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So, you want to be a Screenwrifer?

The Summer Institute’s exciting. week-long
workshops may be just the ‘kick start’ you
need.

These workshops are small, intensive. and
“hands-on”. Your questions get answered.
Your project receives the professional assess-
ment It deserves.

Successful, experienced screenwriters lead
the workshops (we don't believe in legless
people teaching running). So, they know the
craft of screenwriting and the ‘tricks of the
trade’ necessary in the bustling screen
industry.

Opportunities Abound

Canada’s televison and fdm industry is
experiencing unprecedented growth. There is
a great need for excellent Canadian program-
ming: dramatic series, children’s shows.

comedy series, and televison movies. plus
low-budget theatrica films.

Also, there is more development money for
Canadian stories than ever before, and the
major portion of it is ending up in the
pocket5 of screenwriters.

A Wise [nvestment

Screenwriting can be very profitable —
e = screenwriters are among the highest paid
9 wordsmiths in the world. A week of your

time and the money you spend, may be the
best investment you'll make thii year.

The 9t ACT NOW!

Regigtration is limited. Because of demand,

> last year we had to turn people away from
]T many of the workshops. Get your FREE

BROCHURE by:

@f Fﬁ]m aﬁiﬁl T@l@\\fﬁgﬁ@m 1. Calling (613) 598-4530 or

2. Fill out and mail the coupon below 10:
Summer Institute of Fiim and Television,
Algonquin College. 140 Main Street.
Ottawa, Ontario KIS 1C2
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Long live Salman Rushdie

ON FEBRUARY 22, at a packed press con-
ference in Toronto organized by Interna-
tional PEN and the Writers' Union of
Canada, Graeme Gibson read a state-
ment denouncingthke Ayatollah Khomei-
ni's death threat against Salman Rushdie
as “an unprecedented act of aggression
against individud citizens and an out-
rage to socleties.” The statement, signed
by along list of organizations, including
the Association of Canadian Publishers,
the Canadian Authors' Association, the
Canadian Library Association, and the
Canadian Booksdllers Association,
ended with a message of heartfelt sup
port to Salman Rushdie and his family
“in this traumatic time.” The sense of
shock and urgency among those present
was pa pable — as was the general fed-
ing of disappointment with the govern-
ment of Canada, which had reacted to
the extreme provocation in its usual cau-
tious, blundering, inarticul atefashion.

An unexpected speaker at the press
conference was the representative of the
Iraning Political Prisoners’ Support Com-
mittee. Gibson, as chairman, introduced
him without giving his name and asked
the news cameramen and photographers
not to film him in closeup. It was dan-
gerous for him, and the other Iranians
present, smply to be there; more dan-
gerous sill to speak.

He seemed nervous, a little awkward

in English, but not frightened. He spoke
softly, and the mom became very till.
Y es. he said, we should take the death
threat serioudy. “The government in
Iran has imprisoned, tortured, and mus-
dered many poets and writers who dared
to speak against 1lam or the govern-
-ment. They have banned many books —
the works of Darwin, even the most re-
spected selentific journas. And now the
Ayatollah is seeking to unite his support-
ersin the aftermath of Iran’s defeat in
the vrar with Iraq.” )

One of the reporters asked whether
the mogt effective action might not be to
threaten violent retaliation.

“Khomeini will not be threatened.
They arefanatics. They believe that if
they are killed, they are going to heaven,
literally. If they kill somebody by mis
takein the prison they tell the family, ‘If
he was guilty, it wasright that we killed
him. If he is not guilty, well, he'sgone to
heaven.’ The best response is to express

support for the democratic libera people
in lran who waat to' change the
government.”

The-Ayatollah’s threat and the violent
responses to it among Muslim funda-
mentalists were not seen by the Writers
Union or PEN as a problem of censor-
ship: “it far exceeds any reasonable defi-
nition of censorship by its threat to
human lives.”

