagaris, a Canadian living in San-
tiago, editor of Un Pajaro es un
poema, an anthology of Canadian poetry
that she translated into Spanish, would
do more than set up readings to promote
a book. What she planned was “Ef
Abrazo Que Une Un Continente,” an
embrace that spanned 2 continent. I
suspected that the trip would be more
than a cultural exchange. It was a political
education.

It is one thing to read newspaper ac-
counts of torture, to read about murder
and the disappeared; it is quite another
to meet the victims who survive and to
hear their stories, from their own lips, in
quiet tones, unembellished by rhetoric.
Personal stories that are part of public

cvents. In a poem by Carolyn Forche, -

““The Colonel,* she is given ““something
for her poetry,” a bag of human ears,
which locked to her like dried peach
halves. A bag full of ears is no ear at all,
no human ear, A mass grave without a
marker. Imagine your father’s ears
among them. Imagine your own. How
easily we transcend with words the world
v fail to create. We wait instead for it
to detonate. The relatives of the disap-
peared and the executed we met in San-
tiago wanted us to bring back their stories
to Canada.

We were received very warmly and
generously. The SECH, the Chilean
writers’ soclety, hosted readings and
panels and banquets for us. We per-
formed with Amauta, a jazz-rock group
who musicalized several of the transla-
tions of Canadian poems from the an-
thology. Their song version of Margaret
Atwood’s **A Women’s Issue’’ is riveting.
We were welcomed and entertained and
instructed by poets like Naim Nomez and
Gonzales Millan, recently returned to
Chile from their exile in Canada. We met
Chilean women writers, dynamic women

lil:c Carmen Berenguer, who were in the -

process of organizing the first Latin-

American Women®’s world poetry
conference.
The Neruda foundation invited us for

lunch at Neruda’s Santiago residence. We -

were given a tour of the house, which he
designed himself, eccentric and extra-
vagant as the man described to us by
Jorge Bdwards — a house full of books
and knick-knacks and -secret passages,
built like a ship by the irrepressible boy
in that literary master. I touched his green
velvet jacket (it was gigantics I could have
worn it as a dressing gown!), the jacket
he had purchased in Paris and loved so
much that he wanted to throw a dinner
party for it, to celebrate with his friends.

Chile, the country that produced
Neruda, more than a Nobel Prize-winning
poet, a seminal writer for our century —
Chile, formerly one of the most advanced
countries politically and culturally in
South America, has been reduced to a
tragic condition by its military regime of
14 years. Education is being privatized.
‘We went to soup kitchens formed by the
thousands of teachers recently fired. Too
many of its best minds have been driven
into exile, including some who now live
in Canada.

Chile is the country where I saved a
fellow Capadian from arrest because I
had given him an invitation to our poetry
reading and concert at the Cafe del Cerro.
After having dinner with us, Robert

Thompson, who had been working as a
consultant on housing projects, walked
back to his hotel. He was stopped by
military police, who were not very pleased
by the flyers and posters he had picked
up as souvenirs from the May Day

demonstrations that morning. His ex-
cellent Spanish and protests about being
a Canadian did not impress the police. It
was a small thing, the invitation — which
declared the event’s sponsorship by the
Canadian Embassy — that persuaded
them to release him.

I did not feel personally in danger dur-
ing my stay in Chile, but it is a society
whose government parades its violence
and its power. Truckioads of military
police with submachine guns in hand
circle the city, casually questioning
citizens, The reigning joke at Anafisis, a
politically critical magazine and
publishing house whose foreign editor
was murdered last fall, concerns the new
liberalization: Books are no longer cen-
sored. Any book can be published and
publicly displayed. It's the writer who
disappears! — MARY DI MICHELE

Home again

SAUL BELLOW comes home to Lachine,
Que., population 36,500, on one of his
periodic visits to that salt-smelling
industrial town that stretches along the
wide waters of the St. Lawrence
southwest of Montreal. Bellow spent the
first two years of his life on Lachine’s
Eighth Avenue, before moving first to
Montreal, then to Chicago. The town, led
by its four-term mayor Guy Descary, who
nurtures the image of purveyor of cultural
zoods to the population, has squeezed the
most out of the Nobel Prize-winner’s
short childhood there. And, graciously,
Saul Bellow has accepted this attribution
of roots. “Je suis lachinois,” he told a
group of town notables &nd admirers at
a dinner a few weeks ago at the Maison
du Brasseur (the Brewer’s House), one of
the old buildings the town has restored
to display the glories of its 19th-century
industrial past. If roots make a writer
stronger, then the more roots the better.

Natty and professorial in blue shirt and
red bow tie, the 72-year-cld Bellow told

, the crowd what he remembered of

Lachine, 70 years past. **My nursemaid
was an Indian from the Caughnawaga
reservation,” he recalled. ‘“She used to
chew the meat before she fed it to me.
That’s how I explain the secret of my 5uc-
cess.” Bellow’s parents, however, looked
at Lachine with different eyes when they

August-Geplamber 1987, Books In Canada 3

t e —— e gy erw S " e



| e —n s et

PRl Ll o e me tler x

arrived there in 1913. “They came from
St. Petersburg, 2 Buropean capital, and
I think they regarded coming to Lachine
as a great fall.,”” The audience laughed,
while Mayor Descary looked a little
uncomfortable in his seat. Lachine at the
time was a preat funnelling point for
Eastern and Southern European
immigrants; who hired on at companies
like Dominion Bridge. (My paternal
grandfather was reputed to have stopped
there, before moving on to Chicago to
settle in the neighbourhood evoked so
frequently and successfully in much of
Bellow’s fiction.)

Bellow then trained his powerful
memory on his years on Montreal's St.
Dominique Street, during the great flu
epidemic. **There were such spiendid
funerals back then! Hearses with magnifi-
cent black horses prancing down the
street. Almost everyone had a wreath in
front of his door.’”” Bellow too almost
found himself in one of those hearses, but
not as a result of influenza. After an
appeudectomy, he developed prneumonia
and peritonitis, and spent a spell on Ward
H of the Royal Vic. *I read the funny
papers and the Bible — even the New
Testament,’ he recailed. ““That’s where
I picked up the reading bug.”” (Perhaps
a stay in the hosgpital should be
mandatory for ali aspiring young writers.)

In today’s Montreal and Lachine,

L Tel ' N N S

How delightful to
put the book down
crying, “More! More!”
and to know that there
is more (and perhaps
even better) to come.’
So wrote Robin
Mathews in Cenadian
Forum about the first
volume of David Pitt’s
biography of E.J. Pratt,
The Truiant Years: 1882 —
1927. Now the “More!’
that readers have been
waiting for is here. -
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'THE MASTER]

1927 — 1964

David G. Pitt
576 pp illus $34.95
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language is the centre of social conflict
and the sense of belonging; positions have
hardened since the international
atmosphere of those immigrant days that
Bellow conjured up with the glow of
nostalgia. ““My parents spoke Russian to
each other; we kids spoke Yiddish to our
parents; we spoke English to each other
and French in the street. Then I went to
Hebrew school . . . and you can add the
Caughnawaga nursemaid to that too. I
was never reaily aware of which language
1 was speaking.” When the Bellow family

moved to Chicago in 1924, they found the
same atmosphere. I never had any con-
flict living with many different identities.
Perhaps that’s the definition of
contemporary man.”

Bellow’s internationalism soon had the
crowd ill at ease, though it was hard to
tell whether or not he was only playing
devil’'s advocate with his fellow
Lachiners, He was pessimistic about
Canada’s ability to resist multinational
econemies; at the same time he seemed
to profess that typically American helief
in the spontaneity of cnlture, a belief
often professed by dominant nations. “If
you have culture, you don't need a
minister, and if there is a minister, he
won’t be able to make culture anyway,”
he quipped, and the audience langhed.

But the notables of Lachine, mostly
French-speaking, listened almost in
disbelief when Bellow began an elegiac
evocation of the “melting pot’ of his
immigrant youth; if there are any fighting
words in Quebec these days, “‘melting
pot** are two of them. Sounding like a
.S, trade protectionist, Bellow conjured
up the menace of Japanese, Taiwanese,
and Korean industrial domination, then
asked rhetorically, *“Is speaking French
equal 1o the development of Korean elec-
tronics?** But in a private moment after
his talk, when he was informed that the
phrase “melting pot”” was a red rag to his
audience, Bellow’s eves twinkled. “I
know,* he said,

Writers are increasingly given to
fabricating themselves, Bellow
commented during the course of his talk,

- and few people paid attention to what

those words might have meant. But by so
experily playing the devil's advocate role,
he gave us a lesson in creative self-
fabrication that evening, since he left
most of the audience thoroughly enter-
tained, but wondering just where he
stood. ~— DAVID HOMEL
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Another brick
in the wall

THERE ARE PROFLE in Quebec who still
take politics seriously, or tried to at the
first-ever Festival Multilingue d'ert
Engagé (Multilingual Street Festival of
Political Art) held in Montreal this sum-
mer. Driven by the prophet motive, in a
vacant [ot beside the Librairie Alternative
book store, skeletons on dark murals bore
deadly messages painted by Artifact, a
women’s art collective who initiated the
project. Other signs warned: *“Insoumis-
sion Génerale* (General Insubordina-
tion), “‘Dédgageons L'Art Engagé”’ (Let
Us Widen Political Art), “Blease Save
Our Homes,”” and *“Wet Paint.”

A Muslim association owns the prop-
erty. A mosque will soon be built on it.
Therefore permission for use of the land
could only be pranted on the strict con-
dition that there be no drinkipng or danc-
ing — the art of the impossible! So a
20-by-20-foot stage was constructed in the
buffer zone between the street and the lot.
The area ended up being disaster-free
anyway. No police stayed to watch the
fun. During peak afternoon hours, close
to 500 spectators lined Blvd. St-Lanrent,
or sat on the sidewalk, gravel, or grass.
‘Fhe only shooting that took place was via
videotape, and the only burning incident
occurred when a small fire was lit by some
cold participants to keep warm. The
three-day anarchist spectacle unfolded
with the orderliness of a church picnic.

In the middle of the grounds, a pro-
strate human figure lay wrapped in
plaster. The body was not some rubby
sleeping off a hangover, but a sculgture
by Mehdi Naimi entitled The Political
Prisoner. A candleJighting ceremony
honoured all martyrs who have died at the
hands of oppressors everywhere,

More than the scheduled 150 artists
flooded the stage to act out their revolu-
tionary fantasies. Male minstrel Windi
Earthworm kicked off the agitpop,
flaunting his green skirt and Indian war
whoops. Then Norman Nawrocki
drummed on garbage pails and chanted:
*Heyl Hey! John Dorél We refuse to
pay!”’ Hysterical Women, a feminist
theatre group, were as funny as their
name suggests. The trio performed skits
about bourgeois liberation, (*‘right wing
means right*?), tossed white bread at the
multitudes, and came out with lesbian
take-offs on Miss Liberty Feminine Pro-
tection — one of them wore a jumbo
panty liner shield that covered her up to
her neck with & ““baby fresh scent.” Poet
Céline Délisle accompanied hersell on
accordion howling “Le Chanson de
Loup” while the audience owoooooo-
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ooo'd along with the chorus. Les Marion-
nettes Picardi, a Chilean puppet troupe,
ritually executed an effigy of Augusto
Pinochet, Dragana, 2 Balkan women’s
choir, followed with lovely costumes and
harmonies. And Beverly Walker stirred
up an encore for her solid fusion of
gospel, folk, and Latin. music.

Sunday the dancing began. Palomares,
a Chilean song and folk dance ensemble,
whirled for 30 minutes. Dancers of every
political bent got in their toes® worth:
Sara Bild and Jano Cook, *“Wo(man) is
me""; Nathalie Derome, “‘Une féministe
guestionne le jféminisme’”; Christian
O’Leary “La politigue de !’aliénation*
and Guy Déom embodied the body politic
with his arhythmic *“épreuve de
résistance™ (lest of resistance).

Guitarist René Lussier scared off the
pigeons thumping his fuzzicato "musique

actuelle” to a background recording of
loon calls, galloping with foot pedals that
sounded as if he were stepping on Yoko
Ono’s throat. Rock band B.S. Incorporé
were tight and together. Jah Cutta &
Determination Band filled the evening
with air bursts of ranting reggae. And Ma
t’chum, an ““all womyn’s"" group, bashed
on. Woe-man.

Squeezed into the action, holding onto
their wind-whipped pages, were the poets.
The crowd applauded philippics by
English voices, as well as by Paul
Chamberland and Louky Bersianik
(French), Alfredo Lavergne and Manuel
Betanzos-Santos (Spanish), and Antonio
D’Alfonso and Fulvio Caccia (Italian).

Consciousnesses in need of further
heightening could climb upstairs to the
book store and gaze at videos dealing with
bulimia, rape, sexual politics, war, peace
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Help wanied

It's bad enough that book publishers can’t
afford to hire good editors. Newspapers could afford

them, but can
By Bob Blaclidburn

H NE OF MY frequent and fervent

prayers is to be spared the atten-
tions of the sort of editor who puts
a comma in Baja California. This
is not a paranoid fantasy. Such a
person, in the employ of one of our
largest and most respected
publishing houses, edited a novel
by a friend of mine years ago, and
later, I sospect, moved up to

become a teacher of editing.

I A few weeks ago, the essayist
B.W Powe wrote a piece for the Globe
and Mail about what he called post-
fiteracy. He bagan by quoting a telephone
call he had received from an editor who
had been working on an article by Powe:

“I've comrected the typos in the
manuscript,’”” he explained, ‘‘including
the one in your name. You left the two
Ls off Powell.’

Indignant, I answered: *“Do you think
I'd misspell my own name?"

““Well, how was I supposed to know?*
he said. **You spelled Hemingway with
only one m.”

I don’t know why Powe felt compelled
to aver that this vas a true story. I didn’t
doubt it for a moment. It turned my
thoughts back 40 years, to my first
newspaper job. The paper had hired a
reporter vwhom the editors judged to be
incompetent but for some reason did not
wish to fire. The solution was an appoint-
ment as copy editor. I thought it bizarre
at the time, but it is not that uncommon.

t find many to hire

I have been told by acquaintances in the
book-publishing bysiness that it simply is
economically impossible for them to hire
good editors, so I should just forget about
it. What'’s more depressing is that [ am
told by acquaintances in the newspaper
business that they could afford to hire
good editors but can’t find many.

There are some around, and there are
others who would like to improve, but all,
I think, are dispirited by the realization
that it doesn't séem to matter much any
more. Once I was asked, by a newspaper
executive, to comment on the perfor-
mance of an editor he was pleased to have
hired. I said I could never feel quite com-
fortable with an editor who could not
spell. *“Oh,” he said, “‘can’t he speli?"’

The other day I had an exchange with
an editor who said, ““My wife con . .
oops . . . persuaded me I was wrong.”
Interesting. He knew, and cared, that
there is a distinction between persuade
and convince, but was not pleased to be
told be had it backward. I once phoned
an editor to tell him I had been recheck-
ing a story I had sent him and noticed I
had mistakenly used a which instead of
a that. He said he had already fixed it.
I thanked him and congratulated him on
his sharp eye. Said he: *“Oh, I always
change whiches to thats.”

Persuade vs. convince is a bit tricky,
but an editor who is persuaded to in-
vestigate the distinction might soon
become convinced that the effort was

marches, the ecology, automation,
unemployment, poverty, violence in
South America, speaking white in
Quebec, immigration, discrimination,
racism, hatred: the whole dirt catalogue.
‘The organizers gambled with the
weather and won. Only the clouds were
threatening, and the rain came down on
Sunday night just as the closing band Fail-
Safe was about to appear. Norman
Nawrocki called the event an ‘“‘urban
Woodstock.”” Woodstick? Sixties
idealism was still good to see in the *80s,
even if the final product ended up being
as cute and Canadian as Wayne Gretzky
endorsing Solidarity. The biggest joke of
all, of course, was that the entire subver-

sive sideshow was bankrolled by the
Canada Council to the tune of $14,600. -
A distinct party in a distinct societyl
— RAY FILIP

worthwhile, The thar vs. which distine-
tion, violated by 10 times as many writers
and editors as acknowledge it, is clearly
explained on the lower half of page 59 in
Strunk and White with two examples in-
volving a lawn mower.

While I have S&W in hand, 1 would
like to direct the attention of every writer
and editor in the English-speaking world
to the middle of page 13, where is printed
in large, bold, italic type: “*A participal
phrase at the beginning of a sentence must
refer to the grammatical subject.’” There
follows almast a full page of explanation
and examples that should not be beyond
the comprehension of at least some of the
professional communicators who tire-
lessly flaumt their ineptitude by flouting
this simple and sensible principle.

Having got all that off my chest,
perhaps you will permit me to change the
subject for a brief footnote:

I watched the recent TV coverage of
Admiral John Poindexter’s testimony in
the Iran-Contra hearings with gnawing
frustration at not being one of those in
a position to question him, My question
would have been, “‘Admiral, during these
days, you have repeatedly spoken of deci-
sions to proceed ahead. Remember, you
are under oath, and you are on national
television, and yéu owe it to the American
people, and you are duty bound to tell us
here and now: If you know of any other
goddam way to proceed except ahead,
what is it?"* [
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The invention " .Jlac ili'IS

“You work with the patch of world you're given,’ says

the self-effacing Vancouver Island novellst, whose seemingly

ordinary life conceals a wealth of literary artistry
By Elzanor Vachtel

HEN JACK HODGINS was seven, the great earthquake of
1946 shook Vancouver Island. Chimneys came crashing
dovnm, dishes were smashed, people shaken, the roof of
the elementary school caved in, and yet somehow it still
felt as if the world was the way it was supposed to be.
It seemed normal that every once in a while the earth
should have a Lttle convulsion, like an old relative who
goes on the occasional rampage, burning down a shack,
causing a ruckus, adding to local legend.

“Everything became absorbed into the great comedy
of life,” Hodgins recalls. What he remembers vividly
about the perhaps two-minute-long tumult was terning

to the adults around him to see when it was going to be all right
to laugh, when the process of incorporating the incident into
local lore could begin. “'Story-telling was inseparable from
laughing at ourselves in that particular world, Almost
immediately, once you knew that no one was hurt, then you
saw how funny it is that buildings dance around and chimneys
fall off this bucking earth.””

The earth “‘could buck you off its back just any time it wanted
to,"” says the title character of The Resurrection af Joseph
Bourne, a hyperbolic, life-affirming book that ends with an
entire town slipping into the sea. In Hodgins’s latest novel, The
Honorary Patron, a staid, aging professor discovers that the

house in which he grew up was built over a mineshaft and may
collapse at any moment. As Hodgins puts it, he likes to pull
the rug from under his characters ““‘every chance I get.”” Yet
the disequilibrium of a rambunctious world is always set off
against some underlying order, a solidness and continuity that
also harks back to Hodgins’s childhood. Maintaining a balance
— between exuberance and control, energy and order, island
and mainland, the artist as participant and as invisible observer
— is Jack Hodgins's country. Perhaps not surprising for a writer
whose early “literary” influences were L'il Abner crossed with
William Faulkner.

JACK HODGINS burst upon the book world just over a decade
- ago with a collection of stories, Spi? Delaney’s Island, which
was praised by Margaret Laurence and Alice Munro for its com-
passionate portrayal of often eccentric characters and was short-
listed for the Governor General’s Award. It was quickly
followed by an ebullient, mythopoeic novel, The Invention of
the World, which won a Gibson Literary Award and was praised
by a New York editor, Gordon Lish, as joining ““Robertson
, Davies’ Fifth Business as the decade’s most distinguished
achievements in Canadian fiction.”’ The Resurrection of Joseph
Bourne won the Governor General’s Award two years later, and
was followed, in 1981, by another impressive short-story

Jack Hodgins ~ ollection, The Barclay Family

a1 Theatre. Then, for six years,
#! silence — to be broken this fall
with the publication of The
Honorary Patron.

When I spoke to Hodgins this
summer, it was his first inter-
view in years. An essentially
private man, he enjoys talking
about some subijects: the en-
vironment of his childhood,
doing interviews, the craft of
writing, and his passion for
books. Like a quirky, warm-
hearted Pygmalion, he loves his
characters and discusses them as
if they were old friends. There’s
a distinct contrast between the
extravagant figures who
populate his fantasies and his
determinedly ordinary domestic
life. To do truly adventurous
work, some say, one needs to
live quietly. But as in Hodgins’s
fiction, beneath the artless sur-
face, the self-effacing persona,
lie complexity and sophisti-
cation.

A fifth-generation Canadian
and a third-generation Van-
couver Islander, Bodgins lives
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in a tranquil residential section of Victoria, near the university
where he teaches creative iriting. The house that Jack built,
on two and a half acres near Nanaimo, “in a grove of arbutus
trees overlooking Georgia Strait" — a place 5o beloved of dust-
jacket writers — was finally sold Iast year. His current house,
a five-bedroom, cedar and stucco split-level with tall pampas
grass and, yes, a couple of arbutus trees on the front lawn, is,
he says, the one he would have built if he had the skill. The
back garden is spacious and secluded, with a huge, beautiful
arbutus tree and flowers around the edge. Bandit, a pound dog,
part spaniel, part Sheltie, eagerly greets all comers.

Once described as an elongated Harpo Marx, Jack Hodgins
is 6°3”, slim, with curly hair, almond-shaped, down-turned eyes,
and a friendly, impish smile. His ears are largish, like those of
Jacob Weins, the hapless mayor of Port Annie, the town that
washes away at the end of T#e Resurrection of Joseph Bourne.
The curls are greying in front and there’s a small, thirning spot
high on the back of his head, but at 48 (he will be 49 next
month), the impression he gives is boyish, despite the slight
hunch to his walk.

In keeping with the contradictions he negotiates in his writing,
Hodgins is a self-confessed ham who enjoys his privacy. An
affable host, he explains almost apologetically that lunch is en
Jamille. His sons, Gavin, 22, and Tyler, 19, happen to be home,
although, he hastens to add, they both have summer jobs. (A
daughter, Shannon, is 24 and lives on her own in town.) The
boys are beanpoles, taller and thinner than their father, and
equally amiable, At the head of the table Jack carves the quiche
while confessing that credit for it goes to Dianne, his wife of
27 vears, who passes the salad. From the next room, one can
hear Sweeney Todd, the canary, chirping loudly.

Gavin is about to attend theatre school in Vancouver, and
Jack and Dianne banter about their ovn days at the University
of British Columbia, when Jack entertained his fiancée with
inedibly buckshot pheasant, Dianne recalls trying to scrub out
a spreading ink stain from the apartment floor when Jack was
moving out. Typically sleazy student digs, it was the kind of
place where you’d hear all sorts of things, says Jack, but not
really know what was going on. ““Oh yes you did,” says Dianne,
a teacher. Reflecting her grin, Jack concurs.

They're both enthusiastic about the four weeks they have just
spent in Australia, thanks to the Canada-Australia Prize that
Hodgins recently won. They travelled everywhere (Hodgins has
also toured Japan, Ireland, and Switzerland, giving readings
and meeting writers), and met fascinating people, both officially
and unofficially. A tea drinker, Djanne interrupis the story to
warn Jack not to keep the coffee on simmer all day or its aroma
will permeate the house. He boils it over while reheating it.

In the living-room the furniture is brown and beige Danish
modern. On the table is a photo of Dianne holding a bear from
the Long Pine Koala Sanctuary in Brisbane, There’s a
Marimekko print over the fireplace, 2 Kandinsky poster from
the Zurich Kunsthavs, and a pencil drawing of Tyler’s. One
son wants to be an artist, the other an actor. *“Where did I go
wrong?’’ Hodgins asks, obviously proud.

Hodgins wrote his first book on a kitchen table, his second
in a basement, his third in his daughter’s bedroom, which he
rented from her for 25 cents a week. Today his office is upstafrs,
with one window overlooking the street and another that he
punched out to face the trees. The earlier books were hand-
written; now he has a computer. But he still uses the wooden
desk he made out of 2 door while at UBC. There are a couple
of Tyler's pencil drawings of characters from Hodgins’s next
boolk, a historical novel, and a copy of the Egon Shiele painting,
The Family, vhich appears on the cover of The Honorary
Patron. Some snaps of his kids when young, a black-and-white
photo of Faulkner, and a Chaucer print lean against one
baolkshelf.

Most of his books are in Dianne’s office next door or in the
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living-room, but some of his favourite children’s titles are here:
Uncle Wiggly and His Friends and Elsie the Cow — ““one of
the first books I ever read.” Beside the door is a stack of unread,
new hardbacks. Hodgins loves books, buys them and savours
them. On his desk is a small, brown, looseleaf binder he calls
his notebook, It’s where he writes snatches of conversation,
descriptions of people, observations, places that he wants to
remember. Calling it a journal, he says, would imply an
audience. Next to a bookshelf is a careful painting his mother
made of his childhood home.

