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House style

Now that there’s compulsory retivement for senators,
do they remain Honourable, or do they lose
their honour at 75? A new book on Canadian usage
tells us how fo write io Eugene Forsey

By L. M. Owen

WHEN I WaS active in publishing politics I
actually enjoyed being on committees and
believed that they were often usefil. When
unbelievers trotted out the stock joke — **A
carae] is a horse designed by a committee”
— Thad a stock reply: ‘“True; and when the
Arabs bred the best horses in the world they
always used camels for the long haul.”” The
seven-woman committee of the Freelance
Editors’ Association that has produced Edit-
tizr Caswadian English (Douglas & MclIntyre,
217 pages, $29.95 cloth) had a long hanl
indeed — about eight years.

Tha result is a handy, fairly brief compen-
dium of points that are likely to come up in
editing, and would come up less often i
vrriters equippad themselves with this book,
Not that it's rigidly prescriptive; the authors
generally spell out the possible alternatives
and leave it to us to chaose. **Our research,"
they say, ““dispelled the illusion that there
is only one Canadian style.”’ 1 respectfully
bag leave to doubt that any of these
experienced editors had any such illusion,
You can't compare two newspapers, Or a
newspapar with a book, or books from two
different publishers, without being struck by
their differences. This is true in all English-
speaking countries, though probably least so
in the United States, where Websier's for
spelling and the Chicago Manual for things
like punctoation command wide obedience,

In fact there is a book called, firmly, The
Cazadian Siyle, prepared by the Translation
Burean of the Secretary of State’s Depart-
ment and copublished by the govermment and
Dundurn Press in 1985. It's really intended
as a set of directives for government publi-
cations — though when I did some editing for
a government depariment in 1986 nobody
told me to follow it, or even that it existed.
It's vrell organized and highly prescriptive,
and those who want to have all the decisions
made for them could do worse than follow it.

The authors of Editing Canadian English
don’t, then, seek to establish a standard
Canadian style. But for someone seeking to
establish either a personal or 4 house style
this book would be a gobd starting point,
since it raises the right questions. Anyone
doing so woudd be well advized to select from
the British and American usages set forth
here, not according to their own cultural
biases, but according to common sense;

though few, probably would do so in the mat-
ter of -vur/-or. The -our spelling is etymo-
logically indefensible. But, even though it
isn"t used in the newspapers we read every
day, it has become such a symbol of our
difference that most of us will elect to retain
it. I wonder, though, about the orthographi-
cally indefensible doubling of the [ in
unstressed syllables — egualled, traveller.
Thete doesn’t seem to be any point in this.
Howevey, it too is probably a patriotic icon.
Spellings hike cenire, on the other hand, are
clearly preferable, since they mostly come
from words so spelled in medieval French.

The established American spellings ana-
Iyze and paralyze are simply wrong, because
the last syllable comes from the Greek noun
lusis through the French verbs analyser and
paralyser, The -fze endings, in contrast, come
from the Greek ending -izeis; the s should
be retsined, even though in French it's
always changed to s.

The usual British gpelling programme is an
affectation that started to creep in early in
the 19th century, and should be rejected as
firmly as we'd reject any attempt to introduce
diagramme or telegramme. The OED itself
prefetred grogram, and the Concise Oxford
Diclionary used to recommend it; I don’t
know why the current edition of the COD
reverts to programme except for the com-
puter sense.

Certain British spellings are clearly absurd,
Iike kerb (from French courbe) and fyre (which
was #ire in Middle English). But then there’s
the dquestion of geroplane. It started life as
asroplase — four syllables — but the first two
lettars soon merged into one in speech, and.
aivplane Guicldy followed — not just as an
Americanism, by the way: John Buchan used
it in his history of the war in 1916, and it actu-
ally appeared in King’s Regulations in 1918.
We all said aeroplane in my youth, though,
and I atill hear it occasionally from people
interviewed on the CBC. But I think airplane
is the clear winner,

A British spelling I'd unhesitatingly reject
is sceptic. It's true that most Greek words
with &, coming to us through Latin, use the
equivalent Latin letter, ¢. But in this word
we have to use the % pronunciation so that
we don't confuse the doubtful wth the
poisonous., So let’s spell it that way.

Two matters in which Editing Canadian
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English makes definite recommendations
concern quotation marks; I disagree with
both. The authors prefer double guotation
marks, as used in this magazine; I greatly
prefer single — not because they are **Brit-
ish,”” but because to my eye they make for
a cleaner, more elegant page. (In fact, though
single guotes probably now predominate in
the U.K., some major publishers, such as
Hodder & Stoughton and Secker & Warburg
still cling to double.) The other recommen-
dation is to do what I did above only because
it's this magazine’s style; put the comma
after *‘British’’ inside the quotation marks.
I recall that Blackburn complained about this
some time ago, and I join him wholeheart-
edly. Punctuation marks should go inside the
quotation marks only when they belong to the
quotations. Everybody does this with colons,
semicolons, question marks, and exclamation
marks without thinking about it. The special
treatment of commas and periods is all the
more absurd, in these days of offset print-
ing, when you consider the original reason
for it: typesetters working with metal type
felt that small punctuation marks, i put out-
side quotation marks, were foo vulnerable to
brezkage in tramsit from typesetters to
printers. It was never a very good reason,
and nowadays it’s no reason at all,

The latter part of the book containg mostly
peculiarly Canadian usages. For instance, a
question I have never found answered in a
reference hook until now is: now that there's
compulsory retirement for senators, do they
remain. Honourable thereafter, or do they
lose their honour at 75? Answer: they keep
the designation. So now you know how to
write to Eugene Forsey. Also in this part of
the book is sensible advice on dealing with
ha or she, she/he, or s/he: rewrite where pos-
gible to avoid frequent repetitions of these
awkward locutions; or, how to stay out of the
clutches of the t police without wreck-
ing your prose style.

There are many more subjects in Editing
Canadian English than I have mentioned, but
T’ll probably have occasion to comment on
most of them in future jssues. This column
has perhaps been more interesting to editors
than to real writers, but as I suggested at
the beginning more consciousness of these
matters among writers would save everyone
a lot of trouble. (I




‘ H o N Du RA‘ Honduras has experi-
A= enced a history and form

w, 1 ‘1\’% of development unique to

J Lfég Central America. Acker

E _explores this history, as

mﬁ\ well as iis cultural devel- |3

‘ opment, to account for its
\\R ! present identity crisis and

A

%
2
5 b

WU

A its status as the archetypal nd behaviour change as
| b ublic. Children of Schevento
THE MAKINGOFA It mol ot ender
YN N a3 21]: TR (gl Alison Acker is the author to hur

of Children of the
Volcano.
$12.95 pb., $29.95 cl. .

ALISOH ACKER

OETWEETRWTE= INES

Invaluable for actors, the 80 pieces in
these two books are great for anditions
and also make excellent reading.

R Caught in the Act, by Corey Reay,
Set in rural Newfoundland (| o presents dforiginal, witty and lrreverent
this compelling first novel . o monologues, undéer headings Female,

] elhng Androgynous and Male.
tells a poignant and ‘ ‘ AT, ISBN 0-88924-180-5
Rumorous tale of Bl T “And What Are You Going To Do Fo

en i . s t u Going r
generations of women o R Ust", eds. Bard, Messaline, Newhonse,
oo . i contains individual speeches from more
z ' Iy S et than 40 Award-winning Canadian Plays.
0-920394.67-2 $12.95pb. . B Introduction by Mavor Moore.
Ragweed Press [ 93¢ ISBN 0-88924-144-9
Order from University [l

of Toronto Press % P.O BOX 2KD ADELAIDE ST. POSTAL STN
! : TORGNTO, ONTARIO-MSC 214. CANADA

Newand ' ' A Nature Book

Naked Land K
Ma!cir;eé theall’x}airies Home fOI' A]l Ages

Ronald Rees e ‘ “ The Loghouse Nest

Migrants who settled on the Canadian praitles encountered an ' . = = Louise de Kiriline Lawrence
environment stranger than most of them could ever have e 7 - X }
envisfoned. Prairie art and lllerature reflected the feelings of

nostalgia and regret felt by the immigranis.

New and Naked Land begins with an estimate of immnigrants , ‘. ) !

expectations of the new !and and ends with an assessment of ¥ : \ $12.95

thelr attempts to make a home of it. In conclusion it Is ?uhd : ‘ ISBN 0920474497

that the prairie is perhaps too austere an envirenment for i P et !

common sensibility ever to absorb completely. Certalnly, itisa [ - e

landscape that overwhelmes the newcomer and haunts the i ‘ ORDER DESK: 694-7907

F NATURAL HERITAGE|

THE COLLECTOR'S CHOICE




In celebration

Twenty years ago, Josef Skvorecky and Zdena Salivarova
founded Sixty-Eight Publishers in Toronio. Today the press
sends books to Czech émigrés all over the world
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FROTGIRAFM By RYATHA LFELYT, REY YORK

" Josef Skvorscky

THE ETHICAL CULTURE THEATRE on West

G4th Street is a rotunda with a vaulted ceil-
ing, Corinthian columns, a balcony, and
pevlike benches. While the 500 or so New
Yorkers prescient enough to have bought
their seats in advance mingled inside, a line-
up of the hopeful waited for the release of
extra tickets. The band on stage, a mix of
Czechs and Americans, played the rough and
exuberant jazz that seems typical of Eastern
Europe.

The atmosphere was celebratory; after ail,
it could have been a wake. "“T'wenty Years
after the Prague Spring: a Celebration of
Czech Literature’ was also marking the
anniversary of the end of that brief flower-
ing, when the Soviet tanks rolled in. Czech
could be heard here and there, but most of
the aundience was American and many were
young, They came out of passion for books
or history or a chance to see some Ameri-
can literary celebrities. What- almost none
who had paid their 10 dollars seemed to lnow
as that the money vrould aid the remarka-
ble publishing program, of a small Toronto
house, Sixty-Eight Publishers.

““No one has done more for the Czechs
than these two.” The words were Milan
Kundera's, quoted by the evening's host,
Joseph Papp, producer of the New York
Shakespeare Festival, Kundera was referring
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to Zdena Salivarova and her husband, Josef
Skvoracky, who arrived in Toronto in 1968,
and shortly thereafter (at Salivarova's ingis-
tence — Skvorecky thought the enterprise
would go bust) founded Sixty-Eight to pub-
lish Czech and Slovak writers forbidden in
Czechoslovalda, in their original languages.
More than 90 books Iater, the press sends
its fiction, poetry, memoirs, and social and
political history to émigrés all over the world.

The applause for Salivarova, a short
woman with large round glasses, was polite;
the crowd, holding back for the big names,
didn’t seem to grasp who she was. The
American writer Jane Smiley read from
Salivarova's novel, Summer in Prague. Like
many of the works read on this evening,
Salivarova’s was humorcus; a secret file on

"a woman accuses her of only pretending to

have “‘positive values."’ It seems that Czechs
prefer to laugh at their misfortunes.

Paul Wilson read the work of Bohumil
Hrabal, best known (because of a celebrated
film version) for A Close Waich on the Trains.
Wilson, who spent 10 years in Czecho-
slovakia before his expulsion in 1977 and now
lives in Toronto, also went unrecognized by
the audience for his role in the literature they
had come to wilness, He has translated the
works of Skvorecky, Hrabal, and Vaclav
Havel and rendered into English much of the
work read during the evening.

At last a celebrity appeared: Arthur Miller,
looking fit and dignified as he read from
playwright Vaclav Havel’s Lelfers fo Olga.
Havel spent several years in prison for mem-
bership in the human rights group Charter
77 (this spring he was again arrested briefly),
and his new work consists of the letters he
sent to his wife from prison. Miller's chosen
passage, a discourse on loss sprinkled with
suggestions for CARE packages, was the
most challenging of the evening, Unfor-
tunately, Miller's pedestrian reading did little
to illuminate the dense prose.

The: most moving presentation of the night
was the poetry of the late Jaroshy Seifert,
notably ‘‘Merry-Go-Round with White
Swans'’ and "‘Lost Paradise,’" in the mag-
pificent tones of American poet Galway Kin-
nell. Kinnell told of a recent visit to Prague
when, after a reading, he asked about 20
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listeners if any could recite a Seifert poem
by heart. Almost all volunteersd.

A neat and (but for a rather loud plaid tie)
conservative-looking Josef Skvarecky chose
to enliven history by reading not from a pub-
lished work but from a squib written in the
’60s and intended for friends at a private
gathering. Skvorecky’s heavily accented
voice is a touch hard to understand and the
audience strained to hear the account of a
father who at first opposes his son’s marri-
age to a gir] who was fathered by a black
American soldier from North Carolina, but

then considers the advantages such an alki- .

ance would bring to the family’s class pro-
file. It was logical and absurd and the
audience roared.

‘That put them in the mood for the even-
ing’s final reader, Kurt Vonnegut. Bushy-
haired and aging, Vonnegut looked ever more
likke Mark Twain as he read from Kundera’s
The Book of Laughler and Forgetling. Von-
negut sounded as if he had marbles in his
mouth and interrupted himself with chuckles
at the farcical portrait of a funeral during
which the narrator's hat, taken by the wind,
falls into the open grave. It was that sort of
evening — a funeral with laughter rather than
tears. — CARY FAGAN

An Error in Judgement
The Politics of Medical Care in
an Indian/White Community
by Dara Culhane Speck

On Jannary 22, 1979, an .
eleven-year-old Native girl died of
a ruphured appendix in an Alert
Bay, B.C. hospital. The events that
followed are chronicled in this
book by a woman who is a
member by marriage of the
Nimpkish Indian Band in Alert
Bay. She has relied mainly on
interyiews, anecdotes, and public
records to describe how this

small, isolated Native community
took on the local hospital, the
College of Physicians and Surgeons,
provincial and federal ministries
of health, and national media,
because their private tragedy held
implications that reached far
beyond one child, one town, and
even one century.

October. $14.95 from

ThloiBaks

Order from U of T Press.
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A memory

The Cuala Press, established in 1903 by W. B. Yeals’s
sisters, Elizabeth and Lily, published almost all
the great Irish writers of the 20th century

WHEN THE Cuala Press closed in 1987 and its
effects passed into the keeping of Trinity Col-
lege in Dublin, the world of books lost a direct
link with one of the greatest periods of liter-
ary history. For me, however, the loss felt
more personal. 1 had spent an idyllic after-
noon at the press in 1978; it had featured
extensively in my doctoral thesis on poetry
and the private presses; and its productions,
both modern and historical, had frequently
come to my attention in my work as a free-
lance writer concerned with fine printing and
the book arts.

In 1902, W. B. Yeats’s sisters, Elizabeth
and Lily, established Dun Emer Industries
as an Irish expression of the Arts and Crafts
Movement, which had so fired their imagi-
nation and enthusiasm during a stay in Lon-
don. Among the weavers, tapestry makers,
Initters, and dyers to whom they gave
employment, they also established a press
with the intention of publishing the finest Lrish

This first-ever collection of essays,
revievss, and interviews by one of
Canada’s major literary figures
contains some of Skvorecly’s most
trilliant and thought-provoling
vriting to date.

${7.95
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writing in handsome editions. That they suc-
ceeded is history — all the great Irish writers
of the 20th century with the exception of
James Joyce were published in Cuala Press
editions — and that history was recorded
with fidelity by the late Liam Miller in his
authoritative book The Duw Emer Press lafer
:flhgg 7g)uala Press (The Dolmen Press, Dublin

My memory of the press goes back to a
summer afternoon in 1978 when I was
holidaying with my Jrish in-laws and received
an invitation to drive out to Dalkey to make
a journalist's visit to Anne Yeats and explore
the press.

Dalkey is a pretty village perched on the
cliffs above the Irish Sea between the city
of Dublin and the port of Dun Laoghaire,
Small, rural, and sleepy, Dalkey has literary
connections that nevertheless encompass
Yeats, Joyce, Beckett, and J. P. Donleavy,
and if you do not kmow of it through Flann
O’Brien’s comic masterpiece of magic and
invention, The Dalkey Archive, then I sug-
gest yout correct the omission immediately.

It was at Dalkey that the Cuala Press saw
out its last years. It had been lodged in Bag-
got Streat in Dublin for more than 30 years,
during which time it had published some of
the great works of Irish contemporary prose
and poetry — work by Yeats, Gogarty, Frank
0’Connor, Patrick Kavanagh, Lonis Mac-
Neice and Thomas Kinsella, among others
— but in 1975 the huge Albion press, the
racks of type, the paper, the books, and the
archives of three-quarters of a century of
publishing were moved out into the country,
coming to rest in a beautiful house overlook-
ing the sea.

The house in Leslie Avenue to which I was
directed was originally an artist’s home, and
his studio, bathed in the afternoon’s golden
sunlight as I arrived, had been turned over
to the press. Two walls ot shelves held
hundreds of neatly labelled line blocks, used
in the illustration of books, broadsheets,
pamphlets, and ballad sheets aver the course
of 70 years.

Other shelves were stacked with paper
specially made for Cuala by Swiftbrook Mills
at Saggart in the county of Dublin. Only a
blind man could have missed the demy Albion
hand press, built in 1853 and bought for a few
pounds from an Irish provincial newspaper
in 1903, on which most of the printing at the
press was camed out. There was another
Albion, smaller afid more compact, which
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handled the ephemeral printing, and rack

upon rack of Caslon type, the traditional type-
face used almost exclusively in the press's
inception in 1903 until its closure in 1987, The
sisters had had good advice from Emery
Walker in setting for Caslon, for though
fashions have come and gone, Caslon remains
what it always was, a classic book face that
one pever tres of reading.

When I visited the press it had recently
been revived after falling silent for several
years. In 1978 it was largely under the hand
of W. B. Yeats’s daughter Anne and his son
Michael, although most of the work was done
by Anne in time taken out frem her own work
as an artist of considerable reputation. By her
own admission, the great years of the press
were in the past by this time, the marvel-
lous baoks, the Broadside Ballads, the cor-
respondence and the belles leftres, but Anne
Yeats was kept busy printing illustrated
broadsides, poems, pamphlets, and other
ephemera for collectors and for the huge
tourist trade that descends on Ireland each
year,

Over afternoon tea I was given books to
look at that illustrated not only the history
of the press but, in the sweep of their impor-
tance, the literary history of modern Iretand
as well. Here was the first book of the press,
W. B. Yeats’s own poems, In the Seven
Woods (1904), about which he wrote in a let-
ter to John Quinn

This is the first book of mine that it is a
pleasure to look at whether open or shut.

And then Poems and Transiafions by J. M.
Synge (1909), and his Deirdre of the Sorrows
a year later; The Wild Swans at Coole (1917),
which gave the first showing to Robert
Gregory’s charging-unicorn device; several
other books of Yeats’s poetry, published
regularly from the beginning to the closure
of the press; Poems by Thomas Parnell
(1926); a signed copy of Louis MacNeice's
The Last Ditch (1940); and Thomas Kinsella’s
important collection Nofes from the Land of
the Dead (1972). There were examples of the
famous ‘‘Broadsides” series dating from
1908, all with illustrations by Jack B. Yeats,
many hand-coloured pamphlets, announce-
ments, prospectuses, greeting cards, and
even a child’s toy coltage, printed on card,
hand-coloured by Elizabeth Yeats, and
entered for the Irish Arts and Crafts Soci-
ety's 1917 exhibition.

The greatest flowering of Irish literature
was spread out on the cofiee table, on the
rugs, over chair seats and on the ﬂoorasl
left the house, and the sun was setting
through the trees at the end of the kind of
afternoon a bibliophile prays to enjoy once
in a bookish life. It was the kind of metaphor
a careful novelist would eschew as tzite, but
one that the natural world throws up from
time to time to rémind us of our mortality.

— ROGER BURFORD MASON
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ENGLISH FICTION
FROM QUEBEC

by P. Scott Lawrence,

Cormorant Books, 139 pages,
unpriccd (ISBN 0 920593 16 6).

THE BEST STORY in this collection
is ““The Hand of Fatima' by
Sandy Wing, a richly woven nar-
rative about the sudden, rampant
explosions of desire that can turn
the straight line of our days into
cluttered knots of fantasy and
obsession.

By invoking the fantasia of a
pregnant woman in a junkyard

and her son’s shy and desirous.

teacher, Wing enters dangerous
territory. But she has the fine
touch and powerful vision to
tease mystery out of the quotid-
fan without resorting to grand
schemes and spectres. I don’t
understand why *“The Hand of
Fatima’’ was buried at the back
of the book while ““The Step-
mother’’ by Romz Gelblum
Bross, a moderately interesting
story with a cheap moral whipfash
at the end, opens the volume.

Cheap devices, especially
announcing death or disease in
the first paragraph and explaining
it in the last, are de viguenr with
many of the writers in this collec-
tion. Brian Bartlett's ‘‘October
Home’' is interesting, despite its
folling prey to this device. His
inner voice of a woman driving a
bookmobile through New Bruns-
wick, mourning her dead sonand
remembering the husband she
left behind, is convincing and
compelling. Barflett wants to
meditate on logs and catharsis,
and he is one of the few writers
in Soxveiirs willing to experiment
vith narrative form and style. But
for all that, he still builds to an
archaic and unnecessary climax
and works his images too hard
(we are hammered again and
again with the satellite dishes,
gigns of memory and distance).
With more control and less fran-
tic emphasis, Bartlett could be
very good.

In several of the stories in the
collection the wiiting is flat and
the material is boring. “‘Limbo"’
by Ann Diamond wanders

around, going nowhere, and
**Whispers’’ by Miriam Packer is
a mysterious-illness tale that is
tedious and awkward to read.
Packer’s beautiful closing image
may indicate that the writer will
have something to offer in the
future, but these stories are prac-
tice runs. In fact, most of the col-
lection is not interesting. The
“*voice’’ that the editor claims to
have found in all the stories was
hard to find, buried beneath stul-
tifying narrators who write like
journalists and narrative devices
that stand in for ideas. But find-
ing 2 gem like ‘“The Hand of
Fatima' is worth the price of
admissjon. — JOHN XKNECHTEL

OLAND UNDER
LACK LIGHT
Janusz Anderman,

caders Internalional (584 10th

., Brooklyn, N.Y. 11215),
155 , .S, $6.95 paper
(IS. 0 9305 23 145).
BAD NEWS from Poland means
good news for literature. Poland
Under Black Light is a collection
of stories by Janusz Anderman
from the Polish underground. Af-
ter 1981, ““the post-war years,"’
Anderman served as a liaison be-
tween the Union of Polish
Writers and Solidarity, and co-
founded the Committee of Aid for
Internees. He was arrested for
his activities and spent six months
in the “*notorious’’ Bialoleka jail.
These tales uncurtain the black-
clouds-and-tear-gas gloom of
Warsaw under martial law.

Anderman belongs to the
“'Generation of 68" that grew up
with student protests and wor-

kers’ riots. He minimizes bathos
with short “‘freeze frames'': a
nonsequential hopscotch of vig-
nettes and mood pieces reminis-
cent of John Dos Passos’s
““Newsreeis’’ — only with great-
er dispatch. Page after page runs
by like a film noir script. Politi-
cal strategies are referred to as
“‘sceparios.”’ And one irate cab
driver, meter kept running by a
missing passenger who disap-
pears into a police interrogation
centre, curses: ““. . . it's like a
movie, dammit, lkke a
movie . . . ."”

Anderman deliberately writes
in the vernacular as an expression
of national consciousness. In
translation, however, the English
often sounds like Cockney with
Polish names: “‘And brother-in-
law Wysocki's a decent bloke,
'cos he's 2z good drunk.”

But Anderman's leakspeak also
carries lyrical touches, as in his
description of a prison cell: *“The
window pgrating is overgrown
with a thick mesh that guards the
inside and suppresses sounds.
The loathsome Alsatian can’t be
heard — it thrashes about be-
tween the fence of thorn and the
sky-high wall, which is daubed
over with white paint to the
height of a prisoner’s upraised
arms The paint flakes off, bar-

previous layers of the Gomul-
ka and Glerek eras; it is a young
rison.’

As if peeking through a spyhole
or a camera aperiure, the reader
observes creeping things through
the fog of Warsaw, wheelchair
victims rounded up in a van by
soldiers in battle dress, or
necrophilia among pigeons.

In contrast to the steel netting,
rolling tanks, and terminal
depression, there is also the odd
scene of hope.

People pray silently in the side
aisle by the Easter Tomb; a
helpless body of Christ on a pri-
son bed, and by him, on & bun-
dle of straw, white paper hearts
Iike snow; children have written
the best of their Easter good
deeds: I gave up my seat inthe
tram, I got a good mark at
school, I helped a blind man
cross the road . . . .

As for salvation through sexual
politics:

e Nt Y Wem—
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- . . inevitably the first time
you feal the fist of your drunken
busband in your face; those
women would eat the carpet for
a wee bit of love, but usually
they do not know the word: this
exotic word, which nobody will
ever explain to them, because
this word has been obliterated
from our language, killed in cold
blood, this word lov .

Freedom of expressmn under

a totalitarian regime is a pain-
intensive industry. Janusz Ander-
man successfully manifests the
struggle of being both captive and
capturer. Dark and illuminating,
Poland Under Black Light clicks.
— RAY FLILIP

OST CAUSE

José Leandro Urbina,
slated by Christina

1 REMEMBER that the first news
item I ever saw about the 1973
Chilean coup was a brief, single-
colurnn story under the headline
Marxist Government Over-
thrown, in which it was reported
that the army had taken control
becanse of the chaotic economic
situation and that the elected
president, Salvador Allende, had
died in the fighting. There might
have been mention of other
casualties and of arrests, but if
g0, it didn’t make a lasting
impression, since numbers have
a way of leaving out the lives they
represent.

Lost Caieses, a collection of
short ficion by Chilean refugee
José Leandro Urbina, is an act of
historical redress. It gives us the
Lives behind the statistics, taking
us into neighbourhood bars and
cafés, into streets and households

June-luly 1888, BOOKS IN CANADA 5
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and prisons. These fictions, often
as brief as one page or a single
vignette, are simply told, but
their spareness and restraint
offer a powerfully moving depic-
tion of the coup's aftermath.
‘What makes them so compelling
is their characters’ ordinariness
in the face of an extraordmary sit-
uation, In *'Last Date,"” a group
of students, nervously waiting for
instructions on resisting the mili-
tary takecver, begims telling jokes
to break the tension:
Everyone doubles over with
lauphter. That's what always
happens vith this group, once
thay start lauphing they can't
stop. It’s as if an electric cur-
rent were nnning throuph their
bodies. My ribs and my stomach
ache and I shout at them to
stop, but they can't. It's like
they're going to die laughing.

Eshausted, I look at them. 1

watch them laugh beautifully,

stupidly, desperately, and sud-
denly, who knows why, I have

4 feeling this vill be the last time

we'll see each ather. I decide to

£0 out to smoke a cigarette and
stretch my legs.

Despite the pessimism sug-
gested by its title, and the bru-
tality, bloodshed, and grief it
contains, this is not a depressing
book, perhaps because there is
an essential dignity to the ordi-
nary lives it depicts. Their stories
will stay with you.

— BARBARA CAREY

FIGHTING THE
UPSTREAM

by Don Dickinson,

Obcron, 125 12.95 y
{SBN 0 88750 &9736) pate
ALTHOUGH Don Dickinson’s
short stories have been appear-
ing in the literary magazines since
1973, Fichting the Upstream is hig
first collection. He writes about
characters who are obsessed
with death or bloodless abstrac-
tions, and must be educated into
life

The narrator of ““The QOther
War,” for example, describes
how he tried as a young boy to
emulate his father, a war veteran.
But Mr. Belaney taaches both bis
sons a lesson about the value of
life and the senselessness of kill-
ing, even if the victims are only
the rats infesting their cellar,
Arthur, of ‘“The Part He Sees
His Countxy,” is a tour guide
who has cut himself off from any
real human contact; it takes Mr.
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Pervis, one of the people on his
tour, to show him how neces-
sary, and even unavoidable, that
confact is. The narrator learns
that although he has seen much
of the world he has no true place
in it. The title character of
"*Kozicki and the Living Dog”’
lives in a fantasy world until his
rebirth in a classic epiphany
scene. Jimmie, the narrator of
““Fighting the Upstream,” is a
prisoner who finds nothing in life
that excites him or gives him pur-
pose — unfil he joins the prison
rowing team.