Y et questions of censorship are not if
rélevant. A few days after the L)ress con-
ference, Books in Canada spoke to Stan

~ Persky, awriter and teacher from Van-
couver, who is co-chairperson of the po-
litical action ecommittee of the Writers
Union. He wasin Toronto to take part in
atelevised debate on the Rushdie con-
troversy. We asked him what the writ-
ff:rs’ reaction had been to the Rushdie af-
*fair.

‘We were fearful, sharing tbe terror
Rushdie must be feeling, outragedagy
the utterly pale response of the Canadi-
an government furious that Canada Cus-
toms was once again sticking its glue
feet through a writer's work — but it did
become clear that certain questions had
been raised that required a strong re-
sponse. First of all, we do not accept that
awork of literature can be banned. the

A

Salman Rushdié
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voice of a writer silenced; that an Ayatol-
lah Ktiomeini can threaten a citizen of
another country and practise out-and-out
religious terrorism. We don’t accept
that, and we can't remain silent, To be
silent would be to be complicit.

“My own immediate response was —
well. the two main characters of The So-
t& c Verses, Gibreel and Saladin, are
both figures grestly given to dreaming,
and | was visited by a waking dream of
my own. What the dream said was that
we writers have apact. That in times of
emergency, when'the very practice of
writing is threatened, we agree to aban-
don the custom of individual identity,
and the usual protections. We.all assume
the burden of the one under threat. | am
Salman Rushdie. | accept co-responsibili-
ty for The Satanic Verses. If our words
give offence, that at most is a matter for
regret, not retraction.

“In the past 350 years, we' ve been
coming to some conclusions about how
to live together. Suddenly we find our-
selves having to argue- the Enlighten-
ment all over again with the Ayatollah.
We're prepared to do it — | speak for
the Union — and we'd better be pre-
pared to do it, or what we're alowed to
say will shrink. and the unspeakable will
envelop US in silence. SO we'd better be
prepared to defend our democratic faith,
We say that every citizen is sovereign
and free speech is absolutely necessary.
That's why writers react so strongly
when tbe arts, everything in the arena of
public speech, is threatened. And we say
absolutely, ‘Don’'t mess with that.” We
say that te the mullahs, the rabbis, the
cardinas, the Parents Against Permis-
siveness, we even say it to our feminist
sisters.

‘Our government seems unable to dis-
tinguish between an occasion for quiet
diplomacy and an occasion to defend
fundamental freedoms. Clark finaly
withdrew the Canadian chargé d’affaires
from Tehran, S0 he eventually did the
right thine. And in a sense the richt
thing is the main thing. But compare it,
for example, to the response of the West
German forelon minister Hans Dietrich
Genscher, a consérvative, who pulled his
ambassador and said, Thisis a signal
designed to preserve civilization.” Or the
reaction of Frangois Mitterand, who
said, ‘Any dogmatism that expresses it-
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sf through violence to curtail freedom
of expression is, in my view, an absolute
evil.” There you see people who have
some sense that a certaip grandeur of
rhetoric is required to respond to the
monstrosity of what weare faced with.”

As we went to press, the deadline
ordered by Khomeini for Rushdie's
death, March 15, was dtill to come.
Rushdie was in hiding, under heavy
police protection somewhere in Britain.
where we fervently hope he will be safe.
The protests and riots in Iamic coun-
tries continue. In letters to the editor
and the columns of newspapers, the bat-
tle continues to rage, and a great range
of opinions is heing expressed by Cana-
dian Muslims. The Satanic Verses has
indeed offended many devout Muslims,
but voices are being raised against
extremism and intolerance.

Abdullah Hakim, iman of the Jami
mosque in Teronto, was quoted in the
Toronto Star on February 23 as saying
he was horrlfied by the portrait being

drawn of the city’s 100,000 Muslims:
‘Threats on government ministers or
bomb threats against bookstores have
nothing to do with the teachings of |19am
or the feelings of the mainstream Mus-
lim community.” Mehdi A. Shallwani
wrote in the Globs and Mail on March 1
that ‘|sam’s fundamenta lesson is toler-
ance. Thereis no mom for terrorism or
vengeance. It isimperative that Muslims
al over the world react rationally rather
than emotionally to this matter.”
Tolerance and mutua respect are
vita in an increasingly multicultural
Canadian society. Conflicts in other
countries must not be made the occasion
for racism, religious intolerance, or the
suppression of free speech. The author
of The Satanic Verses has quickly corhe
to symbolize — in his very person —
both the strength and the vulnerability
of our democratic freedems.
In the words of a button circulatin
in Vancouver, “Long live Salma
Rushdie.” — The editors