FIVE MINUTES from Hodgins's house is a small, rocky beach
that looks out on what he describes as “‘a scallop of blue
islands’* separating us from the mainland. In the distance, on
the U.S. side, is Mount Baker, afloat on the horizon like an
ice cream sundae. We sit on two rocks, facing each other. He
graciously insists I take the flatter rock while he perches on a

Hodgins piays on the feeling that you are

nowhere and it's a great humiliation to go
anywhere else. When the boy from Merville
goes to Toronto something awful will happen

pointier one. It’s sunny, almost hot. The waves are gently lap-
ping; the tide is coming in. It"s one of those idyllic West Coast
scenes.

Hodgins has never been a great swimmer or fisherman, but
he’s drawn to the edge of the sea. When he lived in Ottawa he
didn’t feel quite right until the river ice started breaking up and
he could see the water moving. It was as if something were held
in suspension — like holding your breath for six months — and
then became fluid-again, When he saw the film of Steinbeck’s
Cannery Row while in Oitawa, he found it very affecting (even
though he’d seen it three times before and knew it wasn't a great
movie). 1t was seeing the Pacific, and recopnizing that

* Stelnbeck’s characters were people he knew on Vancouver

Island.

Before I pose a question, Hodgins starts talking about inter-
views past, such as the time he was interviewed by Peter
Gzowski, “This was my first book and they got me on this radio
show in Toronto. I guess Gzowski knew he had a green one.
He began by saying, “Why does every book that comes out of
Vancouver Island have an Emily Carr painting on the cover?’
And 1 sort of sputtered. It wasn’t unti] I got home that I realized
I couldn’t think of a single other book from Vancouver Island
with an Emily Carr painting, so I failed that test.

*But what he did half-way through — this was really cheeky
— he said, *Are all the horrible things I've heard about Nanaimo
true?® I guess I looked like, ‘You can’t ask me that!” And he
said, “You don’t have to worry, we're not heard there.’ So help
me, I half-believed him, ] didn’t say anything I was sorry about,
but for a moment I believed that nobody in Nanaimo heard
the CBC, even though I heard it there myself, They have you
at such a disadvantage when you're new. The intimidation of
that microphone and all the millions of people crammed inside
that microphone ready to catch you out — that was & mean
trick. But by the time we were through, we were both laughing.”

That’s the kind of gentle self-mockery Hodgins enjoys. Hart
Hansen, a former student, refers to it as the islander’s siege men-
tality. *““It’s the feeling that you are nowhere and it’s a great
humiliation to go anywhere else. Hodgins plays on that: he
knows thet when the boy from Merville goes to Toronto, some-
thing awful will happen to him and it does, and it's wonderful.””

Merville, B.C,, in the Comox Valley, seven miles from
Courtenay, is a collection of small stump ranches and hobby
farms clustered around a crossroads. It*s more or léss described
(as Waterville) in The Barclay Family Theatre: ““The place has
never wanted to be part of anyone’s map. This collection of
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thirty hobby farms along a four-mile stretch of highway has
never wanted to be anything at all but what it is: a General Store
and Post Office, a community hall, and houses you pass on
your way to somewhere else. They don't even ask you to reduce
your speed as you're driving through.”

A stump ranch? ““That was Jocal idiom for a farm,’” says
Hodgins, “There was embarrassment about calling these places
‘farms’ because they didn’t look like what we saw in books,
which were Ontario and Nova Scotia farms, with rolling fields
and litele white fences, Stump ranches are a very important part
of my growing up and it’s an image that keeps coming back.
We had 70 acres of semi-cleared land. and the cattle roamed

There was a sense of belonging, to a family
and to a place. ‘The world was an extension
of the family. it was an extensionof the
backyard. There was no area of the world
as we knew it that we weren’t connected to’

in among the stumps that had been left by the carly loggers.
Those early stumps were about 10 feet high and 15 feet across
and had been charred black and hollowed out by forest fires
that had gone through at least twice while I was growing up.
We played in them — made castles and houses and schools inside
these stumps.

“There’d be hundreds of stumps, maybe thousands, on the
land. The whole district was like this, not just our place. I never
figured out why the loggers wasted the bottom 10 feet of the
tree, but that was the standard way to log. So our playground
was 70 acres — in fact, the whole district — of these blackened
stumps. Fantasy every day. And there were great long logs, also
blackened from forest fires, with their roots up in the air; they

Richard Scarry
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were pirate ships or whatever you wanted. You could sit up on
the top of the roots, And it wasn't scary. I do remember vividly
once waking up and looking out the bedroom window and see-
ing a great black animal coming towards me, which I thought
must be a bear. I went back to bed to hide and then I looked
again and it was back where it had started, Eventually I decided
it was one of those black stumps. but in daylight, amongstthem
they were just part of the furniture.

“*All of the people of the district, including my father, were
loggers who had hobby farms — a cow and chickens. My
parents grew their own food; they cleared the land as they had
the time: Gradually each field of stumps became a field of hay.”

Hodgins talks in long answers, turning what he can into a
story. His childhood refiects the contradictions he continues to,
straddle, of connection and being apart. On the one hand, there
was a strong sense of belonging, to a family and to the place,
{**We had this huge family, I belonged there and was inseparable
from the trees and the land.””) On the other hand, he felt he’d
been put on the wrong planet. The things that were becoming
important to him were not particularly valued in the society.

“But there was the sense that the world was there as an exten-
sion of the family. I could swing on the barn gate and see on
the side of Mount Washington where my dad was actually work-
ing in the daytime. It was an extension of'the backyard. One
uncle had a sawmill and another was building houses. There
was no area of the world as we knew it that we weren’t con-
nected to. There was no foreignness to any of it. When
*‘foreigners’ moved in, they were quickly absorbed into the com-
munity, usually by marrying a relative.” He laughs, “Iwas a
hick from the sticks. The whole world has been a constant
discovery of the wonders that are out there.”

Every summer, when cousins and friends were visiting, they'd
perform plays in the woodshed. One year it was a circus, **I
remember my mother going around the district in the old red
Ford, collecting kids to come to the circus. She gave them money
so they could buy tickets.”” Among the performers were Jack,
his younger brother and sister, and visiting relatives, who might
include the younger members of the older generation, like his
mother's youngest sister, who's only four years older than her
nephew.

“] had a violin, and dressed up as a gypsy to tell fortunes.
We had the dog in an overturned baby crib — that was the great
lion. We'd alse put on plays. In the summer, the woodshed got
as emply as it was going to get, and we’d string up bedspreads
across the middle of the room to distinguish the stage from the
andience. The plays were nearly always melodramatic and full
of bloodshed and violence, suicide. We bad a wonderful time,
Part of it was family tradition, but it was also a district response
to a need for entertaimmnent.”

Still, Hodgins felt an outsider, because he wanted to be a
writer. From the time he couid read, he wanted to be ‘‘one of
those people who put the magic in the boxes™ that were books.
When he was around eight, he wrote a story and asked the
babysitter to type it for him. Then he sewed the pages together
and made a cover on which he drew a picture of ““a gorgeous
redhead with a smoking pistol in her hand.’* It was only about
six pages, but it had become a book. ““Whatever it is that makes
me want to write stories and not just tell them can be extended
to that love for the object.”

HODGINS WAS the first in his extended family to go to univer-
sity. He funded studies toward his Bachelor of Education degree
with a $2,000 scholarship from a logging firm. He thought a
teaching certificate would help him eat if necessary, though he
planned to become a best-selling author before he had to face
a classroom. At UBC he took a writing course from Barle
Bimney, the first real writer he’d ever seen (in Hodgins's office
is a colour snapshot of a special moment: Birney presenting him
with the Qovernor General’s Award in 1980), and in an English
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class he met William New, now editor of Canadian Literature
and a lifelong friend. He also met Dianne, and married ber just
prior to gradnation.

YWhile still in university, Hodgins was churning ont novel after
novel. ““They were really short stories about 250 papes long,
because | wanted to finish one so I could start the next and get
on with being a famous writer.” One vwas about growing up,
falling in love, late adolescence. Another featured “a great man-
sfon, not a plantation but it could have been, on the edge of
Vancouver Island, burning down as a result of a melodramatic
event — with a matriarch sitting at the centre, of course. The
thing is that I was borrowing archetypes from literature, but
I was using people I knew, I was reading Faulkner and recasting
— like taking a local cast of actors to put on a play written
by someoae in another place.” One story, about a garbageman,
was perhaps pood enough to publish. But Hodgins needed only
one rejection from a publisher to relegate a manuscript to the
closet.

YVhen he graduated he returned immediately to Vancouver
Island — to the ouiskirts of Nanaimo, about 60 miles south
of Merville. Even moving that far away from home broke with
local tradition. *“The pattern was to get & job after high school,
in a logging camp or in town, to build your own house at the
back end of your old man’s property if he gave you a corner,
or close by, and get married and raise a family. It was a pretty
contained world.’* Hodgins had something of both worlds —
the unconventional university and *“the strong need to fit some
of the patterns.”

He started building his own house and raising children. It
took seven years of moonlighting at night school to finance what
was quite an ordinary home, not a glamorous log cabin. But
consider what Hodgins was doing at this time: teaching English
and math at the local high school, teaching night school,
building a house room-by-room as his family lived in it, and
meanwvhile trying to be a writer. Although he’s been described
as a “‘natural-born’® teacher and clearly enjoyed his 18 years
of teaching, at first he found it difficult. **You have to strug-
gle very hard to learn the techniques to become a *natural born’
teacher.”

Hodgins’s primary impulse in writing is to tell a story. He’s
interested in people and what happens to them — or as in the
old saw he quotes, “to walk around in their shoes for 2 while,”
He is so self-effacing that he says he sometimes finds it easier
to understand other people's points of view than his own. He'll
follow his characters anywhere, but at the same time he's a
highly conscious writer, fascinated — one of his favourite
vrords, along with *haunted** — by patterns, literary devices,
and traditions that he can employ or subvert. “I love fiction
and read it all the time. And there’s an aspect of writing a novel
or short story which is purely the creation of an object in which
the pleasure comes from the discovery of the appropriate images
and the sense of what might be symbol.”” An effortless surface
and a richly complex undercurrent, elegant sophistication hidden
behind a panorama of colour and plot — the books have what
Hodgins has called ““book-ends,” a framework that contains
the centrifugal forces.

Some of Hodgins’s delight in patterns can be Iinked to his
interest in mathematics. *“I love the lines and shapes of
geometry. I respond to that sense of completeness and struc-
ture that isn’t always carried ount in my work because I also
believe in open-endedness. T don’t want my stories to be little
boxes, but I do like the sense of order, of principle at work
here.” In The Honorary Patron balance is fairly central, since
it deals with a character who retires to the neatness of Zurich
only to retum to Vancouver Island é#nd be confronted by its
ebullience.

If geometry is pattern, algebra is mystery: what makes peaple
tick? *“When I think of algebra — .4s, Bs, and Xs — there’s
ahways somebody hiding behind them, and you’ve got to track

them down, to find a solution. Who's X, anyway?** In his first
years of teaching English and math, to teach a theorem was
as exciting as teaching a poem because it had beauty, symmetry,
mystery, even an end line.

Plot and subtext, algebra and geometry, Hodgins again con-
sciously bridges some stylistic contradictions. An admirer of
the late John Gardner and his views on *‘moral fiction,”
Hodgins takes responsibility for his characters and the ““big
questions that often confront them. Having the rug pulled out
from under them means transcending boundaries, searching for
new meaning to their lives, In The Honorary Pairon that takes
the form of questioning modern atheism, our “‘orphanage-

He takes responsibility for his characters
and the ‘big questions’ that often confront
them. Having the rug pulled out from under
them means transcending boundaries and
searching for new meaning to their lives

planet of wearying molecules,” and plumping for something
more, .

Vancouver writer Keith Maillard traces Hodgins’s “religious
feeling™ to his love of the small, wonderful details of being alive.
*“There’s that extraordinary moment [in The Barclay Family
Theatre] when people are waiting to see if a girl will rise from
the dead, And cur attention is turned away from that to Carl
Roote noticing that the trowel work on the cement is crooked.
That image is really clear and intense for me — the solidity of
the concrete, the line of the trowel, that kind of reality — and
his wife looks up and sees the lights spilling out and down in
front of the hotel. It's the pulling back into the real world. It’s
almost as though Jack creates this wonderfully filigreed and
intense density — especially in the early books where there’s
this horror vacui, where there’s no corner or bit of space left
undecorated — but what it seems finally to pull back to is the
beauty of ordinary life.** The Dutch title for Tke Barclay Family
Theatre translates as “'Life is a Feast.”

At the same time, the undercurrents of Hodgins's writing flirt
dangerously with notions like metafiction and deconstruction,
closer to critic William Gass than to John Gardner. For example,
The Invention of the World is also a book about writing a book.
But to Hodgins that just adds to the texture, depth, and integrity
of the work; it’s not arid artfulness.

DURING HODGINS'S LONG apprenticeship as a writer he gave up
his derivative nove]s and turned his attention to short stories.
The result, eventuelly, was the widespread success of Spif
Delaney’s Island. *‘I published Spit cut of a great — I don’t
want to use the word ignorance or even innocence — perhaps
unpreparedness. On the one hand, I had what seemed like a
lifetime of ambition behind me, the drive to do something good.
But I also was bringing to it many years of rejection slips so
there was that lack of confidence. And all this gets complicated
by the fact that I want to be taken seriously — this sounds so
pretentious, please put it in quotations — as a ‘literary artist.’
“‘I had a very strong sense that the stakes were high. I wasn't
going to slip unnoticed into the writing world. Fortunately, 1
had been chosen by a major publisher [Macmillan], who had
decided ahead of time to make a big deal of it. At the last
minute, if I could have passed a law prohibiting Vancouver
Island people from reading the book, I would have. I didn’t
want to meet the people who were reading my stuff. I didn’t
want my intentions to be misunderstood. The reviews very
quickly acknowledged that I was writing about a part of the
world they hadn’t heard much about before, but that I was in-
terested in something else — in capturing the human spirit, the
things that the writers that I've always admired have aimed for.
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‘You vrork with the little patch of world that you're given. I was
very conscious that I had thrown in my Iot with the heavyweights
— or at least was trying to.*

By the time Spit Delaney’s Island came out Hodgins had
already written The Invention of the World, In fact, his
publisher asked if he wanted The Invention to appear first. 1
said, ‘No way. I want the storfes first.’ I guess I was so insecure
I thought, if they don’t like the first story, maybe they’ll like
the second. I imagined all these people out there with their
thumbs up or down: and judgement was poing to be passed.
They had 10 chances of finding something they liked, and

‘| remember holding that book and my entire
life passed before me, recalling with pain
and joy all | had been through up to this
moment, and being absolutely overwhelmed’

reviewers would be able to say something nice about the book.
It turned out the opposite. Most reviewers were very good about
the book, but felt obliged to find one story they didn't Iike.

“If the stakes were high with the first, I knew I’d upped them
by writing the kind of novel I did — with a kind of arrogance,
I suppose, saying in effect *I know what you think a novel is
supposed to look like but I don’t care. I’m writing the novel
that I want to write, the way I want to write it, having failed
with five traditional timid novels,’ So by the time that one came
ont, the reviews were predictably mixed, but farther in either
extreme — wilder praise and stronger criticism. It’s a funny
business — at the same time that ’m responding to those things,
I'm already writing the next book, which I kmew would be dif-
ferent from the first two.

“I remember when The Invention physically arrived in the
house,”” he continues. ‘“That is the moment at which the whole
thing hit me. I remember holding that book and my entire past
life passed before me, recalling with sharp pain and joy all that
1 had been through up to thismoment, and being absolutely over-
whelmed to look at this thing and think: perhaps this is the book
I have wanted all my life to write. I guess it was the single
moment in which I recognized the enormity of the whole
business, And I was both elated and humbled. It was like a fist
in the chest. Whooo. All of life was boiled down to this one
second.”

The acceptance of Spit Delaney’s Island for publication

buoyed Hodgins’s confidence. He applied for a five-month
Canada Council grant and took a semester off from teaching
to write two drafts of T#e Invention. The success of those books
brought invitations to be writer-in-residence at Simon Fraser
University and the University of Ottawa, Hodgins took an
extended leave from his high-schoo! teaching and never went
back. .
The Barclay Family Theatre came out while he was Living in
Ottawa. The travel was starting to surface, with stories set in
Japan, Ireland, and Ottawa. *'I always come home with cer-
tain images or moments or buildings stuck to me — poetic burrs
— that 1 can’t shake until they gather some kind of life to
them.” Sometimes it works the other way; he takes his
characters abroad. In perhaps the best story of the collection,
“The Sumo Revisions,’* Jacob and Mabel Weins (The Resur-
rection’s mayot and his wife) reappear in Fapan. When Hodgins
was attending Kabuki theatre in Tokyo, he could “imagine how
Mabel would love this and how Jacob would hate it. Once that
notion had occurred to me, it was inescapable that I was seeing
everything three times. I was haunted by Jacob Weins’s need
to be written about again.” ’

The story also highlights Hodgins's attraction to costume,
particularly men dressing up — whether it*s the male Kabuki
actor disguised as a woman or the mayor of Port Annle garbed
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as Captain Vancouver. The sober hero of The Honorary Pairon
dons feathers and metallic robes to lecture on the painter Gustay
Klimt, and later is unceremoniously stripped on a nude beach.
All this relates to Hodgins’s preoccupation with the whole
business of fiction, which is inherently artifice and ambiguity
about what is real and what is mask. But it also has to do with
“‘the fascination I have with people’s ability to invent
themselves, to reinvent themselves and be different people in
different situations.”

Costumes are just a part of the spectacles, dramas, parades,
and celebrations that proliferate in his books. For a private man,
Hodgins loves creating madcap crowd scenes. (There’s a
Brueghel print in the hallway of his house, he points out.) He
depicts community rituals where everyone attends and it turns
into a mammoth brawl or blow-out. Living on an island, he
says, makes it easy to imagine the whole world coming out for
a party.

Hodgins resists suggestions that his early novels were “magic
realism,” or even larger than life. Yes, he was influenced by
the Latin American writers Gabriel Garcia Marquez and Vargas
Llosa, but — here he sounds like Margaret Atwood defending
the realism of The Handmaid’s Tale — “‘there’s absolutely
nothing in Tre Resyrrection that hasn’t happened in some shape
or form on this island. I didn’t have to make anything up.”

On the surface of it, his books are becoming more ““realist’’
than .“magic realist,” but then the realism of his own life is
changing — he left central Vancouver Island for Ottawa and,
since 1983, Victorla, The *“poetic burr” he acquired in Ottawa
became an albatross (if we can switch from flora to fauna). For
five years, FHodgins was tormented by an 800-page Ottawa novel
he was trying to write about a West Coast character, Topplski.
The gargantuan manuscript is stashed in his closet now, along
with an vnwieldy play on the same subject.

The Honorary Patron was started while he was still struggl-
ing with Topolski, but then picked up its own momentum,
especially when his hero arrived on Vancouver Island. That’s
where the energy is unleashed and where people become
characters, in the multiple senses of that word, As we walk back
to the house, Hodgins describes the annual pumpkin-growing
contest that his family and friends participate in to see who's
the greatest pumpkin grower in the Comox Valley.

““They all haul in their 150-pound pumpkins that they*ve been
secretly growing out behind the barn all year. They dress up
— they wear the most outlandish things they can drag together,
the men and the women — and part of the fun is having a
wonderful time in these nonsensical, exaggerated costumes. It"s
all part of that sense of enjoying one another and creating your
own spectacles. This is consistently true of the people amongst
whom [ grew up and who are still very much part of my life
— the sense that they are their own best audience. To teil the
storfes to one another, to make a fool of yourself, to surprise
one another is the important thing. At the latest pumpkin weigh-
in, one of my uncles had what was obviously going ta be the
smallest pumpkin there so he secretly hollowed it out and filled
it with molten lead. It actually weighed the most, although it
was only the size of your fist.

“*Self-mockery is part of the costume thing too. Another
relative of mine made an impression at the weigh-in. Again,
he realized he had a losing pumpkin — and you don’t just go
in and humbly accept your defeat. He got a logging truck and
a semi-trailer, and put his tiny pumpkin right in the middle of
the semi-trailer and chained it down with great chains extend-

ing out to each corner as if it were an absolute giant, and drove

through the centre of town, blowing his horn and making a great
deal of it, so that everybody saw his embarrassing failure as
a pumpkin grower. He arrived as a hero. It*s 2 part of the ability
that I just admire in so many people I know, the ability to turn
everyday life into excitement and drama and comedy, comedy
and fun!” O
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Emotional arithmetic

Benjamin had no idea.what to make of his mother, nor had
his father, nor had she herself. That didn’t excuse
the way his father had behaved — only helped to explain it

By iikait Cohen
1 IS MOTHER'S HANDS, White, Long- forehead furrowed into a familiar pattern of what Benjamin
fingered. Manicured pear] nails like used to think was concentration and intelligence.
the moons of a faraway planet “*Help yourself,”” his mother said.
arcing across space and time. It was *J don’t smoke.”
July, perfect weather. Benjamin “That's right. I always forget. You never smoked, did you?”
f had been up with the sun. Coffee “No.”
steaming into the hollow colours of Benjamin placed the gold lighter back on the table.
the moming sky. Dew soaking **Your father used to smoke. He gave me the lighter and the
through his shoes, coating the car. wedding ring at the same time. Look at the initials — JLW —
Silvery rolls of mist snaking _the same on both of them.”
through the valleys. His mother took off her ring — the gold wedding band was
His mother’s hands were in the only ring she wore — and held it out for Benjamin to see. -
repose, spread out as if to be examined “JLW, Do you remember what they stand for?”
on the table that vas between them. The “Joanne Lansing Winters,”” Benjamin said.
table, the chairs, Benjamin, and his ““I used to have the Joanne Lansing School of Dance. Do
mother were all in the shade of a tower- you remember? That was before¢ we moved to the farm. Of
ing oak tree. course I was better at singing. But no one wanted to send their
“I’ll have a cigarette.” children to singing school. They couldn®t sit still for that. It
Benjamin offered the package and was jump and twist and moan. It was dance, dance, dance. But
then, when his mother was ready, stood I’'ll tell you the secret of the stage.’” She leaned forward. In the
up and held the flaming lighter in place. days of the dancing school her hair had been a rich chestnut
As she sucked sharply on the filter her colour that glowed in the summer. Now the dye that kept away

face contracted briefly and her unlined the grey hair had made her hair a brittle and coppery red. But

e ———— e age had not destroyed her face. Only drawn the skin.niore
tightly, squeezed out the softness, made her features sharper
and more commanding than ever. Nor had the colour of her
eyes changed. They were still blue — not the washed-out soapy
blue of old people’s eyes but the sharp throbbing blue of the
sky at subset. “‘The secret of the stage, dance or no dance, is
being still. Let the others jerk around like monkeys. They're
only making fools of themselves. You stay upfront, unmoy-
ing, the centre of the storm. Do that and all eyes are on you.
The Joanne Lansing School of Dance. I should have had the
Joanne Dancing School of Lance. Did you ever think of that?™

*No,"” Benjamin said.

““Your father would have helped me with that. Mrs. Dance
and Mr. Lance. We could have been quite a pair, what do you
think?**

“You were quite a pair,”” Benjamin said.

**Only one problem. Mr. Lance had to go a-poking. Joking
and moping and poking until he poked his way into someone
else. Now what kind of school is that?”’

Flis mother’s eyes had begun to fill, Benjamin wanted to lean
over the table and take her hands in his, but he didn’t. Instead
he waited. The tears began to roll down his mother’s cheeks
but her eyes stayed open, fixed on his. Then her mouth twisted,
lips gripping each other like despairing hands.

‘*Madness,” she-croaked theatrically, ““‘that way [ies
madness.” She laughed, a sharp knowing laugh that was new
to her these past few years. It was the kind of Iaugh that didn’t
expect company. Then she took a Kleenex from her purse, wiped
her eyes. Her mouth began to relax and Benjamin could see
the tension literally draining from her face. “How is the old
* goat anyway?”’

“Getting along.””
*Goating along, you mean. Did you know he turned 75 in
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May? Seventy-five! When we got married everyone said he was
too old for me. Now he's an old man and I’m—** His mother’s
face again began to ripple, this time like an airplane bucking
under the influence of a violent storm. Sudden changes in air
pressure. Spinning out of control, Pilot unconscious while heroic
co-pilot struggles against all odds. Just before the passengers
have to parachute the sky clears again and the pilot regains con-
trol, debonairly smoking another cigarette while a thin trickle

of blood dries on his chin. The point of perfect stillness. “But

he has a woman and I'm alone.””

“You’re not eptirely anne," Benjamin said.

*] know. 1 don’t even want another man, And it was 1 who
told your father to leave. You were away at college then. I waited
for that. Then one morning at breakfast I read him the Riot
Act. *You're a pig and an idiot,” I told him, ‘you should have
declared moral bankruptey 10 years ago.* I said more than that,
too, but I don’t think he was even listening. I had wanted to
burt him but he was glad for the excuse. Anyway I sent him
a present but he never wrote back. I don't think he knows what
to make of me, do you?"