‘The best piece, ‘“The Mythi-
cal Kid,” portrays Tom Rem-
chuk’s painful and ultimately
damaging certainty that his
mother's current illness will be
her last. His loss of hope proves
to be a kind of betrayal with which
he must come to terms. The
“mythical kid"> — the fictional
child whose fatat exploits are fre-
quently used by adults to frighten
children into obedience - apily
symbolizes the denial of living
reality in the story.

Don Dickinson is a fine writer,
but so far, unfortunately, not a
very prolific one. I look forward
to seeing much more of his work
in the future.  — ALLAN WEISS

DANGEROUS RIVALRIES aside,
says author Hugh Brody, Amen-

" cans and Soviets have more in

common with each other than
either of them has with northern
hunting peoples. Both super-
powers evolved from agricultural,
peasant socleties. They share
certain ideas about Iand, marti-
age, law enforcement, and how

Dl I Y T
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to raise children — ideas that are
deeply alien to hunting societies.
The Living Archic is part of
Brody's continuing effort to help
settled, urban peoples under-
stand their northern contem-
poraries better, to everyone’s
benefit.

Bredy is one of northern
Canada’s foremost anthropolo-
gists. He was born in England in
1943, studied at Trinity College,
Oxdord, and lived for much of the
early 1970s in the Canadian high
Arctic, earning respect for his
contributions to studies such as
the Inuit Land Use and
Ocgupancy Project, which stands
as an important reference work.

His first solo book on the Arc-
tic appeared in 1975. Enfitled
The People’s Land: White and the
Eastern Arctic, it is an angry
young man’s incisive and catty
exposé of all that is wrong with
the white people who live in Inuit
settlements. Next he wrote the
acclaimed Maps and Dreams,
published in 1981, a finely crafted
work whose odd-numbered chap-
ters chronicle the daily life of a
group of Beaver Indians in north-
eastern British Columbia, and
whose even-numbered chapters
explore the difficult social and
political issues they face.

In his latest book, he draws
from his long experience and
knowledge of both the Inuit and
northern Indians to show how
differently northern hunting soci-
eties are oriented from the rest
of humanity, and how easily mis-
understandings can arise. The
book is called The Living Arclic,
but it draws equally from arctic
and subarctic penples across the
Canadian north, and its observa-
tions apply to the northern paris
of the provinces.

Brody details the importance of
mobility among hunting peoples,
showing how constant movement
shapes social structure and atti-
tudes to land. He shows how
hunters profit from the cold, and
how warm weather can hinder
travel and invite unwelcome
insects. He handles native mys-
ticism with sensitivity, and in con-
gistently clear, deft prose he
explains the importance of com-
munity harmony, the status of
elders, and the learning process
involved in a hunter’s long
apprenticeship.

Trying to help others under-
stand why northern natives think
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and act as they do must some-
times strike Brody as a losing
bhattle. Several years ago, animal-
rights campaigners killed the seal
market in Europe, hurting not
only Newfoundland sealers but
also crippling Inuit economies
across the Arctic. Bending again
to animal-rights groups in Febru-
ary, the British government dis-
closed a plan to warn customers
about fur products that might
have been caught with a “steel-
jaw leghold trap.”

The growing success of urban
activists in undermining hunting-
and-trapping peoples living in har-
mony with nature is 2 worrisome
trend — one that can likely be
reversed only if writers like
Brody find their audience.

- JOHN GODDARD

CTIC IMPERATIVE:
S CANADA LOSING
THE NORTH?

John Honderich,
versily omento Press, 258
s $24.95 cloth
BN 0 8020 5763 3).

IF SOVERBIGNTY requires knowing
what is happening in a territory
and being able to do something
about it, Canada's claim to the
high Arctic is a bluff. So argues
John Honderich, Toronto editor
and lawyer, in this troubling boak.

We have claimed a region we
have almost no means to patrol.
We have enacted antipollution
laws we have no means to
enforce. We have largely left the
defence of the Arctic to the coun-
try that most directly challenges
the sovereignty we claim.

For generations, we got away
with neglect of the Arctic because
it was almost impenetrable and of
Bttle value to anyone except its
few residents. This is changing
quickly, but attitudes and policies
are not, Qur foreign policy, our
defence commitments, and the
apparatus of our government
ignore the reality that Canada is
an Arctic nation. Honderich cal-
culates, for example, that we
spend 500 times more in keeping
troops and fighter squadrons in
Europe than we do in defence of
the north. He devotes more than
half of this closely reasoned work
to the role of the Arctic in stra-
tegic planning. He believes that
Canada should stay in NATO and
NORAD but firmly refuse any
involvement in Star Wars. We
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must cultivate much closer ties
with our circumpolar neighbours
and work with them to bar
nuclear vreapons from the Arctic.

Most Canadians are uneasy in
owr ignorance of the north —
when we think of it at all. This
solemn but provocative book con-
firms that our uneasiness is well
founded. — LAWRENCE JACKSON

| THE PAST

THREE DOLLAR
DREARIS

by Lynne Bowen _
Qolichan Bools, 108 pages,
cloth (ISBN 0 88982 065 1).
THIS 15 the sort of boo) t
gives popular histary a good
name. It’s Bowen's second effort
in the field. A former public health
nurse from Afberta, she's now
gettled in Nanaimo, B.C., and has
an M.A. in Western Canadian his-
tory from the University of Vic-
toria. Her first book, Boss Whistle
(Oolichan, 1982) was an oral his-
tory of coal mining on Vancouver
Island and won the 1983 Eaton’s
B.C. Book Award. Three Dollar
Dreaias reaches further back in
time to contemporary letters,
diaries, nevwspapers, courf tran-
scripts, and so on. The result is
an immensely detailed collection
of colourful facts, organized and
presented with a watchfil con-
cern for maximum readability.

Three Dollar Dreans traces the
development and decline of Van-
couver Island’'s coal industry
between 1835 and 1900. Labour
strife was inevitable, given the
anthoritarian views of coal baron
Robert Dunsmuir and the expec-
tations of the miners, who had
belonged to trade unions back
home in England. They came,
vrites Bowen, because they
shared a dream: **The dream is
all that matters. . . . The coal will
make the dream come true,”’ In
the end they had to settle for the
reality of working for three dol-
lars a day, at best.

Except for the occasional
moment of colloquial overkill,
Bowen’s enthusiasrh for her sub-
ject tramslates into vigorous,
clean-cut prose. Her book is not
only a useful contribution to the
history of B.C., but also a rev-
ealing backdrop to the sometimes
mystifying mores of British
Columbians today.

— PAT BARCLAY

. m . T I

““THERE WAS never a t;me when
the Gael was a siranger to
emigration,”” writes Jim Wilkie in
Metagama: A Journey from Lewis
to the New World. The Highland
clearances of old had nothing on
the period folowing the First
World War: 300,000 Scots
emigrated to Canada and the U.S.
during the 1920s alone. Returned
gervicemen, expecting their
government to make good on
promises of land, were persuaded
to emigrate to Canada instead.
Meanwhile, Canadian farm labour
was disappearing at a steady clip
into the car factories of the
United States. Between them,
Canada and Britain worked out an
assisted-passage scheme for
Hebridean emigrants, and on
April 21, 1923, 315 passengers,
including 260 from the Isle of
Lewis, left Stornoway aboard the
CPR steamship Metagama,
bound for Montreal,

Newspaper photos showed a
sea of tweed caps surging around
Stornoway dock. “‘Perhaps, ina
way, the day the Melagama sailed
was about the saddest day of my
life. .. I knew... I'd never
come back’’ recalled 85-year-old
Donald MacLeod in 1986. It is
one of 14 first-person accounts
(ncluding three in Gaefic) that fol-
low author Jim Wilkie's descrip-
tion of the event and its historical
context.

To Wilkie, the Melagama
voyage was significant for two
reasons: it was a milestone in the
lives of many Lewis people, and
it was the island's first ‘‘mass
media’’ event. Melagama: A
Jowrney from Lewis to the New

World adds one more poignant .

drop in the very large bucket of
historical minutiae so beloved by
the Scots. — PAT BARCLAY
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NOT AN EASY MAN to write about,
Kierans. He has been a gadfly,
professor, self-made millionaire,
Liberal, Iiberal, champion of Que-
bec's Quiet Revolution, cabinet
minister, broadcaster, nationalist,
scrapper. Jamie Swift has given
us a bicgraphy of Kierans that is
vivid, scholarly, and briskly read-
able; that i5 a fine accom-
plishment.

Throughout his remarkable
career Kierans loved **. . . tilt-
inp against established windmills
— while all the time remaining
inside the establishment him-
self.” He was often in trouble,
but usually for the right reasons.
Swift sensibly concentrates on
the battles, giving the first 45
years of the life only a terse 40
pages, which take Kierans to the
Commerce Depariment at McGill
and the presidency of the Mon-
treal Stock Exchange. Snappy lit-
tle insights are provided to the
peculiar world of Anglo Montreal
under Duplessis before Swift
begins to unfold the story of Kie-
rans entering the Liberal govern-
ment of Jean Lesage in 1963 and
joining hands with René
Lévesque to promote social and
economic reform. Although he
was very close to René in terms
of both fifendship and policy, Kie-
rans was instrumental in pushing
Lévesque out of the Quebec
Liberal party when the issue of
separatism came to the fore. This
part of the tale is told with con-
siderable skili,

Having been one of the most
vociferous early critics of Walter
Gordon, Kierans by 1966
switched to the economic nation-
list position and fought against
American domination of Canada
with the zeal of a convert. He car-
ried the fight into the race for the -
national leadership of the Liberal
party in 1958 but ran last in a field
of eight. Three .years in the
Ottawa cabinet convinced him
that Trudeau was ignoring unem-
ployment, control of our natural
resources, 2nd economic policy in
general. He resigned from the
government in 1971, but not
before crossing swords with the
Ottawa mandarins and most of his
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cabinet colleagues. On réturning

- to McGill as a professor of eco-

nomics, Kierans continued to be
an outspoken critic of Trudeau'’s
administration, particularly the
tipping of the tax system in favour
of the rich and the giant corpo-
rations.
‘This fast-paced book is not just
a good political biography but also
a valuable document in Canadian
intellectual history, providing
useful insider accounts of the
Quiet Revolutien, Liberalism,
nationalism, and the making of
Canadian economic policy. Like
Kierans himself, it's strongly
opinionated, lively, and certain io
be controversial. i
— JACK MACLEOD

BOOGIE, PETE & THE
SENATOR: CANADIAN
MUSICIANS IN JAZZ:

THE EIGHTIES
by Mark Miller,

Nightwood, 312 pages, $16.95
per (ISBN-0 88971 112 7).
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MARK MILLER’S book is built on a
series of portraits of Canadian
jazz musicians. By presenting a
wide range of personalities and
interviews, the book forms a sub-
stantial survey of the jazz scene
in Canada. Some, if they require
it, will be reminded and others
will be informed of the wealth and
depth of Canada’s jazz commu-
nity. Though clearly not designed
as an encyclopedia, it gives an
impression of gently biased
thoroughness.

The emphasis is on those who
have paid their dues and have
sustained — or resumed — vital
careers through the '80s. It is
inappropriate to complain of omis-
sions, but Miller leaves me wish-
ing for a similar look at some of
the more obscure yet dynamic
musicians who have excitement
and innovation to offer.

There is no attempt at cohe-
sive interpretation, assessment,
or history of the music. The con-
nections are drawn incidentally.
No Iinks are deliberately forged.
There are few attempts to
demonstrate the music’s place

* within a broader social and cul-

tural movement. In a sense that
is too bad. One is convinced that
Miller has listened to enough
music and analysed it with suffi-
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cient guile that he could — -or
should try to — provide us with
such a picture.

Miller writes like a journalist,
and when he writes about the
music itself he achieves his most
vigorous descriptions. Actually,
that these accounts of playing are
the most compelling in the book
gives the lie to his claim that the
book is about the careers of his
subjects rather than the manner
of their music. Miller would have
done wefl to break up the repeti-
tious rhythm, which consists of
beginning each section with an
overture, always shyly and tan-
gentially pulling back the curtain
on his character’s life, and to
have launched instead into a
direct and inventive celebration of
his or her work, establishing the
trly essential concern of the
book. One is, indeed, reminded
again and again {0 go and listen.

. — DAVID ROSEMAN

BELLES - LETTAES

THE MEMOIRS OF A
LITERARY
BLOCKHEAD

by Robin Skelton,

Macmillan, illusiraled, 318 pages,
327,95 cloth (ISBN 0-7715-9284-1)

ROBIN SKELTON 1s perhaps our
busiest poet and literary guru, as
the bulging bibliography at the
back of this book testifies.
Scoffed at by some as a cultural
gadfly, Skelton uses his Memoirs
of a Literary Blockhead to put his
considerably rich and varied life
in perspective.

He recalls vividly an English
boyhood, his bumbling wartime
service in India, and his postwar
education at the University of
Leeds. Even then he was a
maverick poet who dzbbled eclec-
tically in the arts and was at odds
with the narrow tidiness of the

academy. In the '50s, the fledg-
ling man of letters earned a bob
or two as university instructor,
editor, and critic. The homage to
Johnson — "“no man but a block-
head ever wrote, except for
money'’ — doas fit, if ironically.
This tale is often a literary pub
crawl, jammed with vignettes of
the postwar Bterary scene.
Stalled in the Lterary life of
provincial England, Skelton left
for the cultural frontiers of Brit-
isk Columbia to teach at the new
University of Victoria. He pro-
vides a controversial portrait of
university and hterary life there,
which only other participants can
correct and challenge. And his
battles over the Malahat Review
say much about the drift of cul-
turat policy in the 1970s: Skel-
ton's defense of a more flexible
approach to Canadian nationalism
makes eminent sense.

Overall, these memoirs are
good-humoured, self-deprecating
and honest. A few well-placed.
bricks are hurled at the mean-
spirited and pigheaded. But
regrettably not nearly enough is
said about how this poet writes
and creates. A final chapter
dwells on Skelton’s witcheraft;
the reader departs with the awk-
ward feeling that more space has
been given to the exorcism of
spirits than to the writing of
poems. — B. K. ADAMS

THE LYRIC
PARAGRAPH:
COLLECTION OF
ANADIAN PROSE
OEMS
dited by Robert Allen,
DC Books, 155 , $11.95
(ISEN 0 919588 12 8).
THE AIM of this collection,
aocordmg to editor Robert Allen,
is to offer a sampling of the range

ZJS =" and diversity of prose poetry
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being written in Canada. Allen is
a bit shifty about piening down a
definition of this relatively new
litecary animal, but argues that
“‘the prose poem has capabilities
no other form has.’’ Having read

= the work of the 32 writers

included in this anthology, I'm not
totally convinced of Allen’s claim.
Lorna Crozier's pieces, for
example, are polished and crisply
humorous — but so is much of
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her poetry. These prose poems
don’t seem qualitatively distinct,
However, it #s evident from
Allen’s selections that the form
is very open-ended; it is this wide
variation in structure, style, and
temperament that makes this
anthology appealing.

Init, established names such as
Margaret Atwood and Louis
Dudek rub shoulders with new-
comers Lori Weber and Bill
Furey. A number of contributors
offer compressed, narrative
pieces loyal to the tenets of tradi-
tional prose while others, such as
Roo Borson, achieve an eerily
poetic effect. Daphne Marlatt's
work represents a radical break
from either conventional fiction or
poetry. And enthusiasts of sur-
realistic or allegorical styles can
sample the work of Michael Bul-
lock, among others. If there iz a
dominant trend in this anthology
at all, it is toward writing that is
technically accomplished but
sometimes a fitile too sofemn and
cerchral for my taste. Libby
Scheler bucks this trend, with her
exuberance and incisive black
humour; Douglas Smith’s low-
key warmth is also 3 welcome
departure. Overdll, The Lyvic
Paragraph is a lively batch (it
could hardly be called a blead) of
wniting, stimulating if not strictly
jtnovative.- — BARBARA CAREY

FOLKWAYS

RED ROVER, RED
ROVER:
CHILDREN'S GAMES
PLAYED BN CANADA
by Edith Fovke,

Doublcday Canada, 159 pages,
512,95 paper,

(ISBN 0 385 25172 6).

“3Ep ROVER, Red Rover, let
Edith come over! Come on,
Edith, get up some speed. Crash
through that line and get back to
our side.”” The country’s most
popular game? That's the claim
made by Canada's follklorist Edith
Fowlke in this collection of child's-
play activities. Best known for
her compilations of Canadian folk
songs, Fowke now records and
describes 195 games played by
English-speaking children during
this century. The hook is well
organized in 15 game categories
with ample source information,
bibliography, and index. It makes
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for nostalgic fun in rediscovering
the games of childhood.

What Jake-and-the-Kid Cana-
dian can forget those first muddy-
days of spring when the marbles
came out and the serious high-

stakes ‘‘rebounders’’ games
began? The basic games are
covered here, althongh one might
quibble that most of the
experiences in this section are
reported by 1970s York Univer-
sity students. At Queen Victoria
Public School in 1947 we bad
]ﬂrge ua'neysu call.ed "botlkers,"
steel ball bearings were called
“staslies" (notbonkers), and the
most popular game was called
“closies,”” not covered here. But
that's the game. Red Rover pro-
vides the first organized frame-
work for the recording of all
Canadian children’s games.

‘Fowke is quick to point out that
the work is far from complete —
Francophone games need to be
separately defined in a similar
volume and native people’s
games are regrettably left for
others to record.

Red Rover, Red Rover is an
affordable paperback that should
provide hours of nostalgic fun in
any home, come late “‘conkers"’
season: a marvellous source book
for primary school teachers and
a must-purchase on every chil-
dren's librarian's list.

— F. D. WARDLE

SACRED & SECULAR

ATER INTO WINE?
INVESTIGATION OF

eGill-Queen’s Universily Press,
155 , 522,50 cloth

(ISBN 0 7735 0615 2).

MIRACLES lie close to the heart of
Western religions. Christianity
grows out of the Resurrection,
Judsism out of the Exodus and
the Revelation at Sinai. For skep-
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tics, though, the miraculous has
long been a favourite point of at-
tack. The mind that helieves in
virgin births, the polemic goes, is
the same mind that believes the
nonsense retailed in supermarket
tabloids.

In Water info Wine? Robert A.
H. Larmer makes an aggressive
entry into this centuries-old de-
bate. Arguing against the sceptic,
Larmer claims that miracles con-
stitute empirical evidence of
God's existence; and arguing
against all other faiths Larmer
claims that, whereas Christiani-
ty can explain miracles in the con-
text of other religions, other
religions cannot explain Christi-
an miracles. Judaism, for exam-
ple, is not able to account for the
Reswrrection, says Larmer.

But since 1748 when David
Hume published his celebrated
“Of Miracles,”” philosophers
have widely rejected this line of
argument. Unfke natoral events,

they assert, supernatural events
cannot be established as fact and,
consequently, cannot be used to
prove anything.

The new wrinkle Larmer
brings to the debate is to argue
that miracles don’t necessarily
violate natural law, and that if
universal natural law and super-
natural events are compatible,
then naturalistic or scientific ex-
planations have no right to prece-
dence over supernatural or
Christian explanations.

Larmer argues cleverly and
writes clearly, lapsing into the
technical language of academic

-phifosophers only occasionally,

but his arguments fail to
convince.

Indeed, in terms of establish-
ing far-removed events such as
the Resurrection as both histori-
cal and miraculous, Larmer’s ar-
guments seem puny; they don’t
begin to roll away the stone of
secular criticism.— BRIAN HENRY
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= (519) 623-3590

French-Formidablel The Core program offers children a fun

way to develop the french langrrage. These first readers are an

excellent tool allowing children to read ar their own speed and

their owm level of difficulty: There zre twelve Mercer Mayer tles

to chonse from plusa full selection of Richard Scarry and others.
" Cest Formidablel Er Je prix, cest aneastique! -

Whitman Golden Limited
Cambridge, Ontario, N1R 5X2

DEUX COQS 0'0R .

= (416) 456-0635
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FREE TRAD

E. FREE CANADA

The book that explains why the free trade agreement offers
the only chance for a viable future for Canada. Edited by Earle Gray. Published
by Canadian Speeches. 174 pages. Softcover. ISBN 0-9693400-0-1

.00 DY far the most valuable aid to the
great debate yet preduced by anyone any-
wheze... a good zead in a subject area frc-
quently cnveloped in a tecchnical fog... more
cifectively cquips free-traders who have so
gften fielt the pro cide of the great debate is
being smothered... should be read and an-
gwered by the anti-firec traders. Some of
thenn... will be persuaded by the book's
sensible ard informed voices... made fo -
oxder for the many peopls whio still just
aren't guite sure... the book's crackerjacic
historical section offers a compact and
easily read digest.” The Calgary Herald. .

The prospect of free trade with the United States
has inflamed intense argument for nearly 150 years.
Free Trade, Free Cannda tells the dramatic story of
this debate — the issues, the events, the controver-
sies, the personalities. More importantly, informed
Canadians explain why the free trade agreement
with the United States offers the only chance for a
vighle future for Canada.

Port one: The hictory, 18468-1986
o The question that won't go away.
o From Adam Smith to Donald Macdonald.

Fart two: dollarc and conse
o Manufacturers itch fo compete for U.S. sales. Charles
Hantho and J. Laurent Thibault, Canadian Manufactur-
ers’ Assoctation; Barbara Caldwell, Cleanwear Products
Lid..
o A stronger Canada with more freedom and more cholces.»
Simon Reisman.
o Firmer cornerstones for our standard of living. John D.
Herricl, Canadian Chamber of Commerce.
o Stepping out from behind the tariff wall, J.E. Newall,
Dupont Canada Inc.
o Truck and trade with the Yankees, Thomas d'Aquino,
Business Council on National Issues.
o Productivity and free trade, David Daubney, MP.
o Billions and billions from oil and gas, Arne Nielsen,
Canadian Petroleum Association.
o The envy of the world, Bernard Landry, former Quebec
minister for international trade. .
o Libzrate the Maritimes, Gerald A. Regan, former Nova
Scotia premier.

Part three: will we otill be Canaedians, ch?

oWe'll stillbe us — in al our beaufy and warts. Richard G.
Lipsey, Queen's University.
o An artist views free ixade, culture and equal opportunity.
Christopher Praft, artist and printmaler.
o Where's the beef? Mordecal Richler, novelist.
o The national identity and Canada’s culture cadets, Earle
Gray, Canadian Speeches.

Part four: international politico of

protection and trade

o The politics of protectionism In the U.S. Allan E. Gotlieb,
Ambassador of Canada to the United States.
o Has American money ruined Oshawa? Grant Devine,
Premter of Saskatchewan. _
o Jt's time to stop the agricultural trade wars. Lorne Hehn,

. United Grain Growers Limited. -

o Our trade problem with the U.S. isn't their laws but their
courts. Alan M. Rugman, University of Toronto.
o U.S. uranium mines won't be allowed to shut the deor on
Canada. L.G. Bonar, Eldorado Nuclear Lijnited.

Part five: domectic politics of protection
o The alternative to free trade Is a controlled economy. J.A.
Gorden Bell, Scotiabank.
o The rape of the National Energy Program will never
happen again. Peter Lougheed, former premier of Alberta.
o The bias of a left-leaning media, Robert M. MaclIntosh,
Canadian Bankers’ Assoclation.
o A kangaroo court in Ontario. Nicholas J. Patterson,
Canadian Development Institute.

Part oix: the intereste of women,

¢ An opportunity to adjust things better, Katfe MacMillan,
consulting economist. ' '

CANADIAN SPEECHES

PO Box 250, Woodville, Ontario, KOM 2T0. Phone 705-439-
2580. '

Yes, please send me coples of Free Trade, Free
Canada, ) -

[ ] Bill me $9.95 per copy plus handling charges of $1.50
[ 1 Payment enclosed at $9.95 per copy, no additional

chipping or handling chargeo.

name

address

city province postal code
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PROFILE

Beyond cyberspace

William Gibson’s hard-edged style in Neuromancer
impressed & lot of critics. But now, he says, he’s working with
‘classical prose — the full range of organ stops
and not just a Panasonic sampler’

WILLIAM GiBSoN once thought he’d end up
as “‘a third-rate North American J. G.
Ballard . . . . I expected to spend the
rest of my life going to SF conventions,
getting shunned as an arisy-fartsy
weirdo. ‘They'd do that, and I'd sneer
at them. That was my fantasy: to be
Ioathed and despised in North America.”

Gibson's fantasy didn’t pan out. What

happened instead is that his short sto- -

ries, sold to Owmni magazine, became
cult favourites; his novel, Neuroinascer,
won the Hugo, Nebula, and Phillip K.

Dick awards all in the same year; all Gib-

son’s hooks sell like hotcakes, and the
movie rights to Neuromancer sold for
$100,000 about two years ago.

The number of works is small: two
novels (Neurowancer and Cownt Zevo)
and one book of short stories (Bursing
Chyosiie), three of which are collabora-
tions (with John Shirley, Bruce Sterling,
and Michael Swanwick). All are pub-
lished in paperback by Ace. His third
novel, Moz Lisa Overdrive, completes
atrilogyandlstooomeoutm October.
It seems a modest output.

But the effect of the work is immense.
Gibson’s high-tech future vorld revolu-
tionized the language and visions of
science fiction, Cyberspace, the environ-
ment he created for his comptter wiz-
ards to work in, turns out to be the
hottest thinz since the microchip —
as real. (It’s actually called fconics and

computer vizards in the real world have 3

been studying it lately as the greatest
New Thing of the computer world — but
Gibson didn't know that when he

By Candas Jane Dorsey

gives you his fax number — just in case.

So much for obscurity.

So who is this guy who's heen called
the King of Cyberpunk (a title he hates
and disavows), and what is he doing for
the SF world in particular and the liter-
ary world in general?

invented it. In fact, he didn’t even have 5 SIS

a computer; he wrote Neuromancer on
21927 Hermes typewntermth a broken
I:e;:r ) Gibson's greatly in demand to
write screenplays now, and when you
call his Vancouver telephone number and
he's not there, the answering machine

P - e
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To start with, he’s one hell of 2 good
writer., His writing has been called
"Isaac Asimov meets Mickey Spillane,”

‘'kaleidoscopic, flashy and decadent "
“the future taken from its sterilized
wrapper and left out in the acid rain for
a few years to ripen,”’ and has been
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given more raves than can easily he
quoted. The Washington Post said Gib-
son ‘‘transmutes category fiction into
fine art.”” Want some more? Rolling
Stose: ““With his swift colorful dialogue
and his flair for creating a believably
gritty future, he has . . . yanked science
fiction down from its recent Arcadian
heihts and forced it to wander mean,
futuristic streets, where flesh is cheap
and dreams are lethal.'” The Well Stveet
Journal (the Wall Street Journal?): **As
modern fiction retreats into small rooms
built of present-day neuroses, a few
visionaries in the ghetto of science fic-
tion are crafting a literature for the
1930s. They write hard-edged macro-
fiction that is ripe with ideas, gracefully
vritten and appropriate to this age of
instantaneous global communication and
babies whelped in Petri dishes, And Mr,
g;'ll::.:e'. . . i5 the movement's fiercest

He's been compared physically to .

Huck Finn and Clark Kent; he calls him-
self “‘middle-aged and boring,’’ What he
is: tall, thin, intense with a veneer of laid-
back. He twas born in Virginia 40 years
ago, came to Canada in 1971 and has
lived here ever since. He married
Deborah in Toronto, and in 1972 they
moved to Vancouver where they live in
a big old house with their two children
{Graeme, 10, and Claire, five). Deborah
teaches English as a second language,
Gibson wall:s the kids to school and then
comes home to write, the dog barks
when the mail’s delivered, and every-
thing seems pretty quiet despite the odd
weelend whale-watchmg expedition.

Quiet, that is, except for the flying
around the world — L.A. to script con-
ferences, to0 Japan because the Japanese
love and voraciously translate Gibson’s
wotk; to London to research the new
bools, and so on — but that’s what hap-
pens when someone who wanted to be
obscure isn't.