To the careful reader

The Culture of Terrorism is & penetrating analysis of
American foreign policy and practice in Cenfral America.
It should be read The question here is what Chomsky’s
overbearing rhetoric and daemonology

are excluding and/or &-eating

SOMETHING about Noam Chomsky has
bothered me for a long time, though |
haven't been able to pin it down. To
begin at the beginning: he's brilliant and
articulate, both as alinguistic theorist
and asthe most strident and persistent
critic of American foreign policy over the
last two decades. He's afellow of the
American Academy of Arts and Sci-
ences, and a member of the National
Academies of Science and of the Arts
and Sciences. He's currently an I nstitute
Professor a M.I.T. where he teacheslin-
guisties and philosophy — the house
communist. apparently. In short, Noam
Chomsky is everything short of Santa
Claus. He has every recognition and
honour the United States can offer to an
intellectual

But | don't quite trust him. That's
heresy, | know. A blue-ribbon panel at
the CBC selected him to present the
1988 M Lectures, for God's sake.
What possible uneasiness could | legiti-
mately have?.

Have another look. His judgements,
even in his early writings on linguistic
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deep structures, carried the extremist's
air of utter certainty, as if their sheer
brilliance and horsepower swept al
other possibilities before them prior to
articuJation. Whenever | read Chomsky,
ior listen to his talks, | pet the impression
that I’m in the presence of a man who
has never known a moment of confusion,
amind that has never been caught in a
contradiction or a contrarium. His dis-
course is dways deek and effortless and
perfect, a kind of living rebuke to all
other views of reality and all other meth-
ods of securing it When Noam Chom-
sky awakens in the morning. he knows
exactly where in the universe he is, and
what he’ sgoing to do in ~ and to -the
world. He knows exactly where Ameri-
can policy is at, and how it's different
from that of the Soviet Union or China or
North Vietnam. He knows exactly where
hi leotards are, and whether he's going
to put on green or black or red ones.

her powerful minds in our century
haven't had it so easy. There is nothing
in Chomsky of. say, Samuel Beckett,
who has to decide every morning

‘cal insights, or

whether it's even worth it to get out of
bed. There is nothing of Albert Camus's
moral agony, no choice to be made be-
tween competing elements of existence,
for a stake in the truth. In Chomsky’s
prose there is nothing of John Berger's
excruciating struggles to claim the tex-
ture of humar intellection from its —
and his — inarticulate natural state.
Chomsky’s universe is morally uncloud-
ed and logical. His judgement of friend
and foe dike is direct and absolute.

Nothii I’ve said so far is meant as a
criticism of the genera brilliance, or
even the accurac%/, of Chomsky’ sanalyti-

of the correctness of his
many pronouncements about the evil of
American imperialism. Asfar as | know,
they've only carried him into ode major
error. That error, however, was an ex-
tremely Serious one. Chomsky support-
ed the Khmer Rouge government of
Cambodia long after nearly everyone
else inthe world (including everyoneen
the political |eft except the Maoists) had
recognized the Khmer Rouge as a brutal
Stalinist |unacy that not only lost control
of its murderous impulses on a mass
scale, but never had a coherent method
in the first place.

As an analyst of Cambodia, | was
degaly angered.by Chomsky’s support,
and | followed his cavilling retraction
from his original extremist position very
carefully. He withdrew in the manner of
a military force withdrawing reluctantly
fmm a territory it had occupied — strate-
gically, and without any substantive ad-’
mission of error or show of vulnerability
or remorse. His fall-back position was re-
vealing and perhaps typical. The Khmer
Rouge psychosis of 1975-79, in his re-
vised opinion, was purely the preduct of
the brutal U.S. bombing of Cambodia
that ended in 1973. At no point did he at-
tempt to account for the excesses of the
regime itself, which were indisputably
alsp a product of the Leninist model of
political organization and authority, The
U.S. bombing may have created the
Khmer Rouge cadre. but the paranoiac
(and Western-trained Marxist-Leninisf)
vanguard clustered around Pal Pot told
them what to do, and how.