“No,’ Benjamin said. In fact he had no idea what to make
of Joanne Lansing Winters, nor had his father, nor kad she

herself. Of course that didn’t excuse the way his father had

behaved — only helped explain it.
““You still see him?”*
tqﬁs"
“Your sister was smarter, she got away.”
“She didn’t get away,” said Benjamin. ““She was here last
week.”
“Once in six months. I suppose she would rather spend her
time on her refugees.”
““She finds it difficult to see you because she loves you so
*much,”
“Am I that bad?”
“No, you're not bad at all,””
“I don’t know what she sees in those people.”
**They need her. They need someone to help them.”
““She was never that generous.™

Benjamin felt his shoulders begin to sag. Emotiopal
arithmetic: these visits were exercises in emotional arithmetic
of love and hate, time passed and time remaining, injustices
suffered and revenge meted out. It would be easier to have her
at home, he had szid to his wife, Who, to balance her own emo-
tional books, was forced to agree. Now Benjamin’s back was
aching and a sharp flame was burning in the pit of his stomach.

“*You're looking great today,”” he finally said.

““What's the best thing about me?**

“Today? I'll tell you the best thing about you today." Slowly
and intently Benjamin scrutinized his mother, as though he were
a judge torn between the triumphs of a hundred dazzling
beauties,

“You’re staring,”’ his mother said. **No fair staring.*’

The flame in his stomach was beginning to sputter. If he could
appease his mother it would go out. If, on the other hand, Ben-

. mmncouldmtmanageher 1t‘thehantenngtumedmtoaccusa

tions, the accusations into tears and rantings; if finally she went
entirely out of control and he had to be rescued — then the
flame would be with him until the next visit.

":.;t e stare,” Benjamin said. *‘I can’t decide with my eyes
closed.”

Hiis mother smiled. The flame went out. A woman was cross-
ing the lawn and coming toward them. Benjamin carefully kept
his eyes from shifting until she was finally standing beside them,
ready to join the conversation.

“Mrs. Delfasco, what do you think is most attractive about
my mother today?”’

“Her hands,"’ the nurse said right away. ““Mrs. Winters, yon
have the most beautiful hands I’ve ever seen.”

Benjamin stood up. ““Not so fast,” his mother sa:d. “What
about you?”

““Your tongue,'’ Benjamin said, “*I don’t know what I'd do
without your tongue.'’ He winked at his mother and, while she
was still smiling, he leaned over and kissed her quickly on the
cheek. Then, as always when things had gone well, he nodded
without saying goodbye and in the same motion started on his
way toward the parking Iot. [
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Rewriting the past
A recent novel by Ted Allan bears more

than a slight resemblance to a 35—year-old
paperback by ‘Alice K. Doherty’

By Paul Stuetre
H UR STORY BEGINS in the spring of
1977, when 1 was doing some
research into the history of paper-
backs for a magazine article.
s Among the numerous obscure
items of information that came to
light, none was more interesting
than the short but eventful career
of Export Publishing Enterprises
Ltd. This Toronto company,
| founded in 1949, had issued
i pseudonymous paperback originals
by the likes of ““John Holmes™ (Ray-
mond Souster) and “Jarvis Warwick”
(Hugh Garner) before its offices and
vrarchouse were destroyed by fire in 1950.
It seemed a reasonable assumption that
there might be other Canadian authors
who had contributed to the more than 30
titles Export published during its brief but
active career: oould it be that a previously
unknown Morley Callaghan or Mordecai
Richler novel lurked beneath such
innocent-sounding authorial monikers as
“Tex Lane™” or *‘Serge G. Wolsey’’?
When I finally tracked down one of the
businessmen who had operated the
company, he proved to be something less
than an informational gold mine, He was
able to recall that Al Palmer and Danny
Halperin, two Montreal newspapermen,
had written novels for Export, but he was
understandably a bit fuzzy about the
details of a business that had ceased to
exist more than 25 years ago. Finally, I
asked him if he could remember any of
the bizarre psendonyms that sometimes
concealed the identities of authors with
literary reputations to protect. (Hugh
Gamer’s “Jarvis Warwick,” for example,
memorialized a short stay at Toronto’s
Warwick Hotel on Jarvis Street, where
Garner churned out Waste No Tears in
lIess than a week.) “*Yes,” he replied,
“there was one that struck me as
particularly funny. When we published
Love Is a Long Shot we gave the author
the name Alice K. Doherty, but the book
vas really written by Ted Allan.”
Well, this wasn't exactly stop-the-
presses stuff, but it was an interesting
piece of otherwise little-known informa-
tion. R.E. Watters's A Checkiist of Cana-
dien Literature 1628-1960, the major
reference work in the field, did list
Export's Garner and Souster titles, but

failed to mention Love Is o Long Shot.

Feeling that I had made a small but’

nonetheless original discovery in the
otherwise well-charted waters of modemn
Canadian literature, I wrote my article
and enjoyed the appreciative comments
that my work received when it eventual-
ly appeared in the May, 1977, issue of
Books in Canada.

Cut to 1984, when McClelland &
Stewart published the novel Love Is 2
Long Shot, by Ted Allan. Curious as to

_what relation it bore to the Alice K.

Doherty version, 1 was puzzled to find
that neither the copyright page nor the
dustjacket contained any indication that
Allen had previously published a book
with the same title. It was possible, of
course, that this was an entirely different
novel that simply reflected the author’s
recycling of an effectively alliterative
phrase, but the situation obviously
demanded further investigation.

At this point, what had merely been an
embarrassing circumstance suddenly
became an irritatingly obstructive one. I
did not possess a copy of the Alice K.
Doherty version, and neither did any
Canadian library I consulted. Although
the Bxport executive had assured me that
the book had in fact been published, I had
never actually seen a copy; as I searched
Southern Ontario’s second-hand book
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stores I began to think that I never would.
No one had ever seen it, no one had ever

* heard of it, and doubtless many of these

bookshop proprictors suspected that I
had fallen into that sort of obsessive
search for the nonexistent that often
eniraps the aging bibliophile. But in
book-hunting, at any rate, afl things do

e —— ——a—— =

eventually come to those who wait, and
recently 1 was able to put my hands on
a copy ofAlice K. Doherty's elusive opus.

It was immediately apparent that
although Allan had revised and rewritten
his earlier work to the extent that it was
quite a different novel, there were enough
similarities remaining to establish a
meaningful connection between the two
versions. Both are set in the Mount Royal
area of Montreal in the 1930s, and both
feature a young protagonist who takes a
job at the neighbourhood cigar store,
which serves as a horse-betting parlour
and social centre for a colourful cast of
characters. But after that, their respective
narratives diverge considerably: the 1949
version’s protagonist, af 18-year-old girl,
experiences her first love and her first
murder in melodramatic prose drawn
from the hard-boiled school of pulp
fiction, whereas the 1984 version’s hero,
a not quite 18-year-old boy, gets involved
in an essentially humorous romp with
Damon Runyon-type gangsters and left-
wing revolutionary politicos. Despite their
very different plot lines, however, a close
reading of the two books reveals a
number of places where the 1949 version
has served as the basis for its 1984 rein-
carnation, as the following examples
demonstrate:

““'What has been the daily average
take?’* she asked in a business-like
manner.

“I beg vour pardon?™

“Don’t beg my pardon, and don't act
so damned dumb. Your vacation is over.
What's the average daily take?”

“‘About forty-five doliars.” Her hostile
tone disturbed me.

“We’re going to double that in a
month.” (1949)

““What's been the ‘average take since
you started working here?"

“I beg your pardon?*

“Don’t beg my pardon, and don’t act
dumb. It doesn’t fool me. What’s the
average daily take?”® Her lip curled.

“Around forty dollars,” I said,
wondering how leng it was going to take
me to give notice.

““We'll double cthat in a month, triple
it in three months.” (1984)

*“John pays him for making the fur-
nace, but he throws it away on booze.
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And remember, I don’t want him in the
store. He'll smell up the place. He'll come
sucking around you trying to mooch
dough. He'll talk your ear off about how
he vras a captain in the war and that he
gives all his pension money to his poor
old mother. That bum never had a
mother.”” (1949)

“Eddie pays that bum for attending to
the furnace, but he spends it all on
booze,” she said. “Make sure you never
let him into the store. He'll stink up the
place and try to mooch money for booze
and tell you sad stories about being a cap-
tain in the war and that he gives all his
pension to his old mother. That bum
never had a mother]®* (1984)

“I got my little crooked niece good and
proper,” she gloated.

“It's about that dollar and eighteen
cents,” I explained. “‘Aunt Molly took
it out to trap me, to see if I would adjust
the meter.”

He groaned and [ooked disgusted.
“[{atie told me about the shortage so I
readjusted the meter.”

She stared at me, disbelieving.

“That’s right,” he said, “She told me
about it this morning. How was I to
figure it vras one of your dirty little tricks
to catch her. You make me sick.”

“You no-good-rat]*’ shricked Aunt
Molly at her husband. *“You cheap no-
gaod-slobbish-rat!** and walked out of
the store. (1949)

“I got this little crook good and
proper!” croaked his wife.

“It’s about that five dollars,” I said.
“Mzs. Ieller took it out of the till to trap
me-’!

Mr. Keller looked at his wife and
nodded his head as though this didn"t sur-
prise him. ‘*He told me about the five
bucks being short, so 1 adjusted the
meter.”” He eyed her in disgust.

She peered at me and Keller, trying to
figure out if she was being had.

“] should have known,” said Mr. -
Keller, *‘that it was one of your dirty
tricks. You make me sick. It’s time for
your trip to Florida.”

“You no-good rat, You ne-good
slob!”’ she spat at him and stomped out
of the store. (1984)

More detailed comparisons will be Ieft
to any aspiring academic in need of a
minor but certifiably original topic for a
thesis. Speaking as one who cherishes the
hunt for the obscure but meaningful
detail, who asks for nothing more than
the chance to add a grain of knowledge
to the bulging CanLit cornucopia, I'm
more than satisfied with this small indica-
tion that a computer hasn't vet made me
redundant, If love is a long shot, the odds
against connecting an almost unknown
1949 novel vith its 1984 recreation bring
to mind George Herbert's words in Jacula
Prudentum: ** . . . things of this world
depend on such 2 train of unseen chances
that if it were in man’s hands to set the
tables, still he would not be certain to win
the game.” O
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too late

By Alﬁerto Wanguel

The Honorary Patron, by Jack
Hodgins, McClelland & Stewart, 336
pages, $24.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 4189 6).

THE FATHER- (or mother-) Jand is amn
invention of memory, the land we choose
to rebuild in fits of nostalgia. Confron-
tation with its physical reality leads to
disappointment. To avoid this, we can
either refuse to go home, or turn the
homecoming into a theatrical per-

formance, re-enact our dreams, make .

them stand for what we see. In Jack
Hodgins's new novel, The- Honorary
Patron, Canadian professor Jeffrey
Crane, a voluntary exile in Europe, first
tries the former, and then adopts the
latter sohtion.

Tempting Crane back is his unfaithful
sweetheart, the beautiful Elizabeth, who
instead of marrying him (sometime in
their youthful past) married a certain
Argent, The forbidden apples Elizabeth
offers Crane are those of commeon affec-
tion and future responsibility: Crane is to
become the “*honorary patron™ of a small
B.C. Shakespearean festival that
(Hodgins warns the reader in the
acknowledgements) **bears only a small
resemblance’ to the real-life one in
Nanairno.

Crane has been an actor before be-
coming a professor, but retains a certain
performing naivety that tinges all his
actions. *“For all his early training for the
stage and his many years of experience at
the front of lecture halls, he found he
could not be so certain of controlling his
own face, which he’d been told was the
long and narrow suspicious sort of face
one expected to find on a country priest.”
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end allows Crane to succeed in imposing
his imagination upon the world around
him.

Reality transformed through our
imagination and history moulded by our
dreams have become the signature of
Hodgins’s fiction. The Invention of the
World is more than the title of Hodgins’s
first novel: it could also serve as the title
of his collected works. In The Honorary

Patron Crane invents first a2 Vienna and
a Zurich of pursuers and pursued, then
a B.C. of cranks and visionaries. Neither
corresponds to the reality of newspapers,
but neither contradicts it. Crane’s inven-
tions may not be real, but they are true.

The reality of Crane’s geography is
made believable by Hodgins’s mastery of
the language. The story is told in the third
person, but a third person that barely
disguises the voice of Crane, the hero.
Outside Crane’s story stands the author’s
voice, and yet we, the readers, know that
it is Crane’s version we are hearing.
Crane’s ebullient vision of the world nrust
seep into the telling, and Hodgins wisely
allows it to do so. Almost any line is a
good example of the ease with which
Hodgins echoes the tone of his character,
describing an event, commenting on an
occurrence. “The small waiter was found
passing by in his stiff white jacket, and
snaiched out of his intended journey by
the wrist.”” *“He was ramming his feet into
his shoes. Dramatic exits were almost
impossible for people in the habit of
kicking off their shoes wherever they
settled.” *“The entire staircase had been
constructed, he could swear, for the sole
purpose of making him see himself as
ancient and doddering.’* ““He,” of
course, is Crane, and it is Crane"s point
of view that sheds light on the story.

It is, however, that same story that
seems to be The Honorary Patron™s weak
point. Half-way through the book it
doesn’t seem to have begun — nothing
much seems actually to happer until well
into chapter 14. The characters (as seen
by Crane) are brilliantly introduced, the
stages are set, dialogue crackles with wit,
but for the longest time there is no plot
to follow. Not every novel, of course,
demands a plot, but The Honorary
Patron not only demands it: it has one.
It is just that it is impossibly slow in
starting, so that by the time Crane’s love-
life begins to undermine his carefully con-
structed reality, this reader’s impatience
has spoiled (at least in part) the interest
in the outcome.

Nevertheless, Hodgins’s writing is full
of felicities, of perfect turns of phrase and
images that bring home unexpected new
meanings. There may be at times an over-
dose of cultural name-dropping, of
reference to Kandinsky, Henry ‘Moore,
Thomas Mann, Brueghel, etc. And yet,
after a few pages, they all seem to belong
quite naturally in Crane’s dream-
academic world. Crane’s people and their
language are distinct and coberent, in
spite of the tale they have to tell. Like
great actors in a simple-minded play,
Crane and his cast lend 7he Honorary
Patron the strength of their talents, What
remains is the memory of a remarkable
performance wasted on a lagging story of
Tittle consequence. [J


http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Jack+Hodgins
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Ianglmg man

Saul Bellow's intellectual heroes are too dreamy
to malie conventional husbands, too fastidious to Interest
women who ‘eat green salad and drink red blood’

By Norman Snider

Lkiore Die of Heartbreak, by Saul
Bellow, Viking (Penguin), 335 pages,
$22.95 cloth (ISBN 0 670 81899 2).

\WELL BEFORE HE was awarded the Nobel
Prize in 1976, Saul Bellow had cultivated
a special place for himself on the contem-
porary scene, Since the publication of Mr.
Sammier's Planet he has personified the
genteel reaction to the thundering savage
apocalypse of American life. As Diane
Johmson observed, it is the mission of
Bellow’s narrators to be at the moral cen-
tre of their books. This prize-winning,
exemplary hero is the thoughtful and
. worried person doing his level best agninst
impossible odds to maintain old-
fashioned humanist values and decent
conduct in the face of urban violence,
declining iteracy, rampant greed, sexual
anarchy, self-satisfied philistinism,
debased media, crooked politicians, a
trashy popular culture, degenerate ethics
in the legal and medical professions, an
academy that has failed to uphold
genuine intellectual standards, artists who
have turned their career} into sideshow
carnivals, false philosophy, and death-
saturated hedonism. In other words, it’s
been Saul Bellow vs. the Decline of the
West. So far it’s been a standoff: neither
Bellow nor the Decline have shown any
sipn of weakening.

In More Die of Heartbreak, Bellow
once again takes on the subject he defined
once and for all in Herzog: the torments
of middle-class love and marriage,
American-style. That is to say, love and
marriapge and divorce, with all the half-
states and ambiguous floating dilemmas
found in between. Since The Dean’s
Decamnber, however, Bellow has contrived
a unique novelistic approach with plots
that offer little in the way of drama or
suspense, limited action, compressed
scope, and vestigial characterization, In
compensation he offers a prolific flood
of ideas and observations: the novel as
c5say.

This meditative style is anything but
austere: Bellow is the master of a nervy
colloguial style that puts one in mind of
Henry Miller minus homny descriptions
and underdog rant. Monetheless, late
Bellow, as the master’s most assiduous
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overseas disciple, Martin Amis, has
termed it, takes the longest of views. As
in late Beethoven or Eliot’s Four
Quarlets, all contemporary squabbling
and writhing is seen under the eye of
eternity.

Not that More Die of Heartbreak is a
work of serene Olympian detachment or
autumnal serenity. What Bellow observes
of Dostoyevsky is equally true of himself:
he is one novelist who works from his
own troubled nature. Except for the odd

" peaceful interlude, the ladies are con-

tinually handing the Bellovian hero, this
decent and humane man, the roughest of
times. Women, observed one of these
gents, in a memorable phrase, “‘eat green
salad and drink red blood.”

‘The story of More Die qf Heartbreak
is easily told: Benn Crader is a world-
famous botanist living in 2 unnamed
Midwestern city that nonetheless bears all
the earmarks of Bellow’s Chicago. He is
a widower exhausted by 15 years of em-
battled bachelorhood. For him marriage
represents surcease from the emotional
disasters of courtship, flirtation, rejec-
tion: the dating game that now carries on
mercilessly from puberty till the grave.

YWhat he is looking for in marriage is
a peaceful state wherein two human
beings are ““bound together in love and
kindness’® — which he reflects, poor sap,
*‘shouldn’t be too hard to accompHsh.”
Brilliant with plants, inept with women,
Crader precipitately marries an ambitious
beauty named Matilda Layamon. Solely

interested in the soclal status Crader’s
academic prestige can confer upon her,
she envisages a Ilushly firrnjshed apart-
ment where she can entertain visiting big
shots like Henry Kissinger and Ginter
Grass. Her physician father, like Dr.
Tamkin of Seize the Day a medical
piranha, desires to exploit Crader finan-
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cially for the wherewithal to0 make this
dazzling life possible.

There is a subplot involving Crader’s
nephew Kenneth Trachtenberg’s dif-
ficulties with an S-and-M-loving airhead
named Treckie who is the mother of his
child but who refuses to marry him.
Matilda, another prize bitch in Bellows
endless gallery of same, is offstage much
of the time; for the reader, she is little
more than a brutally oversized pair of
shoulders. Similarly, Treckie has run off
to Seattle. The novel’s most intense con-

nection is that between the two men.

Accordingly, at the core of the book
is the ongoing conversation between uncle
and nephew about the larger implications
of their woman troubles. This talk,
however, is obsessively fascinating.
“Knowledge divorced from life equals
sickness,” observes Bellow at one point.
So, the dialogue between uncle and
nephew is neither academic prattle nor
men’s-group moaning; it represents
nothing less than a brilliant disquisition
on modern love, which is defined finally
as “two psychopaths under one gnile.”

Thomas Pynchon once observed of one
of his characters that *“women happened
to him Iike accidents.” Bellow’s men
demonstrate an equal passivity; they are
never pursuers, always the prey. In
Bellow, it is relations between men that
are spiritual and transcendent. Just as the

" most important connection in Hum-.

boldt’s Gift is between the title character
and the book’s narrator, Charlie Citrine,
Kenneth Trachtenberg wants only to .
safeguard his uncle’s gifts, ‘“‘to protect
him in his valuable oddity."”

Needless to say, Matilda Layamon has
adifferent agenda. *“The beauty and the
charm were up front,"” writes Bellow of
his heroine. *“MNobody was invited behind
them to get a different perspective.”
Behind the mask is a rapacity that is both
19805 up-to-the-minute and as old as
Balzac. After he fails as'an academic,
Matilda wants Crader to pursue a lawsuit
concerning a family inheritance so she can
buy a partnership in a brokerage. (Direct
reference is made by Bellow to Balzac’s
Cousin Pons, where another mild old gent
is exploited by a ruthless family.)

Nor does Uncle Benn fare any better
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at the hands of the other women in the
book. A drug-taking socialite from the
Hamptons named Caroline Bunge makes
amove on him and he almost marries her
until he reflects that *“duzing the act itself
she would look and behave as if she was
sitting in the Dress Circle at the opera and
you were the starring tenor.” A dumpy
middle-aged neighbour appears at Benn'’s
door and demands that he do something
about her sexuality. And in a wonderful
scene, Treckie’'s mother appears and
presents an outrageous plan vihereby
Kenneth can pet custody of his daughter
by marrying Mama herself, senior citizen
though she may be. Bellow, in a stunning
tumm of phrase describes Crader as
“dredged in floury relationships with
women who could fry him like a fish if
they had a mind to.’” At the end of the
novel, the botanist flees to Antarctica
where he can be alone with the lichen.
At this stage in his career, Saul Bellow
stands well outside any possible category.
Although most of the novel’s characters
are Jewish, their experience is not
especially particularized; it lies well within
the American mainstream. The social
world Bellov’s fiction has inhabited in the
last couple of decades is that of the
distinguished senior academic, the globe-
circling professor-emeritus, the *‘world-
class intellectual.”” As with Albert Corde
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of The Dean’s December, too much
inexplicable fuss is made of Benn Crader.
Kenneth Trachtenberg continually talks
of his uncle’s *‘magic’® and charisma.

Henry Kissinger and Giinter Grass would -

certainly drop off to visit a Nobel prize-
winner in literature in the Midwest, but
never a botanist, no matter how
distinguished. Like that of Albert Corde,
Benn Crader’s stature and appeal are only
understandable in terms of those of his
author.

Although Bellow himself would detest
such Ring Magazine-style rankings, one
question naturally arises in the circum-
stances: who is America’s greatest living
writer, Bellow or Mailer? Since the two
novelists represent a monumental stndy
in polarity, no doubt the Ph.D. mills are
already grinding on the subject. Where
Mailer went to war and wrote about men
in combat, Bellow stayed home and wrote
about the home front. Where Mailer con-
sciously abandoned his Jewishness all the
better to encompass American society,
Bellow insisted on it. Where Mailer strove
to become the egomaniacal King of New
York, Bellow remained a decent, modest
chap in provincial Chicago. Where Mailer
ventured out to explore and embrace the
psychopathy of American life, Bellow
stayed behind to man the burgherly bar-
ricades. Where Ma:ler became a kind of
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"Mosaic prophet of rebellion, Bellow

remained an embattled apologist for the
éducated middle class.

And herein lies the crux of Bellow’s
romantic dilemma. One British critic has
observed that all of Bellow’s novels could
well bear the title of his first book, Dan-
gling Man. His intellectual protagonists
are far too dreamy and mystically inclined
to make good, prosperous, convertional
husbands, far too gentle to duke it outin
the back alleys of the so-called real world
of business and politics, all in the name
of family life. (Children, Bellow justly
observes, are the great excuses for scum-
ball behaviour in the arenas of money and
power. “Why do I do it? I do it for my
kids.”’) At the same time, men like Ken-
neth Trachtenberg and Benn Crader are
too morally and intellectually fastidious
to countenance any of the female
inhabitants of the bohemfas, high or low,
currently available to them. These women
take drugs, they like to get beaten up; the
genteel Bellow hero is in their view a kill-
joy, one dull Charlie, just not their style
of dude. So his protagonists dangle,
essentially solitary, on the margins.

Still, James Joyce, who knew about
these things, once made a remark that
well applies to Bellow"s quandary: the
mistakes of a man of genius are merely
the portals of discoverf. O
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Heart of
the city

By llenncih ficGoogan

Bztween RMen, by Katherine Govier,

Viking (Penguin), 312 pages, $22.95 cloth
(ISBN 0 670 31499 7).

SEVBRAL FINE writers have set novels in
and around Calgary, among them W. O.
Mitchell, L. R. Wright, and Aritha van
Herk. But until nov no novelist has dared
to place Calgary at the heart of a full-
length fiction, to make it the focus of
attention in a work designed to put the
city on Canada's literary map.
Katherine Govier, an expatriate Alber-
tan based in Toronto, establishes her con-
trolling metaphor early in Befween Men.
s“This matter of getting on the map,’” one
of her narrators writes: “first it was the
railway that was going to do it, then the
boom, then the fire of 1886. And still it
hadn’t happened. There was a sense of
something owing.” Later, he observes:
“Calgary will be the first Western town

to have streetlights. The power project
will put us on the map.’

Between Men is a complex, well-crafted
novel that intertwines two story-lines. The
first of these, the framing tale, is a con-
temporary love story that focuses on
Suzanne Vail, a thirty-fivish history pro-
fessor recently returned to Calgary after
an absence of 10 years. She is torn
between two men — her businessman
husband Ace, whom she is divorcing, and
a jaded, 53-year-old politician named
Simon, with whom she has an imtense
affair.

This contemporary story is rich and
detailed. It includes vignettes from
Suzanne’s past (most of them involving
Ace) and an ongoing skirmish in the pre-
sent, with Suzanne battling an attempt by
her departmental chairman to cut the
most significant course she teaches
(Reinventing the West). It’s populated
with memorable minor characters,

- notably Suzanne’s oilman father-in-law,
Block, and her friend Gemma, a
shameless gold-digger who founds a
group called SWARM (Single Women
After Rich Men), incidentally providing
light relief.