I asked him about his original ambition
to bz ““a third-rate North American J. G.
Ballard"’; he just laughed. ‘“That may
ell be what 1 am! Yeab, it’s really true;
the whole thing, success, sort of baffles
me. As time goes on it makes a bit more
sense, but nnha]ly I just thought “This
is crazy; what’s going on?’ because I felt
that what I was doing flew so much in
the face of what science fiction seemed
to tvant to be about. And since none of
the sort of Art People I knevw about ever
read science fiction or cared about it in
the least, I wasn't expecting attention
from that quarter — which oddly enough
is where I get the most gratification:
stuff tends to come in from painters and

12 BODIS I CANADA, June-uly, 1638
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filmmakers and literary people — and
that always makes me very happy. But
I thought I'd be addressing a very small
audience. Writing science fiction seemed
self-destructive, a wilfully obscure thing
to take up.”’

So has success spoiled him? *‘I think
it would have been more stressful not
to have the recognition. When I look
around at writers I know who seem to
be really suffering, it's people who have
been writing for 10 years and nobody’s
even heard of them and it’s hard for
them to publish and they don’t get any
money and they can’t make a living. I
think that's incredibly hard. I think that
spoils people.

T used to show
early drafts to people
whose opinion I felt
I could trust.

Pve gradually quit doing
that. Nobody can help.
You’re stuck with it.
What you're being paid
to do is be out there
by yourself
making the stuff up’

= —

"It’s hard to make a living as a writer.
I've been lucky for a while — but most
of my income now comes from screen-
plays, which is a different thing, like.
commercial art.”

Although Gibson modestly denies that
*‘cyberpunk’’ and by lmphmtmn his own
books represent a ‘‘genuine literary
movement,”’ he is a serious, focused
writer and the work is powerful and
demandmg Where did it begin? Gib-

.son’s been quoted as saying that he

wrote what he’d always wanted to read
but couldn’t get. *’A certain amount,”’
he says, ““was irritation with commer-
cial SF, irritation with the existing state
of the art. I think I did a lot of things I
might not otherwise have had the nerve
togofor out of a sense of “This’ll shake
’em up; they'll really hate this.""’
Gibson is quick to pomt out that the
only best-seller list he's ever heen on
was in Locus, the magazine of SF pub-
llshmgmtheUS and that its Ihsof
a small number of dedicated SF fans. But
while he’s far from a household word in
any country, he’s very well known in the
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SF field. Gibson's books have sold mul-
tiple thousands, and the sales remain
steady years after their release.

The three novels have been called
““the Neuromancer trilogy,’’ and they
certainly are related but, unlike the nasty
sort of trilogy — common in SF and fan-
tasy — that’s written as a whole and
then broken up into three books for mar-
keting reasons, they show a definite
evolutton in both style and content.

Neuromancer is hard-edged, desper-
ate, and bleak in its world view. Count
Zm. which starts from an initial disillu-
sionment, ends with a2 humane and
almost gentle hopefulness. And Mona
Lisa Overdrive, which Victor Gollancz of
London will publish this summer and
which will be released in Canada in
October 1988, is, though adventure-
filled and fast-movmg also intense,
almost introspective, and relatively
generous of spirit.

“I see it mainly a8 a stylistic evoly-
tion, What I would hope it looks like is
that the characterization improves. The
characterization in Neummcer isona
mwood level, not in a bad way; I

of Newromancer as being very
high-quality cardboard, glossy. It was as
serious a piece of work as 1 was capable
of doing at the time, but its commercial
success asuie, | dldn't think it went very
far as far as heing a good novel, The

s over the next two novels are
the result of my trying to write what I
think of as a good novel. For me it's not
happening yet, but it’s fun trying.

*‘I’'m not going to do any more cyber-
space stories, There aren’t going to be
four more volumes of the Neuromancer
saga; I'm never going to get back into
that particular imaginary world. It was
pretty devious to write the second and
third book, but to my mind they're so
different in terms of what they try to do
that it didn’t really matter, By the same
token, if you look at the prose, if you
look at the first chapter of Neuromancer
and the first chapter of Mona Lisa Over
drive; they’re very different st

The third book of the series is, from
a reader’s point of view, a year late. The
industry billed it for an October 1987
release. Listening to Gibson talk about
hi atiitude to writing, one understands
why.

“Iusedtoshowem‘lydraftsto%eo-
ple whose opinion I felt I could trust
gradually quit doing that. You get so far
into it you realize nobody can help.
You're stuck with it. What you're bei
paldtodomtobeouttherebyyours
making the stuff up. I do a lot of revi-
sion. It makes up about 70 per cent of
the process for me. What happens finally
mﬂmtﬂleycomeandtaketta from
me; they say, ‘You've got to quit; it's
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done! It's done; we want it now!’ I
never did give it to them untl the last
minute and then with a real feeling of
*Oh, shit, now it’s kind of stuck; it’s
frozen in amber.’

“With Mone Lise Overdrive, if I'd
taken another year I’d have got some-
thing closer to-what I wanted, but it
would have been so different that it
wouldn't have fit with the others at all
— I'd have "written myself out of that
particular fantasy entirely, and the
characters would be sitting around wor-
rying about their relationship with their
families instead of having adventures. In
a sense that’s what happens in the book;
the adventure framework gets more and
more tenuous while the interior lives of
the characters become more lush and at
the ss;i:l;e tilxl:e more dIeﬁned. Whl;ae:é
saw that happening I was please
because 1 think it's healthy, but I
thought, ‘Oh-oh, it's bad for genre
entertainment; I'd better try and balance
this one out, and afterwards go and do
something else.”’’

The something else at the moment is
a collaboraticn with Bruce Sterling on a
novel set in 19th-century England and
involving, among others, Charles Bab-
bage, the original inventor of the com-
puter. ““It’s'a monumental and quite
serious undertaking,”’ says Gibson of
this alternative-history novel, one in
which the British develop steam-driven
computers as part of the early Industrial
Revolution. *“We’re working here with
prose that allows a full classical range ~—
our models are like Jane Austen — with
the full range of organ stops instead of
just a Panasonic sampler. What people
think of as cyberpunk prose I think of as
playing with one of those Casio porta-
ble electronic keyboards or something."’

Gibson is hnpaﬁent with the category
*‘cyberpunk.’’ He doesn't think the
word means anything, for a start, and

, he's been quoted as saying that
when he heard the label he thought:
““Oh, well, whatever it is, it's over
novs.”’ But for better or worse, cybez-
punk is the tag the critics have settled
on to describe the slick, fast, hard-edged
style that Gibson tried for in early sto-
ries and novels, and for a certain effect,
and is now leaving behind.

“T really don’t think there is such a
style — I know it's a theological discus-
sion at this point; it's a very academic
thing and other people who are called
cyherpunk disagree with me completely,
which complicates it totally — but you
start looking at what is being written and
it's very diverse.

*“] get tired of reading reviews which

describe my ‘terse, jerky prose.’ I try

all day to write a sentence a page and
a half long with 800 billion subjunctive
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clauses and somebody says ‘Oh, yes, his
terse Chandleresque prose . . .'”’

. ““One of the things I did in Mong Lise
Ouverdrive was to write in ways in which
I can say ‘Raymond Chandler couldn't
write this sentence’ — because I don't
write ke Raymond Chandler. I've
hardly even read Raymond Chandler.
Any Chandler influences I have are by
culturs] osmosis; for instance 1 think
there is a fair bit of Chandler in William
Burroughs.”

But not — one clearly gets the point
— in William Gibson.

Screenplays make most of his income
these days. He's due to do another draft
of Aliens III, which he says will be
‘*scary like the first one.'’ Other screen-
writing projects are stacked behind
these,

As for films based on his own books,
Ed Pressman, the “‘groovy independent
producer’’ of Wall Street and Walker has
bought the option on the short story
‘“New Rose Hotel’’ and Gibson is con-
tracted to co-write the screehplay with
John Shirley; “‘Burning Chrome,”’
another short story, has been bought by
Carolco (“‘the Rambo money,’’ as Gib-
son calls it) and he’s retained to wiite
that screenplay too. *“The Newromancer
movie isn't going anywhere at the
moment — but I rebuilt my kitchen with
the rights money."

What's next for William Gibson? *‘At
some point I'll quit,”’ he says, ‘‘and say
I"'m not available for a couple of years.”
Does he have prose projects waiting
after the completion of the collaboration
with Sterling? ‘“No, and I'm really happy
not to. It’s all potential, which is a really
nice feeling. I’ve been under some kind
of contract for something all the time
since 1981, When I got the first one it
made me nervous -~ I kind of got used
to it, but now I would like not to do
books to order.

““That's something convenient but
kind of sléazy about genre writing: you
get the money up front but you have to
write the book in a specific period and
it can’t change much from the initial con-
cept. I don't think it’s a very good way
to work and I"m looking forward to not
having to do that, but just working on
stuff and when it's finished selling it to
whoever’s willing to publish it. I think
that would be much better.”

Finally, I asked Gibscn if, when he
looks back at his life from the age of 70,
he will be satisfied with what he’s been
doing. ‘‘I'm 40 and already when I look
back I'm really happy,”’ he said. ‘‘Of
course, you never write the book you
really wanted to wtite — but probably
that's good.” I
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DAUGHTERS OF
CAPTAIN COOK

Anovel by

LINDA SPALDING

A haunting story of age-old
mysteries and fresh betrayal,
of love and need, set against
the fertile beauty of Hawail.

“The writing here is among
the best you will read this
year — the people between
the covers are unforgettable ||
and their story is a

shocker...”
~TIMOTHY FEINDLEY

LESTER & ORPEN DENNYS '

SUMMERHILL PR ES S|

Coimnes to the
Aid of the Nation!

Across the country Canadians are benefit-
ting from our helpful books on a variety of|
subjects including: THE 90-SECOND
THERAPIST by Timothy Bentley
(12.95), in which the experienced family
therapist helps you get the most out of your
personal relationships; GIVE YOUR
KIDS A SPORTING CHANCE, by Kevin
Spink (12.95), a former football champ,
provides parents with a guide to helping
their children get the most out of their
athletic experience; GARTH TURNER'S
SURVIVAL GUIDE (12.95), from the fei-
sty journalist, gives Canadians advice on
personal financial planning; and
CANADA'S GICANTIC! (9.95), a col-
lection of Henri Robidean"s wonderful
photographs of giant things across Canada
1o help you plan your summer vacation!

Available from your local bookseller, who
will have ordered these and all other Sum-
mexhill Press books through the University
of Toronto Press.
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A victim must be found

‘Right now an honest private mvestzgator has a hard time
not reading the want ads. It’s the nearest thing to
being unemployed in the whole Niagara Peninsula’

28th of March to the beginning of

April, yet there seems to be a Jost
month in there this year that I'm only
starting to account for. I'm sure that
there i3 no perceptible difference in the
termperature today and what it was last
Monday, but Monday appears to be
already backing into the clouds of his-
tory. Last week I heard that the United
Cigar Store on St. Andrew Street is
closing down, that Ella Beames, my
friend at the library, is being retired, and

]IT IS ONLY a couple of days from the

By Howard Engel

ten years I've had to leave my room at
the City House. Everything is in fux
with a vengeance. It's all I can do to
keep my head above water.

It would be easier if change could be
blamed on someone. Maybe municipali-
ties should elect an ombudsman on the
understanding that on leaving office he’ll
become the public whipping boy for a
year, the person to blame for everything
from ingrown toenails to the untimely
death of a good friend. Life would be
simpler that way. All you have to do is

find the right person.

Of course I wasn’t of any of
this last Monday. On Monday, last week
and a thousand years ago, | had other
things on my mind.

1 was surrounded by boxes. They rose
around me like ungainly towers of card-
board. In one of them were my cuff links
and my toothbrush. In another I had a
list of all my belongings and a key for
finding each object in its numbered box.
““If I had this to do again . . ."’ was the
half-formed thought that kept kicking me
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in the ear. But moving again was out.
I was sure of that much, I had given up
the simplicity and familiarity of my old
room at the City House on King Street.
K1 had to do it all over again I would
Leep the master list on my person and
put the numbers on the sides of the
boxes and not the top. As it was, 1
couldn’t see a single number, they were
all hidden by the boxes on top,
and the top box stood above my sight
line.

I sat in the middle of this mess, try-
ing to get a handle on it. At least the
room had a carpet. I'd never owned a
carpet before. I thought, one day I might
even own a tree. For the last hour, ever
since the moving man had taken his tip
and my last cigarette, I'd been trying to
put some order in my life by moving the
packed boxes from one wall to another.
Whenever 1 opened one of the cartons,
it was the wrong one. What was I going
to do with LPs when I couldn’t locate
the stereo? I needed a place to put the
records. It was on my *‘must buy'’ list,
wherever that was.

I stood on a chair and looked down on
the number of the top box. It didn't
mean anything to me. I raised the flaps
and saw the buff colour of office filles.
That box wasn’t even supposed to come
here, I tried to readjust the lid. I was
getting good af closing cardboard car-
tons. At first I had a devil of a time get-
ting the flaps to lock. It was like trying
to tie a reef knot and always coming up
with a granny. It took a long time to sort
out the over and under technique of get-
ting the tops to hold. Naturally, the
mover could do it blindfolded. Further,
he demonstrated an assortment of skills:
sliding heavy objects through tight
corners with a blanket and even getting
one awkward package through the win-
dow off the fire escape.

I reached for a cigarette and remem-
bered the departing mover. He'd taken
the [ast in the pack, but had Iet me know
it wasn't his usual brand. He had also let
me know that he didn’t think much of my
new apartment. Looking around at the
towers of cardboard, 1 was inclined to
agree with him. The place wasn’t huge.
It was a lot bigger than my room at the
City House, but it didn’t present a vista
of rooms melting away through vast cor-
ridors to the vanishing point. It was a
room for sleeping, sitting and eating.
There was a kitchenette behind a cur-
tain and a three-piece bathroom. Outside
the window on one side was a school-
yard with a metal geodasic structure for
the kids to climb on at recess. From the
other windows I could see a streetscape
of parked cars and damp trees. What had

started as a Scotch mist had degener-
ated into a cold, wet drizzle. The win-
dowpanes of the apariment sheok in the
wind. Parallel rain tracks were diverted
by the blasts as they moved down the
soot-stained glass.

1 pinned a note on my door for the
telephone man and left both my apart-
ment door and the downstairs door
untocked. It was time to buy cigarettes
and to rethink a few things.

The wind blowing across Court Street
wasn't exactly strong, but it cut into me.
It made the fierce winter we’d just come
through a lot closer than the calendar
indicated. Last week we were forgetting
our jackets and rolling down the car win-
dows. And now the puddles looked hike
they’'d freeze if the thermometer
dropped a notch. In the corners of the
alley, the detritus of the winter was still
showing; the pile of garbage that had col-
lected in the snowdrifts during February
still clung to the walls and gutters, Frag-
mented newspaper pulp and scraps of
plastic wrap stuck to the brick. The wet
chill made my feet feel the thinmess of
my shoes as I hurried to the United
Cigar Store for a cup of coffee.

The United wasn't the same. For the
last couple of months I’d been hearing
that they were going o close it down.
I took my usual place at the dark mar-
bletop counter and accepted the coffee
as my due when Irene slid a cup in my
direction with neither a greeting nor a
glance. I was part of her day and needed
no more recognition than another full
ashtray or empty ketchup botte. I
sipped in silence, thinking of my boxes.

*“Benny? Can I talk to you?'' I turned
around and it was Pambos Kiriakis mov-
ing in on me from five stools away. I said
hello to the [ttle guy and took my coat
off the stool next to me. Shoving his
coffee mug along the green marble coun-
ter, be left a wet trail of heavily creamed
coffee behind him. He frowned at that.
I wondered whether that was because
he used to be a waiter. Anyway, he let
Irene do the honours with her damp
cloth. A nod from him initiated another
fill-up from her Silex, a smile brought a
handful of plastic cream containers.

The ﬁrst time I met Pambos Kiriakis,
he was flipping steaks in the steakhouse
which briefly occupied the store under
my new apartment. Jt had been a laun-
derette and a typewriter repair store
before that. Now it was having a fling as
a2 Mexican restaurant specializing in
refried beans. Death was written on its

.menu. I didn’t give it another three

moenths before it gave up the ghost.
Where do people get the idea that you
can make a buck from refried beans in

Grantham, Ontario? I tried to think of
other sure-fire misses: a store specializ-
ing in coloured paper-clips, a boutigue
dealing in designer luggage, a head shop,
a rare-book store.

Since he took off his white apron and
chef’s bonnet, I'd seen very little of
Pambos except at the United or at Diana
Sweets, where most, of the town filters
the news of the day. It's a sort of com-
munity dialysis. Sitting in a booth at the
Dj, I can see all of the kids I went to high
school with and half of my teachers.
Here deals are made and contracts are
signed. I've seen a couple leaning across
a table so close that their heads touched
as they held hands over a banana split.
Later I saw the same couple working on
a separation agreement. I knew it was
a separation agreement, because the
boy had asked me to follow his young
wife when she was supposed to be going
to her choir practice. But that was in the
days when there was a buck to be made
in divorce work. Right now an honest
private investigator has a hard time not
reading the want ads. It’s the nearest
thing to being unemployed in the whole
Niagara Peninsula.

I'd heard that Pambos had done well.
1 remembered that he was managing the
Stephenson House, a small exclusive
hote] overlogking the old canal. “‘Benny,
I think I need your help. I mean, I think
I nead your professicnal help. Can you
sit 2 minute?”’

“Sure, Pambos. What's on your
mind?”’

The little guy stroked his chin, reach-
ing for a place to begin and not finding
it. I tried to make it easier for him. *“I
just moved into that apartment over the
steakhouse where you used to work,”
I said. *‘It’s a Mexican plaoe now.”

*“Yeah, Tacos Heaven. It's run by a
Hmlganan from Niagara Falls. I give it
three more weeks before it’s empty
again.”” He was still groping for a start-
ing place. He took a stab. ‘“You still do
private investigations, don’t you,
Benny?”’

"Spe_cialt}r of the house.”

““That’s what [ thought. I should have
come to your office, Benny, but seeing
as how I saw you sitting here by your-
self, I thought, what the hell? What can
hedoto me?"’ [ gave him a grin to show
that he wasn’t stepping on my corns. He
smiled too, but then asked in a quieter
voice:

‘“You want me to wait and come to the
office, Benny? I can take a hint.”’

*Pambos, if you want to talk to me
about it here in the privacy of the United
Cigar Store, that’s your privilege. What
can 1 do for you?”’
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“It's a question of stolen prolperty.”
“Pambos, |’'m not afence. I'mau

', investigator.”

“I know that! I'm just having trouble
getting the story started. Something that
belongs to me iS missing, It's not where
it should be.” _

“You're talking about an enpensive
object?”

‘| want to talk to you about a list.”
He looked into my face like | was about
to tell him he'd won the lottery. If he
saw a shadow pass over my features it
was a brief recollection of my own list
in one the hventy or so boxes in my
apartment.

“What sort of list?”*

“A piece of paper. It was in my office
and now it's gone.”

“| take it this list iS valuable, eh?’’ |
always try to let my dents see into the
workings Of aprofessional investigatot’s
mind. -Little *scraps of deduction or
expert knowledge always help. | once
tried to get an intimate grasp of the map
of the city so | could without looking
recal that Binder's Drug Store is right
next to the wooden building with a bar-
bershop on the ground floor. On the
other side’s a gas station. But | was
aways mixing up Chestnut Street with
Maple and Hillcrest with Glenridge.

Pambos was looking at me.

“Itisand it isn't,” he said. “To some
it would have value, but it's not valua-
ble in agenera way. | mean, it’s not
money or stocks. It's just a list of
names.” We both took a sip of coffee.
| couldn’t help imagining Pambos's list
in the last of the bones at my place, in
the bottom. | thought of trying to pnt off
the rest of the interview until after I'd
moved in and gone back to my office on
St. Andrew Sheet. But | didn’t. | dki
something that’s routine with me; in this
case | meant it.
~ “Why don't you go to the police about
it, Pambos? The cops have a great repu-
tation for finding things.”

Pambos's smile went in out of the
rain, “Look, | got nothing against the
cops. Some of my best friends are cops.
Y ou know Christophoros Savas? He
comes from Cyprus, like me”

“Sure, | know Sergeant Savas. He's
a 9ood cop. Why don't you tell hkn about
it? 1 thought 1'd found an out. In spite
of the fact that | needed the business in
a general way, what | needed right now
was a few snappy stories to help tighten
the load of moving-day confusion. | felt
like | was a gymnast doing the splits. |
was till more than half living at the City
House and not safe and dry in my new

home yet. I wasn’t sure if | had a bed
to sleep on for the night. | had the mak-
ings of 2 bed, but that was a mile short
of comfort. | thought, what the hell, |
might as well come clean. | told Pambos
about my problem. He'd just started to

ive me the usua [ist of tenreasons wh

e couldn’t go to the cops when
stopped him. He pulled &t his chin again.
It had been getting bluer as we'd been
talking. Pambos needed to shave every
half-hour. .

“Okay:” he said. “Why don’'t we go
back to your place? | can help you
unpack and tell you about the rest of this
séttuﬂ. What dothu say?g’ m y%y gghod

organizing things,” he said with a
touch of pride. “It's because I'm not
sentimental. | got alot of true Sentiment
inme, but | don't get sentimental, if you
catch my meaning. There's a
difference.” .

| paid the check and we wont out into
the chilly March weather. At least it had
stopped raining. O

This is the first chapter of Howard
Engel’s new Benny Cooperman mys-
tery, A Victim Must Be Found. 7 will
be published in Seplember by Penguin.
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» Amidst the beauty of her tropical island
 home, Rebecca McHenry’s charmed life
t&es a tragic turn when her beloved father
~ s ‘mysteriously murdered. This Far From
Paradise is racy, mysterious and a paradise
that will captivate readers from beginning to

$19.95 & Viking Canada Book

SOSAN MRS

. The setting for thii wonderful
'} saga is Argentina — a country
of rugged mountains and pas-
sionate people. Sebastian’s
! Pride is the story of the Hamil-
. tons who emigrated there in
the 19th century. Susan Wilkin-
son skilfully interweave their
troubled history with Argenti-
na’s coming of age.
$24.95 A Michael Joseph Book
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Blood! the smow

The psychological barrier that made Canada seem
an unsuitable setting for murder mysteries has been hurdled
SO successfully it’s hard to b&eve it ever existed

£\ ANADA HAS ALWAYS had its fair
bShare of murder, arson, robbery,

assault, fraud and assorted other
crimes. We've even had the occasional
case of espionage. But despite all this
bona fide criminal activity, Canada until
the 1970s was as empty as a Liberal
gathering in Alberta when it came to
crime fiction. To be sure, there had been
many valiant attempts to plant the seeds
of the erime novel above the 49th parallel
(remember November Joe, "hunting
guide and backwoods deuth, or Mar-
garet Millar's Inspector Sands of the
Toronto police force?) but, until
recentl);, none took root.

Why? Adde from the fact that nearly
everyone, ourselves included, regarded
Canadians as boring, publishers didn’t
consider mysteries set outside Califor-
nia, New York and London — the tradi-
tional venues of excitement —
marketable. The last 10 to 20 years,
however, has seen spectacular ?_royvtb
in the sales of ll types of genre fiction,
the crime novel included. John Clark of
Collins Publishers points ont that “when
mysteries and romances make up 50 per
cent of the fiction market, publishers
dart taking it [erime fiction] serioudy.”
And when American private eyes Started
popping up in unlikely spots like Indi-
anapolis (Michael Z. Lewin's Albert
Samson) and Ciiti (the Harry
Stoner series by Jonathan Valin), it
didn't teke long for Canadian publishers
to get Into the act.

Police procedural, spy story, thriller,
locked-room mystery and hard-boiled
detective novel are just a few of the
terms used, often interchangeably, to
describe crime fiction. It must seem a
terrible muddle to the uninitiated. Smce
a great many books (ulian Symons’s
Bloody Muvder iS an excellent primer on
the subject) not to mention academic
treatises have pondered the matter, the

e
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By Douglas Malcolm

question’of definition is, fortunately,
beyond this project’s scope. $till, a
rough sketch of the terrifory would not
be amiss.

Crime writers, more than authors of
mainstream fiction, focus on the contract
between the individual and society. At
one end of the spectrum are thrillers. In
these novels the central character is
often an outsider in conflict with society.
Everything and everyone is suspect, and
the hero must use ever¥ resource a
hand in order to survive. The spy story,
which puts an agent in just such a Situa-
tion, is the archetypal thriller. While the

ractitioner’s skill isall important — the
ew Le Carrés help to compensate for
a multitude of hacks — the thriller tends
to emphasize action and exotic |ocales at
the expense Of characterization. Cana-
dians such as Charles Templeton,
Richard Robmer, Dennis Jones! David
Gurr ﬁwhose Tyoika is a stylistic gem)
aswell as the bmthen Hyde, Anthony
and Christopher, have proved Canadians
can turn out this kind of stuff as well as
anyone.

The detective story, in all its various
guises. is the thriller's gnposite number.
The detective labours to solve a crime,
usually a murder, so that order and har-
mony can be restored to the public wedl.
The implicit message, as Margery

Al

—— .
R

once wrote, is that “It is not
to die; any violent desth is the con-
cern of the Community.” In its demand
for plausible character development and
intricate plotting, the detective story is
much closer to the conventiona novel
than the thriller. It is also a branch of fic-
tion inwhich, if international recognition
IS anything to judge by, Canadian writers
have of late been highly successful.
In 1981 Books iz Canada published a
report on the Canadian crime novel by
Jack Batten. He concluded that Howard
Engel’s Benny Cooperman almost
sngle-handedly carried the standard of
the Canadian detective story into the
future. Since then Canadian novelists
have taken top mystery writing awards
in both the United States and Greet Bri-
tain. L.R. Wright and L.A. Morse won
Edgars for The Suspect and The Old Dick
respectively, Ted Wood's Dead in the
Water was named winner of the Serib-
ner Crime Novel Award and Eric Wright
EICked up the John Creasey Award for
est First Mystery for The Night the
Gods Smiled. Indeed, so much has
changed that the once sparsely popu-
|ated landscape iS all but unrecognizable.
The psychological barrier preventing
Canada kom being a suitable setting for
a mystery has been hurdied so success-
fully it's hard to believe it ever existed.

June-July 1988, BOOKS LM CARADA 17

N e il

3 :'."m e g sl R



Torontonians will be delighted to learn
that their city features prominently in the
new wave of detective fiction. (“So what
else is new?” will be the response from
the rest of the country.) Eric Wright's
and John Reeves's heroes are members
of the Metropolitan Toronto Police, Jack
Batten's sleuth works as a lawyer on
Sueen West and Anna Porter’s Judith
zges_ls a Toronto freelance writer.
~ Outside Canada's largest city, but stil
in Ontario, one finds Howard Engel's
novels set in Grantham (St. Catharines)
and Ted Wood's in the fictional Muskoka
resort town of Mur phy' S Harbour. Mon-
treal is the setting for Maurice Gagnon’s
Deirdre O"Hara books. '

Moving both west and east, L.R.
Wright has located her Sergeant Alberg
series on British Columbia's Sunshine
Coast, and Prince Edward Idand pro-
vides the background for A Body Sur-
rounded DY Waler, one of Eric Wright’s
Charlie Sdter novels.

Mystery writers may have established
Canada as acredible locale for villainy,
hut they have not been able to shake the
influence Of their British and American
forebears. Since the Canadian mystery
has barely bean hatched, it's hardly sur-
prising that writers should ook to for-
eign models for example. Just think how
long it has taken poetry in this country
to find an authentic voice. Of course the
fact that many of the new detective
novelists are orginally from Great Bri-
tain and the United States may also have
something to do with it. But for every
Eric Wright, (a former Brit who writes
British-style mysteries) there is a Ted
Wood who came to Canada from
England in 1954 and whose books are
more American than British.