ALL THIS iS by way of preface, to explain
why | came to Chomsky’s The Culture of
Terrorism &Black Rose) somewhat wari-
ly, looking for the logical deekness and
partiality that is his trademark. | know
that |1l probably agree with most of what
he says. but |"m determined not let his
brilliance fool me into collusicn with an
exclusionary vision of the world. The
book under scrutiny. The Culture of Ter-
rorism, iS a penetrating analysts of Amer-
ican foreiga policy and practice in Cen-
tral America and it should be read. The
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guestion here is what Chomsky's over-
bearing rhetoric and daemonology are
excluding and/or creating.

The first thing | discover isthat the
subject of this book is not quite what the
title suggests. | always thought terror-
ism was a non-partisan phenomenon.
forged in the crucible of the early part of

this century and fine-tuned by Nazi Ger-
many: and that it really took off in the at-
mosphere of the Cold War and of the
covert social and political impoverish-
ment of the Third World that has been
taking placeﬂ'ust as much of it is gaining
grzparent political independence. Chom-

, | find. is talking solely about the
state terrorism inherent in U.S. foreign

policy, focusing chiefly on recent U.S. at-.

tempts to destabilize Nicaragua. It's an
interesting subject but the book’s title is
still misleading.

| read his preface, as | have taught my-
sef to. not as a statement of his inten-
tions but as an exercise in rhetorica
management Chomsky. like an?q other
logician, is amaster at shaping the con-
test of his discourse by setting the terms
in rhetorical concrete. The preface and
introduction to The Culture of Terrorism
are masterpleces Of rhetorical and logi-
cal distortion.

Let’ stake the first paragraph of the
first essay and examine it sentence by

One Qath. Two Brothers.

sentence. Here's the first ‘ The scandals
that erupted in the Fall of 1996 and the
reaction to them cast a revealing light on
the political system and the intellectua

culture that interprets and maintains it”

The ‘scandals’ are the Irangate revela
tions; Oliver North and friends were
found to be selling arms to Iran and di-
verting the money to the Nicaraguan
Contras — with or without the knowl-
edge of President Reagan. My view is
that these were not scandals bt crimes
and that rather than erupting, they dith-
ered. Likewise, I’'m unconvinced that
there was any kind of coherent reaction
to them at al, other than the kind rep-
tiles have to threatening movement, and
tbat they reveded very Iittle about Amer-

An Exotic, Epic Adventure Set in the Wild,
War-Torn ifountains of Afghanistan

the freedom fighters.

An Exclusive Literary Guild Selection

922.95 Hardcover

H Macmillan of Canada
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ican life except that it's along time since
Watergate.

But despite the loaded nouns and the
fudging adjectives. that sentence has
nothing on the succeeding one:

Aswe shall see in detail below, these
events demonstrated that the United
States remains dedicated to the rule of
force, that ;Ollthal elites agree and in-
deed insist that it must remain so, and
that, furthermore, the commitment to
violence and lawlessness frames their
self-lma%e aswdll, barely concealed
beneath deceptive rhetoric

Thii isan interesting sentence. It be-
gins with a “don’t-argue-with-me-be-
cause-l' m-going-to-bury-you-in-facts’ ad-
monition, and thenpraceeds to paint the
entire government structure of the Unit-
ed States as a series of interconnected
mafias, conscioudy dedicating them-
selves to mayhem and ctime. I'm no fan
of the United States, but tbis does seem
abit excessive. Further. if | agree to that
description. I've committed myself to a
Standard Total View (STV) of the United
States as a daemonic purveyor of more
or lesstotal evil There are some rainy

days when | might believe this; but

Chomsky has hung a curious rider to it |
really can't abide — that the Americans
know they're evil, and that they cultivate
it behind arhetorical screen.