Suzanne is researching a historical
paper abont the brutal and mysterious
murder of an Indian woman named
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Rosalie New Grass. She is obsessed with
this real-life event, which happened in
1889 at a down-and-dirty Calgary bar
called the Turf Club. Her search for facts
becomes a cquest” for truth, and her
imapinings form the story within the
story, and eventually reveal the death to
have been ‘“‘something that happened
between men.”

Suzanne's quest is linked carefully with
Govier’s larger purpose: “‘This murdered
Indian woman, that dark club and the
men who frequented it, the town’s panie:
it was one of those occasions where the
layers of custom broke open, and one
could see straight to the core of the place.
But to see that core, Suzanne would need
a way in.” ] .

To this end, Suzanne creates a
newspaperman-narrator named Murphy,
who is present at key historical scenes and
himself comes vividly to life. Murphy's
dark, brooding chapters are among the
novel’s chief attractions and clearly
demonstrate the great power of Govier’s
imagination.

Dipping her brush now in the dark
colours of the past, now in the bright ones
of the present, the author creates a multi-
hued portrait of the city in which she
became a woman. Riding in hot air
balloons, canoeing in Bowness Park,
camping in the nearby Kananaskis moun-
tains — all of the distinctive local tones
are here.

When Suzanne pushes her bicycle up
11A Street towards Riley Park, those who
know Calgary will exclaim: ““Yes! I see
it! I see it happening!”’ But the author
doesn’t forget those unfamiliar with the
city, for she immediately rounds out the
image: **She intended to go to sit by the
playground and watch the mothers and
children. . . .””

Govier combines an insider’s intimate
knowledge of Calgary with an outsider’s
cool detachment. Her depiction of the city
is profound:

Calgary was a club. Membership meant

holding dear a few tenets: the mountains

were beantiful, and business was good.

These two tenets periodically came into

conflict, such as over matters like putting

hotels on fragile alpine meadows. When
this happened, business won. Further
tenets were a handshake meant a deal,
and art without 2 horse in it was

pretentious. . . .

Anyone could do business in Calgary.

But although making money was

Calgary’s credo, and a continuous influx

of fortune-seeking strangers necessary to

its funclioning, the seekers after gold were
disdained. . . . Club members were more
than willing to do business with you but
until you’d lived through a bust and lost

vour money and staried again, you |

wouldn’t belong. . ..

This exclusivity was, like all exclusions,
a defence, It was the Calgarians’ answer
to the national assumption that they were
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lesser because although they had made it

big they had only done it in this out-of-

the-way place. Nevertheless it was there,

If Govier is sometimes hard on her old
home town, she is even more coolly
scathing when it comes to conventional
eastern Canadian attitudes about the
West. When Simon learns that Suzanne
has spent the past 10 years down East, he
relaxes: ““There were common assump-
tions then, she wasn’t an untutored
westerner after all but someone who had
been in the centre, who hed learned the
proper order of things.”

Between Men can't be considered an
allepory. It’s far too subtle. Yet, Simon
is quintessentizlly an ugly easterner —

older, experienced, smugly superior, he
has come to teach the local yokels a thing
or two. Ace, on the other hand, is 35 but
looks 20. He's a great maker of mistakes
— bt also vital and alive. And he’s iden-

" tified with. Calgary and the West.

Govier’s novel is also notable, finally,
for its insight into male-female relations.
One example: *“Fidelity was an invention
of men to ensure an otherwise unprovable
paternity, embraced by women because
they needed a man’s protection. Until
[Suzaane] had agreed to that fidelity. . .
she had had the power. But now she had
given up her power. Without Ace, she
could not make Simon jealous. Instead
she made him fearful.”

No ambitions novel is without flaws.
In this one, Ace’s possessiveness is hard
to believe, given his years-long separation
from Suzanne. There’s also a curious,
whimsical scene between Ace and his
mother that might have besn better
omiited. Some will object to certain
supernatural effects, others to Govier's
habit of sometimes using commas to
separate complete clanses.

Still, Between Men is a powerful, mulii-
faceted assertion of identity by a gifted
fiction writer. When all of the clever but
placeless novels churned out this decade
have been forgotten, Between Men will
still be showing up on Canadian literature
courses. It puts Calgary on the map. O

FEATUREREVIEW |
To make a short story long

As a new collection shows, Canada’s
literary strength may not be its short stories
but some superbly written novellas

By Cary Fagan

On kiddle Ground, edited by Douglas
Daymond and Leslie Monkman,
Methuen, 437 pages, $19.95 paper (ISBN
0 458 B0OSCO 8).

AT WHAT POINT does & story become long
enough to be called a novella, or a novella
earn the title of novel? The editors of On
Middle Ground, Douglas Daymond and
Leslie Moenkman, give vague boundaries
of [ength for the novelia (10,000 to 50,000
words) but decline wisely to be much
more precise. Instead, they write in their
intelligent introduction, of ‘‘indeter-
minate possibilities.”> But in the 20th
century all iterary forms have defied their
definitions and perhaps the novella, heing
in the middle range, is merely more
indeterminate than others.

In Burope the form was once quite
accepted, but in North America, espe-
cially since the demise of serial publica-
tion in magazines, even well-known
writers wishing to use the middle length
have had to risk having their work largely
ignored. Still, many have been drawn to
the novella, perhaps for the same reasons
as Vladimir Nabokov, whom the editors
quote:

There is, it would seem, in the dimen-
sional scale of the world, a kind of
delicate meeting place...a point,
arrived at by diminishing large things and
enlarging small ones, that is intrinsically
artistic.

The superb work in On Middle Ground
should cause us to consider revising the
casy assnumption that the short story is

Canada’s strongest form, or that the story’

is the most difficult form to write {(an idea
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that, I've always suspected, has been
sown by the story-writers themselves).
The best work in this volume achieves
wondrously that distillation of which
Nabokov wrote, and the book as a whole
is at least as impressive as the best of this
country’s story collections. |

The seven works included here show
that Daymond and Monkman have not
looked to theme or any notion of what
makes a work ‘“Canadian,” instead
holding to the simple rule that no fiction
is worth reading that is without an
accomplished style. They also have some

. biases, which for the most part I can

happily accept. Four of the novellas are
set on the West Coast, three have writers
as protagonists (four if you count music
composition as writing), and in several
illness is a recurring if not a central
obsession.

For me the collection held two
genuinely exciting surprises. Most of
Malcolm Lowry’s writing has been over-

shadowed by ome novel, Under the
Voleano, but ““The Forest Path to the
Spring™ is a work of genuine beauty told
in a refined, emotional voice that requires
the length of a novella to seduce the
reader with its long, non-narrative
descriptions.
Often all you could see in the whole world

-

of the dawn was a huge sun with two
pines silhovetted in it, like a great blaze
behind a Gothic cathedral. And at night
the same pines would write a Chinese
poem on the moon.

A squatter living on the B.C. coast,
ex-seaman, ex-jazz musician, recalls
several years of idyllic life, The novella
is an elegant damning of civilization’s
uniformity and a hymn of praise and
wonder to the Jove between a2 man and a
WOman.

The other surprise for me is Keath
Fraser’s **Foreign Affairs.”” Silas, a
young and promising diplomat, is struck
with multiple sclerosis and shipped back
to Canada. Twenty-three years later we
see him engaged in a power strggle with
his disciplinarian aurse {a woman who
““insists on wearing colors that testify to
the presence of disease’”) and lusting afier
Nadine, the anorexic danghter of an old
friend. Nadine aids Silas in his wish to
re-enter the world by taking him for long
wheelchair trips along the sea wall that
leave him exhilarated, exhausted, and
finally defeated.

Fraser®s writing is so rich and lively that
I have a hard time identifying what’s
missing. Perhaps it’s his use of diplomacy
and memories of India, reminiscent of
V.8. Naipaul and Graham Greene, which
in the end seems merely brilliant colour-
ing rather than a means of creating any
larger ‘meaning. But as a portrait of a
mind trapped by illness, ‘‘Foreign
Affairs” is a Zour de force.

If Mavis Gallant and Clark Blaise are
less of a surprise, it’s only because I knew
their work before. The novella is
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Gallant’s natural form, and here the
editors have chosen an earlier work, ‘“Its
Image on the Mirror.” While almost as
layered in social detail as her later writing,
it is more gentle in tone, more compas-
sionate and less bitterly amusing. The
story of Jean’s confused love for her
anarchic sister Isobel is a revelation of the
repressive famjly life of English Quebec
and a fine depiction of Montreal during
the war.

Perhaps only Clark Blaise can rival
Gallant in vivid portraits of Montreal. In
“Translation,” a novelist named Porter,
half English, half French, and suffering
from epilepsy, returns to the city to pro-
mote his surprisingly successful
autobiography and find the ends of the
two strands of his past that have always
haunted him — his father's desertion and
his mother’s suicide. If the novella’s end
is a touch too dramatically Freudian, in
every other way it is a searing act of the
imagination.

These four novellas all weave time and
memory with extraordinary sophistica-
tion. The remaining three are worth
reading, yet they pale next to such fine
work.

Ethel Wilson'’s “‘Tuesday and
Wednesday’® shows us the life of Mort
and Myrtle, he a gardener and she a
woman whose “‘nose was thin and would
some day be very thin.’’ Unfortunately,
Wilsor can’t quite sustain the amused
ironic voice, a precursor of much
Canadian fiction, to the end,

Audrey Thomas's *‘Prospero on the
Island’® recounts a writer's year-long
island residency; although it is a warm,
affirmative work the language and
insights are often quite ordinary and the
loose journal form is a [ess interesting use
of the novella length.

John Metcal”s **Travelling North-
ward”* has a writer flying up to Northern
Ontario to give a reading. Metcalf’s style
is certainly dashing, if sometimes strained
for effect. Some may like this persona of

a self-agerandizing writer and his morose
satire. I don’t.

Nevertheless, On Middle Ground
deserves to be réad outside the artificial
boundaries of Canadian literature
courses. Writers have long known the
promise of the novella’s “indeterminate
possibilities’ and this collection should
make readers equally excited. [
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Troubl '
in Camelot

By Brian Fawcett -

The Enipma of Asrival, by V.S.
Naipaul, Viking (Penguin), 318 pages,
$22.95 cloth (ISBN 0 670 81576 4).

TO PUT FIRST things first, The Enigma of
Arrival is a book worth any reader’s
careful attention. It can be perused and
enjoyed for its marvellous prose or for the
remarkable sentence-by-sentence lucidity
of V.S. Naipaul’s mind. But it should also
be read as a structural and technical four
de force, and finally (and most important)
as an indispensable addition to intellec-
tual history, an important deciphering of
the current conditions of Western civiliza-
tion and of the fate and direction of its
literature.

Naipaul’s historical position in
literature has some similarities to that of
Joseph Conrad at the turn of this century.
Both are exiles from other cultures, both
committed themselves early in their
writing carcers to securing a large
audience for their work, and they share
an obsession with explaining how and
why their books have been written.

Conrad’s exile was from a literate and
politicized Eastern European culture and
family. After a childhood as a virtual
political refugee and a youth as en adven-
turer, he settled in England to write about
the dark side of Buropean civilization®s
then expanding and irresistible imperial
energies. His mission was to investigate
and make explicit to his reader the volatile
interzone between imperial civilization
and the planet’s half-wild lands, oceans,
and peoples as they fell within the con-
trol of the Imperium. In doing so, he held
the mirror up to his civilization with
accuracies that are still just being
discovered.

Bomn in Trinidad in 1932 of East-Indian
descent, Naipaul came to England at the
age of 18 on a colonial scholarship to
Ozxford, intent on making himself into a
cosmopolitan writer as a means of escap-
ing the economic and cultural poverty of
his Third-World heritage.

From those beginnings, the similarities
between the two men increase. Like Con-
rad before him, Naipanl is an odd man,
by turns pretentious and humble, liberal -
and cranky to the point of bigotry. Most
of his books have been situated in the
same interzone Conrad examined, and in -
several instances, he has deliberately
followed Conrad’s tracks.

The television persona that was created
when he became, for several years in the
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early 1980s, something of a media cele-
brity, like Conrad’s public face, com-
manded respect but very little affection
from the ideologically persuaded. The
two bools that made him a celebrity, The
Return of Eva Peron (1980) and Among
the Believers (1981), are brilliant assaults
on the cultural naivety and violente of
vulgar authoritarianism. If his judge-
ments are predictable, which they rarely
are, they usnally derive from his hatred
of vulgarity, another trait he shares with
Conrad. -

The Enigma of Arrival differs from the
rest of his oeuvre, It is called a novel, but
like Finding the Centre (1984), which
docoments Naipaul’s early life in coloniaj
Trinidad, it is more critical memoir than
an application of what most people think
of as the tools of a novel — dramatic plot
development and fictive invention.

In Finding the Centre he produced an
admirable record of the writerly methods
he has used, and their generative sources
in his backeround and personality. The
Enigma of Arrival extends that database,
but it is structurally much more ambi-
tious. Naipaul orchestrates the full range
of his formidable repertoire as the book
charts his development as a mature man
and writer, and as a citizen of the postwar
modern world.

The book centres on an estate cottage
just outside Winchester in southern
Enpland, a few miles from Stonehenge,
where Naipaul moved in the early 19705,
He chose the quiet rural countryside,
paradigmatic of all that is gracionsly
English, filled with prehistoric burial
middens and overlaid with centuries of
history, because it seemed a refuge from
the ugly passages of the modern world
and a psychological refuge from his own
background as a colonial. What he finds
there — and reveals to the reader — isa
paradigm of a wholly different
dispensation.

Breaking with Conrad and his own
early work, which sought their primary
subject matter along the boundaries of the
expanding Imperium, Naipaul reverses
field and locates the Imperium’s now
crumbling inner core in the English coun-
tryside. Ianer core it may be, but it is no
timeless paradigm, no still, deep pool of
historical accretion. As elsewhere in the
modern world, he finds a mutable way of
life, collapsing partly from indifference
and ignorance, and partly beneath the
onslaught of global homogenization. It is
a world replete with migrant populations
barely conscious of their surroundings
and high-tech military installations prac-
ticing megadeath rituals.

The book develops elliptically, focus-
ing loosely but feithfully on the rural
enclave that surrounds the decaying coun-
try estate his rented cottage is part of.
Beginning with a rambling depiction of

I b DL M PP T

his first years there, and of a nearby cot-
tage garden and the man who keeéps it, he
begins to tell us a series of parallel tales.
Central among them are the stories of his
eatly years in England, the peeling away
of his colonial cultural and artistic illu-
sions as his skills as a writer develop and
grow. Yet always his narrative touches
back at the valley and cottage, taking us
ever decper into the strata and substrata
of the present.

People come and go in the valley, and
the result of their labours, for the most
part, is failure and waste. Through the
marvellous, elliptical textures of his
narrative, Maipaul brings himself, and us,
face to face with the existential constants
of change and death, but also with the
power of the human curiosity that allows
us to learn and grow and transcend that
dark fate.

The result of his own Jabour in this
book is & curiously mixed and culturally
rich message, one that betrays neither his
Bast Indian heritage nor the cosmopolitan
identity he has worked so painstakingly
to achieve. It is also among the most
informative tales of the single tribe we
have become that our partisan era has yet
produced. O

No need
{0 explain

By Anne Dencon

Visitations, by Elizabeth Brewster,
beron Press, 111 pages, $23.95 cloth
SBM 0 88750 661 5) and $11.95 paper
SBN 0 88750 662 3).

THE BACK COVER of this new collection of
six stories by Blizabeth Brewster bears a
quotation from a previous review of her
work in Books in Canada. The passage
quoted, which struck me as faint praise,
mentions the necessity of the reader’s
accepting *‘the ordinariness of her
world.”” The idea of ordinariness does
seem to be central to the author’s, as well
as her publisher’s, vision of her work, In
this collection, Brewster refers more than
once to her inability, or perhaps
disinclination, to “tell a story” in a
dramatically structured way. Thus the
supposed ordinariness of her prose pieces
seems to reside not so much in her choice
of subjects, which are rarely ordinary, but
rather in her reluctance to shape her
material into an artificially heightened
version of reality.

About “Coliage,” a *‘scrapbook of
prose poems® it memory of her father
— the last and least conventionally narra-
tive piece in the group — Brewster states:
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This is not a story. A story has a begin-
ning, a middle and an end. A story has
a direction. A story has a theme, It has
a conflict you can recognize. There is a
climax, maybe a recognition scene, a

reversal.
Then, referring to the tales her father
liked to repeat and embellish, she says:
] can't tell stories in his way.”

Although some of the other pieces in
this collection more closely approximate
the traditional short-story form,
Brewster’s preference for simplicity and
restraint touches almost all of them, In
““A Perfect Setting,”” which describes in
the most streightforward and detailed

~ manner possible the arrival of a naive

university graduate at her first job in a
slightly dubious private school, the author
wryly alludes to the stylistic possibilities
she has rejected. Her heroine speculates
about the different genres — murder
mystery, sentimental pot-bodler, Victorian
‘romance, juvenile school story — io
which the situation might lend itself, and
even finds appropriate examples in the
school library, which she stealthily, but
uneventfully, visits in the dead of night.
However, “A Perfect Setting” has
some of the recurring weaknesses of this
collection: in her reluctance to dramatize
reality, Brewster tends to pile up details,
all with equal emphasis, so that the fact
that Isabel’s breakfast toast is ¢cold seems
almost as important as her ominous
realization that most of the school’s
previous teachers have resigned. Yet; hav-
ing conveyed the young woman’s
bewildered reaction to her position with
such painstaking care, she tacks on a final
paragraph that seems to “‘explain®® what

she has so carefully shown. .
I found this latter tactic particularly

* disappointing in the otherwise good *The

Old Woman,” in which a university lec-
turer in early middle age is faced with a
persistent memento mort in the person of
a neighbour who is growing senile. This
story would have been just as haunting,
and its meaning perfectly clear, without
its last two sentences.

One aspect of Brewster’s prose style
that surely reflects her work as a poet is
her acute sensitivity to the multiple shades
of meaning in a sinple word. In the titla
story, for example, a first-person
reminiscence based on the 1944 diary of
a young university student and would-be
poet (the author herself?), she discusses
the nuances of the word *‘visitation"’:

It could be a mere visit, somebody

dropplng in Sunday afternoon for tea. It -

could be a state visit, a visitation by the

Bishop or a royal personage. It could be

a spectral appearance by ghosts. . . . It

could be a disaster, an act of God or

maybe of some malign power.

'I'hwpassagealsomd:mtesthebnkthat
joins the various pleces in the collection,
for each concerns & visitation of one kind

August-Septembar 1987, Backs [n Canada 21
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The Canadian Living C@@ﬁgﬂw
COOKBOOK ety

0-394-22017-X
Carol Ferguson

$2995

September

Here at last is the book
everyone has been
waiting for — a beautiful
full-color cookbook from
the most respected name

from your
MORTGAGE

0-394-22022-6
Brian Costello

$]1995

October

‘Canada’s premier
financial consultant and
best-selling author, Brian
Costello has written a
practical, no-nonsense
guide on getting a better,
more profitable mortgage
to work for you and

.your financial future.




)

IR TR
The Making of the  The Glorious
**Aftican Queen” East Wind
0:394-23034X " 0394220188
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$22.95 $21.95
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Katherine Hepbuen A former inspector in the
femembers as only Roxal Hong Kong police.
Eathetine Hepburn can? A K_G.E. Konkel has written
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The Christmas I'm Hungry!:
Stockings Your Guide to
-:334-333‘31?-.\" st Nuuéu‘fgusyand Tasty
Mathew Price / Hlusteace Foo r Youn:
l;{;’;'hfm Children
612, 0394220196
Sepieb e?s Elemor Brownridge
Wellknawn children’s $12.95
boak aubor Mathew Pite  geprember
Creates an adorable Fither  Nyiriionist Eleanor
Christmas that children Brownridge offers 2
_aan follow dwough hidden  cpenive and fresh approach
doors on his hem- to feeding young children,
wamming search for the advacating special atrention
Cheistmas stockings. to nutetion 2nd the
parent-child feeding
retationship. Includes
appealing, easy-io-follow
recipes.
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The Parent-Child
Connection:

Your Guide to Baby
and Child Behavior
0-394-22001-3

Dr. Arnold Rincover

$12.95

October

A highly-respected child
care specialist and Toronso
Star columaist educates
and assists parents in
dealing with thelr
children’s eardy behavior.
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The Chinese Food
Lover’s Guide
0:304.22003-X

Chang, and Stephen
Nathanson

$14.95

October

A unique and thorough
guide 1o anthenric Chinese
food anywhere in the
world, this book provides
indispensable infermation
on the whole scope of
Chinese cooking and
dining.
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The Butterﬂy Ch:ur
0-304-22008.0
Marion Quednau

$19.95

September

The haunting and powerful
story of the hun a young
woman feels For years after
witnessing the murder/
suicide of her parents, and
her courageous search for
an understmding of ker
tragic loss.
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Parhamem
Canada's
Democracy and
How it Works
0:-394-22006-4
Maureen McTeer

$9.95

September

Parliarcrit. with Maureen
McTeer 25 vour guide. is
spectally designed 1o
wtroduce both voung
readers and aduhts
Canada’s democracy and
how it works.

1265 Aerowood Drive
Mississauga, Ontario L4W 1B9
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or another. In *Cold Lunch,” an uneasy
visit by an old friend to an embittered
wife who has survived a broken marriage
and a potentially fatal iflness provides an
opportunity for the author to explore the
precariousness and ambiguity of memory
in the face of time and change. ““Well-
Meant Advice® also includes a visit and
a disturbing event, in this case a rape, and
is the most conventionally narrative of the
proup. Unfortunately, it seems to confirm
Brewster's own estimate of her imitations
as a teller of stories, for I found it the
least successful. Although presumably set
in the present, it has an oddly dated air,
and its two middle-aged sisters, one
blowsy, one prim, somehow fail to con-
vince. Perhaps this is because the author
seems to condescend to them a little,
much as does the young poet in “*Visita-
tions™ when she observes two working-
class women on the street:

I don"t kmovw why I wrile of these things,

except that these people are so comfort-

ably solid. T likke them because they have
no doubts of thelr ovm existence.

One of the motifs that run through
Brewster’s “‘non-story,” as she calls it,
«Collage,” is the presence of ghosts. At
once a tribute and an exorcism, it com-
bines memories of her childhood with
interpretations of a series of her dreams,
and explores the function and process of
memory itself. This is the most experd-
mental and ambitious piece in the collec-
tion, and as such is predictably uneven.

Brewster’s sensitivity to symbol and
allusion enriches certain passages, such as
her account of a dream of writing a story
called “My Father Goes Fishing,” in
which she leads from a legendary catch
of childhood, through the religious and
sexual symbolism of the fish, and back
to the moment of her own conception. At
other times, however, the process of free
association ends instead in irrelevance:

Some writing — Chaucer’s maybe? —

lasts 500 years. A house — a Canadian

house, anyhow — s lucky to last a hun-
dred. Some objects — Christmas tree
ornaments, for example — may last on-

Iy a few days.

Although **Collage’” has moments of
illumination, it is perhaps foo personal:
there are stretches where the accumnla-
tion of detail and the pursuit of meaning
become vearisome for the reader, who is
less intimately involved in the search.

Some of the ideas Brewster explores in
“Collage’ — for example her regret at
sometimes having been ashamed of her
father, and her reluctance to accept what
she sees as his legacy, a tendency to
melancholy — also appear in her fine
poem “Inheritance,’ which is included in
her Selected Poems, 1944-1977. A com-
parison of the two suggests that the dis-
cipline and austerity of her poetry is the
key to the transformation of such mate-
rial into art of universal significance. [J

24 Books In Canada, August-September, 1697
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Poes and cues

By Paul Stuewe

Invisible Ficlions: Contemporary
Storles from Quebec, edited by Geoff
Hancock, House of Anansi, 437 pages,
$14.95 paper (ISBN 0 88784 153 8).

ONCE PAST A pretentious and often
misleading introduction, Invisible Fic-
tions offers a variety of delights from 25
of Quebec’s brightest literary stars. In
order to get to them, however, you’ll have
to wade through some fairly off-putting
editorial drivel, wherein trendy buzz-
words combine with hoary banalities to
produce a textbook case of intellectual
gridlock. Grabbing at a sociological
generalization here and a literary platitude
there, Geoff Hancock whips up a mind-
numbing clutch of confusions that even-
tually totters to one ambiguous conclu-
sion: Invisible Fictions is right on the edge
of the new frontiers of Quebec writing,
wild and woolly 2 batch of far-out fan-
tasies as anyone coukl desire.
Fortunately, this too proves to be a less

" than accurate indication of the book’s

contents. Its more experimental examples
of literary frontier-bashing are generally
unimpressive: Yolande Villemaire’s
tedious linguistic games and Claude
Gauvreau’s aggressively unperformable
plays neither seek nor deserve a reader’s
attention. But the balance of Invisible Fic-
tions pays explicit respect to the
distinguished authorial line represented by
Poe, Kafka, Borges, and Calvino, and
even its title seems to have been generated
by a — doubtless unconscious — interac-
tion between Calvino’s Invisible Cities
and Borges’s Ficciones.