This phenomenon indicates how com-
pelling British and American models of
the detective story redly are. Part of
this potency can be attributed to their
use of recognizable cultural stereotypes:
Ross Macdonald's Lew Archer, the
restless, sensitive egalitarian, is
unmistakably American while the refined
&litist John Appleby, Michael Innes’s
creation, is identifiably English. Given
the amorphous nature of the Canadian
identity — as Michael Richardson, head
of the Canadian Crime Writers Associa-
tion, ruefully observes, it's “impossible
to define what a Canadian is’ — it's lit-
tle wonder most Canadian detectives
resemble their counterparts in Manhat-
ten and Middlesex. The exceptions,
Engel's Cooperman and L.R. Wright's
Sergeant Alberg, have seized the
imported traditions and somehow tran-
scended.them., _ _

The hard-boiled private dick iS proba-

18 BODKS 1 CAIADA, June-July, 1688

S W et L LR ggemTh R OTRT EERRTAT LR S

T M ey 1 ] i B

bly America’s most important contribu-
tion to the mystery, and one that has had
a sign&ant impact on Canadian mystery
writing. Ted Wood, for instance, has

atterned his writing on Mickey Spil-
ane's tough-guy Mike Hammer novels,
Since 1982 he has turned out a string of
books, Live Bait is probably the best,
starring Reid Bennett, chief of police_and
sole officer of Murphy’s Harbour. Ben-
nett’s official status notwithstanding,
Wood's books, like Spillane’s, boast
non-stop violence, gratuitous sex,
world-weary cynicism and cellophane
thin characters. Indeed, one of his bet-
ter developed characters is not human
at al but canine: Sam, Bennett's trusty
German shepherd, who makes Rin-tin-
tin |ook like a lap dog.

Jack Batten's first novel, Crang Plays
the Ace, is dso strongly affected by an
American conception of the private eye.
Batten's mgor inspiration, by way of
Chandler and Hammett, Seems to be
Robert Parker whose set-in-Boston
Spenser novels have been immensely
Fopular. Crang is a &e-spirited Toronto
awyer who has eschewed Bay Street for
a criminal practice, defending for the
most part, smalt-tine hoods. But [Tke
Spenser, Crang iS a wisecracker, a natt
but informal dresser and afan of a
gustatory experience. Unlike the set-
tings of \Wood's novels -most of which
could be almost anywhere in rural North
America— Batten's Toronto emerges
loud and clear.

Although he writes in the gritty realis-
tic manner of Chandler and Hammett,
Howard Engel's books are all his own.
His gumshoe, Benny Cooperman, is
Canada’'s mogt digtinctive private eye.
Cooperman operates out of St. Catha-
rines (even Alice Munro might envy
Engel’s rendering of small-town
Ontario), and is Jewish, persistent and
inquisitive. What gives these books a
Canadian flavour, however, is Benny's
self-deflating sense of humour, atrait
that is best developed in the first two
hooks in the series — The Suicide
Murders and The Ransom Game.
Cooperman starts souring a little in
Murder on Location Which, ironicaly,
finds him.having to deal with an Ameri-
can movie crew. .

The British tradition of the mygtery is
characterized more by a cluster of traits

.than asingle dominating presence like
the private eye. They are usually well-
written books emphasizing deduction
over action, Wel|-rounded and
detectives ranging from the eccentric to
the commonplace. For &ample, the
witty, mannered dialogue of John
Reeves' s Inspector Coggin and Ser-
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geant SUMp series, not to mention the
author’s love of puzzles, places it
squarely in the ‘British mould. So, in
Timothy Findley's The Telling of Lies,
does’ the updated, more complex Miss
Marple figure, Vanessa Van Home.
Eric Wright is probably the best of the

Canadian crime novelists writing in the
British manner. His Charlie Salter books
follow the classic pattern of murder,
deduction and solution familiar to anyone
who has ever picked up an Agatha
Chrigtie. salter is an agreeable, low-key
fellow who solves his cases through a
mixture of perseverance and inspiration.
However, it often seems he would be
more comfortable at Scotland Yawl than
590 Jarvls. In Death in the Old Country,
which takes place during a holiday in Bri-
tain, Wright carefully itemizes Salter’s
ignorance of severd cultural differences
(he doesn't know what wanker means
for instance) but otherwise Charlie acts
asif he'd bean in Blighty forever, which
in some ways he has.

" In The Suspect, L.R. Wright has taken
the British m_?/stery and put her own
gtamp on it. The memorable Canadian
sefting, a retirement village on the B.C.
coast, may have something to do with
that. The three principa characters —
alibrarian, the detective and the suspect
— are al carefully drawn. Indeed,
Wright has published several conven-
tional novels. Her Staff Sergeant Alberg
is a mild, senstive man who enjoys his
work, plans to go on a diet, and cares
for sray cats. The quintessentid Cana-
dian! The Suspect isaleo an innovative
book, for Wright begins with the who,
asin whodunit, right off the bat. What
makes it absorbing is how she is able to
maintain our interest in the why until the

ve_rly end.

he Canadian mystery has clearly
been a growth sector of the economy
over the seven vears since Batten's arti-
cle. | expect it will continue to prosper
in the remaining years of the century.
Detective stories will be set in farm-
houses on the prairies and lobster shan-
tiesin the Maritimes, while deuths will
increasingly overcome their American
and British ancestry.

We will dso likelv witress_grester
experimentation with style and form.
Findley's Tke Telling of Lies points the
way with a strange narrative composed

of numbered entries. What |. would.

dearly love to see is a kmock-your-socks-
off Canadian mystery that would demol-
ish the genre’'s supposed fimitations.
Permrllﬁos Robbe-Grillet and Dostoevsky
sh be our models for the future
rather than Mickey Spillane and Agatha
Christie, 1
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INTERVIEW

East and West

‘One of the strangest things about tke West to& y sthat
people feel exiled in their own nations. They don't understand
how things work any more. Nothing is solid’

JOHN RALSTON sAUL IS the author of three
novels (The Birds of Prey, Baraka, and
The Next Best Thing), and has just pub-
lished his fourth, The Paradise Eater,
which takes place in the demi-monde of
modem Bangkok. Nancy Wigsten inter-
viewed Saul recently in Toronto.

BiC: The Basngkok portrayed in your
book seers wiuch closer to realily than the
usweal exofic glitz we road about that city,
which by comparison seems like complete
lies. World you agree?
John Ralston Saul: Absolutely. It's
part of the modem phenomenon
tourism, which creates a feeling in peo-
pie that they know places when they
don’t. Actualy it's a great danger
because they come home and say, A
yes, | know about Thailand, and what
they know is totally false. 'd be bet-
ter to stav home and read a decent
analysis. .
BiC: Is your novel designed to expose the
soxl of Banghgk. S0 that the cily jiself
becoines  the major character?
Saul:: I’ ve always felt that In Canadians
novels the geography, nature, is not a
background, it's a character, asit isin
Russian novels. Canadian fiction is much
more like Russian fiction than it is like
American or English or French. We
waste our time cc_)mpanRP ourselves to
London and Paris and New York. The
Canadian view of the world is very par-
ticular. 1f the Canadian lets himself go
when he's vriting the place often does
become a character, which is something
the English and French can't do. They
don't know how to make the place into
ahchara:ter.r,] They’ l:e cut off fmrﬁ \llvhere
they are; they're living in mythology.
%e secon?/thi ng is that | think Bang-
kok is the character. I make no judge-
ments, but my story isa moral comedy,
and Bangkok is one of the few cities left
in the world tbat has absélutely every-
thing in it. It hasn’t been middle-classed.
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By Nancy Wigston

.

John Ralston Saul
You have 10 million negple, from a king
who's a god on through an aristocracy
who are really aristocrats, not middie
class with titles the way the English and
French and Germans are: then there's
the Chinese moneved class in its mode
bank towers with machinery more
sophisticated than you'd findin New
York; next door, 15,000 people living in
aslum over a swamp: foreigners follow-
in%neithettheirownnﬂesnorthelocal
rules, the generals who are corrupt on
the one hand and social democrats on the
other. You have a mixture Of the past
and the present, the East and the West,
and it’s all thrown together in this city
that's sinking in the mud. £ you wanted
to write something about the decline of
Western society you couldn’t do better
than Bangkok. It's like a parable of the

BE: Do you see John Ficld, the hero, as
a kind O corrupt romantic in the siyle of
Le Carré'shonourable schoolboys?
Saul: I think he is a romantic figure,
yes, but | wouldn’t think of Le Carré,
| would think of Graham Greene, who
said it all — before the war, during the
war, and after the war. Most people are
very romantic, and men in parti are
very romantic. There are six main
charactersin the book, four of them
women, and what's interesting about
those women is that they have very
clear views of men. It may be a bit
peculiar for a man to write a novel about
women talking about men, but the
women, if not romantic, are certainly not
cynical. Paga [a Thal brothe keeper] is
probably the world’s greatest expert on
men; she's made $20,000,000 out of
understanding male psychology. Field
and Wuthiwat [a Thai-English doctor]
are romantics.

BiC: Field seems like a typical Westerner
in the East: too frail for the West, drawn
by the image of the compliant, sensual
girl, who, ironically, always evolves-into
a dragon lady. 1S he also responsible for
the decay? IS #his why his boay is cons-
tantly leaking pas? _
Saul: That's interesting. Field is the
kind of person who is weak absolutely.
He is weak in terms of the way the West
works today: he's not a technocrat, he's
not an intellectual, he's not power-mad,
he's not ambitious. He has none of the
qualities that are considered today to
make a man successfil in the West, and
that's why he left. Baraka was really
about tne modern amgitibus man who
believes he can make it, and | take him
outside — to Nortb Africa— and he's

decline of the West, even though it takes « destroyed. If you were to ask meto

place in the East. _
You have to get outside the West in
order to write about the West — that

‘theme runs through Bamka and The

Next Best Thing.
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make a choice between Field and the
technocrat |'dl take Field any da%. | don't
think he's responsible for the decay
there; his disease is smmptomaﬂc of his
ow irresponsibility. He's an escapee.
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BiC: But you can’t get out of it tkat
easily.

Saul: NO, of course not. But you're
making jludgements. Robertson Davies
wroté a letter about this book and said
the nicest thin3 I've ever had said by
anybodv. which was that | make no
moral judgements about any of the
characters; | just-let them act. Every-
bo% is very honest. But Field isn't
really a corrupt man.

BiC: Corruption is visited upon him?
Saul: He's an escapee. What he loves
about that life is that he doesn’t have to
follow Western rules. he didn't have to
go through women's Iiberation snd all
those things, snd en the other hand he
doesn't really have'to follow Tha rules
either.

BiC: What abouf natural rules? Antibi-
otics don’t hkelp kis condition, do they?
Saul: | saw the disease almost Ss a sym-
bol, although the spesifics are very pre-
cise and I spent a lot of time with doctors
there talking apout it. Field is a sort of
reject of Western society — he thinks
hé's been in paradise — but in many
ways he's the victim.

BiC: But his venereal disease is surely
a kind of corruption. ' _
Saul: Oh, absolutely. But there's a line
in there that would drive a lot of people
crazy. Amara, the tipper-class Tha, says
that the worst tragedy happened after
the coup d’élat in the '30s when they
brought in monogamy, which obliged the
‘Thais to bring in prostitution. Of course,
one isn't infavour of prostitution, but it’'s
very complicated. There was an expei-
ment described by Crapﬁe the
newspaper columnist about what hap
pens to chickens if you keep them in the
dark: they starve to death because they
forget how to peck, and the problem
with Western girls is tbat they don’t
have orgasms because they don't screw
ough. Of course it's

snd outrageous, but in fact that's an
exact study that was done.

BiC: About the chickens?

Saul: The chickens and the girls. It was
done in the West, about six or seven

years ago.. .
BiC: Your target, then, is the moval/cul-
tural straitjacket — monogamy, for exani-
ble — that the West has imposed on the
Euast?

Saul: I like to force people to realize
that what they believe to be absolute

otruths are limited by both time and place.
That's one of the jobs of the novelist —
to try to show people that what they're
so convinced is true is a very limited and
fragile assertion.

B BiC: The characters in the novel, both the
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city-as-character and the other fing
Jiguves like Field and Dr. Wudhiwat,
seem t0 fower Over the actual plot.
Saul; Thereis no plot. It was a great
test, incidentally, to write a book in
which there was no plot. This guy stum-
bles on something he doesn’'t want to
stumble on, he doesn't want to take it,
he loses it, he never finds out exactly
what’s going on, he never firds out
who's after him, and you don't know,
when he leaves, whether he’s solved the
problem or not. To do all that and to
write a book that you couldn't put down
was a grest test.

‘Field isn’t your average guy,
except on the swface.
He's not a hero. He can’t

_even fire a gun . .
properly . . . . He feels for
people. He has a peculiar

one-nan View of the world.
He’s not 2 man
who's sold out —
quite the coniérary:
he has his ewn vision’

BE: We never really solve the mystery.
You feél no responsibilily Jor the plot?
Saul: Why should I? I don't write genre
novels — |’ve never written a thriller.
In all my books the plots are really irrele-
vant; they're much more moral plays on
destiny than they are books with plots
in them. Ther€'s a joke on mystery
here. The real mystery is that all these
people have agendas of their own and
these have very little to do with the
agendas of the other people, and surely
that's very much like real life. What’s
wrong with so much of what we are writ-
ing today is that we pretend there are
moments when everybody is going in
one direction, that there ere organized
plots. Even the most intellectual novel
still has this |h dea. TThhelre’hs nothing
organized out there. The lights go on,
you get a look, and the lights go off, and
you may not have understood a third of
what's geingon. People wander onstage
and offstage. It's something to do with
our obsession in the West with time, In
Africa and Asia they have a far closer
hdea of what time really means than we
o.

BiC: What about your style? The kook
could have been longer.

Saul: | believe in lean writing, the Gra-
ham Greene-Malraux school. You don't
need adjectives and adverbs. People like

|
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that were influenced by Conrad — he's
the great dividing line in many ways.
BiC: Another mate romantic?
Saul: Absolutely. You describe very
clearly what appears to be physica
adventure and what vou're reallv doing
is writing metaphysics.
BiC: Tke dedications at the beginning of
the book seem to indicate #hat The Para-
dise Eater is in fact bawd o real people,
seal evenls.
Saul: AU novels are based on real
people.
EiC: What about Field? He seems rather
a:woyingly real, like a man who's
beirayed his paradise.
Saul: He’s not your average guy,
except on the surface. |’ ve not sug-
gested for one moment that he's a hero;
he can't even fire agun properly, he
doesn't do anything very well. But he
has covered & the wars. He has that
lind of funny courage that’s just stub-
bornness really, au Irish stubbornness.
He has a clear view of what he wants
to do with hislife. That view doesn't suit
the Judaeo-Chrlstian tradition, it doesn't
suit middle-class morality, and i doesn't
suit peoglle who believe you have
responsibilities. |n a funny sort of way
he has built a life for himself; he has a
daughter whom he loves greatly. He car-
ries this Catholic guilt around about the
woman he abandoned, the girl’s mother.
He is very loyal to his friends. He has
a curioudy animal humanity about him.
He feels for people. He has avery
peculiar one-man view of the world. He
18 not a man who's sold out-quite the
contrary: he has his own vision. Frankly
| think alot of us, if we ripped away our
ﬁrotectlons “would be very much like
im. Maybe it's only men.
EBiC: The problem for women here
deftuttely has t0 be tke whores — no mat-
terhow yorr m&m&?, there ha visceral
veaction against the image of Western aten
— Who, as Fieid observes, couldn’t akivact
aazone oit theiy hoine usf — with teenage
Thai girls, .
Saul: Again, it's a question of where to
start making pdgements. The child
brothel section shows areality that's
pretty terrible, On tbe other hand, of
Paga's 500 girls, probably 300 end up
much better off than & they'd stayed in
the rice paddies. One hundred of them
probably coma out of it pretty terribly,
and another 100 s0-s0. Soif you take the
practical point of view, given that soci-
eiy, it sort of works as a system. What
| thought was interesting was not Sm-
ply to look a the progtitution in Asia but
to show the way women look a men and
to rip away the norm of middle-class
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marriage. The wonen had a much
clearer perception of men than alot of
women in Western seciety. Maybe
because the Stuation is tougher,
B T o i

aul: Very practica, and in many ways
Ieﬁscynicalr.)ln the West thereis an
obsession that sex is essentid to peo-
ple growing up and to being sophisticated
aud a success or not a SUCCeSs in soci-
ety. Just look at the advertising. Sex has
something to do with being perceived as
being mature or immature, grown uUp or
childish, aman or not aman, et cetera,
In Bangkok sex is something you buy
and sell; it's readly not very important.
BE: Are you Jor charges tkat
the descriptions Of nighi-club activities are
gratuitous Or even exploitative?
Saul: Actually | did restrain myself.
Also, thia is a black comec_lg. Had |
wanted to seriously describe those
things | would have done it differently.
BiC: What about Mys. Laker, the power-
Jul American lalking to her dead his-
band, who seems ts be at the heart of the
mystery? |S she symbolic of the corrupt
American ce? |
Saul: You could say that, but it would
be a facile attack on the Americans. But
| think the United States today is a pro-
foundly confused society, divided against
itself. It clings to its mythology — Jeffer-
son, the Declaration of |ndependence
the rights of the individual — with a kind
of macabre desperation, precisely
because its society is slipping back into
the 19th century, into a society of rich
and poor where there’'s more and more
violence, a society that doesn’t work. Of
the 18 developed Western nations there
iS only one major disaster and that's the
United States. And so in many ways
Mrs. Laker is the America of today —
she’s obsessed by the mythology of
America, she knows she's right, yet
within herself she’s a mass of confusion.
BiC: And Woodward/Wuthiwat 1S tks
ideal, the hybrid of Western science and
Eastern wisdom, 50 he is allowed to stay,
but the escapist Westerners must ‘De
expelled if this paradise is to be redeemed?
Saul: As a Western woman Yyou ook at
that and are rightfully disgusted. because
they have from the West and
Western women. | think the ending of
the book is optimistic, because he comes
back to where he belongs. One of the
strangest things about the West today
is that people fed exited in their own
nations. They don’'t understand how
things work any more. Nothing is solid.
So why mot write a book about someone
who is totally exiled? But in the end he
comes back.[]
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Stamper

IN. a novel of this sort, as in a life, when the end
draws near, one Wads, not a tidy wap-up, but more

By D.
|THE SOUTH WILL RISE AT NOON
by Douglas Glover,

‘ikisi, ages, .95 cloth
(S b o7 st

WHEN THERE were piants on the earth, the
Young Lions, tumescent with talent,
challenged the status quo and tore into the
soft underbelly of the social older. Aging
rather than adapting, those that survive are
toothlessly impotent. Even Norman Mailer
has tucked the tool of his trade into the damp
creases below a jutting celebrity gut. There
is no other explanation for the vasectomized
Ascient Evenings — all juice and no seeds —
or the bard-boiled Tough Guys Dan’ Dunce
evaporating to amoist sigh.

Attention has shifted to a group of Smooth
*n* Cool young men, who publish their crea-
tive vriting assignments with pseude-lit ti-
t& like The Rules of Attraction. (1t would be
uncool to hand them in for class where they’d
be, like, simarked) They are blasé about drugs
and sex and the meaning of life. They can af-
ford to be; the sswoth thst is their commo-
nality refers to the untroubled surface of bothi
crotch and cortex.

There is a New Mao. of course, but his
sensibility iS t0o, too exquisite for the figours
of fiction; [eave him to pasture in the personal

And there’ s Do& s Glover.

‘Douglas Glover is not walking arciind with
his shirt tucked into his shorts.

Tise Sonth Will Rise a2 Noon matches the
best stories in Glover's award-winning col-
lection Dag Attesipis fo Drown Man in Saska-

tooiz. The novel is riotous, rolling,

rambunctious, and compulsively readable.

The first-person narrator, Tully Stamper,
probably would walk areund with his shirt
tucked into his shorts but, by the second
page, Tully has skt)gs)ped off his shirt and
dacks to get into bed with his ox-wife, who
just happens to be fast adeep beside her se-
cond husband. Tully has a history of mot be-
&0n top of the situation, But he does try.

Part-time girlfriend, Danger, reminds him,
“You said your wife was dead. . . . You said
she burned to death under a tanker truck in
a Burger King parking-lot while she was still
s et It mytcnt. |

“ eart into my t. | gave
her aYook that was positively Chineseg and
said, ‘] may have said something like that." **

%2 BOOKS M CANADA, June-luly, 1959
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_ Inthe context of tbe novel, that

is more hilarious than offensive; Tully IS
merely keeping bis options open. He ac-
knowledges ““men and women are such pains
in the ass to one another.'" Tully’s vision is
cohesive and, despite an idiosyncratic reac-
tion to the analgesic Darvon, very nearly co-
herent. Here is Tully on Cocaine:

‘| am a man born suspicious Of people who
offer salvation in a powder flask. , . . But this
wasn't bad. 1 tried some more, Before [ could
Stop myself § was illing the SPOON to gver-
flowing. . . . I wanted to pull my nose off and
ﬁﬁ down on the floor where the stuff had

Tully on Sex:

"When we were finished, we lay naked on the
sheets and the dog licked the soles of our
feet.’ (The dog is a plt bull)

Tully 0" Mussic:

'. . ."and the tape deck blaring Vegas Soul:
“Lady,” *‘Feelings,” “'I Cried a Tear —
that sort of thing.’

Tully on the Meaning of Life:

‘A man is nothing but weak flesh and britile
bone: be is bomn, IS ashamed of his parents,
finds a job, wishes he was in some other line
of work. falls is love, wishes he had fllen
in love with some other woman, has children

His wife. goes slightly mac leaming the wis-

dom of aeceptance, and dies.

It’s been a long, long time since 2 novel
has succeeded witb the uninhibited wulgari-
ty of The South Will Rise ai Noon. This is
such a grest, toothy grin of a novel, what
used to be called a toxr de force, that | want
to quote the whole thing. But I'll check the
impulse sOd point out that it's not merely a
broad-stroked assault on the moronic Just
Say No mentality. Although Glaver never in-
trudes on the narration, be has dll bis tech-
nical skills in operation and, always at the
right moment, slipsin a detail to bresk the
reader’ s heart: “ Above the sink | found the
shoebox with my collection of potato chips
in the shapes of Sate. maps. | had fifty States,
many duplicates and five islands of the.
Hawaiian archipelago.”

He comes by his ingenuousness honestly.
His runaway father sends him a posteard on
his birthdays. No message. *‘Once he mailed.
us a cheque for $§500 which bounced. Ina
cried. ‘He has such a good heart,’ she said.”
And Danger tells him, ‘“The truth ain’t noth-
ing to you but an excuse to make up another
bizarre Story.” '

There is a properly convoluted story line,
but as readers of Stan Elkir will know, it is,
of necessity, the novel's weakest point. Since
Glover has created a wholé person in Tully
Stamper, even if the novel covered every day
of hislife, there would be no resolution that
was entirely satisfying, In a novel of this sort,
as in a life, when the end draws near one
wants. not a tidy wrap-up, but moze.

| haven't quoted Tully on Art, or “Mom-
ma’s got spinal mennonites,” and | haven't
eve’ mentioned Ruth Appeldorn’s work on
lobotomizing seagulls to watch the effect on
sex behaviours. | really should have dis-
cussed the Primal Scene.

Read the novel and discover its delights on
your own. You'll thank me. O

who are ashamed of him, fails at his job, loses
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- FEATURE REVIEW

Daughter of memory

Anne Hébert’s new hovel, Le Premier jardin,
is a homage to Quebec Ciy, a place
richly described but never named

By David Homel

Cla

LE PRERMIER JARDIN
by Anne Hébert,

Editions des Sl (Paris), 189 pages,
oS S g 18

‘'f GREW UP at a time when death wasa
closer companion than it is now,"’ says Anne
Hébert, explaining her concern with mortal-
ity. “My mother had 11 brothers and sisters;
only three reached maturity.” Her most
recent work released this spring in French
POSesseS a primal title that seems to peak
of new beginnings — (Le Premier jardin
(*“the first garden) — vet it is as resolute&
rooted in Quebec's death-seeking past as any
of her other works.

The arrival of Anne Hébert in Quebec is
a pmvioce-wide cultural event. though she
does return to her native land twice a year
— unfike tke heroine of her |atest book, who

deserted Quebec 40 years before her return. -

There is a certain amount of willed confusion
between Flora Fontanges, heroine of the
novel. and the author herself. Y et as an
actress, Fontanges |lives in the limelight,
whereas Anne Hébert is intensely private,
shrugging off most inquiries about the woman
behind'the novelTst. “MY I1Te ‘in Paris i's not
very interesting,” she says. “I work every
day. and | would do the sameif | fived in
Niontreal.” she reports writing every morn-
ing in her apartment ona secluded Latin
Quarter Street, using pen and paper, resort-

o TR L, T

ing to the typewriter orly for revisions, for
the distance it provides. She treasures Paris
and its eminently walkable Streets, and her
accent hovers somewhere between Quebec
and France. Her opinions are expressed
somewhat unwillingly, as if she's keeping all
her epergy for herself. Sheis evasive, for
example, about evaluating the film versions
of her works, such as Yves Simoneau's Les
Fous de bassan, harmlyé';ll?ged by some
critics: ““It's a fine film. Simoneau saw the
book in his way, which is his right, but be
was faithful to its spirit,” she says. Y et when
Hébert does express an epinion in public, it
COmes across twice as strong, as in her
judgewent Of Simone de Beauvoir as ‘an
essayist, not a novelist. She's programmatic,
rarely inspired. Her writing is dominated and
her characters aren't ingdependent.!” Hébert,
on the other hand, complains humorously of
the imperious nature of her characters.
“When | was writing Kamotraska, | needed
a vacation badly. But | couldn’t Stop dream-
ing of Dr. Nelson; [ was discouraged — he
had followed me all the way down south! But
1 pushed him back to where he belonged and
went on with my vacation.”

Heébert’s Le Premier jardin is a homage to
Quebec City, a place richly described though
never named. The city is a character in itself,
interacting with the other characters of the
novel, especially the hercine. ASan orphan
born Pierrette Paul, and renamed Marie
Eventurel by her adoptive pareats, she bad
the luxury of assuming, at last, any nafne she
wished; asan actress she chose to call her-
self Flora Fontanges. Through Flora, Hébert
takes us through the successive eras of Que-
bec City's histoty, to both monuments and
Side streets, the |atter glimpsed as the
heroine’s adopted family 10ses its fortune
during the Depression. “T had always wanted
to write a novel about Quebec City,” Hébert
explained, “but the subject does not espe-
cialy lenditself to fiction. Honestly. | did not
know how to go about it.”

After two and a half years of working on
Le Premier jardin, Anne Hébert arrived at
a mumber of solutions. The actress/heroine
returns t0 her native Quebec City from

France, when? she is a semirecluse in the
countryside near Tows, southwest of Paris.
A beckoning telegram from her daughter
Maud (bomn of a brief early liaison witha mar-
ried man) urges ‘her into action, and sbe
crosses the ocean, only to find that her
daughter has disappeared. There isa second
reason as well: she is asked to play the
female lead in Samuel Beckett’s Oh! les beaux
jours at a Quebec City theatre. Our suspi-
cions as readers are 00N confirmed; the
heroine has come to face the weight of her
past. Every Step she takes, in the Old City,
the Lower Town, and tbe newer sections,
is burdened by memory. You can go home
again, Hébert seems to suggest, but at your

own rigk.

Hébert qualifies her latest work as more
internalized and far less violent than
Kamouraska Or Les Fous de bassan (In the
Shadow of the Wind); “it ismore like Les
Chambres de bois (The Silent Rooms), if a
comparison has to be made," she says, Flora
Fontanges's pathways threugh the city are
the movements of memoazy. She conjures up
the filles du 7oy, the orphan girls, often social
outcasts, who wer e sent to the colony of
New France in the 1600s and 1700s to cou-
ple with the settlers and populate the new
land. *“These girls, these Women wer e the
myriad faces of Eve incarnated in New

Suzanne Rosenberg

",. .a harrowing and
forceful testament of
the courage and
vitality of a singular
woman.”

Ken Adachi,
The Toronto Star

Clothbound $24.95

Oxford University Press,
Canada
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France,’’ Hébert says. ‘*Their very names
are beautiful, |t iSa beautiful thing to Speak
their names and save them from the dust of
time.”* And indeed. Flora Fontanges pauses
before the memory of these women and
recites their names: Alfreda Thibault,
Laurette Levasseur, Jacqueline Racine, Thé-
odora Albert . . . names that are alive in con-
temporary Quebec. Hébert describes the
scenes, celebrated many times in Quebec
popular memory, of the brief but efficient
courtship between the settlers starved for
female companionship and those young
women. whose sins committed in the Old
World bad been washed away by the Atlan-
tiC passage.