Apnil 1889, BOOKS 1H GANADA  §
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At this point, Chomsky’s third sen-
tence tightens around my brain like a
steel strap: These conclusions ean readily
be dratwn from the actual record, if we
face it hosnestly and without illusion. Now,
Chomsky and | are of course in favour of
facing things honestly and without flu-
sion, and so are you. right? That being
the case, we should by now be gathered
atop the rhetorical wave, ready to crash

down among the heathen dishonesties
and creepoids and draw our conclusions
from the “actual record.”

I’'m going to stop here, without even
finishing my analysis of the paragraph,
and do amea culpa. Thisis pretty bitchy
stuff, and it isn't fair. I'd be the first to

admit that it's impossible to write any-
thing without rhetoric. But page after
page of Chomsky’s writing is erudded
with this sort of one-track-minded
rhetorical persuasion. If we isolate the
writer himself from the factual materials
he (mercifully) offers up in bulk, he's as
neurotically fundamentalist as Herbert
W: Armstrong’s ghost writers.

S0, there are two things about Chom-
sky | don't like. | don't like being manip-
ulated, whether it's the McDonald's Cor-
ﬂoration or Noam Chomsky tuning my

ead. There's no real dice, except
maybe that it's even less pleasant to
manipulated by your allies than by your
enemies. Most of us are aware of the

SOME TIME during the night of Febru-
ary 9th. 1989, Ken Adachi took his own
life. Just exactly why he did isn't clear,
and never will be. Successful suicides
leave behind only the darkest kind of
impenetrable silence. One can specu-
late and second guess them, but that's

The ogtensible cause was an incident
in which Adachi plagiarized a 1982
Time magazine articlefor his January
21 book column in the Teronto Star.
Plagiarism is a fundamental journalistic
(and intell ectual? crime for which there
we usually explanations but never ex-
tuses. The curiosity in Adachi’s caseis
why hedid it at al. Hewas an intelli-
zent man with an original mind. He pi-
rated only three paragraphs, and his
aditing of them was an improvement

i .

Ken Adachi
1928-1989

over the original. The balance of the ar-
ticle was his own; and it was well
thought out and written, as were most
of his book columns,

By dow, most of us have heard the
various rumeours and theories sur-
rounding his death. It would serve no
purpose to repeat them here. Within
them lies a world of pain that Ken
chose, in his final act, to make private
permanently. Out of respect, it should
be none of our business.

What is our businessis this: losinga
public reader of Ken Adachi’s courage
and skill, even in disgrace, isamajor
loss te Canadian writing. He was akind
and generous man, and his thoughtful
reviews will be missed. He, and the re-
views, will be hard to replace. Silence
isn’t always golden. — Ths editors
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motives of the"'McDonald's Corporation:

theﬁ want us to head down to the golden
arches for aMeBLT and they'd like usto

order the large fries while we're down

there, because that's the item that they
make the greatest profit from.

But what about Chomsky? Doesn't he
trust us to figure things out on the basis
of the analytical figures and facts he pre-
sents? Clglpparently no+ He dlings his
rhetorica net across each and ev
page, and his argument is a closed uni-
verse of discourse that is almost -Qedi-
pally focused on a single strain of

ce — .S, foreign policy.

The second thing | don't like is the
fundamentalism implicit in that single
focus. It misses too many things, such as
the malfeasance of Russian, Chinese,
and even Sandinista foreign policy. It
also ignores the factors of stupidity and
incompetence, which, as far as | can see,
are a more consistent strain in American
foreign policy than the erganized con-
spiracy of evil maniacs Chomsky be-
lieves are running the show. | may be
blinding myself with my didlike of funda-
mentalist thinking here, of course. But
my reason for disliking fundamentalists
isasound one: they always believein
the absolute intelligence of evil, and in
the equally absolute vulnerability of
good — except their own.