Of these various influences, Edgar
Allan Poe’s is perhaps the most surpris-
ing to an anglophone reader. Most of our
academic critics have long relegated Poe
to the horror genre, but in France the ad-
vocacy of Baudelaire initiated a pervasive
pattern of influence and imitation that
has obviously carried over into Quebec.
Invisible Fictions contains several note-
worthy examples, among which Pierre
Chatillon’s bewitching ““Ghost Island®
and Thornas Pavel’s multiple-personality
shocker ““The Persian Mirror”’ are effec-
tive homages to Poe’s inspiration. A
somewhat subtler use of his techniques is
offered by André Charpentier, whose
“Birdy’s Flight*’ combines them with an
exciting tale of the early days of aviation,
and by four short pieces from Michel
Tremblay that take a more magically
realistic approach to the classic story of
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psychological terror.

The Kafka-Borges-Calvino connection
is also much in evidence. Jacques
Brossard’s ““The Metamorfalsis” is a
delightfully witty and playful fantasia
upon Kafka-esque procedures, Clande
Boisvert’s madcap parables of magic and
religion display a deftly Borges-like touch,
and Paul Paré’s ‘*“Five Fables'’ resonate
with Calvino's quirky slants upon modern
fabulation. In drawing upon the work of
these master builders of 20th-century
Iiterature, the book’s contributors are
engaged in a fruitful dialogue with a rich
and by no means exhausted tradition; and
if ““fruoitful dialogue’’ sounds much less
adventurous than such typical Hancack
phrases as “a self-created universe’ and
“‘a space where energy is expanded,” rest
assured that the collection’s high points
are with few exceptions attributable to the
stimuli provided by an illustrious group
of literary forerunners.

Invisible Fictions also contains a few
stories that exhibit a sophisticated
awareness of recent developments in
science fiction and fantasy, and it was one
of these that reduced my critical faculties
to an awed acknowledgement of genius
at work, Elisabeth Vonarburg's *“Cold
Bridge’ takes a standard plot — flight
from technological insanity into an appar-
ently, but only apparently, pastoral
paradise — and from it fashions an ab-
solutely compelling tale of the discovery
of self through contact with a mysterious
other, Her imaginative inventiveness and
sensitivity to the effects of culture upon
character are nothing short of amazing,
and her French-language collection L’Oei! -
de la nuif awaits an enterprising Bnglish-
Canadmn publisher. Michel de Celles’s

*‘Recurrence” and Jean Ferguson’s “Ker,
the God Killer” are also well-crafted
examples of the literary assimilation of
overtly fantastic elements, and Francois
Hébert's “Prowling Around Little Red
Riding Hood” does some amusing if
mechanically predictable things with the
familiar fairy tale.

Thus Invisible Fictions is, title and
editorial inclinations to the contrary, a
high-visibility collection of stories, tales,
fabulations, and conceits that largely
transcends the limitations of the anxionsly
experimental. Its contributors are for the
most part skilled practitioners of one or
more vital literary disciplines, and its pro-
spective consumers can look forward to
an anthology that blends expertise and
imagination into 4 series of rewarding
reading experiences. Those who lust after
the sound of frontiers exploding and
traditions toppling had best look
elsewhere: fnvisible Fictions is engaged in
the further refining of some of the time-
tested components of modern literature,

' and it does so with a degree of finesse and

commitment that merits both our atten-
tion and our respect. O
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Dreams of Speech and Violence: The
Art of the Short Story in Canada and
New Zenfand, by W.H. New, University
of Toronto Press, 302 pages, $30.00 cloth
(ISBN § 8020 5663 2).

Tolaw Mae T Wl T

W.H. NEW HAS chosen Canada and New
Zealand for his inquiry into the history
and practice of the short story because of
the form’s importance to both literary
traditions. Both societies are committed
to orderly development, New argues, yet
their literatures are riddled with violence
both as subject and verbal process: “Why
the paradox, and what does it imply?"*
New calls his study an attempt to give
fluid shape to a subject that is conti-
nucusly undergoing change. He takes it
as axiomatic that these literatures are
rooted in their people’s experience, and
looks for individual adaptations. He
argues that these writers sought ways of
structuring stories “‘so that they might
brealk free from received conventions of
speech and form, hence break formally
free from the shaping social conventions
that were lodged in their inherited
language. This process is ongoing.”
New explores the work of Canadian
writers Duncan Campbell Scott, Margaret
Laurence, and Alice Munro, and New
Zealanders Katherine Mansfield, Frank
Sargeson, Patricia Grace, and Maurice
Dugpan. These individual analyses are
perhaps the most valuable portions of the
text. Dreams of Speech and Violence will
remain an important contribution to
critical dialogne in Canada.
— PATRICIA MORLEY

FicTion

and fishing. Elton was acting as go-
hetween for a dealer who represented the
seal’s unidentified owner and a group of
prominent businessmen who wanted to
present it to the provincial government.
Charlie is consulted by his father-in-law,
one of the potential buyers, and helps the
RCMP solve the case with several days
of holiday to spare.

Despite two murders and more foul
language than in the previous books, A
Body Surrounded by Water descrlbes a
world as safe and secure as, well, P.E.L.
Wright’s cast of family, door-to-door
peddlers, and single women is engaging
but not terribly distinctive or menacing.
As usual he pads the novel with amusing
anecdotes about the Saiters, including this
time a full-scale family wedding. The
plotting is deft, but given the brief list of
suspects it's soon cbvious who the culprit
js. To Wright's credit, the lack of
suspense matters not a whit to one’s
enjoyment of the book.

— DOUOLAS MALCOLM

eI LT Foe e W R T L

leaves off, it is a connected series of short
stories about a young man who has just
returned from Brazil. Travelling north-
ward from California to British Colum-
bia, the hero’s “'big plans'’ are gradually
replaced by the more mundane and settled
demands of community, home, and
family. In the process stability is gained
at the expense of freedom and spon-
taneity. Like the journal, the fiction is
locked into a *60s point of view, but it is
not nearly as seif-conscious or haphazard,
In short stories like ‘‘Black Wood
Acacia” and “‘An Easement Into
Paradise’ de Barros shows that he can
create memorable characters and keep the
narrative moving. = — JOEL YANOFSKY

Tales from Firozsha Baag, by Rohin-
ton Mistry, Penguin, 250 pages, $9.95
paper (ISBN 0 14 009777 5).

Bip Plans, by Paul de Barros, Talon-
books, 191 pages, $9.95 paper (ISBN 0
88922 244 4).

A Body Surrounded by ¥ater, by Eric
VWright, Collins, 168 pages, $19.95 cloth
{ISBN 0 00 223181 §).

RED SOIL, SEAFODD,and Anne of Green
Gubles are usually what come to mind
when one thinks of Prince Edward Island.
But murder? Never. Yet that’s just what
happens in Eric Wright’s A Body Sur-

rounded by Water, the fifth and newest’

Inspector Charlie Sakter mystery. And
what could be more natural than for
Salter, the vacationing Toronto cop, to
Jend the local Mounties a hand with their
investigation? .

The bludgeoning death of a local
historian, Clive Elton, ang the disap-
pearance of the Great Silver Seal of
Prince Edward Island are more than
enough to distract Salter from his golf
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AS ITS TITLE suggests, Paul de Barros's
book is full of big, ambitious plans. The
title is intended to be ironic — to reflect
the time in the 1960s when everything
seemed possible for a new, rebellious
generation — but the irony back{ires. The
idea of blending non-fiction, a “South
American Journal,” and fiction, “North
American Stories,”” in one voiume is a
worthy experiment, but one that isn’t
especially well thought out or executed.

Someone once said that nostalgia isn’t
what it used to be. Perhaps that explains
why the documentary half of this book
seems 50 dated. Episodic and fragménted,
it recounts the 1969 adventures of long-
haired hippie de Barros as he wanders
aimlessly through South America. His
““plan’’ is to get to Brazil where he dreams
of turning an inherited family estate into
a communal farm. Along the way, there’s
a lot of talk about Zen and revolution —
and a lot of characters who fade in and
out, leaving no lasting impression. Early
on, de Barros inadvertently underlines the
flaw in the story he is telling: **This
journey was my own invention. I created
it. . .. It's as if you put your life in
quotes then breathlessly tried to keep pace
with the script! How long before I run out
of plot?*

The second half of Big Plans is much
better. Picking up where the' journal

B R
. sl .

THIS FIRST COLLECTION is, like its open-
ing tale, an "‘Auspicious Occasion,”
though without its pathos of frustration
and degrees of rude soiling. Mistry has
an unforced narrative poise; his prose is
relatively stately, but without self-
conscious elegance. His style is eminent-
ly suited to Parsi ives in a Bombay apart-
ment complex, which are governed by
ceremony and civility. The impression is
of three-dimensional life in a self-
contained community, among these
slightly driven and recurring characters.
The narratives examine their lives with
sympathy and irony.

These 11 tales do not always have the
ostensible literary arrangement of the
short story; whea they do, the effect is
remarkable. *“Exercisers™ sets Jehangir’s
romantic attachment against his parents’
defensive martyrdom, while the park’s
exercisers, with their routines of develop-
ment, reflect his unfulfilled desires — all
coloured by a wise man’s cryptic advice,
“Life is a trap, full of webs.”
“Swimming Lessons,” with its comic
erotic subtext, says much about story,
language, and reception, as its mofif of
the confusion of cause and effect bears
on Kersi, the protagonist, now a writer
in Toronto: the ‘‘tale” carries its own
commentary on the sources and execution
of this very collection.

“Condolence Visit”” sets the heart’s
needs against social pressure and public
observances; in ‘‘Of White Hairs and
Cricket” a younger Kersi becomes sen-
sitized to mortality. In “‘Squatter’’ Sarosh
— in Canada **Sid** — cannot adapt to

- new toilet techniques, and remains a

foreigner, in contrast to the arrogant

August-September 1957, Beoks In Canada
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scorn of Jamshed for his homeland in
“Lend Me Your Light.” Altogether
Mistry’s attractive book has many
delights; the auspices are excellent.

— LOUIS X. MacKENDRICK
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The Day of Creation, by J.G. Ballard,
Lester & Orpen Dennys, 256 pages,

$22.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88519 181 5).

J.G. BALLARD'S latest novel, The Day of
Creation, recounts a Jatter-day Conradian
voyage in search of the source of a new
river, one that takes on symbolic mean-
ing not only for the reader but also for
the characters.

Dr. Mallory is a physician with the
World Health Organization, working in
a mythical central African country, who
launches what appears {o be a vain search
for water to forestall the desertification
of the region. He accidentally releases the
flow — and in fact thinks he is the creator
— of a new river. So obsessed is he with
his original plans that he embarks on a
dangerous journey to find its source and
destroy it.

Becouse of Mallory's self-conscious
identification with the river, we have to
wonder about Ballard’s intention. Are we
10 accept this symbolism as fundamental
to the novel’s meaning, or should we con-
sider it as merely something in Mallory’s
mind? Certainly Ballar@ provides enough
of a “‘rational explanation” for the river’s
origins and fate to keep the novel from
being raad as pure allegory. Perhaps he
is most interested in exploring his
character’s single-minded. responses to
what ought to be a boon to them and the
land. However we are to interpret the
novel, it remains an entertaining and intri-
guing quest narrativé, — ALLAN WEISS

Unlinown Soldier, by George Payerle,
Macmillon, 288 pages, $19.95 cloth

walks over the gritty rug and into the
sticky kitchen to turn on the stove. Gotta
clean this place up, he thinks.” Collo-
quialisms like “‘potta,” “‘gonna,” and
““ya’* {for ““you’’) clash with the Iyrical
passages, which seem inappropriate for
someone with Collister’s background.
(Payerle’s attempt to account for the
discrepancy, in chapter 15, is
unconvincing.)

Another problem is Payerle’s handling
of his characters’ emotions and motiva-
tions. Collister and others burst into tears
5o often that the novel teeters on the brink
of melodrama. Also, characters are com-
pletely aware of their own feelings and
concerns and verbalize them without
restraint:

“You get older and it seems Jike it’s ali

behind you. . . Seems a man has 1o live

for something. I gotta find a job and a

decent place to live. But I don’t feel like

i belong anywhiere, . .”*

This sort of self-analysis and self-
explication is ynnecessary and unrealistic.

Payerle’s novel has an excellent sense
of place, and as long as the characters res-
pond in believable ways it is enjoyable
and occasionally quite moving. When it
strives to be Meaningful, however, it
shows how far it falls below works like
The Wars and Joses the particolarity that
is its greatest strength. — ALLAN WEISS
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Benjamin Disraeli Letters, 1838-1841,
edited by M.G. Wiebe, J.B. Conacher,
John Matthews, and Mary S. Millar,
University of Toronto Press, 458 pages,

(ISBN 0 7715 9490 0).

WHETHER JUSTLY or not, any Canadian
novel dealing with the theme of war and
published since Timothy Findley’s The
Iers provokes comparisons with that
classic work. George Payerle’s second
novel, Unimown Soldier, is much less suc-
cessful than Findley’s in finding univer-
sal significance in one soldier’s story.
‘The novel is narrated from the point
of view of Sam Collister, a veteran of the
Second World War now living in Vic-
toria. One of the difiiculties of employ-
ing the third-person, limited point of view
is maintaining consistency of voice and
character while exploring broader ques-
tions, especially if the protagonist’s
personality cannot support such philoso-
phizing. Collister’s speech and stream of
consciousness remind one of the hard-
boiled school of detective fiction: “He

25 Bools in Ganada, August-September, 1987

$60.00 cloth (ISBN 0 8020 5736 5).

THIS THIRD YOLUMBE in the distinguished
and superbly crafted series of Disraeli
letters continues the scholarly tradition of
its two predecessors. The thorough and
thoughtful 70-page introduction em-
phasizes the importance of these pivotal
years in the life of the emergent politician
and husband. The years 1838-1841 were
still uncertain for the ambitions Disraeli
but he managed to strepgthen his political
philosophy and to improve his fiscal,
social, and emotional status through
marriage.

The extensive footnotes place each per-
son, place, issue, and event in perspective.
The book is carefully edited, well indexed,
and contains a useful chronology. As in
previous volumes, the letters continue to
fascinate and provide a refreshingly
frank, lively, and charmingly possipy
meld of British society and politics well
sprinkled with references to his fiscal dif-
ficulties and bursting with his seemingly
boundless ambition.

Politics were his first love, followed
closely by other people’s money, his own
lack thereof, and a passionate desire to
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be socially successful. His letters spared
none, including the dowager Queen.
Perhaps this letter to his sister captures
the essence of the man:

My dearest Sa,

I write because I suppose you would
prefer even stupidity to silence. T have
nothing to say of ourselves. Wlalpole) is
our guest at present — his wooing speeds
well — indeed *tis virtually settled, What
a revolution in his prospects and position.
By one coup, one of the richest peers in
England . ...

Ever with 1000 loves / to all. D/Carlton
Club [London] Satrday [3 October,
1840]

In all of his efforts, he was loyally
aided and abetted by his dearest sister
Sarah or “Sa,"” to whom he related all the
depths and heights of his emotion and
ambition. 1t is clear that Sarah’s role in
“Diz’s’* courtship of Mary Anne Lewis,
widow of politician Wyndham Lewis, was
an imporiant one and that the courtship
began rather soon after Lewis’s death.
What better for an ambitious and im-
pecunious politician than to marry the
childless, older, politically connected,
socially astute, wealthy widow of a politi-
cian? The earlyletters reveal that he loved
her for her affluence, her gifis to hii, and
herself in that order. By the time they
were married he seems to have become
genuinely fond of her and increasingly
dependent on her as a nurturing mother
figure — a role he seemed to prefer in his
relationships with women.

These letters provide a fascinating por-
trait of the colourful Victorian period and
will appeal to anycne interested in British
politics and history.—~ CYNTHIA M. SMITH

ng of Generals, by Tony Foster,
ethuen, 559 pages, $29,99 cloth (ISBN
458 80520 3).

VETERANS OF theé Normandy campaign of
1944 will remember Kurt Meyer. Throngh
the hot, bloody summer of 1944, he and
the fanatical youngsters of the 12th SS
Panzer Divisicn fought Canadians to.a
standstill at almost every encounter. Tt
was no chivalrous combat. At Authie and
Buron and outside Meyer’s headquarters,
dozens of Canadian prisoners, all of them
‘helpless, many of them wounded, were
sysiematically shot. In some cases, their
bodies were then crushed under the treads
of Meyer’s tanks,

That was why the SS general stood
before a court of his victors on Dec. 27,
1945, to hear Major-General Harry
Foster pronounce sentence of death.
From that meeting, Foster’s son has
created a fascinating dual biography of
two soldiers so different that their lives
could only have intertwined on the
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Normandy battlefield and in the artificial
judicial combat at Aurich.

Foster makes no secret- of his
sympathies. His adolescent resentment at
a father who deserted his family for a six-
year war has matured into a critical
sympathy for a professional soldier of
Iimited talent and basic decency. It is
Meyer, however, who is the hero of the
boolk, as he rises from youthful poverty
through the police, stormtroopers, and an
astonishing aptitude for battle. On the
Eastern Front, where Meyer Iearned his
trade, neither slde was scrupulous about
talking prisoners. Nor, Fostér insists with
ample evidence, were Canadians.

That may be special pleading, but it
was close enough to the truth that Harry
Foster’s superior, Major-General Chris
Vokes, defied Canadian opinion to
commute Meyer’s sentence to life
imprisonment. Instead of death, the
German spent the postwar years at
Dorchester Penitentiary from which,
Foster reveals, he was released briefly in

1950 to advise Canadian generals how to *

fight Russians,

‘This is a big, fat book on a repellent
subject but it is also compellingly written
and insidiously pexsuasive. There may be
beiter ways of understanding the men
who fought each other in the villages and
hedgerows of Normandy close to half a
century ago, but this is one of the best so
far. — DESMOND MORTON
POETRY _1
Anyone Can See I Love You, by
Marilyn Bowering, Porcupine’s Quill, 77
pages, $7.95 paper (ISBN 0 88984 104 7).
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AUDACIOUSLY SERIOUS, in this context, is
not an oxymoron. On the cover, auda-
ciously in yellow with red beots, Marilyn
Bovrering poses with a photo of her other
Marilyn (Monrog). And this book boasts
also audaciously great lipstick ruby end-
pages. Then reading we must witness
again the major bio-details of the sex-and-
film poddess. The reading is full of har-
rowing reminders of the little we know.
A furthering. Mot gloss. Serious.

Bovrering has had to be audacious to
attempt a sequence of poems about
Monroe, that much-worked vein of gold.
Bowering has also had to apply, full-tilt,
her considerable craft: restraint and an
emphatic focus have puilled this
audaciousness off. Beautifully.

The shared first name makes some of
these pieces Iyric with no context
necessary. Others are point-blank:

Three husbands, not too many, jus!

enough.

one io spin the thread of life

one {o meastre i,

one {o cut:

Jim, Joe, Arthur.

New . . .

Catalogue of the National Gallery of Canada

European and American Painting, Sculpture, and
Decorative Arts Volume I/ 1300-1800 / Text and Plates
General Editors: Myron Laskin, Jr. / Michael Pantazzi

Here, in a set of two handy desk-size volumes in hardcover — text
and plates — is the first in a series of three works documenting
the complete European and American Collections of Painting,
Sculpture, and Decorative Arts in the National Gallery of Canada.

The European and American collections of the National Gallery
are by far the largest in Canada. They contain more than
24,000 works of art by some 4,000 artists, ranging from the thir-
teenth century to the present.

The Gallery's total collections have grown to over 40,000 works
since they were begun in 1880, and comprise paintings, sculpture,
prints, drawings, photographs, video art, and decorative arts.

Works in the collections of European and American painting,
sculpture, and decorative arts catalogued in this volume cover the
period 1300 to 1800. Volume II will cover works of the nineteenth
century, and Volume III, the twentieth.

Some forty percent of the Gallery's holdings are Canadian in origin
or reference and are catalogued in a series of their own.

This two-part volume includes 262 works by over 200 artists.
Entries on each work contain comprehensive documentation,
including condition, provenance, exhibition history, and
references; they represent new research by Gallery scholars, who
have consulted widely with international specialists in every field.
A short biography of the artist is given, and a small key-illustration
for each entry in the text aids quick identification.

The introductory essay contains a brief history of the collections.
Eight indexes provide ready reference to the works under headings
that include subjects, former owners, location of related works,
current and previous attributions, acquisition numbers, and
artists.

Boxed set of two: $130.00

Text: 384 pp., 269 b/w. key-illustrations
Plates: 278 pp., 269 b/w reproductions
ISBN 0-88884-531-6 ISSN 0826-9726

Retail: Available at your local bookstore.

Wholesale: The Canadian Book Marketing Group Limited,
78 Sullivan St., Toronto MS5T 1ICl1.

Inquiries: National Gallery of Canada, Publications Division,

Ottawa K1A OMS.
Canadid

D Nafional Museums  Musées nationaux
of Canada du Canada
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Sometimes
the past
comes back
to haumnt.
On & quiet
street in Paris,
it has
come badk
to kill.

An explogive novel
of murder and Intilgue,
of coandal end eorruption

TONY
[FOSTE
$24.95 doth

At better bookstores now
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DiMaggio and Miller come off as they
need to: indifferent jailers and the milkers
of Monroe’s doubt. Clark Gable, Yves
Montand, the Kennedys are all here. But
the presence that interests me is Bower-
ing's own.

In this book, one Marilyn uses another
Marilyn as anchor and binocular (bio-
ocular) to create an almost anonymous
intensity of woman’s voice. In the best
poems, Bowering transcends the details
of Monroe to give us dilemmas that are
disembodied. And yet the language is
from flat to crisp; the style is minimal.

These poems don’t excite me stylisti-
cally or thematically, but I do admire the
poet’s and the publisher’s making of
freshness from what had been {(or so I
thought) squeezed of all freshness.

— PHIL HALL

Mother I'm So Glad Yon Tanght Me

ow to Dance, by Vancy Kasper,

illiams-Wallace, 62 pages, 3$8.95 paper
ISBN 0 88795 034.X).

THIS FIRST BOOK of poems by Toronto
author Vancy Kasper centres on the strug-
gles of romantic love, bringing an attitude
that’s strongly ambiguous. On the one
hand Kasper yearns emphatically for
union, on the other she seeks a certain in-
dependence. In the end she refuses to
sacrifice one for the other, striving instead
to retain both. Desirous of men in the
final poem, she
self-assertive.

Pieces such as “When I Stand at the
Door of the Cottage” and *‘Summer-
song” bespeak a poet of deep longing. In
the former Kasper ‘writes:

And the yearning for you

is so sirong

it blots out the perfection of love

in the duet of Puccini’s La Boheme.
‘Waiting for the lover — and disappoint-
ment at his failure to show — is a fre-
quent theme. ““Summersong’’ describes
a solitary summer at the cottage, and is
punctuated with the phrase *‘you said
you'd come soon.” Though certainly
heartfelt, these charged passages occa-
sionally turn melodramatic. *‘My Nights
Were Endless" is an unconvincing expres-
sion of loneliness.

In response to her vulnerability and
dependence, Kasper articulates a feminist
sensibility. Stepping — if only briefly —
from the romantic trance, she views her
life through what Adrienne Rich calls the
“powerful, womanily lens.”” In “Our
Room Is Empty* Kasper confronts her
former husband, seeing his manipulative
techniques for what they are:

you called me Mousy all ikose years

offended my feminist therapist

It was a mistake i explaired

in the beginning you thought i was gentle

is nevertheless

*Towards the Source,”” ‘1 Will Not
Crawl for You,” and “Birth of a
Feminist®” offer a similar vision of self-
reliance and sharpened insight. As if
responding directly to *‘Swmmersong,”
“Birth of a Feminist** begins, *‘I am tired
of waiting”’; it concludes, “I am ready to
grow.” .
Often beautifully crafted, the collection
leaves us with hope. In her finest poem
— “Bawdywomansong® -— Kasper
affirms that her love and guisiness will
continue beyond death.

— GIDEON FORMAN

Letters from the Equaior, by C.H.
Gervais, Penumbra Press, 79 pages, $7.95

paper (ISBN 0 920806 87 2).
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DEAR MARTY:

Long time no see. I like your new book
of mostly letters and some poems. Or are
they all prose-poems? I didn’t know
youw’d been recently in Nicaragwa and
Italy and elsewhere. What surprises me
is how religious as well as secular this
book is. All your previous books (of
poems) have given me glimpses of you in
Spirit-Mall mirrors, but this is the first
collection in which I see you ontright.

The prose-poems read like journal en-
tries. Are they?

““Letter to Jean Cocteau™

I saw your right hand at Musee Grevin,

the wax museum on Blvd. Mont-

martre. . . Those pale, sad, effete, warm

Jingers. Your writing hand under the glass

case. Lying there like a rubber glove in

a white sink. . .