The point iS, of course, that Flora Fon-
tanges is a ille du roy hevself, An orphan girl
lodged at the Hospice Saint-Louis, she nearly
falls victim to the great fire there in 1927
(which actually took place). Later, sheis
adopted by a couple who are grimly deter-
mined to make alady of her. The scenes of
the hereine’s adoption show us Hébert's
evocative powers at their best. Saved from
the conflagration, the little orphan girl, Pier-
rette, falls a with scarlet fever, thenrecovers
to find herself adopted into a strange house
whose bourgeois Inhabitants confer the
sacond Of her three names on her: Marie.
No wonder the little orphan grows up long-
ing to be an actress who can change her
name, her role.. at will.

AT 72, Anne Hébert issomething of a gad-
mother of Quebec writing, though. discreet
and modest as a recently betrothed fille dx
ray, she would deny it. “Look a the writers
of the Nowyelle Barre du Jour gronp,’’ she
points out *‘See how different they are from
me.”” Her physical beauty ig striking, prompt-
ing one young woman who could Ge hill ier
age to ask about her secret for staying young.
*“Tf I have a secret, it is a secret even unto
me,”” Hébert replies, the soul of discretion.
Her vision is romantic, oriented toward the
past — it is no surprise that the greatest
influence she admits to iS the Quebec poet
Saint-Denys Garneay, a relative of hers. Her
fictional world is gynocratic, yet curreat
feminists find her brand of feminine solidar-
ity issuing from the sisterhood of suffering
bard to swallow. At the very end of Le Pre-
mier jardin, her daughter Maud resppears,
complaining of betrayal at the hands of her
lover, Raphagl. Two women aone. mother
and daighter, they go out into the Quebec
City night, full of discos and crowded cafés,
but are unable to agree on a place to go. A
man with “ cat-like grace” follows them in
the shadows. And when her month-long con-
tract to play Winnie in Beckett’s play is over,
Flora Fontanges takes her |eave again,
headed for another role, in Paris this time.
As the last sentence says, she is very much
“likea musical instrument you might brush
ever s0 lightly with your hand, in secret
vibration, in the silence of the earth."” [




Something
about her

parrots

By Joyce Marshall

ETHEL WILSON:
STORIES, ESSAYS,
LETTERS
edited by David Stouck,
Unirersity of British Columbia,
$29.95 cloth:
7748 02801),

| REMEMBER saying years ago,
when Ethel Wilson was still with
us and sl publishing her marvel-
l0oS, quitky novels and short sto-
ries, that she was the only writer
we had who possessed a com-
pletely individuat style. | could
look at a single one of her sen-
tences, I claimed, and know at
once that it was so Ethel Wilson
sentence. In this =zssortment
from tbe Ethel Wilson papers
selected and edited by David
Stouck (six previously uncollect-
ed essays, a sampling of the many
surviving lstters o publishers and
friends, and nine stories, only one
of which, the eerie dream-
fantasy. *'A Visit to the Front-
ier,” was published during her
lifetime) we find again the magic
style, those deft, Bght, wonder-
ful sentences, so full of move-
ment, often with the dy little
twist or bend at the end that may
be one of the things that make
them so characteristically hers.

It is no surprige, then, to dis-
cover that Ethel Wilson was a
devotee of the sentenes. “| have
a reverence for the English sen-
tence. .." she says in “Some-
where near the Truth,” a talk
delivered at the University of
Britisk Colombia library. “that is
close to worship.” And in a |et-
ter to Desmond Pacey, “ | like
the English sentence. Clear . on-
lush and un-loaded.’” DO many
writers speak of the sentence as
something existing as and in itself
— "‘the essential tool.” as she
pot it, “of the writer”! It seems
t0 me that they usually talk about
images, or phrases, thythm, or
even vocabulary.

A self-taught writer herself,
Wilson didn’t approve of the
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teaching oOf “ creative writing."
She didiked the phrase and felt
that sueh ‘‘teaching’’ could only
damage or delay the would-be
writer, an opinion that earned her
considerable disapproval in some
quarters at a time when ““crea-
tive writing”" Was fairly new as SO
academic SUbject. (I wonder what
she'd think of the proliferation of
such courses and workshops at
the present time, and of young
people who announce that
they’ ve written two new Stories
but haven't had them “work-
shop@” yet.) She believed that
writers should be taught all they
needed to be taught at school —
to write a sentence. a paragraph,
a précis. The rest they most
teach themselves, through read-
& and practice, and they could
accomplish this provided they
possessed what she called (the
capital is hers) “the Gii” —a
combination of taent sod willing-
Ness to work. (The talk in which
these unpopular views are
expressed she titled, rather dlyly,
*“Cat among the Falcons.”)
This is a ich book. for its pic-
ture of the literary life of the *50s
and early '60s (Ethel Wilson
knew and corresponded with a
great many other writers) and for
Its insights into Wilson's own
temperament. methods of work
and attitude to her writing. Even
the stories not previously pub
lished, several of them chapters
written for the novel that was to
become The fnnocent Traveller,
and (wisely) not included in the
book, can be read not only as
examples of the work df a good
writer at somewhat |ess than her
best but with real pleasure, for
faulty or thin as some of these
pieces may be, the marvellous
sentences are still thece. The
essays, three of which were
originally given as talks, stow
that she held very strong opinions
about writing in general and
Canadian writing in particular.
She didiked symbolism as such.
She disapproved of consci gzs
Canadianism. Though she often
cloaked her views in pretended
modesty = “1 say what | think
but do not know,'’ she writes —
ghe was not afrzid to express
them firmly.
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And then there are the letters
— 2 small umhe;, weaetold,
from the body held with the Ethel
Wilson papers in the UBC library
and in collections €l sewhere.
(There are in existence 50 |etters
t0 Margaret Laurence alone.)
Wilson requested that no material
of a purely personal nature should
be published and this request has
been , But even 0, the
|etters printed here give a vivid
sense Of her personality and of
her private life astbe wife of a
Vancouver doctor — their mutual
love and devotion shine through
every sentence she writes about
him — as well as the professional
life of a woman whose first novel,
Hetty Derval, wasn't published till
1947 when she was 59. she had,
however, beer accumulating
sketches for The Innocent
Traveller, her study of Topaz
Wedgewood, that *lively woman
who lived for a hundred years and
died, tiumphant, in Vancouver,”
for more than 15 years, but she
didn't allow that fact to intrude
upon her public persons as a
housewife who just “happened"'
into writing in a moment of bore-
dom during her 50s. Her early
diffidence was real enough. In Iet-
ter after |etter to Ellen Elliott,
her first editor at Macmillan, she
begs not to have her name used
as author of Hetly Darval though
she might consider, she says,
having it appear as“hy Frankie
Burnaby as told to Ethel Wil-
son.” But there is no hint of
timidity in her polite but firm
insstence that her decision to use
or not to use a comma, or her
choice of word or phrase, should
be respected. “

John Gray, who became her
editor after his return to Macmil-
[an from Overseas, was soon a
dose and sympathetic friend and
we see her discussing her books
with him as she was writing
them, among other things sug-
gesting horrendously melodra-
matic endings for Lilly’s Story and
Love and Sait Water, whicb for-
tunately she was persuaded or,
| suspect, persuaded herself to
discard. NOt all the letters are
serious Or “literary.” Many,
especially those to her friends,
are very funny. There is a
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delightful account, for instance, of
her meeting with Amold Bennett
when she was young and her
almost speechless embarrass-
meat because under her am was
“a long parcel’ containing her
first corsets, which she'd just
rather timorously purchased. And
though it was written on the back
of a manuseript page and not in
aletter | most mention her paint-
ing lessons with “a forthright
woman named Emily Carr™
which she gaveup because. as
well as her own lack of talent,
'“there was something about her
parrats that I did not ike.”

If I may end on a personal note,
| was pleased to read in one of
her letters to Also and Jean
Crawley that she’d had a letter
from me. Shecalled it “‘wonder-
ful” — aword, whether or not
my letter deserved it. I'd cet-
tainly use about Ethel Wilson's
reply. Often as | read these
posthumous fragments, | found
myself wanting to write to her
again -- about the English sen-
tence perhaps — and receive
another of her warm, witty, idi-
osyncratic |etters in return. [1

Free and
fair?
By Barry Lesser

FREE TRADE: THE
REAL STORY
edited hy John Crigpo,

%Nz'gsmusg '3)5. paper
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THE PURPOSE Of this book, as
described in the introductory
chapter by the editor, is “to
explain to Canadians what is at
stake in the FTA [Free Trade
Agreement], in as simple and
straightforward a manner as pos-
sible” This explanation is
required, the editor continues,
*"because so much of the debate
surrounding the issue has been
emotiondl, ill-informed and
irresponsible.”

That there has been a great
deal of emotional, ill-informed
and, at times, irresponsible
debate is quite true. What is not
true, however, is that these faults
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have been the exclusive province
of the opponents of the Canada-
U.S. Free Trade Agreement.
Both sides of the debate have
been guilty of excesses and, in
certain respects, this book is,
itself, an example Of this.

The book is unabashedly pm-
egreement, although |t purports
to present a review of *‘some of
the negative as well as the posi-
tive facets of the agreement.”” A
f;w l?fdthe contributions in the

00K do attempt tO present a
relatively balanced view of the
pros and cons, the chapter by
Richard Harris on “Employment
Effects” being perhaps the beat
example of this, But most of the
authors are guilty, to some
degree, of either underp]aymg
the negative arguments, ignoring
them, or in a few cases distort-
ins them by way of attempting to
dismiss them. Crispo himself
represents what |s perhaps the
most objectionable example of
this when, in his conclusion, he
characterizes everyone who is
opposed to the agreement as a
socialist, which is not only an
unvrarranted and sweeping over-
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" llustroiion by

cgjeneraluz' ation '?jut _cames'h the
ear m e, despite the way
itis phreiﬁ, that that alone is
grounds for rejacting the opposi-

Richard Lipsey, who contrib-
utes to two chapters of the book,
provides another example. In one
case, he argues, “In aworld
where Canadians are concerned
to maintain the principle of trade,
this cannot be seen as a conces-

is

to is the relinquishmeant

of “the right to erect trade-
restral ning measures that
arbltrarlly or unjustifiably dis~
criminate against the nationals of
the other country.” Tn other
'lfair uadel' "s llﬁee
trade’” and itS worth, therefore,
is sef-evident. The argument is
used to prove the argument. In

tbe change in the threshol for
review of direct acquisitions in
Canada by U.S.-owned compa
nies, Lipsey argues, as one rea-
son why concern about thisis
unjustified: *‘Investment Canada
has not reviewed 2 single case in
the range from $5 million to §150
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million.” A. E. Safarian in his
chapter on “Foreign Direct
Investment” makes a similar
argument, asserting ‘.. It
would appear that Canada did not
give up much in terms of present
policy practices.”” For erities of
the FTA, the fact that the poli-
cies already exist does not imply
that they accapt those policies.
Indeed, their concemn about the
FTA is that it embeds the poli-
cies in a way that will make it at
least more difficult, if not impos-
sible, to ?et them changed.

Ths alleged mtentmn of the
book — to present the “resl
sory” on the FI'A = is laudable
if one interprets it as meaning to
debunk the myths in the debate
on both sides, and to present a
dear. tunderstandable and fair
analysis of the different posltions
in the debate. It is something that
is needed. And parts of the book
do accomplish parts of such a pur-
pose. The actual content of the
FTA is, for the most part,
explained well, in language the
average citizen will understand.
Many of the refutations of oppo-
sition arguments are expressed
well and convincingly. It is, there-
fore, that much more unfortunate
that the book falls prey to its own
form of propaganda, unstated
assumptions, and misleading
argument. The authors admit
their bii up front but then pro-
ceed, with the vengeance of the
righteous, to Sweep away before
them all the axguments of those
who would oppose them.

The potential impact of the
FTA on regional development
policy Is a good flustration of
what s wrong in the book. The
book tells’ us that regional
development policy will remain
unaffected by the agreement
because it is not addressed by the
FTA, There isan admission that
the roanner of implementation of
regional development policy may
be affected but it iS argued that
the goals will not be constrained.
Moreover, it is stated that sub-
sidization, or ether forms of
regional assistance for domestic
market firms, as opposed to
export firms, will be just as pos-
siljle after the free trade agree-
ment as it was before. Finally, we
are told, consumers in all regions,
including the less developed
ones, will gain from lower prices.

One could argue, however,
that the failure to address
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regicnal policy in the agreement
represents a failure to protect it
rather than the victory of not los-
ing it. One might also argue that
maintzining the goals may not
mean owch if the means of
implementation are |ogt, or that
lower consumer prices won't
mean very much if the production
base of the lass developed
regions | s eroded, with resulting
loss of jobs and output. In a pure
market economy, the answer to
this is for people to move. But
labour mobility as the cure for
regional disparities has never
been accepted in Canada.
Perhaps this time it would be, but
the ‘‘real story” fails even to
mention it. Finally, one could also
argue that it is not only in the
case of export firms that regional
development policy is threatened,
The FTA applies not only to the
rules and conditions surrounding
Canadian goods geing into the
U.S. market bat also to those
surrounding U.S, goods entering
Canada. The right of national
treatment and the principle of
nondiscrimination as embodied in
tbe FTA make the import-
competing sector potentially as
vulnerable in the post-FTA eraas
the export sector has been in the
pre-FTA era to U.S. charges of
unfair competition due to regional
subsidy programs.

Despite the above arguments,
the book is correct when, in
several places, it draws attention
to the fact that the real alterna-
tive to the FTA is greater pro-
tectionism in the United States.
Ultimately, thisisthe most con-
vincing argument that is made in
favour of the agreement.
Whether the FTA makes us bel-
ter or worse off than we are with
the stalus quo is like the prover-
bial argument about how many
angels can stand on the head of
a pin. If the sfalus guo is not an
option, it really doesn't matter
very much. Whether we like it or
not. the agreement is our best
option. If the writers in this book
had made more of this argument,
while admitting the tremendous
uncertainty that otherwise sur-
rounds the probable impact of the
FTA — uncertuinty that only time
will resolve — and bad made
explicit tbe value judgements
underlying the analysis and hence
the trade-offs implicit in both
sides of "the debate, the book
would have made a genuine and
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much needed contribution to the
free trade debate. By proceeding
asit &es,. however, it distin-
guishes itself very fittle from the
rhetoric already out there on both
sides. In the process much that
iS good in the DOOK is diminished
and its real potential last. O

Murder on
holiday

By Wayne Grady
DEATH IN PRAGUE
by John Reeves.

Doieblcday Canada, 236 pages,
$19.95 clolh

{ISBN 0 385 25153 X).
MURDER BEHIND

LOCKED DOORS
by Ellen Godfrey,
L ¥ :I-mrr (ng:rm), 318 pages,

S19.9
(!SBN 0 670 82040 7).

BEGINNING with an improbability,
vrorking itS way through a couple
of uniikelinesses, and proceeding
undaunted into a downright
impossibility, Degth in Prague
manages withal to be an impres-
sive and convincing novel of
detection. The improbability is
only mildly disturbing: Reeves's
pair of investigators, Inspector
Cogains and Sergeant Sump of
the Metropolitan Toronto Police,
no doubt exhausted after their
strenuous efforts recorded in
three of Reeves's previous books
(Muezder by Microphone, Murder
before Matins, and Marder with
Mushets) decide to take long
overdue and presumablir separate
vacations, and both end up in
Prague. Those things happen,
ome SUPPOSES.

The unlikelinesses are more
difficult to swallow: once in
Prague, the pair meets up with
a group of Czech dissidents —
prohibited actors, unofficial
writers and other social parighs
— who are secretly making a film
that they hope will set the record
straight efs-&-is the corrupt and
repressive foundations of the
Czecho-Soviet regime, Despite
the fact that exposure would
mean instant death or, worse, a
lifetime of menial, state-
supervised employment, the dis-
sidents invite the foreigners along
to watch the filming, which takes
place in an inner room in an aban-
doned factory. During breaks
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between takes, they are
introduced to various members of
the cast — Helena, a former
officer in the StB (Czechos-
lovakia’s KGB): Andrej, a
Ukrainian Who escaped from a
camp in Siberia and is living incog-
nito in Prague — all of whom have
good reasons to be wary of
strangers asking questions, but
who are nonetheless alarmingly
forthcoming about their |ivesand
activities.

The film is to be in the form of
a courtroom trial, a kind of
documentary investigation into
the death of Jan Masaryk, who in
real life was the Czechoslovalkian
foreign minister at the time of the
Soviet takeover -in 1948: on
March 10 of that year, two weeks
after the takeover, Masarvk’s
body was found outside his home,
and a subsequent state investiga-
tion concluded that Masaryk had
committed suicide by defenestra-
tion. | n the novel. the dissident
group — by means of a mole
working in the state department
— has uncovered evidence that
Masaryk's death had in fact been
ordered by Stalin and carried out
by tbe StB. True to the time-
honoured Law of detective fiction,
which states that when one or
more detectives are gathered
together on vacation a murder
will occur, “0 sooner does the
mole take his place on the wit-
ness stand to present his evi-
dence than he clutches at his
throat and keels over dead. Cog-
gin and Sump, asthe only impar-
tial witnesses to the event, are
asked by the dissidents to con-
duct the investigation. The result
is an intriguing blend of several
mystery-novel ideas: the sealed-
room murder, tbe on-the-spot
investigation without the advan-
tages of a technologital forensic
arsenal, and the righting of histor-
ical wrongs. There are strong
echoes in this book of the detec-
tive WOrks of the Swiss writer
Friedrich Diirrenmatt (especially
Der Verdich, 1953), as well a5 to
such better-known classics as
Josephine Tey's The Daughler of
Time and the green-room dramas
of Ngaio Marsh, Apart from some
wooden speechifying mazquerad-
mg as dialogue. thisis the best
writing Reeves has dene to date.

If the locale of Deaih in Prague
iS exotic and unfamiliar, that of
Murder Behind Locked Doors
probably |sn't: ecorporate board
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rooms, downtown fitness
centres, business-lunch restaur-
ants. John Reeves'snovdl is
partly about justice on a global
scale; Ellen Godfrey explores the
concept at a microcosmic level.
Both writers make use of the
-gealed room: Godirey’s is the
computer mom of a North Y ork
software CO TZ « Brian Tay-
for Systems & ) — in which
the firm’s finance VP is found
dead on the eve of a crucial deal
with a U.S. buyer. The suspects
are the company’s other VPs,
each of whom had persona and
professional reasons for wanting
Gary Levin out of the picture.
“The real question we have to
face,”’ observes one of those VPs
to Godfrey’s amateur sleuth,
Jane Tregar, “ s which one of us
murdered Gary Levin? And how
in God's name did he a0 it!”

Like the corporate world that
Godfrey portrays, the novel is
fast-paced vet cutiouglv slow-
moving, clean and efficient yet
clogged with detail, with plenty of
white Arborite, nonstatic broad-
loom and characters who talk in
corporate/sports  metaphors:
“management teams” have to be
“kept on side” or else brought
“back on hack,” althoughit isn't
wise to “*go to the mat" over
unimportant issues. Jane Tregar
is & headhunter working for a firm
called Orloff Associates; she
placed Levin with BTS, and when
Levin is killed she is called in
again tO find a suitable replace-
ment. Her metaphors are more
domestic than sporty, and are
sometimes painfully extended —
as when she compares her
ambivalent attitude toward sex to
a sated hunger for a piece of rich
chocolate cake. (““When you
finally got the cake you were hun-
gry for, you bit into it eagerly and
the first few bites were deli-
cious . . .”* and so onfor 20
more lines, in the manner of a
Jacobean sonnet, or a skit from
Beyond tha Fringe.)

But we are interested in Jane
Tregar, and are willing to tag
along on her circuitous cogita-
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tions. Godfrey’s purpose’ is to
recreate the energy and drive and
ultimate vacuity of the new cor-
porate culture and to write o mys-
tery novel in the process, and the
result iSa kind of cross between

Tracy Kidder’s The Soul Of a
New Machine (Brian Taylor
shares at |east some of his. traits
with Data Genera’s Tom West)
and Dorothy Sayers's Murder
Must Adverlise. An altogether
pleasant and successful enter-
prise. O

Sleuth

By Martin Townsend

A DEDICATED MAN
by Peter Robinson,

enguin, 261 pages, 517.95 cloih
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WHEN THE Dludgeoned body of
Harry Steadman is discovered on
z hillside overlooking the town of
Swainsdale in Yorkshire, chief
Inspector Banks soon knows the
lack oOf clues and suspects with
motives means he's in for a pro-
h-acted, frustrating mvestigation.

The read ng audience, on the
other hand, Soon wtches on that
A Dedicated Mar is going to be,

for them, a completely restful
experience; while Banks Sweats
out his first few days without a
real |ead, the reader settlesinto
a vicarious suminer holiday in 2
picture postcard setting.

Fans of Peter Robinson’s ﬁzst
mystery in the Inspector Banks
series, Gallows View, will recall
tbe author’s strong sense of
place, conveyed not only in
characterization and details
dropped in passing but also in
lengthy background passages
evoking urban reality and history.
While theearfiar book explored
the clanstrophobic cityscape as a
setting for a sex crime, A Deds-
cated Man strolls through
pleasanter territory. But Robin-
son fully explores the irony inher-
ent in his setting; tbe almost
gﬂastora] scene masks the peace-

community's hidden potential
for murder.

Robinson's.penchant for histor-
ical perspective—in a genre that
usually keeps its bloodhound's
nose to the ground — is well
employed in the new book,
where interpretation and rein-
terpretation of tie past are cen-

, tral to all aspects. So far in his
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fictional career, Inspector Banks
has specialized in the kind of
crime-solving where the puzzle
pieces are all present midway
through the case and await only
the sudden inspiration of a chance
remark, for instance, to fall into
the correct pattern. In A Dedi-
cated Maa, the crucial pieces are
the memories of the vicim's
small circle of friends. Ten years
before, especially during an idyl-
tiC summer of love and poetry,
the seeds of these characters
adult lives were sown and SO, it
seems, were the seeds of Stead-
man’ s eventual murder,
Mirroring the elusiveness of
the recent past in the novel is the
obscurity of distant centuries.
Michael Ramsden, a bard-beaded
entrepreneur, suggests that
Steadman’s scholarly study of
industrial archaeology (concerned
with artefacts of early factories,
mills, mines. and so on) led him
to romanticize the past. Penny
Cartwright, a traditional folk-
singer and retiree from the fast-
living music industry, bristles
with the cynicism of the ex-
romantic who's learned better
the bard way. The town itself is
subject to uncertainties and illu-
gions Of interpretation, with the
truth of current events deter-
mined by the whisperings and
innuendoes of gossips and the
distant past subject to revisions
and retouching tO attract tourism.
Banks moves determinedly
through this maze of uncertainty,
ever calm, trading rounds m
pubs, struggling to keep his pipe
lit (in 2 doomed attempt to give
up cigarettes) and, while driving
from suspect t0 suspect, indulg-
ing in his new-found passion for
recordings of traditional vocal and
choral music. Neither alienated
nor particularly eccentric, as so
many fictional sleuths are, Banks
has a personality that is an
endearing variety of ordinary. A
sontherner who bad intended to
leave the sordid crimes of Lon-
doners behind him by moving to
Yorkshire, Banks is a family man
gopalled by the irrevocable effect
of murder on society as well as
on the victim (the hero's feelings
are perhaps in this respect shared
by the author, who in this novel
keeps all the violence offstage).
Though he has few real vices,
Banks's temptation to fall when
it comes to particularly attractive
women leaves some mom for
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doubt-temporarily, at least —
about the solidity of his middle-
class xespectability, .

Robinson’s approach to female
characters iS a bit more disturb-
ing than his protagonist’s,
however. As in Gallows View, the
author’s self-conscious attempts
to break sexist stexreotypes rarely
prevent him from defining the
women in his stories primarily by
their sexuality: as the adolescent
virgin, the vixen in disguise, the
nosy old spinster, the siren, and
so on. At least in this book
Banks's sexually charged
encounters don’t reach the
heights of silliness attained in the
last one, in which a self-styled
feminist colleague of the inspec-
tor's vainly tried to get into his
pants during a business meeting,
with a giggling, blushing joust of
double enlendres. )

Even al his worst in this
regard, Robinson never
approaches the irritation level of
most Hollywood movies, and only
a few other minor faws — the
author% tendency to get carried
away in the descriptive passages,
for example — briefly mar what
is generally a delightful, intelligent
entertainment, well suited to
reading in hammocks or on beach
towels, but a page-turner in any
season. [1

known writers. Times do seem
propitious: in England Grania is
thriving, and America has Gordon
Lish's The Quarlerly, as well a3
mumerous “best” anthologies. A
literate audience seems to-be out
there, eager to be pointed
towards the new.

This first volume of The Mac-
millen Anthology shows a good
deal of promise and already some
accomplishment. The quality-
Paper format, while a bit showy
or my taste, has been Created t0
keep Jaded eyes interested. The
impression is of a handsome jack-
in-the-box, filled with surprises.

Particularly welcome are the
two memoirs, *Just Wiid and
Horses’ by Sinclair Ross (the
title from his mother’'s
pronouncement on his first fic-
tiory) and the acerbic John Mill's
memory of his rivalry with frving
Layton, “A Rigmarole.” Mill
seems to share many attitudes
with the outspoken ertic of can-
Lit Metealf himself and with
Michael Darling, author of tne
anthology’s “The Year in
Review,” s0 it seems appropri-
ate to quote Mill's definition of a
curmudgeon, which may just fit
them all:

You need p:;;1msot;itl)]lng amtihe nmk
manding ity, at

of which |S 2 violent streak, visi-
bly repressed. YOU need to
intimidate rather than befriend,
and you Must seek victims
rather than equals, You need a
brass neck and little in the way
of a conscience. And you have
to be solenmn about it: any hint
that you wete not to be taken
too seriously, and you wers
done for. There are excellent
mode!s. Samuel Johnson; Eve-
lyn Waugh, of course.

Generally, the fiction is a dis-
appointment. | would like to be
able to report that the editors
have made at least one mgjor
lit&y find; but the new writers,
at best, show promise. Most
interesting are Rubinsky’s

By Cary Fagan “Preacher's Geese” in which a
THE MACMILLAN teacher in a small B.C. town tres
ANTHOLOGY to influence éne of her students,
edited by John Metcalf and Terry Grigg's “A Bii
and Leon Rooke, Story,’’ a comic portrait of a
Macmillan of Canada, 296 pages, faniily that behaves like birds.

$14.95 paper t question the best work
(ISBNO 77159385 6). belongs to veteran Mavis Gallant,
JOHN METCALF and LeonRooke,  whose two stories show different
it seems, have been tryingtofind  but equally impressive sidesto
a workable anthology/magezine her extraordinary talent. “The
format to showcase both newand  Chosen Husband,”’ though Set in
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Montreal in 1949, shows the wit
and pracise examination of man-
ners more characteristic of her
European stories. *'Leaving the
Party” isabrief and pointed
satire on politicians and the
media.

Gallant's work is introduced by
Janice Kulyk Keefer's insightful
profile. Kulyk Keefer iS right to
make central Gallant's coura-
geous and obsessve search for
Independence; she aso notes,
shrewdly, that Gallant, for ajl her
brilliance, s not the sort of writer
that a reader embraces affec-
tionately.

Norman Levine’s “ A Maritime
Story” is misplaced; it ought to
coine not at the beginning of the
anthology but in the middle,
where his clean and simple prose
(too spare here, even for an
admirer) would have been a
happy break from the more con-
voluted and SOmetimes muddy
styles of the newer writers.
Although hardly unpublished,
Keath Fraser isnot yet widely
lmown, and his three stories,
while all flawed, show great ambi-
tion. “Bones’ has a Canddian
chiropractor volunteering to help
a Third World country recover
from war and revolution, The
government, he discovers,
wishes him to reconstruct the
skeletons of thousands of politi-
cal vicims for 2 memorial called

" the Grief House. Fraser’s dense
and elliptica] style is too puzzling
and sometimes gives in to clever-
ness; he seems unsure of the
political meaning he wishes to

convey.
Neither of Diane Schoemper-
len's stories quite works. *‘A
Simple Story,” about an affair
between a waltress and her boss,
is told in the sort of semi-
educated, defiberately mundane
voice much used these days. The
novel technique of employing
imperetive subtitles to drive, the
story (“Describe the restanr-
ant'™) is modestly interesting but
seems a separate matter from the
story itself. _
Surprisingly, the poetry is
superior to the fiction. A gener-
ous selection of 10 poems by
Lorna Crozier shows, with care-
ful rhythms and a considered
choice of words. the phenomena
of an ordinary hut resonant
world. The excerpt from John
Newlove's long poem in progress
is harder, more agonizing — the
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profile of a poet trapped indiffer-
ently in his self, saved only
perhapa by the remains of his
hard-won gift. David McFadden’s
prose poems are parsonal, anec-
dotal, sweet, and confused, All
these writers know how to use

quaga.