I'd argue that it's the other way round,
Evll is stupid and incompetent and good
is by nature intelligent and sanguine —
and generous. What I'm saying, | guess,
isthat | may just be irritable at having
truth force-fed to me-it makes me sus-
picious. I'm not trying to ram any of this
down your throat, which is a courtesy
you'll never get from Noam Chomsky.

| agree with Chomsky that the Ameri-
can economic and foreign policy appara-
tuses probably are the chief threat to
continued human survival on this planet
-which is a high-falutin way of saying
that | agree with his belief that we're the
bad guys in this world. But to present
those apparatuses as a coherent and slf-
conscioudly evil mopnolith iS a'gross ex-
aggeration of reality and a breakdown of
intellectual method. However bad the
U.S. has become, it still ain’'t Nazi Ger-
many, and it isn’t Stalinist Russia. If it
were, Noam Chomsky would have been
silenced along time ago. Come to think
of it, if Chomsky were a Nicaraguan, the
Sandinistas probably would have shut
him up by now too.
~ I’'m not asking Chomsky to shut up. |
just want himto clean up his act alittle,
admit that there are some questions he
doesn’t have the answer to. and to re-
spect the intelligence of his readership
more. Meanwhile, do read The Culture of
Terrorism. But read it very. very
carefully. -BRIAN FAWCETT
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THE WERI 1N WORD

Word magic

" Why would a car tum
into a driveway?

By I. M. Owen

CONCRETE: The administration has no
concrete recommendations. This was a
conerete accomplishment. In these two
sentences concrele evidentl¥ means “spe-
cific” or “definite,” and | find that this
sense s recognized in current dictionar-
ies, even in the Concise Oxford, though it
doesn’t appear in the OED or its recent
Supplement. But in ordinary use (as op-
posed to the philosophical use, whichis
more complex) a concrete object is one
that has material, tangible reality; some
thmg that can be kicked, like the stone
with which Samuel Johnson refuted
Bishop Berkeley. Let’s confine the word
to this meaning. If you want to indicate
that arecommendation is or isn’t-specif
ic, or an accomplishment definite, those
words are ready to hand and %eneral ly
understood. To borrow one that has a
different generally understood meaning
iust adds to the growing fuzziness of
modem communication.

PRIOR TO. FOLLOWING: None of this
group of MPswas inthe House prior to
1984. | recommended changing prior to
to hegfore, or — perhaps better in this
sentence — sxtil, The editor | was talk-
ing to asked why. Well, | said, | just
didn’t like it: but | promised to write
about it

Prior #o and following are simply pre-
tentious substitutes for before and after;
“those simple and familiar words are
quite capable of doing their own work,”
says Gowers iNn Plair Words. Fowler says
that prier t0 “iS incongruous ... except
in contexts involving a connexion be-
tween the two events, more essential
than the simple time relation, as in Can-
didates smust deposit security prior to the
ballot.” This is a bit subtle for me, buit |
suppose he means that prier fo is all
right when there is the notion of a pre-
requisite; however. isn’t that notion fully
conveyed by musf? |n‘matters Of usage I
don’t often disagree with Fowler, and
don't often say “never.” But here | will
do both: never use prior to.

As for following, since it's not a prepo-
sition but a participle, normally used ad-
jectivally, it tends to attach itself to the
subject of the sentence, with rather odd
effects sometimes. Egllgigivg Brian Mul-
1 1 |

FIRST PERSON SINGULAR: Another eva-

sion Of the first person that | might have
mentioned in the January-February issue
under the heading ME, MYSELF, AND 1 is
the journalistic habit — or isit a rule laid

down in schools of journalism? — of sub
stituting a reporter for | or me; the minis-

ter told & reporter that. ... When | used

to visit England often | found it first
startling, and then refreshing, tofind by-
line writers in the Londonpress actually
saying I and me right out therein public
on the front pages. Canadian papers,

please copy.

OBTUSE: A reader thinks | was wrong to
assume in the December issue that the
reviewer who ealled Marshall McLuhan
obluse really meant obscure.