Prose-poems that develop from nar-
rative seeds (daily events, here, or in the
other hemisphere) so often ring loose, as
if the poem were under the prose,
undeveloped, un-dug-for. But I like the
actual poems. Especially the Thomas
Merton sequence. Did you stay at
Qethsemani, Kentucky — the Merton
monastery — a while?

These pieces don’t have the stridency

or exhaustedness of the ones by Saul
Bellow’s Herzog: that random winging-
off of letters to dead and living alike. Nor -
do they have the blunt precision of
Richard Hugo's late missives from
Midwest U.S. bars. But they do seem to
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mean well and be generous to a reader.

I like this best of your many publica-
tions. It doesn’t thrill or teach me, but the
voice speaking is more tangible and con~
cerned about the politics of passion.
— PHIL HALL

Thanls for that, C.H.

This Couniry Anyway?, by Dave
dcIntosh, Stoddart, 247 pages, $21.95
loth (ISBN 0 7737 2114 (),

“THE POWER OF accurate observation™
said George Bernard Shaw, “‘is com-
mounly called cynicism by those who have
not got it.” By any name, McIntosh has
it, and he earned it the hard way. A
30-year veteran of the Canadian Press in
Ottawa, now retired on an unindexed
pension of $221 a month, he reported the
facts without embellishment for long
enoungh to have won his spurs, and now
dispenses salty opinions with glee. He
spits out the innumerable things stuck in
his craw in an unbridled book of juicy
anecdotes and crusty comments, and the
result is refreshing.

Although the book is haphazard and
disorganized and written with insistent
jabs rather than grace, McIntosh employs
a tough-minded wit to skewer person-
alities, ideas, and institutions. He tells
with relish stories about Trudeau the
tightwad, fobbing off unwanted
Christmas pifts from foreign embassies to
his staff, Monigue Bégin the querulous
backseat driver who was abandoped by
her chauffeur on the road to Montreal,
Dief reading Peter C. Newman’s
Renegade betvreen his knees under the
desk, and Paul Hellyer “‘the humonrless
and plodding autocrat.”” On individuals,
he is aces, admitting a fondness for Dief
the confused populist and Paul Martin
who often did gentle favours for ordinary
people in a quiet way.

IMcIntosh’s best shots are aimed at the
military, which he suggests will soon have -
more brigadier-generals than privates, at
TV, which he correctly asserts is distort-
ing and perverting Parliament, and par-
ticularly at the civil service, our real
political masters, whose numbers grow
lite fleas on a fat pup. Ottawa man-
darins, paid more than their Washington
equivalents, are beyond the effective con-
trol of Parliament, he argues, and the
hydra-headed monster of the bureaucracy
has become the principal threat to
freedom and good sense in this country.

McIntosh is a bright and amusing but
angry man who flails and thrashes about,
scoffing at the Emperor’s transparent
clothes, dismissing Mulroney in 50 lines
as an Irish Duddy Kravitz, and prodding
us to re-think the sonorous mush we are
fed on the late-night tube news. He

displays that most uncommon quality of
common sense. McIntosh sirikes me as a
bit off the wall, sometimes over the wall,
and yet at bottom exasperatingly sane,

The book reminded me to look op a
statement at the 50th anniversary dinner
of the Canadian Press, in 1967, by one
J.R. Burnett, publisher of a P.E.L
newspaper: “That’s the trouble with the
Canadian Press. It’s one of those faceless
corporations with no soul o save and no
ass to kick.” Dear Gawd. Isn’t that the
story of the Canadian corporate media
elite? There are no substitutes for guts or
experience, and there are many reasons
why a writer such as Dave McIntosh
should be read, and cherished.

— JACK MacLEOD

o . T _ |
The Tiger’s Daughter, by Bharati
Mukherjee, Pengunin, 210 pages, $7.95
paper (ISBN 0 14 009301 X).

in Tollygunge, which has been taken over
by squatters. She reacts hysterically when
a little girl in a faded party dress, her legs
covered with sores, screams: ‘‘I want
that! I want a sari just like that! I want
that! I want that!!”’

-- HELEN PORTER

Our American Cousing, edited by
Thomas S. Axworthy, James Lorimer,
226 pages, $25.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88862
877 3) and $17.95 paper (ISBN 0 88862
878 1).

FIRST PUBLISHED by Houghton Mifflin in
1971, The Tiger's Daughter is the story
of Tara, a young Indian woman who
returns to Calcutta after seven years in the
United States. A Vassar graduate married
to David, a U.S. writer, Tara has grown
away from her old life as the beloved
daughter of a privileged Brahmin family.
The idle, snobbish chatter of her old
friends irritates her, but she remains
drawn to them by the pull of the past. Not
really at home in either India or the U.S,,
Tara tries to make sense of her fife in both
countries.

This was Bharati Mukherjee's first

novel, and it"s a brilliant piece of work. _

There is none of the awkwardness one
associates with first novels; the style and

*the material are, for the most part, a

perfect blend.

Although The Tiger’s Daughter is the
kind of book that leaves a reader like me
with a strong sense of hopelessness, it
holds many deft touches of humour,
mostly black. On the train from Bombay
to Calcutta Tara meets P. K. Tuntun-
wala, a ‘“National Personage.”” When
they reach Howrah Station, “A blind
beggar who had begun to sing and ratle
his cup was thrown out of the train by
Tuntunwala.*” The National Personage
reappears periodically throughout the
novel, counterpointed with that strange
old man Joyonte Roy Chowdhury, who
drinks gin in which ““the ice cubes were
clear though bacteria ridden.” Tuntun-
wala and Joyonto both contribute to the
terrifying climax: ‘*And Tara, still locked
in a car across the street from the Catelli-
Continental, wondered whether she
wouild ever get out of Calcutta.”

Mukberjee does not spare her heroine.
'This is made particularly clear when Tara
and her friends visit Joyonto’s compound

A PRIMB PASTIME of the hundreds of
Canadians who live in San Francisco and
Silicon Valley — if they haven’t
transformed themselves into golden-
tanned Canuckifornians and begun
attending rolfing sessions — is to gather
for dinner parties or the Stanley Cup
playoffs and talk about Americans. All
they do is shop, we say smugly, pointing
to stacks of coloured newspaper adver-
tisements for occasions as benign as
Father’s Day. And never get into an argu-
ment with an American over a parking
space, we warn one another — he’s likely
to reach into the glove compartment and
pull out the family revolver to reinforce
his point. But despite our facetiousness,
Americans are different, more than Cana-
dians who remain in the Great White
North generally believe. It is this premise
former Trudeau aide and Harvard pro-
fessor Thomas Axworthy would Iike to
reinforce in Our American Cousins, a
collection of essays and articles culled
from famous Canadians® experiences
south of the border.

But that’s just the problem: we don’t
learn much about Americans here. We
learn more about Farley Mowat wrestling
with the U.S. department of immigration
before a proposed book tour, or John
Kenneth Qalbraith as a student at
Berkeley in the 19303 — a dated perspec-
tive if ever there was one, if it weren’t out-

.dated, so to speak, by the inclusion of

Gordon Sinclair’s rusty piece of radio
propaganda ‘“‘Americans,”™ written to
boost the then-fragile Yankee ego of
1973. I would rather have read insightful
essays on the American people by
unknown Canadian writers than such
inclusions as George Jonas's poem
for paranoids, *“White Anglo-Saxon
Protestant in Central Park.” |

There are one or two good pieces, such
as Mordecai Richler’s account of Jewish-
American holidays in the Catskills and
Ron Graham’s story of Canadians who
have conquered — or been conquered by
— Hollywood/Babylon. But overall,
there’s little to learn here except more
about ourselves. Canadian self-
consciousness has cocooned us once
again. — BARBARA WADEB ROSE
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The Fegulation of Desire: Sexuality in
nmada, by Gary Kinsman, Black Rose
ooks,.236 pages, $36.95 cloth (ISBN 0
20057 81 0) and $16.95 paper (ISBN 0
20057 79 9).

FOR THOSE WHO believe in the primacy of
socizl and historical relations, sexuality

in Canada has been defined by what the -

law implicitly or explicitly condemns.
Gary Kinsman has no doubt that the
Canadian state has always condemned
anything that threatens heterosexual
hegemony. This view follows logically
from two premises. One is: ““Sexuality is
not biologically defined, it Is soclally
created.” The other is: ‘Heterosexnal
hegemony organizes and is organized by
capitalist patriarchal relations.” In con-
trast to the idea!l pan-sexual state, then,
a capitalist country like Canada restricts
sexuality to relations that perpetuate the
.hegemony of patriarchy: Q.B.D.

The book reads like a thesis, which it
was. There are two parts, theory and
praxis. In the first, Kinsman details the
difficuliy of presenting an accurate
history of sexuality that takes into
account all sexual perspectives — lesbian,
pay and heterosexual. In the second,
“Towards a Queer View of Canadian
History,'* he exhaustively documents the
oppression of gays and lesbians and their
efforts to achieve proper standing in the
eyes of the Jaw.

No attempt has been made to translate
thesis into book. Swarms of footnotes ef-
fectively conceal engaging or persuasive
argument. All incidents are of equal im-
portance, equally undramatic in their lack
of narrative interest. The book is
valuable, nonetheless, for its research into
important history that has invariably been
averlooked or dismissed out of hand.
There the service ends. A more careful
selection of material and ideas would have
made Iinsman’s thesis more compelling
to read and, for those who find its
premises arguable, more challenging to
debate, — MARK CZARNECKI

SPORTS & ADVENTUH|

Morse paddled northern river highways
that in many cases had been almost
unused since the turn of the century.
Morse was a pioneer of recreational
canoeing, who often navigated with only
aerial photographs and the journals of the
early explorers. His rediscovery of the
past {ed to the publication of the classic,
Fur Trade Routes of Canada: Then and
Now. Freshwater Saga complements the
earlier work by telling the story of how
Morse did his research. Morse joins
Sigurd F. Olson and R.M. Patterson as
one of a select group of North American
authors who have written lyrically of the
canoe in this century and made it a living
part of our heritage. — S.R. GAGE

thought

By Harrlet Friedmann
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Freshwater Sapga: Remoirs of a
Lifetime of Wilderness Canceing in
Conada, by Eric W. Morse, University bf
Toronto Press, iliustrated, 190 pages,
$25.00 cloth (ISBN 0 8020 2610 9) and
$9.95 paper (ISBN 0 8020 6657 7).

IN THE 19505, at the age of 48, Eric
Morse decided to put his lifelong love of
canoeing to the test by paddling the
voyageurs’ roules across the country.
Within 10 years he had moved his sum-
mer expeditions north to the Barren
Lands. In the days before canoces were
made of Kevlar or ABS plastic, the days
before packaged *‘adventure travel,”’
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The Politics of Hunger: The Glohal
Food System, by John Warnock,
Methuen, 334 pages, $16.95 paper (ISBN

The Hunger Machine: The Polities of
'ood, by Jon Bennett, Polity Press, 248
ages, $14.95 paper (ISBN 0 83794 326 8).

PAMINE ABROAD is a problem familiar to
Canadians. We respond generously, both
individually and through our government.
Yet the causes of hunger sbroad are
mysterious, and so is the way that aid to
poor countries is administered. They are
at least as confusing as hunger in Canada,
which also prompis our generosity. Most
users of food banks — domestic emer-
gency food aid — are receiving public
assistance of a kind not available in
Third-World states, yet still they need a
form of charity not seen since the 1930s.
Food banks in Canada, like hunger in
the Third World, proliferate in the midst
of embarrassing agricultural abundance.
This creates one sort of paradox in
Canada: commercial farmers face
bankruptcy despite high productivity, a
variety of subsidies, and attempts to con-
trol supplies and marketing. It creates a
different paradox in the Third World.
There commercial agriculture, which
drastically reduces the variety of crops
and livestock (not to mention wild species
used for grazing and food), is being
established for the first time at the
expense of self-provisioning comraunities.
Self-provisioning may not be fair or
efficient, but it does guarantee something
to eat to everyone most of the time. Té
a large extent, the disasters and chronic
poverty portrayed in news have social
causes. Making land and labour into com-
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modities, and using both to produce what
people with the most money want to buy,
makes people live or die not by nature or
culture but by prices set in world markets.

‘These are the themes of The Pollitics of
Hunger by John Warnock and The
Hunger Machine by Jon Bennett. Both
emphasize the Third World, but make a
lot of commections that go beyond
previous studies. They link problems in
the underdeveloped countries with those
in the advanced countries (mostly
capitalist, but Warnock also has alot to
say about the state socialist countries,
both North and South). This is better
than the old simplification that rich coun-
tries exploit poor countries. Both authors
are at pains to emphasize that poverty and
agricultural crisis exist in so-called rich .
countries; explanations must encompass
all countries as well as account for the dif-
ferences between them.

Although both Bennett and Warnock
are coy about using the word, they
emphasize that it is capitalism that
originally separates people from the land.
Small capitalists, large corporations, and
almost all states (as opposed to the people
they rule) benefit from such separation.
Private owners, seeking the highest return
from the land, evict people who were
themselves (inefficient) producers. If they
are lucky enough to be employed at all,
these people then become buyers of food.
This experience is far in the past for most
Canadians, farmers and consumers alike,
The dying towns of rural Canada, both
effect and cause of largescale crop
specialization, show the best future to
which Third-World peasants can aspire.
Both books suggest the alternative -— for
people in rural communities to build on
what they have where they are, with help
offered and not impased from outside.

Both authors link ecology and social
organization. Degradation of the natural
environment goes hand in hand with
impoverishment of people. In the
developed world competitive pressures
force farmers to use technigues that
maximize yield in the short run at the
expense of sustainable agriculture.
Ecologies are drastically simplified
through intensified single-crop produc-
tion, which makes pesticides and other
chericals increasingly necessary. Topsoil
is Iost, water poliuted, and damage done
to the health of farm workers and food
consumers.

The export of these practicss to the
Third World is causing environmental
destruction on an unprecedented scele,
with potentially disastrous global effects.
Tropical and subtropical ecologies are
more fragile than the North American
environment, and Third-World govern-
ments are more desperate for short-run
economic growth. They allow the use of
chemicals forbidden in advanced
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capitalist countries. Bennett quotes an
Indian farmer who accepts lower yields
by refusing to use the chemicals that give
his children stomach pains. The Indian

fovernment, most aid agencies, and most -

experts would describe him as
“backvard.”

More devastating still are the projects
that create unpredictable ecological
effects while uprooting — and impover-
isking — people who previcusty used the
land, Sudan, which has become familiar
for the television images of famine and
civil war, is an example. Having inherited
from British colonial rule the largest irri-
gated farm in the world (a cotfon farm),
the Sudanese government, with financing
from the World Bank, granted huge tracts
of nomadie land to private companies to
be transformed into mechanized agri-
culture. Many of these operations grow
. food crops not for the impoverished local

nomads but for customers in Saudi
Arabia, Fragile ecologies were disrupted,
leading to expansion of the desert;
displaced herdsmen worked for wages
when and where they could; others
overgrazed the areas left to them, further
undermining the ecolopy and with it their
livelihood.

Despite broadly similar interpretations,
The Hunger Machine is the more readable
of these books. Ifs strengths and
weaknesses both derive from its roots in
television: it occasionally gives the reader
the disorienting feeling of quick cuts.
However, Bennett effectively uses case
studies (Sudan, Bangladesh, the Philip-
pines, Brazl, and the United States) to
bring to life points about famine, aid,
trade, technology, property, and poverty,
including an unusual stress on positive
examples. The book's greatest strength is
the use of televigion-style documentary
material in counterpoint to the analytical
text. It is replete with boxed items,
sometimes poems or quotations, more
often individual stories by farmers from
Bangladesh to Minnesota and shum-
dwellers from Rio to Chicago. These are
alvrays interesting and frequently moving,

Warmock's more scholarly book is an
excellent reference work, His chapters are
comprehensive on matters ranging from
the history of ideas and policies to the
similarities between agriculture in advance
capitalist and state socialist countries. He
not only documents problems (and par-
tial successes) of various capitalist
strategies but also critically explores the
alternative models of China, North
Ilorea, Cuba, and Nicaragua. His global
picture is more comprehensive and more
systematically documented than Ben-
nett’s, and he presents alternative
arpuments in a thoroughly balanced way.
The bibliographies after each chapter are
excellent guides to further research.

Yet even the academic specialist

32 Hooks In Canada, August-Septemhar, 1987

T . A

el a i i o el e el sl ko R Wl

sometimes bogs down in the many
references that Warnock inserts in the
text, His language can be evasive (*‘critics
argue. . .” for something that turns out
later to be his own position). I would have
liked a more Canadian viewpoint from a
Canadian author. Occasionally a personal
note slips through, especially in the Iast
chapter wher'e 1 gratefully remembered
that I was reading the words not only of
a scholar, but of a former Canadian
farmer. O

REVIEW
Beginner’s
luck

By I.i4. Ovren

First Stage; The Making of the Strat-
ford Festival, by Tom Patterson and
Allan Gould, McClelland & Stewart, 225
pages, $24.95 cloth (ISBN 07710 6949 9).

IT SEEMED AN absurd idea in the early
1950s: to start a major theatrical festival
in a small town in the sleepy heart of rural
Western Ontaric — 100 miles from
Toronto and even farther from Buffalo
and Detroit — for no better reason than
that the small town’s name was Stratford.
And this in a country that had had almost
no indigenous professional theatre since
the movies took over.

In fact the time was exactly right for
such a venture. The very lack of a pro-
fessional theatre meant that a lot of
people with conspicuous talent had beer
acting and directing as amateurs and
doing it very well. And then had come
CBC Radio; from 1944 on, Andrew
Allan’s Sfage series provided a partial
living for many good actors who might
otherwise have remained pure amateurs;
this helped Dora Mavor Moore to furn
her distinguished amateur group, the
Village Players, into the professional New
Play Society; in 1945 the U.S. director
Robert Gill came to Hart House Theatre

at the University of Toronto and pro-
ceeded to train a new generation of
actors; in 1950 the CBC, preparing to
launch its television network, appointed
Mrs. Moore’s son Mavor chief producer.
By hindsight, it’s obvious now that a
summer-long annual festival was exacily
what was needed to complete the transi-

tion to fully professional theatre. But it
took someone from outside this bubbling
little theatrical community to do it —
someone, in fact, from Stratford.

Tom Patterson knew nothing of
theatre. He had hardly ever seen a stage
production; even in London during the
war the nearest he had come to it was a
Vic Oliver revue. But he had grown up
under the infiuence of Tom Orr, the
creator of the beautiful system of river-
side parks in Stratford, and since his
school days he had been talking, off and
on, of staging Shakespeare among them,

Now at last he has written whole
story down, startitug with a brief history
of the town itself (fascinating: I never
knew that in the,1930s its council meetings
opened with the singing of the Infernc-
fionale), and finishing with the end of the
first season in 1953 and the nervous
breakdown he understandably suffered
immediately afterwards.

The unlikely story is told fully,
honestly, and with malice toward none.
That last point is truly remarkable, con-
sidering the rough treatment he received.
He constantly stresses the co-
operativeness and hard work of the
festival board; he mentions only in pass-
ing the hostility of many of its members
to him, and finds it undérstandable. He
was surprised to be replaced as general
manager behind his back three weeks
before the opening, but he expresses no
resentment; he was getting too much per-
sonal publicity, he says, and he wasn’f a
good manager. Similarly, in writing of
Alec Guinness, the start of that first
season, he stresses his good nature, hard
work, and approachability; he reports
without emphasis his sulks and tantrums.

The festival couldn’t have happened
without Tom Patierson. But even Tom
Patterson probably couldn’t have made
it happen without Tyrone Guthrie. It was
Dora Mavor Moore who told Patterson
that Guthrie was *‘‘the greatest
Shakespearean director in the world.”
That’s a judgement I'd dispute, but
there’s no disputing the fact that he was
the ideal collaborator for Patterson in
getting things started. For one thing, he
didn’t condescend to the Stratford board
as ignorant provincials; he was genuine-
ly impressed by them and treated them
with the respect they deserved. For
another, he was rightly determined to
seize this as his opportunity to build a
thrust stage, and he made the inspired
choice of Tanya Moiseiwitsch to design
it. And it was Guthrie who, after inter-
viewing all the leading architects in
Toronto and explaining what was wanted
{one of them said, ““You don’t have to
go through all that, because we just
finished designing the Odeon Hyland
cinema’'), picked Bob Fairfield, the
young son-in-law of an old friend,

Sy
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because he said, ““I don’t know the first
damned thing about building theatres.?

But the main factor in the improbable
achievement was one that Tom Patterson
doesn’t mention, either because of his
genuine modesty or because he's unaware
of it: his ovm compelling personality. It
was not long after the events recounted
here that I came to know him. An
insignificant-looking man appea:ed‘in my
office: almost as young as | was, short
and thin like me, bald and bespectacled
unlike me. (It tarned ount later that we'd
overlapped at the smallest college in the
University of Toronto, but I’d never
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noticed him — he simply wasn’t notice-
able.) He sat down in front of my desk,
fixed me with eyes that glittered through
his glasses, and in a booming voice told
me what he wanted me 10 do for the
festival — a tall order, by the way. Then
I understood. When Patterson said what
. he wanted, no matter how tall the order,
the only possible answer was *‘Yes.”
Like many of the top achievers I've
known, Patterson is a procrastinator, and
I’m sure it was necessary to give him a
co-author to push him to complete the
manuscript. I'm rather sorry, though,
that McClelland & Stewart picked Allan
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Gould. He's a relentlessly facetious
writer, and his contributions are'all too
recognizable: "*To go from a town that
bollered hockey to one that shouted
Shakespeare™ is typically tiresome. And
he's addicted to what Fowler calls Itrele~
vant Allusion; it’s simply impossible for
him to use the word “fortune® without
adding ‘““(and men’s eyes),” or to say that
someone was not amused without men-
tioning Queen Victoria. Still, anyone who
succeeded in drageing this important
memoir out of Tom Patierson deserves
our gratitude, however grudging. Thanks,
Gould. O

Urban scraw!

Why do manifestly bad writers feel compelled
to toss off a book as if it were a sweater on a hot
day? Worse, why do publishers print them?

By Janfea Kulylr Keefer '

ON'T HOLD YQUR breath: Martin
Waxman’s The Promised Land
(Black Moss Press, 100 pages,
$12.95 paper), advertised as a
“‘clever satire’’ on the neverland of
suburban shopping malls, will not
| get you into any literary or even
comic Canaan: it’s as thin and flat
as a Visa card and textually as
interesting. What is surely meant ag
the lightest of possible reads — the
B struggle between & mall merchants’
association and the mall manager ever so
felicitonsly named Martin (you guessed it)
Mall, as observed by the manager of a
curtain outlet, Sally (get ready for this
one) Rodd — thuds and clunks along so
leadenly it would be an act of kindness
to put the narrative out of its misery by
tossing it in the nearest wastepaper basket
by page 15, if one could stay awake long
enough to do so,

Why is it that people who are mani-
festly not “born’* or even “made® writers
feel compelled to toss off a manuscript
as if it were a sweater on a hot summer's
day? More to the point, why do
publishers print the results, when
presumably there are many fine,
genuinely interesting manuscripts gather-
ing dust in editorial slush piles? Filthy
lucre couldn’t be the answer, at least in
the case of The Promised Land which,
despite its post-modernist cover, couldn’t
even be given away, not at the glitzlest of
shopping malls, :

In the case of Simon Ritchie’s The
. Hellow ¥oman (Collier Macmillan, 248
pages, $22.50 cloth), what begins as a
slow-moving but intelligently written
thriller picks np enough momentum to
become a finely paced, richly textured
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mystery, only o collapse at the end in one
of the most rushed, least convincing
dénougments possible. The Hollow
Woman deserves to be read, and it would
be a disservice to Ritchie to reveal in a
review what he works s0 assiduously to
keep hidden for so much of the narrative,
but a caveat lector is in order: one leaves
this novel with the sense of having been
given nothing for something.

The central character created by Ritchie
— the wonderfully named John Kenneth
Galbraith Jantarro — is as engaging and
complex a bero as one could wish for: we
want to learn much more about his ethical
imperatives, his relationship with his
father (a veteran of the Spanish Civil
War), his intellectual and emotional
moorings. The prime action of the novel,
a dangerous and painful deconstructing
of the official solutions found for a
particularly hideous kidnapping and

. murder, is utterly engrossing. But the

raison d’éfre Jantarro finally uncovers is
simply ludicrous, unsatisfying in terms of

’\

the knowledge it offers the reader and the
techniques the writer employs. Never-
theless, The Hollow Woman is a promis-
ing début, and one hopes that Ritchie’s
next book in this series will deliver all of
the goods.