Metcalf and Rooke's only real
mistalie iS publishing M ichael
Darling’s supposed year-end
review of books. While | agree
with several of Darling’s critical
judgements, his morose and
bullying tore makes a2 mockery of
hisgearch for “moral vision,”
Hovr can someone desiring moral
vision alSo write that *““The enly
true test of awork is whether or
not it is well-written?’' And hovw
a critic complain of clichés and
then write that a character in a
novel “really steps off the
page?"

Nevertheless, I hope for and
expect a second Macwillan
Asthology next year. B

A mixture
of flavours

By Carole Corbeil

WRITERS IN ASPIC
edited by John Metealf,
Viiicede . 284nagz, $15.00
assnr% 91.%0"’ m‘f paer
JOHN METCALF has obviously
developed a regular appetite for
anthalogizing, For years now, he
has edited anmal selections of
Canadian fiction; the Macinillas
Anthology, co-edited with L eon
Roolse, IS his latest addition to the
annual genre. His palate is
catholic, bat refined. With tbe
exception of Keath Fraser, the
“*uniters in aspic” arethe same

f e

he collécted in Making It New,
his 1982 anthology: Clark Blaise,
Mavis Gallant, Hugh Hood, Nor-
man Levine, Alice Munro, Leon
Rooke, and Metcalf himself.
(Metcalf’s taste is even more
stringently refined when it comes
to his owa work: the same story,
abeit a very good one,
represents him in both Aspéc and
Making |f New.) The stodes in
Whriters in Aspic, moreover, are
the same stories that Metcealf col-
lected for a 1985 issue of The
Literary Revisw, )

'What sets Writers iNn Aspic
apart from its predecessors is the
aptly named aspic: the critical
essays that accompany the sto-
ries. The emphasis here iS on
“discussion and criticism.” Asall
Metcalf’s readers probably know,
his catholicity, or recycling
energy. is just one aspect of his
obsession with the quality of crili-
cism in this country. He will show
us the best, over and over,
because we can’t be trusted to
find it ourselves.

I do not use the word ohses-
sion lightly. An obsession ean
look like an argument, can even
contain a kernel of truth, but
unlike an argument it has a cir-
cular nature, static content, and
a charged atmosphere about it.
Metcalf's ealy attacks on critics
were notorious for their veno-
mous humour, but |ately ha has
been content to set up a polarity
betwaen thematic criticism and
the formal, textual criticism he
favours. ‘‘Much of our criticism
in the last decade.” be writes in
the introduction to Aspie, “ has
been thematic, quarrying hum
fiction and poetry material for the
fllustration Of such topics as the
Canadian National Identity; these
essays concern themselves,
more usefully, in rmy opinion, with
the writer’s text.”

This is hardly contentious stuff.
Critics should of course concern
themselves with the writer's
text. But there is something in
Metcalf's tone that ends up inflat-
ing the argument beyond its
means, Is there really a big wall
of thematic eriticism out then?,
keeping readers and writers
apart? Does it require relentless
assault? | s there really such *'dis-
cord and division between nation-
alists and internationalists’ within ,
tbs Canadian literary community?
Are poor Canadian readers really
kept in the dark by “‘dull boys
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who ar e too busy doing giant jig-
saw puzzles of the Fathers of
Confederation to come out and
Plﬁy"?

Y es, writers deserve better
critics, but they also deserve
more readers. And this seams
closr to what drives Metcalf.
When you can't get widespread
recognition — and Most writers
in this country, even vary good
ones, get very little recognition
— what you need more that any-
thing 15 a nod of understanding,
"Itis ’!l ,‘m' EE
Metcalf i his introduction to
Aspic, "'for me to comment at any
length on Michael Darling’s essay
on ““Single Gents Only,” [Met-
cali’s own story], but I would fike
to say that the nuts and bolts he
concerns himself with arepre-
cisdy the nuts and bolts | spend
so much time tinkering with when
Iwrite” Ay, there's tbe nod.

The effect of the aspic device
— each story is followed by 2
“close textual’’ reading — is
unfortunately not at all what Met-
calf imagines it to be in bis
introduction. Theaim iS admira-
ble. Who could quibble with criti-
cism that is alive to '‘voice,
texture, and thetoric?”" Who
could ignore essays that are
“imbued with an obvious love of
writing and of language and with
a delight in communicating that
love??

Most of the essayists in aspic.
however, are reticent and ear-
nest, so involved with the
rhetoric of the writing that they
simply repeat the story in quotes,
making the obvious more obvi-
ous. Love is, after all, a collabo-
ration, not a repetition of the
other. There are few flashes of
insight here, and little of the
quickening of discovery that
defines a critie’s voice.

Thete are exceptions. Robert
Lecker's essay on Clark Blaise’s
“A North American Education”
is by far the most perceptive and

intefligent essay in the bodk, even

though he studiously avoids deal-
ing with the cruelty of the story’s
crucial passage, when the narra-
tor's fathar sets up and then
crashes his son. Constance
Rooke’s reading of Mavis Gal-
lant’s story, “‘Trina," iS sensitive
to nuance, and through 2 process
close to identification, does
marage to glow. James Mait-
land’s essay on Alice Munro's
story, "*Walker Brothers:Covw-
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boy.” is also sensitive, even
though he would like to rewyite
tbe ending of the story. It would
have been interesting if Maitland
had explored how Munro
manages to subvert conventional
notions of Hime through her nar-
rators’ supple voices. The past,
the present, the moment of tell-
ing are inseparable here, as they
are in many of Munro's mysteri-
ously alive storfes.

Some critics give too much to
the writer. Keath Fraser's
“‘Healing”" is a very good story,
bat it is overwritten. The verbi-
age is not just a deliberate device
that defines tbe psychopathic
voice of the narrator. And what
are we to make of the the battle
of two academics, T.D.
MacLulich and Lawrence
Mathems, .over Norman Levine's
rather dull, withholding Story, “A
Small Pirnn. of. Ble!*%Tt_cpams
a tad nutty. As does this kind of
dogged approach to imagery:
“Therearealso," writes Mat-
thews, **z number of references

showing Tree the light switch,
the dim Eght bulb on the train, the
sundown arrivel at the mine, Wil-
lie Hare turning his light on, ask-
ing Tree to turn it off, the ‘naked
light' shining in Tree's own
room, the candle flame, the hot
sunshine Of tbe last scene.”
Thank you, Mr. Matthews.

L eon Rooke’s Story "“The Ead
of the Revolution and Other Sto-
ries” Is complex, enigmatic, a bit
like a knot; it gets tighter the
more you fiddle with it Critic
Simone Vauthier does a lot of
smart semiological fiddling in her
piece, but she is at odds with her-
self. Bent on figmring the story
out, she repeatedly asserts that
this would be reductive. At one
point she fears giving away ths
“key"” prematurely, at anather
ghe writes that “‘too intense a
preoccupation with the solving of
enigmas implies a concern with
realism, a commitment to the the
values of order and coherence’
— in other words, ‘‘a monologi-
cal definition of the real,'” which
may be out of place in this case,
““The End"” takes a Hberated
approach to the restraints of con-
vention, of culture.” Such fears
— of advocating “closure”
(zasp), of being concerned with
“realism” (double gasp) — are
the superege voices of this ki
ofcriticism. By completaly disal-
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lowing the volatile, emotional
aspect of the experience of read-
ing, these voices strand the critic
on a dry bed of clever equivo-
cation.

While most of these essays are
compatent, inteligent, and ardu-
ously attentive, they have the
unintentonal effect of making the
stories shine with quirky alive-
ness, with rrace and briliance. it
is a pleasure to read them, to fly
from one to the other, g?uiltily
dodging the squeaking of spar-
rows wedged in between. Maybe
this is appropriate in so anthol
designed for “‘students™ as well
as giemeral readers. Maybe Met-
calf is on o something. So much
of the early, and very red pleas-
ure of literature has to do with a
nzed to soar above the misguided
pedagcgy that ties our better
instincts down. In Wrikers in
Aspic, Metcalf provides the
pretext. (i

All that
glasnost jazz

By Nozman Snider

TALEIN MOSCOW
BLUES

by Josaf Skvorecky,

Lesicr & Orpen Dennys, 384 pages,
o17.95 ﬁ%

(ASBN 9 88619 156 3).

QUE OF the repercussions of the
Soviet invasion of

in 1853 can be recorded not so
much in the realm of political his-
tory as in the history of ideas.
The contempiible repression of
the Dubcek govemment by the
Sovizts had the effect of once and
for all refisting the notion, for yet
anothar generation of educated
YWesterp opinion, that Marxism,
taken as a practical method of
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social organization rather than a
theoretical academic critigue, was
in any way a force for human
liberation. one of the writers
most responsible for com-
municating this important fact is
the Czech novelist now perma-
nently a resident of Canada, Josef
Skvorecky. Talkin' Moscow
Blues, a collection of essays writ-
ten in English, is nominally con-
cemned with music, literature, arid
film as well as poliics, b at
Skvorecky has really one topic:
the suppression Of the Czech
people in the 20th century by the
forces of German and Russian
totalitarianism,

Politically speaking, Skvorecky
is one of a kind: a jazz conserva-
tive. This is not to say that like
the late English poet Philip Lar-
kin he believes that all authentic
jazz came to an end with Max
Kaminsky and Zutty Singleton
and that Charlie Parker and bop
represent the Antichrist. Rather,
his experience of American swing
during bis youth in the 1940s was
as close as he's come to mysti-
cal revelation. For Skvorecky jazz
represents ‘'explosive creative
energy.” |t iSnotjust music but
the life force itsdlf, “the love of
youth which stays tndy in one's
soul,” Skvorecky’s allegiance not
only to jazz but to Western
writers like Hemingway, Chan-
dier, and Faulkner was bound to
get him into trouble with both the
Nazis and the Soviets. (One
might add that the spirit of jazz
permeates the best of his fiction.
That small masterpiece, The
Bass Saxophone, captures the
unbridled spirit of jazz just as well
as anything Jack Kerouac aver
wrote and displays a great deal
more Ellington-ish poise and
sophistication.)

I N Taikin' Moscow Bilues,
however: Skvorecky is less con-

cemmed with the discussion of
jazz, film, and literature thanvnth
the hlstory of their suppression
|0 Czechoslovalda. Under the cir-
cumstances, his obsession is
understandable, but, boy, it sure
makes mel ancholy reading.
Skvorecky is a militant opponent
of ideological thinking, but all his
writing on cultural Subjects is
dominated by politics. As a result,
we discover that what ha likes
best about Faulkner is that the
great Southemn novelist |acks any
sense of ., What he
likes best about writers 28 spec-

tacularly different as Evelyn
Waugh and Henry Miller is that
they bothk drive Czech cultural
bureaucrats wild with frritation.
(Although Miller and Waugh were
probably incapable of being in the
same mom together for more
than SO seconds, seen from a
Central Europsan perspective
the work of both novelists radi-
ates an enviable audacity only
possible in the free culture of the
West.) Because of Skvorecky's
political fixations, he says little
that is of fresh interest about
Waugh, or Miller, or Hemingwray,
or Lester Young, except that the
Blue Meanies did their best to
wipe them out. This we already
knew.

Nor, despite his ipterest in jazz
and his friendship with Allen
Ginsberg, can Skvarecky be
described in any fashion as hip.
The essays in Talkin' Moscow
Blues lack the styligtic drive of
the stories in The Bass Saxo-
phone: the prose is grey, stolid.
His experience of Marxism has
led him to extol the virtues of
those dedicated nonswingers, the
bourgeoisie. Everything in these
essay’s represents solid good
sense; nobody in his right mind
would dispute with Skvorecky on
matters Czechoslovak. One com-
miserates with his suffering and
the suffering of his people; but
Talkin' Moscow Blyes sure ain't

music.

Like most Central European
exiles, Skvorecky finds North
Americans, deprived of the
experience of the knock on the
door at 4 a.m., insufficiently
bowed down with FPeltsclinérz.
His observations about Canadian
political naivety vis-2-vis the
Soviets are based on an account
of a government-sgonsored trip
to Prague by some obscure ding-
bat from that august publication,
The Winnipeg Sun. As the editor
of this collection, Sam Solecki,
points out in his intreduction, on
matters political Skvorecky is
predictable and intransigent. He
skirts the larger issues of the
Cold War in favour of easy peace-
ik targets; as his exchange with
George Kennan in a recent New
York: Review Of Books indicates,
he is unmilling to give Mikhail
Gorbachev credit for the least bit
of good will or put an iota of cre-
dence in glasnost. The whole
planet can go up in nuclear flames
hefore Skvorecky will forgive the
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Soviets a thing, In his place, I'd
probably feel the same way. The
hard fact is that if the condition
of the fiberation of Prague is
World War III, then Prague \yj||
prohably etay unlibaratesd.,

The discrediting of Marxism as
a political program, as accom-
plished by the many central Euro-
pean exiles including Skvorecky,
has some not SO healthy implica-
tions, Itis the effect of books like
Talkin® Moscow Blues 10 dis-
cotrage any sense of polifical acti-
vism or urgency towards social
reform, because such actions, if
one is to take the ian or
the Polish or the Czech
experience 28 an example, 2ll end
up in one place: the concentration
camp. Domestic conservatives,
like Skvorecky's sophomoric fan
club at the Jdler, are all too eager
to take the lessons of the Euro-
pean experience and place them
in a Capadian context, where
they don’t apply. I all social ideal-
ism is foredcomed, then all that's
left to do is stay home and listen
to your Benny Goodman records
while the Blue Meanies run the
country for their -own ends.
There are still a few of us left
unwilling to do that.

L. A.
North

By Brian Fawceit

Seal Books, 300
e o o oy .

FOR THOSE outside B.C. who
have (metcifully) already forgot-
ten Expo 86 and are wondering
what kind of people would elect
a man lke Bill Vander Zalm as
premier of the province, Jinmy
Pattison is the man who had the
job offered to him first. There
was even a six-month petiod —
while Pattison was the president,
chief a:ecutive, and resident
to Expo 86 — when the
ﬁeople of B.C. might have made
m emperor. His autobiography,
done with the help of 50 hours of
tape recordings and some dick
editing by Paul Grescoe, is tes-
timony that B.C. might just be
better off with Vander
On the cover of the book, vm.h
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a pravy-eating grin on his face, is
Jimmy himself, tugging at the
bon tie be always wears, and
with what appears t0 be several
pounds of solid gold on each
wrist. Just above his almost-cute
bald head is the book’ s title in
gold print. Ostentation, B.C.
style.

Have | got you alittle curious?
Good. Jii Pattison, by his
ovm rights, is the five-foot-six-
inch, Bible-quoting Pentecostal
president and sole shareholder of
one of Foviuse magazine's 500
larnest corporations, the Richest
Mao West of Toronto, and the
ovmer of a flock of companies that
includes Neonex, Crush Interna-
Honal, about athird of B.C."s
supermarkets. an array of car
dealerships, and a substantial
communications network. He
hangs around with people like
Bob Hops (whe called B.C. *a
suburb of Jim Pattison”). Ronald
Reagan, Oral Roberts. and Lee
Tacacea, from whose antobiogra-
phy he took the figure of 50 hours
of tape recordings as a measure
of what his ovm should be based
on.
He's a shameless name-

drapper, a right-wing bureaucrat-
basher sod a self-rightecus gee-
whizzing business Christian who
makes a virtue out of the fact
that, every month, he fires the
salesman who sells the lowest
number of cars at his anto dealer-
ships. But you know what's the
most frightening thing about him?
No matter how hard you fight it,
you'll probably find yourself
admiring the guy.

He is, for one thing, nota bigot
— unlike Vander Zalm. He has
strong loyalties, strong ideas, and
strong values, all of which he's
thought through. | happen to dis-
agree with most of them, sure,
but there’s something about bis
candour that tells you that he
deals off the top of the deck. And
that he hasn't the dlightest idea
when he doesn't. That’s what
scares me.

In fact, he's kind of like that
guy we all knew when we were
growing up — the one who ran
the comer store, or radio shop,
or whatever, and wasthe presi-
dent of the local Kinsmen er the
Chamber of Commerce. Except
that in Pattison’s cass, be “made
good” beyond his wildest

dreams, and beyond soy rational
expectation.

Jimmy Patlison: An Aulobiog-
raphy |S a good book if you want
to know what makes B.C. tick,
or if you want to know what kinds
of values are prevalent in teday's
business community. And asan
antidote, |'d sug%esi you also
read Russell Kelly% hostile Pai-
tison: Portrait Of a Capitalist
Superstar (from Vancouver’s
New Star Bocks), so you'll know
what Pattison iSn't telling you.
The way things are going, it's
probably worth your time. No
one knows which province is
going to be B.C.'ed neat. 0

Wilde thing

‘By B. W. Powe

OSCAR WILDE
by Rickard Ellmann,

i { » m (]
S e 650 b
(ISBN @ 670 81420 2).

0sCAR Fingal O'FlLihertie 'Wills
Wilde (his poetess mother said of
his name, “‘Isn’tit grand, misty,
sod Ossianic?’") posed aesthetics
against anaesthetics, paradox

against ideology. Wilde brought
wildness and public crisis to the
English fin de sizcle and helped
prepare ‘the cultural field for
modernism. The Wilde revival
now reminds us that we too wit-
ness a century’s end. Richard
Ellmann's biography dramatizes
that Wilde is the contemporary of
Elig;e who want a new cultural

Wilde is remembered for |ds
quick epigrams. Naturally.
Ellmann bas written a 632-page
bobk about him, Maxim: a ore-
liner needs along study.

Ellmann raised scholarly biog-
raphy to the level of dramatic nar-
rative fiction with James Joyce
(1959). He is excellent with story
Iine, good at direct statement,
thorough in his research. Ellmann
has had less success with his
mosaics of idess, like Esinant
Domain (1967), because he is
uncomfortable with luminations,
networks, eclectic conditions for
ingight. He works in straight
lines: his anecdotes are organized
as.. .anecdotes. No imaginative
intellect, Ellmann does bring
sympathy to his subjects.

The btography confirme that

" CHRISTIAN FAITH |

THE GWEN PHARIS THE BERGSONIAN
AND SOCIETY RINGWOODPAPERS CONTROVERSY IN
by G. Harland ISSN 0831-4497 FRANCE
Thisbook focuses on some  Themostrecenttitleinthe ~ 2YR.C. Grogin
ofthemostpr essingissues Canadian Axchival Inventory Two themes arepresentin
ofourtimesaudbringsan Series. The Ringwood Papers  this book, Thefirstis to
unusual breadth of histori- offéradetailedrecordofthe  show how central thecon-

cal uuderstauding and depth
of theological wisdom.

artistic development of this

_ ) troversy over Bergson was
iImportant dramatist.

totbetur moiloftheearly

June 1988/6x9/paper Feb 1988/6x9/paper 20th centuryinevery
ISBN 0-919813-62-3 ISBN (-919813-60-7 aspect of intellectual life;
$0.95% $19.95 science, religion, politics
Co——— and literature, and then to
Orderfrom showther easonsforthe

centrality aud popularity of

The University of Calgary Press
Bergson's ideas during that

* 2500 University Drive NW

Calgary, Alberta period.
June 1988/6x9/hc
. TZN1N4 ISBN (0-919813-30-5
P&HS1.50perbookinCanada  *Prepublicationprice $19.95%
=mﬂ

Jung-luly 1888, BOOKS [N CANADA 31

R AT S e — Y — e ] TR A L. SRR e e g T i T R e e T L T

LR ol T’ sy Tab . sueplonel i =


http://www.inscroll.com/search0_bic.asp?begCount=1&choice=A&word=Richard+Eilmann

LI e T LI N N SR S AR W

— it

Wilde’s art lives in the epigram.
His subject was the sensibilify of
Iz audience. Wilde's wrifings and
witticiams are like letters or dia-
logues that encourage response
and correspondence. At the
draaitre Of Lady Windeymere's
Fasr (1892), Wilde said to an
appreciative gathering. | con-
sratulate you on the gregd success
of your performance, which per-
suades me that you think glmost
as highly of the play as I do
myself.” An epigram needs a
Nstener, a straight man, to feed
back another word or phrase.
“ The spectator is to bs recep-
tive,” he said. “Ha.is the violin
on which the master is to play.”’
Wit needs an other: a completing
art. “The essence of goed dia-
ogue,” Wilde commented. “is
interruption.”” He praised lazi-
ness and leisure; bat be despised
docility and entrapment. He
would generously invite anyone
to converse with him at anv tims.
*'He certainly has a never-failing
boizhosie,"” a witness said,
“'which makes bim roar with
laughter at his own absurd the-
ories and strange conceits. .."”
Ellmann narrates what happened
when this liberal tallker — who
asked dulled sensibilities to
dream of baauty - talked himself
out of comedy and into tragedy.

Wilde' s wit — bls presence of
mind — enlarged his public per-
sona: the mask of the dandy. Bx-
part publicity discarded humility.
He recalleq aristocracy, but as a
parody of pomp: the self bacame
a thaatre. At the same time he
made bisexuality the secret thrill
of his concerns: homosexuglity
was tha love that dared not speak
its name; it was promiscuity that
the English public suspacted he
flaunted in their face.

The witty epigram aids oral
memory and tba spontaneous
moment. What you lose with
epigrammatic writers is logic,
sequence, and dogmatism. The
best method of operation, then,
is the maxim, the fragment (the
parable and anecdote), and con-
versation. Once the - epigram
becomes the artist’s primary
method, a writer’s lines become
sacsaovable, though he risks
sounding fippant, a coiner of
clichés. (In passing: the epigram
is & style peculiarly suited to a
postliterate audience. On the
printed page, the pithy phrase
reads like a headlire; in oral deliv-
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he annexes everything,' (Pound
in 1908: *“Utter originality is of
course out of the question.’”)

Dynamic interplay with tbe
audience continues through con-
tradiction — even of yourself.
““My next book,” Wilde said.
“may be a perfect contradiction
of my first.” _

Repudiate previous work!
Throw over your books and begin

28] again. Wilde understood the call

= of the radical ego. You must con-

ery, the remark is the one-liner
everyone |oves to repeat.)

In public, Wilde poked fun at his
own making and unmaking of
sense. I ke hearing myself talk,
It i3 one of my greatest pleas-
ures. ] often have long conversa-
tions all by myself, and I am so
clever that sometimes | don’t
understand a word of what | am
saying.”

Awit, like Wilde, assumes that
we will fill in the blanks. Masks
power of illugion and involve-
ment. But as Ellmann states, tbe
acts of unmasking and discovery,
both in life and in art, gave
Wilde's work its tension and vul-
nerahility. The Piclure of Dosian
Gray, The Inportance OT Being
Eavranest, and The Critic as Ariist
gwing hack and forth in a ritual
exposure of plots and subplots,
ideas and counter-ideas, perso-
nae and secret selves.

Eilmann argues for the serious-
ress of Wilde's attempt to make
2 new culture of witand beaty.
His personality was shaped into
an art object: hewas ared fake
— which is more of an accom-
plishment than most pecple rezl-
ize. (Wyndham Lewis's 1914
code: *‘Cherish and develop, side
by side, your six most constant
indications Of different personali-
ties.””) Wilde used shock tactics
through a double plotting with
then-currept French decadence
and a conscious retuning of the
Hellenic cult of beauty. Wilde's
aesthetics drew attention to the
industrialized milien that was
mechanized, colourless, and con-
formist. (Eliot’s Prufrock is also
an end-of-the-century - Pierrot
who sees a City “etherized upon
a table.””) "‘The originality I
mean,”” Widessid.,", . .1s otigi-
nality of teeatment not of euh-
ject. The true artist is known by
the use of what he annexes, and

&tantly break down your Limits:
treat success as fallure, failure as
success. Trade in old masks for
new ones; never commit the mis-
take of believing yourself fixed.
Wilde felt the necessity of trans-
formation: he knew the faise
pretensions of the puritan and the
destructiveness of the hedonist.
He sought a poise that could tum
and change and yet hold a para-
doxical centre of character.
Wilde' slove for Art for Art's
Sake — his hyperaesthesia —
blinded him to the effect he had
on others. His rebel sensibility
was taken for an ideclogy of
depravity.-No one was quite sure
what dis-ease he was handing on.
{**Tradition"": from the Latin #ra-
dere, meaning to deliver or hand
on.) His bisexuality and its sus-
promiscuous ideas, which he
scattered like seeds evervwhere,
his pleasure in subverting con-
vention — all this guaranteed he
would soon be in trouble with the
morelity watchers of his day.
Ellmann's principal idea is his
theory that Wilde had another
trouble: syphilis. According to
Ellmann, syphifis was the subtext
of disease tbat infected Wilde's
stoties and verse. Ellmann attrib-
utes Wilde's moodiness and occa-
sional melancholia to the disease.
This allows an interesting reread-
ing of Dorian Gray.
Fortunately, it is difficult to
explain anyone by his disease.
That Wilde may have been syphi-
liie = who wasn't at that time?
- does not become Elimann’s
obsession. His speculations are
limited to a footnote and several
asides. Disease as subtext will
have to wait for further develop-
ment by those in the midst of the
Great AIDS Plague — with its
accompanying terror of touch,
contact, and influence.
The restless sexuality that
Ellmann describes shows that
Wilde did not want to be con-

tained. H e desired contact, am-
tinually. The conversational art
assured that his books, essays,
and plays would not be fully self-
contained artefacts. (About
Dorian Gray, he said, “‘All con-
versation, no action.””) His work
needed others to twist the
paradoxes, recall the leamed alla-
sions, imagine alternatives.

Wilde compressed information
so0 that ideas and perceptions
could be passed on quickly: this
compression and speed are over-
looked as a source for further
debate and as a mathod of explor-
ing sensitivities. Wilde'’s public-
ity was dramatic; and his drama
had to be acted out to its end.
After Wilde's trial for corruption,
his legend lived in a vulgarized fip
through gossip and inmuendo. Out
of decay comas rebirth. It took
the modernists. like Pound and
Joyce, to see the value of the
debate between past and
present, self and environmest,
that Wikde bad began. The best
art for Wilde was incomplete. A
process remains open when itis
ploneering, flawed, and full of
twists.

Where iS such exploration
now? In North America, the
moratizing monologue has
replaced didogue and wit. In aca-
deme, writers without areader-
ship hecome hopelessly fixed; the
static system is preferred to con-
tradiction and flexibilitvy, Most
think if you tell a joke no one will
take you seriously. A literate vor-
tex like the London Wilde knew

. has become a corporate whirl

where the only bonds are bond
trading and spying (James Bond).
Wilde' s iconoclasm would no
doubt end up an a TV talk show:
his quick repartee turned into a
late-night letter-man for today.
Wilde' sfinale was poignant for
a master of conversation and con-
troversy. He ended sick, broke,
and almost alone —- a position he
had imagined iz fables aboxt des-
troyed statues, poems on pup-
pets, stories riddled with mystery
and hauntings. Like most self-
absorbed individualists, \Wilde
craved attention: introspection
was digplaced by pat-on and
provocation. De Profundss,
ostensibly a confession, accuses
an imagined reader — Lord
Alfred Douglas — from inside a
prison cell as if that other were
there to be redressed like the
real criminal in the trial,
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addressed like a tangible
presence, and dressed down like
aspoiled child. The apologia is
cast as aletter; the meditation iS
aimed outward, not inward; it is
amissile launched to again Seek
a hypocrite leclenr.