The meaning [of obéuse] is not neces-
sarily or only “stupid.” My dictionary
ﬁw& awider range. Indeed, | think it
has eqme into use as an adjective from
itS use in geometry. An obtuse angle is
the opposite of an acute angle, and
these two adjectives have migrated
into other usages. "Acute” in literature
means sharp. pointed! right on. etc.
‘Obtuse” is the onosite: diffuse, not
easily focused, blunt hard to under-
stand. etc. There is often no precise
meaning to words in our admirable
English language.

‘Thisisanoble and generous effort to
give the reviewer the benefit of the
doubt, and Pm dl for being kind to re-
viewers; but it doesn’t convince me. It's
true that ebtxse and acute come from
Latin past participles meaning “blunted”
and “sharpened” respectively; hence the
use in geometry to describe angles
greater or spaller than atight angle. In
this sense both words arrived in English
with the first trandation of Euclid in
1570. But ebtuse in the figurative sense
“stupid” first appeared in print in 1508,

In modem dictionaries that define the
predominant current meaning of each
word firgt, the sense ‘stupid” is regularly
in this position. (The same s true of the
sense “intelligent” for acute.) Now ook

again at what the reviewer actually said:
For someone obsessed with communica-
tion, McLuhan iS notoriously obtuse in
print. In other words. heoften failed to
communicate hi I he was. Il

scure, not obtuse.
SO-CALLED: The so-called newly indusiri-
alizing countries (NICs). An editor very
properly changed this to the newly indus-
triglizing countries (NICs), as they are
called. When it comes before a noun, se-
called usually indicates that the speaker
or writer is contemptuously rejecting the
designation: this so-called genius. To
avoid misunderstandings, we should re-
strict it to this use exclusively, so that
we won't say the so-called newly industri-
alizing countries unless we mean either
that these countries Rave been secretly
industrializing for many years or that
they actually have no industry at dl.
Thereisause of se called-following
anoun and without a hyphen — that
doesn't carry the connotation of doubt:
the snowshoe rabbit, so called from its’
large, heavily furred fect.
INTO: This Is such a common word that
anordinary in often exerts amagnetic
attraction on afollowing to. producing an
into where it's not wanted and usualy
has aludicrous effect: the Toronto-born
producer . .. settles into dinner in her
hometown (Jay Scott in the Globe and
Mail). A messy way to treat a meal. This
trap is especialy dangerous with the
verb tam: the ear turned into a driveway;
I turned into a department store. Bl

This unique collection presents the
work of over seventy of Canada’s
best writers and spans more than

two centuries, revealing a
fascinating range of cultural
backgrounds, temperaments and
styles. Susanna Moodie, Pauline
Johnson, Dorothy Livesay,
Elizabeth Smart, P. K. Page, Miriam
Waddington, Jay MacPherson,
Margaret Avison, Adele Wiseman,
Joy Kogawa, Margaret Atwood,
Gwendolyn MacEwen, Susan
Musgrave and Paulette. Jiles are only
afew of the ontstanding'poets
represented.

19 5406885 320 pages Paperbound

$1995

Oxford inikaknldy Besss. Canada
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MURDER IN A COLD
CLIMATE

by Scott Young
MacM:ﬂau 240 mes, $19.95 cloth

SCO'I‘T YOUNG's first crime
novel is a thoroughly enjoy-
able tale with an unusual
hero.

Matthew “Matteesie” Kito-
logitak is an RCMP inspector
(the only Inuk of that rank)
temporarily seconded to the
federal Department of North-
ern Affairs. When a smail
plane disappears near Fort
Norman, NWT, with a pair of
suspected drug smugglers
and their payoff aboard, Mat-
teesie, in the area to visit his
aged mother and connect with
a sometime girlfriend, is
asked by the RCMP commis-
sioner to investigate the affair.
The next day, a prominent
Metis spokesman is assassi-
nated in Inuvik, with Mat-
teesie for a witness, The two
events may be related, So the
intrigue begins, and builds
through an expertly paced
plat to a satisfying conclusion.