Diana G. Collier’s The Invisible
Women of Washington (Clarity Press,

186 pages, $10.00 paper), an account
from the perspective of 2 young, naive
street-dumb country girl of being down
and out in that Nation’s Capital, is an
earnest book, an honest book, one with
much convincing dialogue and many
finely-wrought descriptive passages. But
it’s not a particularly engrossing or
illuminating novel: it suffers from
facticity, an overload of details that fail
to hook into the reader’s consciousness,
to make us care about the characters.
Collier’s narrative falls into the
naturalistic mode — we get plenty of
information about the shortage of decent,
cheap housing in Washington, D.C., the
ravages of a killer heat wave, and the
habits of roaches, but we can’t really be
‘made to care very much about the people
who have to put up with them. The
stream of consciousness of a prdctically
illiterate 20-year-old girl who does almost
nothing but sit in her squalid room or go
for walks with her equally passive friends
is shallow and sluggish, to say the Ieast.

Collier is obviously emphasizing the
demoralization, the inertia that afflicts
people who want to work for a decent
Living but who, for no fault of their own,
aren’t allowed any drops from trickle-
down Reaganomics. And she deserves
praise for refusing to romanticize her
characters or dress them up with the
accessories of radical chic. Yet for all that
she creates a convincingly repellent stage
for her characters to subsist in, she hasn’t
the narrative skills to make it a world that
profoundly engages us.

“With a few exceptions her women are
not so much invisible as opaque, and this
is particularly true of the heroine, Abby-
Jean. But there are a few scenes in which
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the reader is given a sudden eptrée into
a richer fictive world — the shopping
expedition of the pustular Yolande and
the vividly foul-mouthed Lynn; the
account of the doomed Josephine trying
to make her vay & le Harlequin Romance
into the fantasy world of Fripp Island, the
literal ignition of the demented Linda
Beddoes in the conflagration with which
the novel draws to a close. They don't
however, redeem a text that would have
been more effective, perhaps, as & televi-
sion docudrama than a novel.

Finally, we come to the most ambitious
and rewarding novel of the bunch, D.F.
Bailey’s Fire Eyes (Douglas & Mclntiyre,
243 pages, $12.95 paper). It’s the first-
person narrative of Billy Dearborn, a
young, army-trained demolitions expert
who is not so much psychotic as
mythological: Billy’s mother vanishes
after leaving him in a paper bag by the
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highway; he has extraordinary gifts (being
able to count to dizzying numbers at an
equafly dizzying speed, having visions,
hearing quasi-angelic voices); and he dies
and is brought back to Iife in the
penultimate part of the novel.

Young Billy is possessed by and
besotted with Power, “the power to say
I count, goddammit® by blowing things
up; he is used by a sexy yet motherly, con-
fused yet single-minded terrorist named
Renee who gets blown up carrying the
bomb Billy constructs in the first chapter
of the novel. The rest of the narrative is
a slow circling back through the hows and
whys of that initial catastrophe. There are
times when the narrative gets bogged
down by the sheer weight of information

. it offers as to the mechanics of detona-

tion, but the horrific scenes of army life
and the sheer momentum of Bailey’s
prose keep the reader going.
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Ultimately, the exposure of Billy’s
psyche, the hackneyed observations about
Power, the analogies drawn between
orgasm and explosions prove less
rewarding than the flow of the narrative
itself and the engrossing conflict that
develops, reminiscent of the film Plrtoon,
between the two leaders of the **grunts,*
the appealing Michaels and the demonic
Jamison. One almost wishes that Bailey
hadn’t dragged in the terrorism counter-
plot with all its predictable dimensions
(the terrorists are against nuclear power,
and scheme to blow up the head office of
the nefarious Power Corporation itself)
and had concentrated instead on explor-
ing the sadhistic, macho world of demoli-
tion boot-camp. But for all its flaws, Fire
Eyes remains an intrigning and compeil-
ing first novel; the reader can be satisfied,
rather than sorry, that this book made it
into print. C1

CHILDREN'S BOOKS ]

Roughing it in the bush

As Canadian children’s writing struggles
toward maturity, its characters confront the
wildernass in search of themselves

By I5ary Alnslle Smith

UDITH SALTMAN'S jodern Cana-
dion Children®s Bools (136 pages,
$9.95 paper) is one of a nevw series,
Perspectives on Canadian Culture,
from Oxford Unjversity Press.
Saltman, who teaches at the
University of British Columbia’s
School of Librarianship, presents
an overview of ifrends in the
development of writing for children

tion of Sheila Egoff’s Republic of Child-
food (2nd edition, Oxford, 1975) as her
starting point, Saltman shows how in the
ensuing decade children’s literature in
Canada progressed to the point where it
is mnch more abundant, more varied in
the penres represented, more profes-
siopally produced, and beiter able to
compete internationally. This progress
has been made in spite of geographical
difficulties in distribution, a limited
readership, the economic problems of
publishers, and inconsistent reviewing
and evaluation.

After a brief historical survey of
children’s books in Canada before 1975,
Saltman discusses, chapter by chapter, the
major kinds of children’s books produced
from 1975 to 1985: picture books, fiction,
the oral tradition, and poetry. Bach
catepory is subdivided — fictioh, for
instance, into such areas as child-and-
family-life stories, social realism, and out-
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in Canada in the decade between "
1975 and 1985. Using the publica- _
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door adventure and survival. Each
chapter ends with 2 useful bibliography
of all the Canadian books it has men-
tioned. “Useful” is, in fact, the word that
best describes this book. It is a nseful
survey, focusing, in Saltman’s words,
“on books that have achieved hterary
excellence . . . major authors, illustrators,
titles and trends . . . landmarks on the

map of our cultural imagination."”

Saliman’s instincts for what makes an
excellent book are pretty sound, but her
survey too often becomes a mere listing
of titles, accompanied by brief plot sum-
maries and some rather perfunctory
critical remarks, Her work lacks the il-
Inminating flashes of insight that Egoff
provides in her discussions of the raots
and reasons for children's literature.
Rarely would Saltman’s readers get the
impression that it might be fun to read

children’s books — or exciting, or inspir-
ing, or even sometimes disturbing —
something that comes across very clearly
in another recent survey of children’s

titles, Michele Landsberg’s Guide io
Children’s Books (Pengnin, 1985), where
the author’s personal response to all the
books she discusses cannot help involv-
ing her readers. However, Saltman does
convey a sense of an overall national con-
text for our children’s literature and
presents some strong support for her con-
clusions that it is well on its way to & full
maturity.

‘The adventure-survival story has a long
tradition in Canadian children’s writing,
especially for young adults, Saltman
devotes g whole section in her book to a
discussion of stories where young people,
alienated from society, pit themselves
against the wilderness in an effort to find
their own individuality. Two recent novels
from Irwin fall nicely into this category:
Log Jam, by Monica Hughes (169 pages,
$10.95 paper), and Nobody Sald It Wounld
Be Easy, by Marilyn Halvorson (194
pages, $10.95 paper). Both depict teen-
agers whose problems cause them to see
trips into the wilderness as a means of at
least temporary escape, and in both they
are thrust back on their own resourcesin
order to survive.

In Log Jam the two main characters
start out on their journeys separately and
then come together, the fate of each
depending on the- other. Isaac
Manyfeathers, a 17-year-old, convicted of
aiding in a robbery, has escaped from his
detention centre into the Alberta foothills.




Convinced that he should deprive himself
of food and drink like his ancestors on
a spirit quest, he plans to travel back to
his grandmother’s isolated home, where
he spent his early childhood before his
mother took him away to the city and the
loneliness of the white man’s world.

At the same time, I14-year-okd Leonora
is having the most miserable time of her
life on a camping trip with her mother,
her step-father of a few weeks, and her
two nevr step-brothers. A yearly camping
trip has been a tradition for the three
males, and Leonora and her mother are
along on sufferance and very clearly in
the way. Leonora enlists the younger
brother, Denis, as an ally and the two of
them sneak away from the others and
attempt a white-water canoe trip with
disastrous results. When a hallucinating
Isaac finds and rescues the injured, half-
drowned Leonora, he believes that she is
the Sun Child, the answer to his spirit
quest, The transition back to their real,
contemporary world is not easy for either
of them.

Nobody Said It Would Be Easy takes
up vhere Lef It Go, an earlier novel by
Halvorson, left off. The climax of Let It
Go vras the survival by the teenaged
heroes, Lance and Red, of a hostage-
taking and a vicious Imife attack. At the
opening of Nobody Said It Would Be
Easy, Lance receives the bitter news that
he may not regain use of his right hand,
injured in the fight. Since Lance hopes to
become a professional artist, this news is
particularly devastating.

Langce’s problems at school and Red’s
confrontation with his authoritarian
father continue in this second book. The
boys® lives are further complicated by the
arrival of Lance’s cousin Kat, a wildcat
of a girl whom Lance thinks he hates but
actually admires, and with whom Red
becomes infatuated.

All this takes a while to set up, but
eventually the survival part of the story
gets going. Lance’s Uncle Joe, a bush
pilot, takes Lance, Red, and Kat with him
in his ancient Cessna on a trip north to
help him move some pack horses. When
they encounter a severe early spowstorm,
the plane crashes into the mountains end
Uncle Joe is killed instantly. The three
teenngers find that they must depend on
each other and on their own inaer
resources to survive.

Log Jara and Nobody Said it Would
Be Easy invite comparison. They were
published at the same time by the same
publisher, and because the cover illustra-
tions are by the same artist, Wes Lowe,
someone glancing at the two books might
even think that they are about the same
people. But although the settings and
plots are similar, there are many differ-
ences. Hughes shows up clearly as the
more experienced and polished writer.
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She is an expert at setting up tensions
among her characters and creating in a
few lines of dialogue all the compléx levels
of rivalry, frustration, love, and hate that
can exist within a family. Her parallel
plots develop surely until the two pro-
tagonists, Leonora and Isaac, come
together in what we feel is an entirely
believable and inevitable fashion.
Halvorson, however, seems to have a
deeper commitment to her characters,
sustaining quite acceptably Red and
Lance’s adventures through two books.

. The relationship between the boys is

warm and supporiive and seems very
believable, as does the fact that their
problems are never completely solved.
They have breakthroughs in their rela-
tionships with their parents, for instance,
but no totally happy resolutions. Rather,
in both books, the boys acquire a greater
understanding of the adults in their lives
and a surer feeling for their own poten-
tial place in an adult workd, Halvorson’s
sensitive portrayal of this maturing pro-
cess and her descriptions of the beautiful
Alberta ranch country that means so
much to both boys make her books
special.

Falling into what Judith Saltman would
classify as *‘social realism*’ is Salmon-
berry Wine (Groundwood, 192 pages,
$6.95 paper), Mary Razzell’s sequel to
Snow Apples (Groundwood, 1984).
Sheila Brary, whose coming of age in an
isolated coastal village in post-war British
Columbia was harrowingly described in
the first book, has begun nurse’s train-
ing at a Vanconver hospital. She finds she
must conform to the rigid rules of the
Catholic nursing school, but nursing itself
is something she enjoys and is good at.
Then she watches as a favourite patient
weakens and dies because of incorrect
diagnosis and treatment by an arrogant
senior surgeon, Sheila’s discovery that the
hospital world can also be dominated by
narrow, male-orfented prejudice causes
her to reconsider her plans to become a
nurse.

There have been Iots of books about
student nurses, and Salmonberry Wine
contains its share of clichés: the hand-
some young doctor, the jealous room-
mate, the exacting floor supervisor with
the heart of gold, the first experience with
a catheter. However, the heart of this

* story is how Sheila learns she must con-

tinue to exist and to do her best in an un-
fair world, and in dealing with these
themes, Razzell rises above cliché.
Fans who for more than a decade have
been enjoying Mordecai Richler’s Jacob
Two-Two Meets the Hooded Fang will be
happy to know that Richler has produced
a sequel, Jacob Two-Two and the
Dinosaur, illustrated by Norman
EByolfson (vicClelland & Stewart, 85
pages, $14.95 cloth). By now Jacob is
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eight years old (two times two times two)
and has moved with his family from
England to Montreal. He is still, however,
teased and belittled by his two older
brothers and two older sisters. -His
parents, returning from safari in East
Africa, bring Jacob a tiny green lizard,
found when it was dislodged from a
60-million-year-old block of ice by a slight
earthquake in Kenya. With this lizard,
Dippy, as his pet, Jacob’s need for atten-
tion is soon filled. Dippy has an enor-
mous appetite and immediately begins to
grow. By the time the family moves to

their cottage on the lake for the summer,
Dippy is on his way to becoming a full-
sized diplodocus. Obviously, this creates
problems.

At last Dippy becomes the target of an
attack by all levels of the Canadian armed
forces under the feared Bulldog Burke,
chief of army intelligence. The prime
minister, Perry Pleaser, has become con-
vinced that killing Dippy will give him a
St. George the Dragonslayer image and
supervises the attack personally. Jacob
takes Dippy on a wild trip across the

country, trying to get him, to the Rocky .

Mountains, where Dippy believes he can
Live safely.

This book is less cohesive than The
Hooded Fang. The action is more
rambling; the wimpy prime minister and
the members of his think-tank do not pro-
vide the same. evil focus that Slimers’
Island and the Hooded Fang did. The
underlying philosophical consideration —
is there a place for a dinosaur in this age
of computers? — is probably what will
stick the longest in the minds of any
adults reading the book aloud to their
children. O

L@IS Bru

‘I love the combination of the bizarre and
the warm. Thlngs can be s0 uglyr and so blzarre,
and yet there’s so much love’

By Nancy VWigston

MONG THE FINALISTS for this
spring’s Governor General’s
Awards were Alice Munro, John
.\ Metcalf, Aritha van Herk, and
) prairie writer Lois Braun, whose
first collection of short stories, A
Stone Watermelon (Turnstone
Press), had been praised for its
““diamond-hard realism,”” “subtle
 detail,” and ““sharp emotions.”
Braun, who grew up on a2 farm
M near Altona, Man., now lives ona
farm run by her husband and teaches
grade five in Altona. On a recent visit to
Toronto she was interviewed by Nancy
Wigston:

Roolis in Canada: Teaching school and
living on a farm, had you been doing a
lot of writing?

Lois Braun: No, not at all. In grade seven
and eight, my friend Virginia and I saw
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ourselves as writers. We lived on
neighbouring farms, and we lurked
around the thickets and ponds and
railroad tracks and talked about books.
‘We read a lot and started novels we never
finished. In high school I had a fabulous
English teacher, a wonderful man, who
helped me develop an appreciation for
good writing, and in university I wrote
some poetry, the things everybody does.
But after I went into terching and got
married, I never thought about writing.
When I was 29, I received a book in the
mail, an anthology called Wesrern Moods
and a story of mine that had beeti pub-
lished in the high school year book was
in it. The story was so awful, so obviously
juvenile, that I thought, well, if they're
going to publish something like this, I’m
sure I can write something better. I sat
down immediately and started to write,
and I started to take creative writing
courses at the University of Manitoba.

BiC: Did you benefl! from these courses?
Braun: Being in a creative writing course
-— and this j5 important — helped me find
out where I was in relation to other people
who were starting writing. A film-studies
course influenced my writing a lot too;
1 start my stories with visual pictures. And
cementing images throughout a story,
making sure you have a thread, reminded
me of the things I learned in high school
about good writing.

BIC: Many of us think of the prairies as
a blank, a flat space, yet your stories are
exiraordinarily rich in people, Jeeling, and
imagination. Is this reqily how life is on
the prairie?

Braun: You have to look awfully hard.
‘The first person who taught me that was
my father. Being a Tarmer doesn’t
necessarily mean that you're going to be

- ———————
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aware of what’s happening around vou,
but he was a nature lover as well as a
farmer. He really taught me, pointing out
what was happening in that furrow over
there, that ditch or that pond. He had
such 2 keen sense of belonging in that
landscape. And my friend Virginia shared
a love of nature with me, We would walk
down the railroad track for hours. It was
a path right through to the prairie, and
we would look at the little things, the bugs
and the changes of colours in the soil. We
were really in tune with our surroundings.
And then, around the time I was 28 or
291 began to think, where am 1 going and
where have I.been? Why did I marry
when 1 was 20 years olki? And why
haven’t 1 tried different jobs? What am
1 doing in Altona? You want everything
to be different, and during that time I
spent an awful [ot of time out walking on
the fields arcund our house, tramping it
all out. I became aware all over again of
everything that was going on.

BiC: You said you grew up near Altona.
What is your background?

Braum: My parents went to the United
Church, since my father had been in
reserve training during the war, and Men-

aonites do not allow this. But the food-

we ate, our friends and relatives were
Mennonite — my parents both spoke low
German. I consider myself to be of Men-
nonite backpround.

BiC: When asked about character and
imagination, you responded in terms of
landscape — turning over the rocks and
5o on. Is this what you do in your stories?
Braun: Yes, because in the Mennonite
community people keep things very much
to themselves, There isn’t much openness
when it comes to problems, and they
come up in the oddest ways — they kind




of blister out unexpectedly. You have to
look under the rocks for the bugs and so
on.
BIC: There is an eeriness in many of your
stories — the floating watermelon, like a
bald head, in the lake in “Hunting
Clouds, *’ for instance, and the Indian in
the wheelchair in ““A Stone Water-
melon.” Along with these haunting
images is a pervasive lack of communica-
tion between human beings. Is this also
part of the prairie experience?
Braunt It’s a third dimension. You'’ve got
the landscape, and then you've got these
mental pictures. I was driving down a
road out mear our house, very fIat, and
there were squalls, rain storms, all
around, and there was a mative man
pushing a woman in a wheelchair down
this lonely, lonely road. The third dimen-
sion is the bizarre, the mysterious,
whatever you want to call it. I don’t know
where that comes from, It’s something
Pve had to add, a spice into the mixture
of the pictures and the landscape. I’'m
influenced by John Irving; I love the com-
bination of the bizarre and the warm,
Things can be so ugly and so bizarre, and
yet there's so much love, as in The Cider
House Rules. The way I’m writing now
I'm trying to build in a little more of the
love and the warmth and the caring,
_ whereas the stories in A Sfone
Watermelon are kind of detached.
BiC: Roberison Davies once spoke of the
*bizarre and passionate life in the Cana-
dian people® that he was trying to reveal
in Fifth Business, as [f we’re Chekhovian
characiers but unaware of it.
Broon: Ves, people don’t realize the
richness of their own lives. You know, the
Mennonites were never known to be
much Involved in the arts, and in the last
two or three years there’s been almost a
renaissance. It can't be a renaissance since
it was néver there -— but it’s really great
to see the writers, musicians, the poetry
coming from the Mennonites now,
BIC: What about the pervasive feelng of
aloneness or lack of contact in your
Stories — even with one’s own history?
Is this because the individual Is dwarfed
by the landscape?
Braun: Where I grew up, it's more like
a rich river valley than a real prairie.
. We're not looking at the dry, grassy,
trecless place that parts of Saskatchewan
and southern Alberta are. So I don’t
thint: it’s a landscape influence. I think
it’s still the old pioneer mentality. You're
isolated, you've gone to start something
new — the Mennonites did that, they
came from Russiz. The people that T hear
talk really think about that a Jot — that
they were displaced, they had to leave
their home country. There’s a sense of
being separated from where you naturally
should be, and then being separate from
other proups once you get here.

Canadiana lisfs Ask for It ait your
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BiC: The life described in stories like
“Three Crows Dancing®’ and *'The No
Place Bar and Grill’* has this fronfier
quality — not nostalgic but rather grim,
a constant test belween a character and
the new environment.

Eromn: Ves, I seldom hear these people
talk about what a great thing it was that
they did it — it is always recalled with suf-
fering. And that feeling lasts with you
forever. You die with that feeling, that
vou are a newcomer in a strange land.

BiC: In “Three Crows Dancing, "’ Alice,
the housewife whose hushand barks
arders at her over the CB radio, iries to
Dplant an apple tree for her kids but finds

" the soil too dry and hard. In the midst of

this scene the dog comes around the cor-
ner holding a deid kitten in his mouth,
and suddenly violence bursts cut from all
Rer frustrations. Are these domestic vic-
tims — the dead kitten, the dog loo inert
even to run, the trapped woman —
somehow connected?

Brann: You know, somebody else
brought that up, the violence to animals,
I wonder why I write about that. We have
pets and we just love them. I don’t know
where that comes from — it’s sort of a
dark part of me.

BiC: Is this the “‘erupting blister” that
Yyou referred o earlier?

Eromm: Yes. I think little bits of nnex-
pected violence do happen in all families,
and it"s something that they’ll never talk
about. But suddenly it's there, suddenly
you just can’t stop this action, and it
becomes more and more intense, I think
deep down that people need to have an

outlet for violence, There must be a way'

that people can physically work off their
emotions. If they don’t, something will
give, something will break — the farmer
working out in a field will snap
something.

BIC: So many of the women in your
stories — Alberta, Alice, Sarak, Rita,
Buzi — seem particularly isolated, Do
Yyou agree?

Braun: I think I do know a lot of women
Iike that; 1 do see women as being
isolated, as being held back from what
they could accomplish. Not necessarily
always by someone else, not even by a
situation, but by their not trying, holding
themselves back. And because they know
that they are holding themselves back,
they tend to move further and further
away from society.

EiC: Is this because it’s a man’s world?
Erann: Where I come from, it’s certainly
a man’s world. The town council is run
by men, the schoo] board is run by men,
but that isn’t to say that there arent some
very strong, fine women. When teaching
my class, that’s the area where I really try
to make my kids aware of what they can

- all do. I think the only place we can work

from is the children growing up. &0
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. THE LETTER IN the April issue from

Dorothy Livesay to Lorne Pierce about
my father, Raymond Kuister, has been in
the Queen’s University archives for years.
Livesay wrote it in the late 1940s when she
was writing a memoir to accompany a

. book of Knister’s poetry. At the end of

this letter Livesay implies that she ini-
tiated the project, but the letters at
Queen’s show that Dr, Plerce had
planned to publish the poetry and write
the memoir himself.

Leo Kennedy wrote a very indignant
letter protesting Livesay’s suggestion of
suicide and Dr. Pierce was inclined to
apree with him. So Livesay concocted this
fiction, which was sure to shock Dr.
Pierce, a former United Church minister.

No doubt Livesay and Knister did have
a long argument about literature, sex, and
politics. Probably Livesay did send him
a copy of Lady Chatterley’s Lover and
insisted that he bring it back in the mor-
ning as it was banned at that time and dif-

ficult to obtain. However Livesay’s claim |

that Knister fell so madly in love with her
during this discussion that he committed
suicide is absurd, She admits in this story
that they scarcely knew one another. Her
claim to have cared about him is refuted
by her sale of this letter to your magazine.

In Livesay’s book Right Hand, Left
Hand we get a hint of what that argument
was really about. Apparently she was try-
ing to recruit Knister into the Marxist
movement with talk about *“the working

-clagses,”” which she obviously considered

him a part of (her writing about him is
very condescending), and with talk about
“free Jove.”” She says in Right Fland, Left
Hand, “He wanted me to keep on writing
lyrical poetry and I wanted him to write
political novels! We could not coimne to
terms-.“

Raymond Knister was not the type of
man to fall in Jove with a woman who
believed in “‘free love.'* My mother, who
is 85 now, has always described him as
extremely jealous and possessive. The
Marxist philosophy would not have
appealed to him either, as he was always
in search of truth and Marxists are in-
terested only in the advancement of their
purposes, He probably tried to talk some
sense into Livesay because her parents

" were friends of his and because he felt she

had a genuine talent for poetry.. She says
in this letter that ““he was obsessed with
the idea that he was a preat poet.” At that
time he had not written any poetry in
years. His advice about the poet getting
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away from it all would have been for her,
not himself.
Leo Kennedy said in his letter to

Livesay that when the news of Knister’'s

death came to the Montreal Hergid
people who did not even know Knister
said, **a snicide of course.”® That was the
mood in the 1930s. Livesay wasn’t even
being original in reacting in the same way.
Probably the reason she immediately
thought that he had committed suicide
was simply a guilty conscience combined
with an overactive imagination. But she
was wrong. Knister had a good job
waiting for him at Ryerson Press and a
new novel planned. He was likely not
even thinking of Dorothy Livesay while
enjoying his holiday at Stoney Point.
Having jumped to the wrong conclusion
years ago, Livesay will not admit she
could be wrong.

Livesay claims to care about this man

she says took his own life because of love -

for her, yet she is holding him up to
public ridicule. For that matter what man
would commit suicide over a romance
that consisted entirely of several hours of
arguing, first while he was driving, Iater
in the hallway of her home?

Livesay’s misinformation has been
perpetuated in many reference works.
Knister was a full-time professional
writer, one of the leading critics of the
1920s, and had produced an amazing
amount of work before his death at the
age of 33, Yet be is cited as someone who
“failed to earn a living” and “‘took his
own life.” His stories are searched for
“melancholia” and “morbidity.” His
ideas are dismissed as products of men-
tal illness.

Dorothy Livesay once said she would
have liked to have writien a novel-called
Sons of Earth based on her ideas about
Raymond Knister. What she has written
about Knister is mostly fiction’and should
be labelled as such.

Imogen Knister Givens

Harley, Ont.

1 MET Raymond Knister’'s daughter at
camp when we were both very young
girls. She told me her father had been a
writer. She was very proud of him.