His life was lived like an epi-
gram: he showed how fr you can
o before you go too far. In'the
end, Wildedid not understand
that an extermalized thought
process would betaken as super-
ficial (translation: how do | know
what |’ M thinking until |’ ve said
it?); he couldn’t imagine that his

ertisements for himself
invited reactionary amd not
revolutionary completion. The
revenge of the hypocrites had
been shocked disapproval; and
the force of law acted like a cen-
sor to stifle this anarchist of epi-
grams. So Wilde’s public theatre
beeame Reading Gaal, an exilein
Italy, and a slum in Paris.

Prisons held prisoner C.3.3. I
. . . wish,”” Wilde wrote to Cun-
ninghame Graham, ““we could
talk over the many prisons of life
~ prisons of stone, prisons of
passion, prisons of intellect, pri-
sons of morality and the rest —
all limitation, external or internal,
all prisons, realy.”

Paradox sustained him. “| shall
dieas| have lived,” he said,
“beyond my means.”” \We are
indebted to Ellmaun for reviving
this Wilde thing: a dsssiclst
whose radical ego made his lan-
guage exceptional; a romantic
obsessed with form; an intellec-
tual who was too skeptical to be
an atheist; a revolutionary of sen-
sibility who despised the mob; an
entertainer who was too serious
to be solemn; an isolated figure
searching for a receptive other;
a crushed man who was never at
aloss for words.

Recommendation: rename the
George Bernard Shaw Festival
Theatre in Niagara-on-the-Lake
Wilde World. Replacing a didact
with one whose deathbed line
was addressed to peeling wall-
paper: “Well,” Witde said, “one
or the other of us has te go.'’ [

Clear-eyed -
nostalgia

By Norman Sigurdson

A BASKET OF APPLES
by Shirley Faessler,

BRI e L i

%Efcgﬁm & Stmrt, 224 m:

eClelland & Stewart, 216 pages,
85 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 1917 3).

BOTH OF THESE two new collec-
tions of short stories are firmly
rooted in a sense of place —
Toronto’s Kensington Market
area in Shitley Faessler's A
Basket of Apples and the western
prairies in David Carpenter’s
Gad's Bedfellows. In each case
the location takes on a special
importance, becoming almest
another character in the nar-
rative. .

The more interesting of the
two is Faessler's collection of
nine linked stories, most of which
were published in the Aflantic
Monihly magazine in the late
19605 and early "70s. Heavily
nostalgic without being saccha:
rine, they are first-person
recollections of the warld of Jew-
isb immigrants from Russia and
Eastern Europe who Settled in a
small corner of Toronto in the
years between the wars.

The first six stories share a
common narrator, whose mind is
drawn back to the past when she
was young and her parents
generation was in its prime.
Taken together these stories
reveal the life of the community
through the eyes of someone
who was bern into it, grew up,
and moved away. She l0oks back
with warmth and affection, but
also with dear-eyed honesty.

The stories are arranged
chronologically in the order of the

.vents depicted (but not in the

order in which they were writter)
and this Qives the collection both
the depth and vividness of charac-
ter typical of a good short story
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and the sustained sense of nar-
rafive that a novel allows.

There is a slightly folk-tale
quality to the stories. liberally
larded with Yiih terms and
expressions, and this Suits the
sad, funny, exuberant tone
exactly. The characters them-
selves seem both larger than life
and believably human at the same
time,

Along the way we piece
together the narrator’s biogra-
phy. Her mother dies when she
and her brother and sister are
very young and her father,
Ayrom, a Rumznian immigrant,
through the offices of a match-
maker, finds a second wife, Cha-
yele, “‘an old maid of thirty-five
and entirely without prospects:
Chayele’s family calls Avrom the
*‘Rumanian Beast’’ and he calls

* them the ““Russian hordes.” The

narrator grows up on the border
between the rival camps.

She eventually marries a Gen-
tile, gets divorced, and drifts
away from the community and
the family. But the sight of an old
woman or the thought of her’
father's death brings the
memories back. In any case, the
stories are more about the neigh-
bourhood than about her.

Wemeet her uncle Yankev, the
vigorous, coarse-natured boot-
legger and his seemingly mis-
matched wife, Henye, a stooped,
sour old crone. \We meet her
father, aproud night watchman.
and her simpering, histrionic cou-
sins Gedalyeh and Mischa.

The final three stories revolve
around a group of nejghbourkood
women who meet each Saturday
night for a session of poker and
gossip. The dialogue crackles
with humour and the joys of k-
ing despite life’s harsh reality.
Faessler's tales are snbtle and
accomplished and her delicate
balancing act between sentiment
and clear-sighted 3ppraisal isa
pleasure to behold.

The stories in God's Bedfel-
Iows, the third book of fiction by
Sagkatoon writer David Car-
penter are likewise mogtly first-
person narratives. These stories
are more varied. but less
polished. Carpenter has a ten-
dency to allow his narrators to
ramble on a bit too much, and the
structure of some of the pieces
is quite weak,

These are the sort of digres-
sive, bleary tales you might

expect to hear just before last call
in a prairie beer parlour. In most
of them the narrator wants to tell
you about a particular event in his
life that marked bim in some way,
but which he still cannot quits
figure out no matter how often he
goes over |It.

In thetitle story, for example,
aman who recently bad his leg
amputated (many of the narrators
are somehow physically disabled,
a rather clumsy metaphor)
Epends a drunken night in an

dmonton mental hospital dis-
cussing divinity with arecently
flipped-out friend. The next day
he either does or doss not meet
God on acrasstawn bus.

In other stories, one parrator
tries to come to terms with the
disappearance of his childhood
friend, a young Indian gitl, who
seems 10 have been kidnapped by
a bear. and another, a
wheelchair-bound former hockey
player, strikes up a relationship
with a professor in a stalled
elevator,

There is in these stories a
sense of both the isolation and the
unbounded expectations of the
wide open landscape that charac-
terize the praitie psyche, You can
almost feel the bite of the wind
and the swirling snow. In their ,
blend of satire and mythology and
their earthy colloquialism, these
gtories show the influence of
another prairie writer, Robert
Kroetsch, under whom Car-
ﬁenter has studied. Carpenter's

aunted, wounded characters,
alone against the vast landscape,
are portrayed with compassion
and -humour, but they need a
firmer authorial hand to rein in
their excesses. [
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FIRST NOVELS

Ways to
the woods

Like Janice Kulyk Keefer's Spruce Harbous,
Joan Clark’s Niska is
a fictional world complele unto i1tself

By Douglas Hill

TO BEGIN, a pair of Sender
volumes with ambitions. Botb
The Venetian, by Graat Buday
(Qolichan, 102 pages, $8.95
paper), and the half-finished
christ, by james misfeldt (Fifth
House, 55 Paw. $8.95 paper),
attempt to extend tbe limits of
tbe conventional novel. The
results are misxed; win one, lose
one.

Buday's originality is agift for
historical reinvention. He
imagines the Mongolian Empire’s
roya city of Kanbalut (now Beij-
ing) at tbe end of the 13tb cen-
tory. There a homesick,

~drunk Marco Polo, racked
with malaria, nears the end of his
20-year stay at the court of the
aged Kubla Khan. Polo wants to
leave: the Khan wants bim to
stay. The two men converse at
length, with each other and their
advisers (in Polo’s case his father
and uncle): they drink tea and
smoke opium; the topics they dis-
cuss include such matters as exis-
tence, empire, fortune-telling,
the course Of their relationship.

Buday's writing is awkward In
a few places where his odd phras-
ing seems to serve NO particular
purpose. but on the wholeit's
effective in evoking the

atmosphere of spiritual paralysis

and trancelike mystery he aims
for. Polo, as Buday portrays him,

15 a man who has “‘lost the faith,”’
an interesting study in rootless-

ness. Asan artistic exercise, a
sort of imaginative set-piece, The
Veaclian is thought-proveking.

That it's fietionally fairly inert,

consisting mostly of meditations

and dialogue, doesn't redly

matter.

Them are no capital |etters or
punctuation marks in Misfeldt's

book, which, along with a touch
of temporal dislocation and few
stretches of stream Of conscipus-
ness, is about the extent of itS
experimentalism. |t certainly
doesn't offer anything new in the
way of characters or ideas. The
dory is set in the late 1950, the
first-person narrator is anovelist
in his40s who's |ft his wife and
taken up with a young actress; he
ends time with his feminist

aughter and receives advice
from bis sister. He admitsto a
“selfdestructive bent.” The
novel’s journal form records his
denressing days, his observations
on the women who minister to
him, his writer's block and emo-
tional malaige, his dreams and
fantagies.

There are some clever lines in
t h e half-finished christ, some
insights, and . few moments of
sour humour. But it all seems
pretty unconnected, a piece of
neo-Beat navel-inspecting with-
out the energy of aKerouac or
the substance of a Burroughs.
For me, there’s too much in the
novel that's second-hand, tired,
unoriginzal; it all adds up to much
less than the sum of its parts.

Barking Dogs, by Terence
M. Green (McClelland &
Stewart, 214 pages, $23.95
cloth), starts off with a bang, and
promises to be a fast-moving
futuristic high-tech cop thriller.
By the end, though, there isn't
enough technology, the action
has slowed ence too often to
catch up on a rather tired domes-
tic subplot, and the Rambo Nou-
veau revenge morality has
become tiresome. (Beware
novels bearing dust jackets bear-
ing likenesses Of Clint East-
wood/Dirty Harry.)

The novel iscleanly if conven-
tionally written. The dialogue is
snappy and sharp-edged and bet-
ter in general than the connective
prose, which stumbles occasion-
ally. The unambiguous Toronto
locations are a pleasant feature
and add familiar flavour to a story
set in 1999. For hardware,
there's tbe barking dog itself, a
sophisticated PEI'SONAI lie detec-
tor, beeper-sized, that gives
Metro cop Mitch Helwig an edge
in finding Sod eliminating
killers of his partner. This is fair-
to-good entertainment, compe-
tence in a genre and not a whole
lot more.

To say that Janice Kulyk
Keefer's Constellations (Ran-
dom House, 272 pages, $21.95)
is a technically accomplished
piece of work is a considerable
umderstatement. Part comedy of
manners, part backwoods Gothic,
part journey into female con-
sciousness, thbe novel displays
intrinsically interesting charac-
ters, important themes, and a
poet’s concern for structure,

image, and phrase. Unlike most
first novels, it creates tbe sense
of a fully imagined fictional world.

Keefer applies her talentsto a
small town called Spruce Har-
bow, located on Nova Scotia's
French Shore northwest of Hali-
fax. Claire Saulnier, in her 40s.
has come home after 15 years
awaly to teach music part tme at
ths [ocal Catholic college. A loner
by cholce, shs becomes involved
in tbe lives of four other people:
adisturbed and abused teen-
ager, Mariette; a self-centred
Parisian Frenchman, Bertrand,
posted to the college in lieu of
military service; a young Polish-
Canadian woman from Halifax, a
promising oboeist, who gives a
concert at the college and returns
for French immersion study in
the summer: and finally the col-
lage janitor, Hector. a former
protégé of Claire’s and a drop-out

ﬁ'o'\n/ll a philosophy Ph.D. program
in

ontreal,
It's one of Keefer's dear suc-
cesses that she can weave this
unlikely mix of locals and exotics
into a plausible web of passion,
rep& 100, and self-deception.
Each character in the drama is
revealed through carefully
differentiated interior mono-
logues; these soliloquies establish
background and motive and sel-
dom hold up the action of the plot,

which is fairly intricate. Keefer's
voices speak with insight into the
perils Of family relations, espe-
cially the troubled, sometimes
dangerous conflcits between
daughters and fathers.

My reservations about tbe
novel are, with one exception,
small. Keefer overplays her er-
dition, | think; the texture of
philosaphical and musical refer-
ence comes closg, in a few
places, to being pretentious (and
not just when the foolieh Ber-
trand is on stage). She also has'
atendency, admirably restrained
most of the time, to overheat her
prose; portions of Claire’s and
Mariette's monologes seam too
fancy for the circumstances they
are treating. Otherwise the writ-
ing is first-rate.

Consteliztions does a number
of things remarkably well. It's
inventive, intelligent, sure-
handed; the characters are clearly
drawn; the landscapes are
memorable. But for &l its craft,
its technical virtuosity, it |eaves
memildly disappointed. Keefer
gets under the skin of her charac-
ters, but she doesn't suggest that
shs sympathizes very much with
any Of them, that she validates
their ives or affirms their
dreams, eve* in part, even if
those lives and dreams are
defeated. And so | find Consiel-
lations pretty bleak; it doesn’t
-me. lIt's sharply observant,
almost clinically preciseinits dis-
section of love, egotism. and
other delusions, but I'm left with
awork of art that Seems heliow
at the core, where its heart
should be.

Now this is exactly where The
Victory of Geraldine Gull, by
Joan Clark (Macmillan, 288
pages, $19.95 cloth), succeeds.
If it makes less of literary tech-
piques, it makes rather more of
humanity. Like Keefer, Clark
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uses multiple harrative point Of
view, focuSes on a tightly circum-
scribed community, and deals
with questions of leaving, staying,
or returning. Here, too, events
from the past come to a dramatic

(and violent) head in the present.’

Clark sets her tale in a Cree vil-
lage called Niska on the shore of
Hudson Bay in the summer of
1978. The band chief, inspired by
a young activit, the local teacher
Patrick Eagle. wants to move the
settlement upriver 25 miles,
where it won't regularly flood.
The Catholic priest IS ineffectual,
the Hudson's Bay Company
storekeeper is racist. the white
art teacher who comesin for a
few weeks (Willa Coyle) iS well
naiveing There i S
widespread poverty, fith, and
alcoholism. And Geraldine Gull,
an Ojibway woman in her 40s
married to a Cree (and the
mother, before that marriage, of
Alexander Bear, a famous Native
atist and lately a suicide) is tir-
& up trouble with acts of van-
ddism and thievery.

Though many of these charac-
ters exhibit qualities we have
seen before, in life and in fiction,
and are therefore “typical.” it's
to Clark's great credit that none
(save perhaps tile priest) isin any
measurable degree a stereotype.
And thus each iswholly befeva-
ble: Patrick’s goals and limita-
tions, Willa’s fear and
determination, aboveall Geral-
dine's anger and loyalty, self-
destructiveness and cunning —
these seem the contradictions of
which real people are made.

Clark doesn't appear to strain
for literary effect, though she
does anumber of things unobtru-
sively well, She moves the point
of vievr around smoothly, and her
writing is clear and strong, at
moments eloquent, without eall-
ing attention to itself. She draws
her images from the natural world
§water. mud, trees, racks) and

rom the community (food,
shelter, stray dogs, garbage)
where she deploys her charac-
ters; she reveals beauty but
doesn’t gloss over pain and
degradation. The novel blends
Indian mytbs with the biblical
story of the flood; this theoreti-
cal underpinning feels unforced
{though obvioudy it's carefully
contrived), and it gives the action
of the plot considerable cultural
resonance.
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The story moves well, though
it could profitably be tightened
up. Willa's |etters to her sister.
for example, add pages, but
mostly repeat what the reader
aready knows. Clark of course
intends to go over her material
from different perspectives, but
this can work against theflow of
the story when characters tell
other characters (as occasionally
happens) about what we have just
witnessed. The suggestion here
isfor minor. but not merely cos-
metic, surgery.

The ending of the novel is both
dismaying and hopeful. Clark has
not resolved all the issues she’s
raised, but she's asked important
questions about interdependence
and shared responsibility, both at
the personal and societal ends of
the scale. Like Keefer's Spruce
Harbour, Clark’ s Niska is a fic-
tional world complete unto itself;
it will ultimately be the reader’s
taste and experience that deter-
mine which of these worlds she
or he prefers.

Constellations and The Vietory
of Gergidine Gull spring from
quite different fictiona impulses,
fictional ambitions. Though com-
parisons may help to point up how
different novels result from these
different beginnings, they should
not obscure the fact that, as one
of Jehn Barth's protean charac-
ters was wont to remark, “ Theo
are more ways to the waods than
one.” These are both, each for
its own reasons, fine novels. O

CORRECTION

The title of The Dreams of Zoo
Animeals, by Valmai Howe,
published by Nu-Age Editions
(Concordia  University)
appeared incorrectly in our
April edition. Books in

Canada regr ets this error.

[ CHILDREN'S BOOKS '

2

Girl’s own
stories

Heroines rather than heroes
set off on adver)tures in
most of these new picture boohs

By Anne Denaon

A BRIEF SURVEY of some recent
Canadian picture books reveals
that. despite their varied subjects
and styles, aimost all their pro-
tagonists are female. Whether
this is a matter of mere coinci-
dence, literary affirmafive action,
or perhaps just areflection of the
expected audience in the four-to-
eight age group, the adventures
of these determined young
heroines show beginning readers
a world beyond narrow girlish tra-
ditions of sugar and spice.

Among the current crop are
several tramslations of books
previoudy published in French.
The Birthday Party and The
Secret Code, both by Michel
Aubin with flustrations by Helene
Desputeaux, adapted by Shelley
Tanaka (James Lorimer) feature
tbe activities of aQuéb&coise
Madeleine, emphatically not to be
confused with Ludwig Bemel-
mans's Madeline. Although, from
the covers, she gives her name
to the series, she remains incog-
nitain the English text. Perhaps
these sties have |ost something
in the adaptation, S0 to speak. for
their plots, told in the chattily
confidential and very contem-
porary voice of the aforemen-
tioned gamine, seem a bhit
inconsequential and unlikely to
survive repeated readings. The
illustrations, too. are rather sdlf-
consciously charming, and more
likely to appeal to adults than
children

Anna, Paul and Tommyeat
Say Hello and Looking for
Tommycat (James Lorimer)
were also previouslypublished in
Quebec, and are dso part of a
series. a fact that is forcefully
driven home by the cliffhanger
endings of both books. Although
both adults and children relish the
anticipatory pleasures of an
extended series, | found this

method of pitching the eight
fortheoming titles a trifle crude.
Michel Bisson's vigorous, if mud-
dily coloured, illustrations, in a
style that combines cartoon and
German Expressionist woodcut
styles (Tommycat resembles an
Expressionist Sylvester)
dominate the minimal text by
Nicole Gerard and Pol Danheux,
adapted by Priscilla Galloway.
Although bath titles have the air
of glossy comic books, they could
provide brief enjoyment for the
younger end of the market. But
be prepared to come up with all
10 of theml

Foo by Richard Thompson,
illustrated by Eugenie Fernandes
(Annick), tells how little Jesse
blows kisses to every living thing
with uniformly joyous results and
finally galvanizes her mother,
sluggishly going through the
motions at her dance class far
across town, with these heart-
shaped guided missiles. The
book’s soft tone is faithfully
reflacted in the ilustrations.
Although Fop treads dangerously
close to saccharine sweetness. it
gently conveys 2 comforting mes-
sage to separation-anxious tod-
dlers, while introducing to them
the idea that parents, too, some-
times need encouragement and
reassurance.

It’s hard to imagine exactly
who might find similar consolation
or catharsis in Forget-me-not
{Annick Press), which deals with
one family’s experience of
Akzheimer’s disease. The book
was written and illustrated by
14-year-old Jonah Schein and
based on his own relationship
with his grandmother, who was
discovered to have the disease
when he was eight. Although he
uses the names of his real-life
siblings, whose photographs
appear at the conclusion of the
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book. be has chosen to tell the
story in the voice of bis sister
Becky. Regrettably, despite the
book’ s laudable intentions in
addressing a difficult and increas-
ingly common situation. it &es
not offer much toa child actually
facing such a problem. Surely
someone old enough to read or
to grasp the meaning of this dis-
ease would be unimpressed by
Schein's frankly amateurish and
clichéd drawings, in which
Grandma appears as the
archetypal hespectacled, cane-
carrying, grey-hair-in-g-bun and
skirts-to-the-floor figure that
must be at odds with the
experience of most children
today. Y et Schein’s commentary
isbrutally contemporary: on the
first page, before Grandma
arrives for a visit, the narrator
confides that “Matthew and |
don’t like our grandmother,” and
that the children avoid her as
much as possible. whether this
istypical of transgenerational
relations today. and | doubt that
it is. such sentiments hardly
enhance the pathos that should be
engendered by the subsequent
discovery of tbe grandmother’s
affliction, her decline, and the
news of her death four years
later.

RMorgan the Magnificent
(Groundwood) is a recent hook
by the writer and illustrator Ian
Wallace. Like his successtul Chin
Chigngand e Dragon's Dame,
it tells of a challenge that must be
met in the form of a public per-
formance. In this case, however,
the chalenge comes from within
the young heroine hersdf, rather
than being imposed by cultural or
familial expectations. In fact,
Morgan's determination t0 be a
high-wire artist iS discouraged by
her father untll the eircus sets up
near their farm and his daughter's
almost somnambulistic fulfilment
of her dreams wins him, and us.
over. Wallace’s complex and allu-
sive illustrations place her perfor-
mance in a magical space
somewhere betweer daydream
and reality and surround them
with the nostalgic rococo of the
quintessential Bii Top. His use
of pointillist passages, subdued
colours, and striking aerial per-
spectives recalls the circus paint-
ings of Degas and Seurat. At the
same time, the author’'s
cinematic approach enhances the
drama of Morgan's feat: he
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zooms in for a close-up as she
amost fdters, then pulls back to
show the full dimensions of her
triumph. Meanwhile, in the
corner of each page, tiny grisaille
caryatids provide a mimed com-
mentary on the action. The book
ends with Morgan's satisfied
return to what had seemed a
humdrum life, treasuring a trib-
ute from her idol and mentor, the
% nastasia.

v young girl's perilous
rite of passage IS the subject of
|ds and the Wool Smugglers,
by Sue Am Alderson and Ann
Blades. Set in a sheep-farming
community on an island off
Canada's west coast in the early

ears of this century, it tells how
ittle |da single-handedly foils
poachers set on stealing her pet
ewe and her two lambs and
emerges from the adventure
ready for new and longed-for
responsibiliies. AM Blades’s
careful dllustrations, facing each
page of the text, t this
simply told story with their
serene pastels, and their
solemnly naive quality seems to
reflect something of |da's own
personality. The double-page
vista of spring-softened meadows
and woods through which atiny
Ids and her little flock travel,
flanked by the hirking poachers,
is especialy lovely.

Goldie and the Sea by Judith
Saltman (also the author of the
usefl Modern Canadian Chil-
dren's Books) with pictures by
Kim LaFave (Groundwood) fea-
hues yet another spunky young
hercine. Nine-year-old Goldie iS
an independent sort whose family
consists of a cat and a sardonic
parrot, and who “‘gazed at the
world as if she were a fisherman
waiting to catch its marvels in a
net.”

Possessed by an overpowering
desire to see and paint the sea as
her’ grandfather bad done, she
Sets off with her two companions
to find it. Along the Waf/, they
encounter various people who
would benevolently deter Goldie
from reaching her goal. Like
Morgan and Ida, she perseveres
and eventually returns home
satisfied with her accomplish-
ment. Goldie’s odyssey IS told
with enough charm and humour
o engage adults as well as the
children they may read it to. and
LaFave’s delicate illustrations
reflect its playful appeal. O
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CRI DE PUMP

To Bob Blackburn

BuT ZOUNDS, Sii! Exscind your
column? No more E.,0.E., the
womb of wit, dissolvent of sole-
cisms, nemesis of nugacity,
persecutor of pedants, jeerer at
Jjargonmongers, taunter of tautol-
ogists and my treagured teacher?
Would you obtund My opsimathy?
What convinced you? Are'you not
persuasible? Verily, woel Hope-
fully you'll repent and relent.
Y'know what | mean?

Groovy stuff, your prose.
Pure. by adriven pm. Solid jive.
It really sends. I'll missit. My
pump will ache. Y ou dig me?

John T. Ross
New Liskeard, Ont.

AUTHOR AND CRITICS

| HAD TO sit through Matt
Cohen' s diatribe against critics at
tbe short story conference in
Paris, and was hoping hisarticle
would provide a more well-
considered agrument, |t wasn't
to be.

As awriter mysalf, | under-
stand his concern about critics —
especially those of the current
lanpuage-ohsessed school — who
seem fo be trying to displace
authors. But there’s nothing
wrong with saying that a writer's
fiction i influenced by, or in fact
grows out of, bisor her class
background, education (formal or
otherwise), religious views or
lack of them, etc. etc. | don't see
bow anyone can continue to
believe the Romantic myth that
a writer smply sits down in front
of a blank page and acts as the
conduit for Inspiration flowing
from some mystical spheres.

Furthermore, | suspect that
the literary communities of other
countries are just as insular as our
own; if they are nat, it would be
because they are larger, not less
prone to incestuous tendencies.
I've heard that New York's liter-

ary crowd exhibits those tenden-
ciesin abundance.

As for the silence that greeted
Matt's Kafka joke: we under-
stood it, all gight; we just dida't
think it wasall that funny.

Allan Weiss
Toronto

AS A LITERARY CRITIC WO has
thought a fair bit about the point
of what | do, | wasdisturbed by
ths self-indulgent narrowness of
Matt Cohen’s article (“' Author
and eritic™) in your April issue.
Yes of course. critics some
times fail to do justice to a par-
ticular work, and of course
they’ re not infallible -the vari-
ety of the responses of the W. H.
Smith/Books in Canada jury
members to the competition

finalists published in the same

issue makes that dear.

However, in my opinion criti-
cism is an art, and one that is a
necessary complement to literar
ture. Writers don't write in a
vacuum, conirary t0 Mr. Cohen's
belief. The act of communication
is what writing iS about, end |
kmow enough writers to be able
to say that most of them care
very deeply about being under-
stood, and replied to. by critics
they respect. Becausethat is
what criticism iS—a reply to the
writer, an articulation of the
reader response that is an essen-
tial part of the book’s existence,
and a furthering of the book’s
existence within cultura by tbe
discovery of and reflection on
some of its possibilities of mean-
ing. And | know that when |
immerse myself as a reader and
critic in a literary work that
“gpeaks’ to me, the journey |
embark on, which enly ends
when my own words take shape
around the text, is o1y version of
creativity.

Finally, |’ m enough of a eritic
to know that the difference
between Cohen’s view and mine
of the pact between writer sod
reader probably has something to
do with our gender, If Mr. Cohen
were to look more closely at that
“abyss’ be faces every time he
sits down to write, and to which
he attaches his “'prestige’” as a
writer, be might find it was a
projection of the “‘otherness’ be
needs to fed he'sin competition
with in order for his male iden-
tity to assert itsalf.

Women writers don’t spend an
inordinate amount of time glorify-
ing "“the idea of the hercic writer
facing the blank page” as he
does. They tend to be more in-
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terested in What they can say that

might ssekierto others. by giving

form to a shared and as yet un-
expressed reality.

Patricia Smart

Ottawa

APRIL 1970 — The biblioth&que
Ste Genevigve, Paris.

Suddenly, as | am rereading
Sones of Innocence, in preparation
for the Agrégation, the French
competitive exam giving access
to a teaching career and further
research, | fedl the presence of
two familiar individuals on each
side of me.

To my left. St. Satchel, the
schoolchildren’s saint, |0oks con-
cerned; “Are yousure, my dear,
that you have the patience, the
tolerance, the eternal youth, and
indestructible faith without which
you will “ever teach properly!”

To my right, St. Pen Ultimate,
the literary critics’ saint, assumes
a sarcastic tone: *“Can you swear
that you will always find the
deeper meaning and the beauty
where they lie. separate the
wheat from the chaff, arouse
interest where you find none?””

“I'll try, I'§ try, P'll dways do
my best! Now go back to Para-
dise, you two, where you belong.
Be blessed and be gone, and |et
me work in peace. | will eall you
if | need you.”

4 Februvary 1988 — The Sor-
bonne, Paris. During the first
jnternational conference on the
short stery in English.

1 am worried: he agreed to
come, then, from several
sources, | learned that he would
not, in Spite of his engage-
moot.. .

But Jo and behold! Here he isl
I knew I could trust him. From
this noble bullding, | send a grate-
ful thought to St. Pen Ultimate.

He isintroduced. A ripple of
excitement muns through the
assembly. He brandishes some-
thing. His paper? No! A pistol.
Bang! Bang! He shoots us all! |
see my dear friends, colleagues
and authors, collapse one after
the other while the poor man,
vho has obviously gone mad with
tbe stress of inspiration, sniggers
as he fires: “Academics, | bate
your guts! Me, afriend of yours?
An enemy, more likely!