"A few years ago she wrote to ask me
if I thought there was any way she could
defend herself and her mother against a
story that was being told about her father,
which showed her parents’ marriageina
light that her mother believed to be quite
untrue. She sent me pages of her mother’s
journal, written at the ime of her father’s
death, which showed the strength of the
marriage at that time, from the wife's
point of view, and made 2 strong case for
accidental death,

« There’s more than one truth about
most lives and most marriages. The
famous person’s “truth’” gets broadcast,

TSI



and believed, and the obscure person's
“truth** doesn't. All I can do for my
girlhood friend is to bring this fact to your
reacdlers’ attention.
Alice Munro
Clinton, Ont.

THE OFFICIAL TRUTH ;
HAVING NEVER, despite my many faulis,
perceived myself as a person of great
power or indeed great vicionsness, it was
interesting to read the letter in your June-
July issue from Mary Ellen Csamer
accusing me of being an enforcer of
““Qfficial Truth’’® — this in the context of
the Books in Canada first novel award
and some bizarre brand of sexnal politics.
Her complaint seems to be that her
choice didn’t win, and one must certainly
applaud literary passions however they
occur. Nevertheless, I must protest
Csamer’s sugpestion that her choice did
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not win because its anthor was male and
I, for my sins, am female. I point out
merely that T was but one of four judges,
and the sole woman. We made our
choices independently, so I had no oppor-
tunity to bylly any weak-minded men,
suppasing there were any, into agreement.
One judge, all by himself, agreed with my
choice. Another, all by himself, seems to
have come to a similar conclusion to mine
about Csamer’s choice, although he
expressed it in different words. One judge
agreed with Csamer. Those are, I think,
the usual breaks when it comes to literary
awards. -
Csamer is correct, though, in saying
that while contests come and go, great
writing lasts. Meanwhile, it’s always a
fine thing to discover, as she has, a book
to love, and surely that should be enough.
Joan Barfoot
London, Ont.

ONE FOR THE MONEY

MORTON SHULMAN'S dismissal of Hot
Money and the Politics of Debt, by R.T.
Naylor (April), which he sees as “*fun
reading,” not to be taken too seriously,
can too easily be seen as a refutation of
some perspectives that deserve serious
consideration. The fact that the govern-
menis of Third World debtor countries
are now being asked to ‘““assume obliga-
tions incurred by private companies or by
corrupt public officials and that they pay
off those debts by lowering their people’s
standard of living’’ is causing
unspeakable suffering for millions of
people.

Not enough food and water, schools
and clinics remaining unbuilt, and all
those boys in uniform to keep the natives
from getting too restless. Not much fun,
very serious — and common knowledge
to experts like Noam Chomsky, Meyer
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Brovmstone of the University of Toron-
to, and educated people throughout the
Third World. Anyone who follows the
news should know, by now, that the
powerful are sometimes less than candid
and that the truth may well lie behind
what we are being served by the popular
media. “The wicked amongst us" who
put the fun in Hof Mongy may never sce
most of their migratory money and, with
over a trillion dollars gone south, even the
innocent may face some unwelcome
changes.

Fun is nothing to sniff at, but it is
worth noting that Naylor’s book can also
be seen as 2 remarkable prophecy of
Irangate, and it provides a flawed but
accessible view of the need for a north-
south dialogue motivated by generosity.
A quick look around will show who has
something left to give.

Brian 'D.lrner
Victoria

WILD TILIES

1SUSPECT THAT the reviewer of Lyn Han-
cock’s Looking for the Wild (April)
wasn't interested enough to read the
whole book. He didnt bother to put some
significant aspects in perspective.

He superciliously refers to a 16-page
bird list arranged by Latin names and to
a series of abbreviated bird lists
throughout the book. I must admit that,
as a naturalist and not primarily a birder,
I opened the book with a Iittle trepida-
tion, anticipating daily ““checklists.”” But
Hancock has solved this problem for the
general reader rather well. The 16-page
list with zoological names really had to
be given for the record — and is in the
appendix. The daily records are hardly
lists. The birds are shown in their natural
surroundings with trees, plants, animals,
weather, and people all part of the
picture.

Though the route was around the U.8.
{except for its beginning in New-
foundland), perhaps one might note that
the field party visited areas where birds
were wintering or on migration paths, and
that the naturalists know many of the
species in their nesting areas in northern
Canada. The sea mammals, too, have
their international paths. The trip was an
adventure and the record reads like an
adventure story. What are they going to
find at the end of the story? For one thing
they are going to find Roger Tory Peter-
son far away on the Priboloff Islands.

Hancock has a very interesting conver-
sation with him about the possibility of
saving the natural world, both species and
habitat. He remarks that today there are
30- to 40-million bird-watchers in North
America, and it is through their percep-
tion — as they observe birds they become
aware of what is happening to the
environment and become active in taking
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steps to protect it — that progress is
made

1 see Looking for the Wild remaining
with us as an important book. For one
thing it is a record of a 30,000-mile trip
in the natural world in 1983. The
geographical background is fascinating,
with very impressive descriptions of great
geographical landmarks, from the estuary
of the Mississippi to the beaches of the
Priboloffs. Of course, S.R. Gage is right;
Looking for the Wild is a book of special
interest to birders and it belongs in their
libraries, but it is also full of information
of a wider significance.

Mary Fallis
Prince George, B.C.

WIN SOME, LOSE SOME

FOR THE RECORD, someone should give
credit where credit is due. In her profile
of L.R. Wright (June-July} Eleanor
Wachtel calls Wright “‘the first Canadian
to win. . .the Edgar [Award]...

. presented annually by the Mystery

Writers of America for the best novel of
the year.”

L.A. Morse won the Edgar a few years
before Wright for his novel The Old Dick
{Avon, 1981). I'm not positive what con-
stitutes a Canadian writer (residence?
citizenship?), nor do I know anything
about Morse’s personal claims to such.
Nevertheless, he is a Toronto resident, to
the best of my knowledge, and the Toron-
to Star reported in May, 1982 that Morse
had been resident in Toronto for 16 years
at that time.

Somewhere, Morse is sitting, shaking
his head, reflecting on How Soon They
Forget. . .

Terence M, Green
Toronto

Letters may be edited for length or to
delete polentially libellous statements.
Except in extraordinary circum-
stances, letters of more than 500 words
will not be accepted for publication.
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THE FOLLOWING Canadian books were
reviewed in the previous issue of Books
in Canada. Our recommendations don’t
necessarily reflect the reviews:

FICTION

Caprice, by Qeorge Bowering, Viking
(Penguin). Replete with good guys and bad
guys, cowboys and Indians, what we have
here is not an old-fashioned western but 2
post-modem one, jin which the hombres have
ethnic identities and the Indians debate
metaphysical questions.

NON-FICTION -
Northern Enterprise: Five Centnrles of Cana-
dian Business, by Michael Bliss, McClelland
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& Stewart. For all its bulk and price ($39.95),
business people will be urging this book on
the unconverted with apostolic zeal. Never
before have they had a more literate, in-
formed, or persuasive account of how
business — not public enterprise — made
Canada.

POETRY

Sanding Down This Rocking Chair on a
‘Windy Night, by Don McKay, McClelland
& Stewart, There is an unquestioning, un-
forced Canadiannets to McKay's poems,
which speak of industrial softball leagues,
hockey games, winter driving, white-water
canoeing, and the migration of geess. He
takes such mundane elements and electrifies
them with perception.

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

A Space: Writing Canudlan Women Wrelting, edited
irle Neumnn apd Smaro Kaml nurell.

'l'l:e Aﬂ Cmp:nllol. Jusiice, Freedom, and the Univer-
slur. by Allen Fenichel and David Mandel, Black Rose

mﬂ.wﬂm&ml. Hubhﬂl Dundurn.

‘The Amazing Apple Book, by leBuulgenls. Kids Can
The Annle Poems, by Anne Oummn Hurbour Publl

As It Come Upon Me, by Edward L. Huuse.Harn' {4
BESBIOG.

Pui

Ballpark ﬂmmmehuunmnwuw
by Lamy Milison, M & S.

Beueath the Western Slopes, by Paurick Rascoe, Stoddast.

Illynnd I‘nhlnnhyb.?y Mn'.llad Itanl'mm. Oxford.

Pattersfleld Press.
Illlnn Gnslul. Ia-'V
Canada Among Nutlons, ed!ledlwnrhnw Toml!nlnd
Maureen Agﬁ Molot, Lorimer.
19(0-1945, Robert Bothwell er al. U of Torounto.
Cannudo: The State of the Federatlon 1986, edited by Peter

M. Lealle, Queen's Unlversily Press.
The lemdhn 'Woian's Legal Guide, by M. J. Dymond,
uu‘ﬂdéﬁ by Marnle Duff, Sano Nis Press.
by Bve Hobson, Admant Comporation.
Aﬂuﬂn of Short Slnll.. by Pefq‘ Tanes, Harry Cull
|
A Collection of Storles, by Ono Tucker, Harry Cufl
FubHcations.
Communieaifons, by Dan Mackie ef af., CHF Books.
La Confereoce Inachevee; Le lsde Gomelln ef nutres recits,
by Jacques Ferran, VLB
On;!oun of Caugding 'nmnl. by A.B. McKlllop, Uof T

moo-wm.bynawu Poulson, Plains Publishing Ine.
c“'fhun : The Story of Donsmnir Castle, by Terry

m‘l‘olm hmmmmmmw&omjm
Calture, Governments and Markets: Poblic Policy and the

&Ilnnlndunrh. by Steven Globerman, Fraser Institute,
Dan MeGrew, Sam MeGee and Omf.rﬁlulSu'lu McGraw-

Hill Ryerson,
Then!nlholmnﬂhn by Soraya Erlan, Childe

The De.ilrl Cathy Ford, Caltlin Presn
A Doctor’s Mnnl's Qibson, Doucgln
nolnn_ll mlht. by the Hon. Jobn C. Munro, Jl.lll

'lelllhl Mnllves. A Defrdre O°Hara Flle, by Maurice

Gagoon, Collins.
Dovwm the Hatch Royally, by Shizley Henetl, Orca.
The Dr:snn nod oiker Laurention Tales, by Chnde Josmin,
Oxford,

Dusiship Glory, by Awailable Press.

Equality Inllm!:wn by erlﬁlﬂn Institute for
Research on Pul Eil Fn:v

The Eve 'i!mlm ed by Lome Falk and Barbarg Fischer,

Coach

Faltoat from Chernob; h{rl. Ray Silver, Deneau.
Fnll. by David K. cabulary.

Feor apd Ferment: M“:Smnrh!lugmnl'l.‘ndny edited

z Jobn W, l.a.ns!o:rl the Instinue of Public Administra-

o cf Canada and the Insdeute for Research on Public

Tue Femlnlsl ‘Takeover: Patdarchy o Matdarchy In Two
*  Decpudes, by Betty Steele, Teroet

Fleld Work, by Maureen Maore, llll ‘Women's Press.
thl Post Moneywise Magezine

The Finan Dictlonary of Per-




Jorxs

r.lcd!m nl l!nur Inika

by Moma I-'mu;. Chitlin Press.

“Tha Poverty oud Poteatil of Rellgion In
Cen-da, by Bqﬂn:l!.d . Blb'by. 'l'rwin

Trep Stof For A4, edited by Eima Schemenanr and Barbare

RH?H nhs#dq'l f eber, by Manrice Cagnon, Twayn!
2 Frcach Nowel of Qa e,
G_mz:hgh%n k2 'bykogu- Vick, Western Producer

Prairi

G:1 Loz, by Paul Kropp, Mustrated by Heather Collins
Colller I\wmillnn. P bl )

‘The Glasy 821,

Marlan Hngel, Books,
Goad [ l‘glomhy..\ reatifncd Cookbook, C.L::Gawh:ﬂ.
n.::.nc.:a.wm:m-nv Kindred Press
Hitolre ¢2 LIsajnd, Les Prestes de rersitd d'Ottawa,

Hoz Duoylo] Stratent Alap Sliversieln, Stoddare.
Hour ¢ of“ui':benn. elst'h‘:?' M:Ad;ln.. Thistledown.
Eotz Pactry Worls, Phillp Davies Robents, Penguin.
How To r'ltl.;f Pap-l.l by Joan Irvine, Musirated by

”'L‘:,{ &I l'aulse Malleu-l-'araer. transiated by David
I'se Got fo Hm That Reclpal, by Barbara Doell of al.,

Donbled:

2" Tmmodest dot Honest Good Eating
Cookbon’, Donglis & Melntyre.
Lond, Satd>mzai, pnd Politles oa E; th-Century Prince
Ed= Fnl:l..._:‘.m. by J.M. Bumsted, MoGlll-Queen's Univer-

l.:LgiF'h:. Echaollng nnci Caltaral gon.l'llcr Tllb; glﬂglna:ri
ei-Lewnas Controversy in Ontario 3
field, BcGlll Gueca's Unlversity Press,

Lezzona from tha Pest, by Heward Grafitey, Eden Press.
I'an]l.\'f dfc!i:rn!"l : Canada’s Spaciol Days, by Carollne Pamry,

Can
Letter ta o Blstont Father, by Kenoeth Rado, Brick Books.
I‘.L!nn lamr Vancouser Days, by Sheryl Sallonm,

TEoTiosta Leat Forever, by Bany D. Rawland aad . Po
r m?"hrnf: N_lltr rmmm Fletfon, by Johan wuslu
=== O [ g o,
Alfken, the Women's Press. '

Tk Lleanins of Gard Paul Sa\.me. Black Moss.
W nd, by Emest Hekkanen,

l'!g.muﬂz! nmI RIclcdles of World War II, by W, Ray
tcphens, n Mills.
oo E;:d b.v \“i:llm Bell, Mustrated by Leonard

!:.I!mphnl:zl. by A.R. Kamk, ‘Brick Baoks.

newuon-rmunu by Clalce Helman, Viéhicule Press.
Mind Over Moni Ferman,
'm_ln_llellu at SI uibberi’s, by Graham Comr Childe
The New Family Low, by Lorne H. Waolfson, Random House.
No I::Fr ot Arm's l.:ngul. Mennoalte Brethren, Church
in Canada, by Peter Peoner, Press,
Numr Novih, by Jahn Flood, Moss.
No % by Bob Ogle. Fifih Honse.
: Wi usic: Performance Scores for Ona to
Susan McMasier, Andrew McClure, and
Colln nderwhich Editlons,
mlll-'mll.lhul. .uri‘ullllmﬂ.byﬁeorgel{ Earle, Harry
onﬁ.ll'l' Pubhnungsy Ron G
Ouly In Toronto: 101 Ways to qunr Yoursclf, by Greeba
Qulglq mm::]d Jan Ooodmlul. Optimum  Publishing

. by Anne Cameron, Harbour Poblishing.
3¢ of Rebelllan: Tha Remarknble of Choles
Bremner aud His Fors, by Margaret R. Stoble, NeWest

Press.
The Parzchute Wonl: A Conodlan Waortine Adven:
tores in Yugoslavla, by Jeffrey Street, Lester & Orpen

Dennys.

The anm Who Conld, Rohin Skeliom, Sano Nis,
A Peopie Aport, by Johin H. Redekop, Kindred Press.
Plnin Enplish, by Phillp Davics Roberts, Penguin.
i n-,“m‘::lem' muli‘m Gay, Stoddart.
Roven, Re 3 b’h Anne Cameren, Harbour

Pllblishins.
lhbdl‘.'di. by Martyn Godfrey, Mlustrated by Paul McCusker,

Collier Macmillan.
Thie Rurol and Nntlve Cookbaoli, by the Lovesick
l.alm:= Na'lllnve WQMI'!:ﬂmAsmdnﬂm Totem. b,

Southeasterly, Wreggitt, Thistledown.
s’ﬂﬁu“hﬁy“ of Folth and Pride, by Charles
kinson, Pligrim Paj
Steel 1 Mmudﬁglon.aﬂudhyhﬂ.: Dearetal.,
Unlvmwol"l'oron
A Stzanger o E'.u,shmmuﬁddd:l‘hlllp

CANWIT NO, 122

WE CAN THANK the advertising in-
dustry for the handy categorizing of
some consumer households as DINKs
{Double Income, No Kids), and a new
novel by Katherine Govier, Between
Men (Penguin), reports on a
phenomenon known as SWARM
(Single Women After Rich Men) —all
of which set us wondering what other
demographic formations might be ex-
pressed in acronyms. One we thought
of was SWANK (Separated, With
Apartment and No Kids), but we’re
sure our readers can do better, We'll
pay $25 for the best set of sociological
acronyms and their definitions re-
ceived before October 1. Address:
CanWit No. 122, Books in Cangda,
366 Adelaide Street East, Toronto
MS5A 3X9.

Results of CanWit No. 120
OUR REQUEST for Iipogrammatical
verse — in which the letterie does not

appear — produced a wealth of
entries, but few lived up to the letter
or the spirit of the limerick form. The
winner is Alec McBwen of Ottawa
whose imericks incloded:

Said a monk, a lascivious rabbit

Who would look for a lay and just
grab it,

“It is fun with a nun,

And you’ll pardon my pun,

But I cannot sty out of that habit, "

Said a tart of a john’s copulation,
You pay sixty for slow consummation;
What a pity it’s limp,

But 'm bound by my pimp

To build in any cosis of infiation.”

*No porno!’’ sqys Ramon Hnatyskyn,

“r'il kil it ail off by allrition;

For Canadian art

I don’t mind a fart,

It’s baek to that missionary position.**
— Barry Baldwin, Calgary

SOLUTION TO CANLIT ACROSTIC R@. 7

I knevs my parents loved me even though I was ungifted, plump, and talked back.
After I made my bed in the morning, my mother always remade it when I was
at school because I left lumps under the spread. Mother was my comforter and
protector, not to be found anywhere else but at home.

— Sondra Gotlieb, True Confections (Stoddart)

Grnn. edited by Paul Hiartarson, NeWest Press.
ommer Fagd A Book Full of Things to Do [n Warm Weather,
lwllleud:m: of Owl Magazine, de Pencler Books.

Supar S , Klds Can Press.
Tales Untll eil, translated by John
Sha Press.

Un!nﬂu'l’.nd! Len Burrow and Emlle Beawdoin, M & S.
Waller Pater: f’ Lite lhmembeml edited by R.M. Scller,

Calgary Pt
s Gavrlel Kny,
The Wnudal% Kl by cgywAMzey !\lf:egnn Black Moss.

WWIDI:.WI&B!\-HMMMM&W Anget

Press.

‘Wentherwatcker’s Diary, by Carol Thicssen, Natonal
Museumns of Canada.

g.lhauelo Eniwln Canada, hyAmeHudy Oberon.

wgﬂhhi. bgmlhnm Gnd!hqr. llustrated by Greg Ruhl,

Wildemess !mns. by Jan and Sally Wilson, Soules,

w the Second Baile: Conudian Veternns and the Refum
[ L& l.l.lh.!.‘l by Desmond Morton and Glann

m: \rmmcnn:dn.byxnwbu Globe/Modetn

hngmmn! or Grades 3 'mmmhﬂ.nns 3,17
8 nnd David Booth ef af., Globe/Mod erar Curriculim

A \'en for l’mlll Clmndlnn Finandal Instiittons in Jopan,
by Richard W. “: l.wll.IISuanHuml Instinite for
on

CLASSIFIED

Classified rates: $8 per line (40 characters
1o the line). Deadline: first of the month for
[ssues dated following month. Address:
Books In Canada Classified, 366 Adelalde
Strest East, Toronto MSA 3X8. Phone: (416)
263-5426.

FAST by David Fujino. Mail order poatry from
Vocabulary. §00 coples hand-signed and
numbered. Each $6.00 plus 50¢ for postage
and handling. Yocabulary, P.O. Box 1347,
Station F, Toronto, Ont. M4Y 2V9.

FOR A BIOGRAPHY of Margaret Laurence
| seek coples of lstters etc. from her. L.H.
Powars, Dept. of English, University of
Miohigan, Ann Arbor, Michigan, LUSA 48109.

HELLO TO BARB & KEES in Amstardam.

HIIS PRESS Is going out of business and will
no longer be publishing as of July 1. The only
ramaining tltle In print Is Whiskay Jack by
Milton Acam. P.O. Box 7, Statlon D, Scar-
borough, Ont. MR 4Y7.

SEPTENMBER 15: Happy Birthday Blanche
DuBols and Pach; many and best years lle
ahead.

TAQ BOOKS presents Art of Relaxation, Vol.
il with Kirllian photography llustrating the
PEM Relaxation System for helplng/healing
professions, Free Information TAO Baoks,
P.O. Box 40, Station S, Teronto. (418)
423-4206,

YEAR ROUND RETREAT house for writers,
room & board. Contact M. Hornby, 304 Car-
bonate St., Nelson, B.C. VIL 4P2. Tel
604-352-0114.

Cmp eyl W,
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GanLit acrostic
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(Solution next month.)

A.

F.

K.

L.

Vhite Fitura,
Fiite Ground
author

Final result

Snovmmoblle
manufacturer

CP ship involved
in major 1914
necident: 3 wds.

Discuss again

Book awarded
1959 Governor
General's postry
prize: 3 vads,

Internationally .
acclaimed
architect

“Afon Pays”
composer

. Appreciator of

the bzautiful

——Company,
major fur trade

operation: 2 wds.

Freshwater fich

Get the better of
by supzrior
cleverness

42 Hocks In Canada, August-September, 1887

e A etas m ey

HB2E3[153 Cj154 B 15 wjie T{w7 1 0 mn‘.mcm JIG!IHBM1MI.|IEF-‘1;:STW\I
€3 X 183 P17 B in ofr2 k[17 ofire of7E F 7 ||ma1mums'-wuv1a1n B2 0| Rfan[1E3 O
4 THCS 1 163 OJ167E3[ics.Glies Flito @ 191 lmassnurﬂ‘mswsallmvssl.‘:mu 1
A;\ T[08 Bj203 Ef205 Y| 203 ST Fl263 O xm:unian'mn 0P1SEY
When properly filled in, the letters in the box form a quota- M. Bleth it of W
tion from a Canadian boolk. The first letters of each answered
clue form the name of the author and the title of the book. N. Fileenth day —_—
of March e s B8
The solution 1o Acrostic No. 7 appears on page 41. 0. Toronto e
newspaper, ” 2 1181 [T 213 1
e 1895-1936: 3 wds. S —
W o130 18 ® N % 4w
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from the crowd...

with your unique Books in Canada sweatshirt

A limited number of specially designed

sweatshirts are now available from Books in
Canada. These unique sweatshirts are easy
care (50% cotton, 50% polyester) and one

size (extra large) fits alll

The shirts are white with a black, mauve and

green design, and
have been designed
for Books in Canada
by Inkwell Artworks,
Toronto.

B e T ot LD TR R T

s Plus $3.00" postage and handling

The perfect, attractive and practical gift for
fiterary friends and refatives. Can be wom in
your backyard, at the beach, in the park,
lounging at home or wherever books in Canada

are enjoyed. And shouldn't you have one too?

L] VES!

[ want___sweatshirts @ $25 each

TOTAL REMITTED

shipped via surface mail

cheques out lo Canadian Review of Books Limited.
NAME
ADORESS

J— POSTM CODE

Books In Canada
366 Adelaide St.E.,
Toronto, Onlario, Canacda M5A 3X9

- T AT TR T e

.

E *Orders from the USA, please add $5 for postage and handling.
Orders from outside North America please add $6. All orders will be

(heques or money orders only, please do not send cash. Make

In Ganada allow appraximately s weeks for delivery — longer ouiside Canada

Order now while supplies last and avoid

the Christmas rush.
Each shirtis only $25
plus shipping and
handling.




Books to Treasure

Books to Use

TUPPENCE HA ’PENNY IS A
NICKEL
by Frances X.A. Atherton

A joyfully exuberant novel of The Canadian western
frontier at the turn of the century.
6 x 9, 252 pages, $21.95 cloth

1000 MOST CHALLENGING
WORDS
compiled by Norman W. Shurs

1000 challenging English gems defined and used.
6 x 9, 322 pages, $27.50 cloth

WILLIAM HENRY GOSS
by Lynda & Nicholas Pine

The story of the Staffordshire family of potters who
invented Heraldic Porcelain.

8 x 102, 263 pages, full colour photographs,
$35.00 cloth

ESSENTIAL GUIDE TO
PRESCRIPTION DRUGS 1987
by James W. Long, M.D.

Everything you need to know for safe drug use.
6% x 914, 393 pages, $18.95 paper

HARPER DICTIONARY OF
FOREIGN TERMS, THIRD
EDITION

edited by Eugene Ehrlich

Definitions of more than 15,000 foreign words and
phrases
6% x 9V, 423 pages, $27.50 cloth

THE MUSKOXEN OF POLAR
BEAR PATH

by David Gray

A fascinating in-depth portrait of Canada’s magnifi-
cent Arctic Beasts.

Co-published with The National Museum of Natural
Sciences.

7 x 10, 192 pages, colour insert, photographs,
$50.00 cloth

Fitzhenry & Whiteside
195 Allstate Parkway, Markham, Ontario L3R 4T8
Tel. (416) 477-0030