As| liewith tbe atrocious pain
of the butlet in my chest, I feel
some unfairness in my fate. |
invoke My two saints. ‘‘Was I not
tolerant? Dii | not find beauty
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where it lay and arouse interest
even in the least interesting

se? My two saints appear,
sorrowful but helpless a the sight
of all this carnage.

But just before | expire, | see
Herbert Liebman, Albert Russo,
and Alan Siitoe raise their eyes
and Search for mine; their look
conveys theirfast m e “No.
no, do believe us. we authors are
not all like him!”

Claire Larridre
Université de La Sorbonne
Paris

WORDS, WORDS, WORDS

I EXPECT that roughly a thousand
people will have told Robert Ful-
ford by now that the word
enfomic means pertaining to
insects. What kinds of diction-
aries does he have? He had bet-
ter ask for his money hack.

It was a bit shocking to see our
erudite Canadian writer and critic
admit to such a lack of knowl-
edge! And in writingt

However, | think he did pick
the right person as winner for the
W. H. Smith/Books in Canada

award.
Elda Cadogan
Stratford

IN THE CHAIR

AS A WRITER, Mordecai Richler is
a winner, but asa judge for the
W. H. Smith/Books in Canada
First Novel Award for 1987, he
iS a failure, | fecl. When one sits
in the critic’s armchair, one
should abide by its rules and that
includes reading a book complete-
ly. In your Apnil edition, Mordecai
Richler showed a bitter display of
disrespect towards a fellow atist
by admitting he only read 70
pages of W. D. Barcus's Squat-
ters’ Island. Tossing aside a
miter's first novel because he
was bored is an error in
judgement.

Inthis same issue, Mary di
Michele writes in “Field Notes’
that there is a Iack of an indigen-
ous audience who will read Cana-
dian literature. How sad that a
famous Canadian novelist fits this
cate

PULSARS AND QUASARS
BRIAN FAWCETT, in his review of

Letters of Marshall McLuhan,
|aments Canadd' s “ national
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gory.
George H. Kislashko ~
Toronto
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short-sightedness and medi-
ocrity” that has caused McLu-
han's reputation to wane “while
our truly public attentions go to
shallow media stars like David
Snzuld, Rick Hansen, and Wayne
Gretzky."

In the case of David Suzuki and
Rick Hansen, | hope we are only
fealing With a bad choice Of
*‘media stars™’ tO illustrate a pos-
sibly vaid point. David Suzuki is.
fortunately, telling an anaesthe-
tized nation, in print and on tele-
vision, that we are physically

Classified rates: $8 per line {@p-
prox. 30 characters to the line).
Deadline: flrst of the month for
issues dated followlng month.
Address: Books In Canada Clas-
gified, 368 Adelaide Street East,
Toronto M5A 3X8. Phone: (416)
363-54286.

EDITOR AVAILABLE: Nonfiction,
technical articles, books. Will re-
Vise. polish, ¢ritique. Mac Mackay,
303-915 Tranquille, Kamloops,
B.C. V2B 3.J6; (804) 376-0788.

e me e

destroying ourselves arid our
planet. Rick Hansen has become
a media star because he
represents the kind of hope and
regeneration that we need to
acquire, as a nation, in order to
reverse OUr self-destruction.
Yes, it would be nice if every-
one read McLuhan, but they
never Win. Academic skiffs about
mass cult can turn into the kind
of lazy thinking we can't afford

any more.
Steve Payne
Toronto

CLASSIFIED

A BOOK SERVICE for day ¢are
centras and nursery schools.
Specializing in children’s books
and E.C.E. resguree books and
managemant guides. For mora in-
formation cell Rainbow Books
(416) 223-5217.

WORD PROCESSING & Type-
setting done. Reasonablerates,
fast service. Manuscripts 1o mail-
ing lists. Call Avant Garde Word
Processing (416) 691-7988.
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THE FOLLOWING Canadian books
'have been received by Books in
Canada in recent weeks. Inclu-
sion in this list does not preclude
areview in afuture issue:

Abuge of the Elderly: Issues and Amiotated
Blbli edted

I:q Schleainger
mgﬁ'l‘ ach: il":’"' --el‘u :!m ﬁ

t eapurce .
Mguﬁdi mfllmesr D. Greig, GlubdMndemb%\m-

riculum Press.

Anatomy of a Nightmare: The Failure of
Soclety in Dealing with Child Sexual
Abuss, by Martyn Kendrick, Macroilan.

And Justice For Some: Power and
Patronage In Qttawn, by Robert Harzison,
Eden Press. )

Below il;e lF;elmﬂtl?an: !;ignt.l_.uhunl'lhe
Raj. arian Fowler, Penguin.

Between Europe and America: The Cana-
dian Tradition in Fiction, by T.D.
MacLulich, ECW.

Café Poems, by Norm Sibum, Oberon.

The Canadian Bed & Brealdfast Gulde, by
Gerda Pzntel, Fitzhenry & Whiteslde.

Canadian Books for Young People (4th Edi-
tinn)heﬂ%dll’:'yeﬂndﬂ Gagnon and Ann Gag-
oM 55, .

The Caratakers, by Bernard Mathias, Viking.

Compassion and Solldarity, by Gregory

. CBC 528,

Cnns:nuuo:::mim I"Il‘lmnuzlnml Woy of
El&l;'inlng Conservation to Children, by
Rol Ingpen and Margavet Dunkel, Mac-

millan.

Corporate Loyalty: A Trust Betrayed, by
o Grogman, Vg,

Thﬁ wlf)}:g:“ Bldtrlx, by Roy Culpepper, The

‘The Diary of & Bank Robber, by Dwight
Pichedte, Eden Press,

M t for Libraries, by
Dlmm'qtumlnfﬁ:nﬁwﬂmn Evary, Canadian

Dimrayer on Credit Card Interent

e e S ovs o Coat of Coodt
ia Workil up on

Bkdzm. Consumer g Corporate  Affairs

Douhle Ex Gaetan Brulotee, frans-
Tatgdew B::ﬂu:e. ell, Oberon.

Down by Degrees and Other Storles, by
Abdullah Hussein,

TSAR.
Dream Traln: A Novel of the Orient-
Express, by Charlotle Vale Allen, Daubleday.

n&m Flower .pedin.bynutm
n‘{r".!‘,i:f m l.lnyd Iustrated by Charlolte
Enlerlr:’Ilnlng Angels, by Elzabeth Brewsler,
e e 451 Horowas, elaon
mpc'r':::"'n-e Exercise Prescription, Mac-
m%n an Free Trade, edited by Bd Finn,

Logimer.
xil'anaﬁlympic Winter Games; The Qfficial

ve Book, by Lloyd Robertson

Commemurati
and Brian D. Johnaan, K%l’omr.
Flgure of Eight, by David Wevdl, Exle.
Film Video ana: 1985-1986, Netion:]
Film Board. ]
Firm Founidations: A Chronicle of Toronio's
Metropolitan United Church and Her

ilelhodiﬂ ?Jw' by Judth 5t John,
flowess oF lee. by mants Zisdonss, translseed

by Barry Callaghan, ]
Footssepa on Old Floors, by Thomas Raddall,
Fre 'l‘rlg:HFl:l::" Canada: How Free Trade
W-ill Make Csnada Sh'-nnuer. edited by

e Dougis & Melnie.

The Further Adventures of Slugger McBatt,
G:l".thw'i'l:l-mer'u Survival Guide, Sunmerkil
Gil:r'ef"f&w Klda a Sportiag Chance, by Kesin

? rs of Earle Birney, com-
e e et Hoar, ‘Thomes Fucher Rars Book

jticaila tique: Feminlst
G&muhuwm#mn' lmd
by Barhara

Quebecolse Wornen,
Handl 'Cifw' Ki Caunty Plante)
andley Chipman; King's ]
1717-1799, by _Iumss;hyh Davizon, pub-
liched by the author-
The Harrowsmith Perenninl Garden:
Fiowera for Three Seasons, by
Lima, Camden Housa.
Housing in Postwar Canada, by John |: 3
Miron, McGil-Queen's. L.
How to Muke Love io a Lobater, by Marjorie
Harris and Peter Taylor, Macmillin. -
e B VAt iy earao el and
rt Saeone Who is Dying. byﬂhm
, Key Porter.
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C&E]W‘ﬁt n@o B@ By Marvin Goody

Everyone bnows about Jack McClelland,
From Barry's Bay fo Perth and Welland;
But who, in or oul of the publishing bz,
Has the slightest clwe who Stewart is?

Susan Musgrave's quile a gal;
Her favourite scent is Lure de Mal.
So what if her work’s a little palchy,

She’s welcome o heat up my hibachi!

There seems to be nothing CanWitters |ike better than verse,
especialy bad verse. Readers are invited to submit brief
epigrammatic verses on Canadian literary personalities (aot
necessarily conforming in length, thyme, or meter to the fore-
going samples). The prize is a Books in Canada sweatshirt
and the deadllne is September 1.

RESULTS OF CANWIT NO. 128

Phil Surguy's request for suggestions for tbe Bob Blackburn
Memotial Sentence to honour Bob Blackburn on his retirement
from eight years of English, Our English, brought a flood of
entries. \\/e are delighted that Mr. Blackburn consented to
judge the contest. The winneris Alec McEwen of Ottawa, for
the following sentence:

Between you and |, the reason for my message is because,
as the author of Engl:sh Our English, | would feel badly not
to input my congradulations to Bob Blackburn for the enormi-
ty of his masterful columns comprised of correct writing prin-
cipals nor to infer that this memoranda has |ess mistakes than
it might do if | would have failed to make a concerted effort
to follow his very unique criterias, for my philosophy is that
grammatical errors are aggravating and make me personally
nauseous plus they reveal a miniscule knowledge of tke lan-
guage by those individuals whom we know can't write or §
good. yet people of that ilk who continuously flaunt and alibi
the rules, even when told them verbally, could care |ess and
can never he convinced to get off of their backsides to pick
up a copy of Book's in Cenada which is what | intend doing
moment&™so that hopefully | can find out what is transpiring
literaturewise as compared to the sports scene or the many
other alternate modes of mutual entertainment that surround
me on all sides, as well as reading |. M. Owen’s new innova-
tion The Written Word which, not to pour cold water on a differ-

ent ballgame, is just a momento of his pedantry-oriented
predecessor who as the penultimate authority We presently
miss not having.

Honourable mentions:

Momentarily springing Up off of the fioar heneath him, his heart
sunk to immediately recognize the two villeins whom he thought
may have been hopefully decimated |ast night: oblivious t0 both
his own laserations, and irregardless of their's, an ensuing fight

to the death broke out.
~— Gena K . Gorrell, Toronto

[t iscontinguent upon those of US who have priotized function-
al interpersonal communication t0 cOme on-stream at this point
intime and access some productive networking; whe iSto say
what a little brainstorm interfacing might not facilitate in tarms’
of current linguistic bottom line?

— Guy M. Fuller, Saskatoon

As a woman. he wanted to kiss her.
This plane will disembark momentarily.
Police confirmed that the victim had been fatally Killed.

The object of the subject of the new innovation of literary con-
texting i to impact more insightfully on the object or the sub-
ject of the subtext above the main text, critically pot.

- Barry Baldwin, Calgary

Judgement and comments by Bob Blackburn:

THE PRIZE must go to Alec McEwen, although he goofed in
writing “‘would have” instead of “would of’ and although his
was but the second Jongest sentence (excessive length surely
being an advantage - although not a requirement — here),
not only because he packed in SO many of the most egregious
common errors, but because be did it deftly and resisted the
over-enthusiastic excesses that marred some otherwise wor-
thy entries among the many generally excellent responses to
this challenge, all of which | am delighted to have been glven
tbe opporturity to read and to chuckle over, not to mention
mygrahﬁmuonatﬂmrevelahontimttherearesullmanyread
ers around who care ahout preserving the means on which we
must rely if we hope to understand one another, this being,

after all, what this IS alk about, if | make myself clear.

lmn:.:'.l fmm the l-'llm flfmmﬁyhm Etrog,

Agegoﬂned World: Three Centuries of

In o French Alpine Com I
ludlan!l\,ehaolnnyu by Bacil H. Johnaton, Key wm Gnlh p]mlrhr:unly
Leopeldina’s Dream, by Sivin Ocampo, trans- I!wulsw mdbyhb‘::gu#r M&

bited by Danizl n:t:!m s.

Presa.
Livinwith Dicbetes, by Heather and Barbra
Oram, U of T Presa.

'l'hl:-mhywuﬁe Nest, ﬁ Louise da Kiriline
Love otl.oous. by Kate Cro :ylnd!.ﬂu!.ink.

Key Porler.

Fap-PIakers® Colours: New Poets of North-
crn Ireland, edited by Todd Swift and Martin
Hoogzy, hll-%a

HMaorricd Love: A Vulgar Entertolnment. by
!wnt omp:on, Gooce Lane,

Haq:ld_'n Laost Yords, by Jokn Oughton,

Ra.
l‘!lnd cr Money, by Norm Forman, Seal.
H’o:-:.-a M‘e and Murder, by Acn Walsh, s
tr.'l 'by Cathie Alllen acific Educational

The -r!ll’l.ﬂ I in the Sallnelu by §.M. Came-
on, Porcopina®s
Native In Literature: Canadlan and Com-
r‘:ﬂ:\ﬂm Per‘recl.lves edited by Thomzs
r ot al., ECIYV.
Tha Haturalist’s Garden, by Joha Feltwen,
rav-Hil Ryercon.

'I'I:f Opl.l?edr Ideofh cy.Bluer l?mm

k, B
Pn.elﬂngltl’n! %m] Browring, ].P. Arm-
stong Produ
Pain: Learning to Live Without It, by David
rﬂﬂ'g Gurage, by Michael Esick, Goose

n.
Photo 'Willl Flowers, by Creig and
Nadine i Western Pmdhnsl.ner Prairie
Pl ’s Pro; A Study of the Short

torles of Hood, by Susan loff-
Mechanic, El:\ﬁII Cope
Plantln Seedﬂ%hm Quinkm, illustrated
by Annick.
Po{ytenrdl Home: Poems New & Selected,
The Pommdpm Unlva'lll{lm- on the
Deconstruction of the ties, by
Stanley Fogel, ECW.
P‘rlvll.e Paru. An Owner’s Gulde, by Yosh
Taguchi, M & S.

svatization: Tld.mllnd'l'eel:niuu.
h:&edbyhlidndn Walker, The

Pumping Ions: Gumes and Exercises 1o 1980a, by Staphen Handelman, Collina,
Flf.'l ‘ot Mijnd, by Tom Ui Lies the Head: Th

Quilt eme- ' wﬁu& Olpen n&ulwﬁ “em a T":m Abomut

lledumlm Poems, 1978-85, by M. Travis \'ollul Hiues, by } Tul’mﬁn trans-
Lane. Goose wl::m ﬁ!ﬂgi: &8,

River Without End, by Robert Martean, trany. ¥/ 1o Vendie, by Robert Martea, trans-
lated by David Homel, Exle. 'E'.Zﬁ" David Homel, Exile,

The Rond to Nunavue: The ansl el'l.lu Waterfront Warlord, by Petersdmds.

Enstern _Arctic Inuit Soclel
?ﬂe&mﬂ World War, by R. ut.hm Dufly,

Rootless Im'l. Green ue the Boulevard
Trees, by waran, TSAR.

Sclence Ullder Sle 'l.'he Mylh of Oblec-
gzvliy in Scien Renl.rdl by Beth
Seleetelll’m Prewelt, Exte.

ank
m“'hllelSIn‘. L.R. W.rlglll Se:L
Dn In Questlon, by 1'illl Sehshll
The Streas Salutien, by Sanye] H, Klareich,
1 The Incredible Obseasion of Brian

M H G:ry Hnss.
Talk Se.:. bgu Juhmnn. Penguin,
Paramesvearan,

TSAR.
ﬁeﬁueNanhlm;&Fm! Pneud-

[ of a Publ
- ﬁamelhllqcm Soules

ncommon Ninglom: The Biitish i the

'l‘heli'u: Moo
ThE ern Kingdom, by Bryam Moon,

Wlupluh. wmnmmmmumiu,
Th Wol!
e nston ln;;erviml mﬂg

A Wwﬁl of Difference, Iw Liss Yarmoshok and
Chris Cov, Broadvie:

CORRECTION

A typographical mishap in our
May issue. resulted in the
repetition of a paragraph in
Rohinton Mistry's Passages.
Books in Canada regrets this

¢ M T T ST TSR T T S

error.
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CanlLit acrostic no. 16 By Mary D. Trainer

40 BOOXS 1 CANADA, Juna-July, 1988

1 s .PI5 AlE 0 cg SpPp K Im J[i1 lliz ]

13 1A1e WhE El6 §17 RjiB Ofia § 20 Cj2i D 22 B3 Jj24 K 25 U8 H sla r.'lla a'ea L
31 Fj3z O3 O % 1% 636 NI VR K@ TRl H4 O 42 Al Fl44 G[45 BB xlﬂ c
9 v rase Est G A3 3 M55 LS6 T 57 Gy K2 A0 Vj§1 P u‘

51 0|65 WiEe Alo7 ulgs 0 53 E[f0 Flrt Jjiz viI3 M4 G7E R 78 1|77 uje si7s vieo vie1 Rjg2 J

53 Pe3 Ngs Klee S[i7 L 83 vigo Hjso o 51 upz Mjs3 DpPa Blos H[SE KY n‘ss Plsa wFoaImu
102 ofied Ejios Bl0S J[105 G| 107 S[i0s K{iea Q110 V111 D 112 U113 T[114 V{116 C ITGII]ﬁBTﬂBﬂ

119 Jhiz0 afi21 w12 A 123 Q124 F 125 (fi26 ulizr & 128 T[123 Gfts0 E1310132A133|)|134 s‘l.msu

136 B[137 w138 1133 G 140 Jfrat Aj142 V143 Ej1éd D145 T 146 Qf147 J[1d8 r.!lm P ‘150 Kjis1 §|1sz ||1 Vv

h& 155 wss BJI57 F|158 U 159 K[i60 H[161 O 162 11163 t]16¢ KM 165 P|166 AJIE7 F[168 € 169 §

1 T[T U 172 Of17s 174 ofies ufre v 77 RIT8 H 79 1[180 pfie1 E[182 Lj1e3 F 164 Kj1e5 Rj166 V]

167 nihies Bjied 1180 G{io1 cj192 Df193 Wl 0 165 Bl1GE L 197 R|168 I[1s8 V 00 Jf20i AR2 O
203 L [ & P27 K 203 F{209 R|ZID A 211 If212 N‘m uleu 215 H
L. Skier ——— — —— e —
] ] %7 18 W % 113 B
When properly filled in, the letters in the box form a quotation M. "Noney st
from a Canadian book. Find the letters by solving the clues — " Amds, T2 VB 78 o B W B @ 18
below and writing the answer sin the numbered spaces pro- _—
vided. Then transfer the letters from the spaces to the appro- w 0 1
ptiate squaresin the box. Thefirst |etters of each answered N. Appoimtstoaduy __— — 0 — — —
clue form the name of the author and the title of the book. 168 6 116 3 95 22 187
(Solution next month.) 0. Attracted to e e e e — e e e
) . novelty W W 172 & R 1B 6 % B
The solution fo Acrostic No. 15 appears below. —
' 161
P, 1867 formation — — e — e —

A. -rarm-gon Theatre e 185 4 149 98 61 118 206 83
artistic director, 52 12 M 5 12 W1 6 210 Q. Edible plants of e
1971-81, 2 wds. = the fern family 196 125 6 3% 174 80 32 51 109

B. Studyofisects - — — E N

165 o4 22 195 117 B2 2@ 45 104 R. Deriers of God's e
— existence % 117 165 3 209 75 197 81
c jcal disorde - S. Popuiar 19408 WWEW LT W OR
. Physi I3 - Ew T W W W T radio show: 3 wds. -

D. Removed from — e e e e 05 B W
political office 92 13 91 18 03 21 214 ;0 Bvasive statements - — o — _._

E. Inside facts e . T 113 45 128 55 23

@0 181 6@ 0 15 14 10 U. Shmmed i .

F. Understandingofa — —_ . — . — 77 15 25 18 Wi Nz 9 6
special subject: 70 12 W 208 157 16 183 43 167 Types of e
3 wds. restaurants 78 1R 68 6 12 186 114 18

G. Fomer, previols . = o T W W T T

i W. 1988 i e e e — e ———
E;ﬂnl:ﬂmﬂ.“m - T B W B ® muemm W0 8 &% s 1 i M
I Liberal Party — e e e e o = W
rahble-rousers: B W3 12 @ 1 125 3¢ 8 1%
3 wds. —_—
I Chein of high- 2 SOLUTION TO ACROSTIC NO. 15
8 gin e e e e i icted kfondling . . . I tri
e E W T W T MW || e e aa dosat o .«
2 wds. o I would buy hardcover boaks, novels, coffee-table books, non-
K. Musical and fiction, even children’s books. I'd take them to a secluded spot,
" dramatic perfor- & & Tl 108 46 0 18 & 207 remove their dustjackets, and photograph them nude.
mances, e.g. e e W.P. Kinsella, The Alligator Report, Coffee House Press
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Summertime or anytime . . .
if reading is one of your pleasures,
you'll find a welcome travelling companion
~ in Books in Canada

Canada’s award-winning K
book review magazine comes .
to you nine times a year — (1 YIES 75850 i Canac
monthly except for a
winter issue In January- NAME
February and summer AODRESS
reading issues in
June-July and
Augug-ﬁefpten;ber' POSTALCODE
WatC Ort e - ue enclos
August-September ot i
Books in Canada
on the newsstands -
: bscrib
or in your local D YES %hwéig&fg in Canada
bookstore after August 22.
Or if you want to NAME
be sure not to miss an issue, ADDRESS i

,fé SUBSCRIBE NOW

AND SAVE 15%
. off the newsstand price. OSTALCODE
t N 3 |n the meantl me, Z Cheque enclosed
Y. a happy holidays Z Billme

OUTSIDE CANADA - SI¥ A YEAR INDIVIDUALS. 523 INSTETUTIONS
366 Adelaide St. East. Suite 432
Toronto. Ont. M5A 3X9
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SUBSCRIPTION PRICE - 515 A YEAR INDIVIDUALS. $20INSTITUTIONS [
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immer Reading

FALLS THE SHADOW
by Shoron Kay Penman
The bestselling outhor of Tha Sunne n
Splendour redurns with anclher rich
histericol namotve: the divise nghi of
Kings' conflict batween Henry |ll ond
Simon de Montford. 50.000 priat

$27.95 cloth

THAT NIGHT

by Alice McDermott

Alice MeDarmoits poignam ond bi!-
lignily observed second novel se1 on
Long kland i tha sxhes, ard narrated
by o woman who remembers s @ ten-
year-old girl, the dromatic events sur-
rounding the interse but doomed love
aoffair betwesn Sharyl and Rick, neigh-
bourhood ieenagers 50,060 prnt

“A splendid second novel a work
thaf ravals n a rch, discursive prose
..a wonderfully unietiered. omple
nml, one that celabrates voxe. per-

sonnhly and feeling.”
MNew York Times Bock Review

$9.95 poper

DIFAENSIONS
by Jocques Vallee

Following in the successful fooisieps ol
Wiiness wa hava another blockbuster,
Dimensions. Based on turty years of
rasearch, Dr. Jacques Yallea argues in
this monumental ca thot “ghen
visits” are neithar imaginary nor extea-
famrasirial. A challenge to every pre-
vious UFQ theory and sure to change
our view of sciance and mankind

-_inlansively researched. thoughtful
bnok !f:egms o mﬂ;’"’ al least a smid-

en of sense out of o major myste
E‘Vuldl the skies and reod ths M:t:n'al:“r
—Kirkus Reviews

$25.50 eloth

from

THE UNBEARABLE

LIGHTNESS OF BEING

by Milan Kundera

By miernatcnally ncclaimed witer
tulan Kundera the specal mowie edi

hon of the rwo-year notranal bestseller

The Linbegroble Lighiness of Beung &
moslerful slory of 1wo couples and the
imperfect reafmes of adull fove

$12.95 paper

THE HARBINGER

by Mark Graham

in the tradilon of Fredenick Forsyth and
Robern Ludlum Mark Graham's The
Harbmger i 3 aovel of high-volrage
wipene Sel aganst lhe tense land.

scape of South Aftca ruthless ambs

non and benayal threaten o ¢change
the courne of hstory

$27.95 cloth

TRABING UP

by Noncy Bozelor Goldsione

In Tradmg Up: Mancy Goldsione thron:
iwles her rise in only Sia weehs from 2
mere bonk loan oificer and rovice
busingss 10 head woder wontrolling
millions of doilar: daily Fascnahng.
wide-eyed wmnders look ol the cut
throat world of ophons rrading by one
ol the very hist women 1¢ have the job
and siory of Goldsroae's strugale be-
Iween marnage and coceer

"A nicely measured tale of individuai
growth, gown. ond loss, whose condlcts
covid moke an entertanung. albst
eoutrongry hifm '

~ Korkus Reviws

525.50 cloth

Fitzhenry & Whiteside

.“_‘ s
R L:'L:\.'-' 10 At
LI

ERIRN

ik

L e

T Ty

A "'VVH’.}WA/

'J ﬁr ai 'l ﬂT"
FDALVA

THE BEAN TREES

by Borbara Kingsalver
A wormhearted and ughiy enter
tasming frest novel in which o pont but
piucky Kertucky girl with a2 shorp
tongue soft heart and strong spurrt
erices of surpnsing new meorngs for
iove lrgndinp grd fanply

~ Kichus Revigws

$23.95 cloth

IT'S ANYBODY'S BALLGAME

b Jog Garaguola

Hus Inst book Boseball s a Funny Game

wold 1 500.500 copies ond garrulous

Joe Gorogiola 15 set 10 bet this record

s Anybody’s Boligome covers ol The

boset) bases from baldness 16 bull

pen onhcs from the banguet arcun to

the Halt ot Fame Irom tha announcer 5

box 16 tha bothing cage

25 B& W pholographs. 125 000 priet
20 ety quthor hour

$26.50 cloth

FREAKY DEAKY

by Elmore Leangrd

Elmore Leanard strbes again n shal
many feel 15 i best noval swca Glrz
twn ax-lovers wha burned bras and
dralt ¢ords 1ogether meet agamn i the
Igte 80 510 plon another bombing the
nume far cosh! 150000 primt Book-of-
H-racath Club legiure selechon

‘0K Here: what youdoa Stand i the
bookstore and read the st chopter
o Frealy Degky Won t lgke long
Only ten pages The store owner won
mmd because he knows you will buy
the book ~

George Wil

526.50 cloth

e AT RERsIGHTHEFUN AN DIWAGH A LESICAHADIAHICGLLEGEIDIGHIONARY]

R
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A THIEF OF TIME

by Tony MHilierman

Prawed tor iy unequaled evocahion of
tha Navaw avihzanon Tony Hillerman
author of Skinwelkers has wntten hes
best myuery nowel —A The! of Tme.
featynng his lavaurte, L1 JoeLeaphorn
and Offcer im Chee

We bave ro one ele like Hillermon
—San Francsto Chronc'e
$23.50 clath

THE CROSSKILLER

by Marce! Monteanc

Pclice darectrie Jack Gould must rack
a sangl murderer who 1§ terranzing Los
Angelet . this grilty docu-drama of
psychopathi: madngss A wiclend and
poweacful crma stary ol corruption. lave
and courage Book-of-the-NMonth Club
alternate Co-published with Arbor
Howa 45000 print

2 supengr worl feom fast shart 1o
turrcws housn o truly chilling chmos
The Globe & mal

524.95 clath

DALVA

by J:m Harersicn

Author of Legends of the Foll and
Sundag Jwm Harnson rgturns with o
macr arary achsgvemant! His first
female protagonist — Dalva. and her
wgarch tor the Jdlegitmate Nohve
Amencan son gwen gway lor adeption
25 0 prnt Foreign nghts sokd to 4
Ccountrigy

Strang landecapas. hilarously sketch-
ad walk on charogiers and antc de-
torl g richness and huvmour 10 ©
rowvel that firts with bewng a romonhc
paean to the prawie and the Sioux ™

—Kirkus Reviews

5$27.95 cloth