Young lets Matteesie tell
the story, and he's an attrac-
tive narrator, easy to listen to
but able to ask hard ques-
tions. His voice is serious amd
gensible, laced with humour
or anger as the occasion de-
mands; he pulls the parts of
the complicated case together
believably, introduces Native
ways unostentatiously, fills
the reader in on personal de-
tails smoothly, The result is a
fully imagined character who
makes the other members of
the cast plausible and gives
authenticity to an exotic set-
ting and atmosphere.

— DOUGLAS HILL
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BEST KEPT SECRETS
by Pat Krause
Colcau Books, 144 pages, $8.95 paper

{ISBN @ 919926 84 3)

PAT KRAUSE's new collection
of stories, Best Kepi Secreis,
opens with a quotation from
“The Women In The Fam:ly ¢
by Judith Krause:

After breakfast, the women in
the family

take their coffee and sit in the
sun

on the wide stone steps. . . .

The women lalk incessanily.
Even the ones who aren’t there
snake their presence fell.

The 12 stories that follow
are indeed domestic dramas,
dealing with small or not'so
small moments in the lives of
an entertaining series of char-
acters frying to survive in the
family, the country, the world.
Most of the stories are pro-
pelled by a gentle underciir-
rent of humour: Krause clear-
ly feels great empathy for
these people and treats their
secrets and their tragedies
with respect.

‘The two strongest stories in
the collection are the more se-
rious ones, the first and the
last. The first, “Best Kept Ses
crets,” is the story of a young
boy, David Nathan Kauffman,
who is severely beaten with a
baseball bat by the “big boys”
at school because he is a Ger-
man. David suffers permanent
damage, “severe chronic idio-
pathic epilepsy,” and never re-
covers, Many years later, the
narrator, an adopted cousin,
finds David in an institution in
Calgary. His seizures have be-
come so severe that he is
strapped into a king-size crib
with padded sides:

Part of his limbs are en-
cased in plaster. His right
arm and left leg lie bent,
like wishbone halves, on
tap of the yellow thermal
blanket . . . His forehead
bulges and plunges. His
nose is flattened to wet
holes, Bubbles of blood-
flecked spittle lie” on
goawed lips. His chin is a
stubbled bruised hump

slashed with stitched .
crevices. . .. There is noth-
ing to say. Nothing to do.

‘There is no use praying
to a Saviour who said, “Suf-
fer little chlldren to come
unto me.”

1 kiss his cheek lightly. It
takes all of my courage. ]
want him to die. I want to
kill him.,

Just a pillow, pressed
softly on his face, held
there, until his fight is won.

The senseless destruction
of a child by other children is
horrific and haunting.,

The final story, “Webs,”
which received honourable
mention in the Prism interna-
tional Fiction Competition, is
a fascinating story based on
an actual experiment per-
formed by the author's father,
Dr. Allan W. Blair, at the Uni-

- versity of Alabama in 1934,

Dr. Blair allowed himself to
be bitten by a black widow
spider in order to monitor the
effects. The story is strong,
but the ending is predictable
and almost trite, providing a
tog-easy answer to the com-
plex issues raised in the story.

The other stories are not as

memorable and oftef fall simi-
larly short, taklng the easy

way out so that in the end

they seem simplistic in both
structure and content. My
final impression: the collec-
tion seems pleasant enough,
but minor.

— DIANE SCHOEMPERLEN

COMING UP FOR AIR
by Lesley Choyce
Creativé Publishers, 85 pages, $7.95

paper (ISBN 0 920021 55 7)
LESLEY CHOYCE'S fifth short
story collection, Coming Up
Jor Air, may or may not recall
George Orwell's 1939 novel of
the same name; however, it
certainly recalls this Nova
Scotia author's own previous
lively and humorous fiction.
Usually Choyce presents
coming-ofage stories — most
notably in Billy Botzweiler's
Last Dance — but on this oc-
casion he provides an exami-
nation of adult life, including

two coming-of-old-age talés.
There are nine stories, set
mainly in Nova Scotia, with
blue-collar and whitegollar
characters — not to mention a
fellow with a black collar (he
frequently wears a neoprene
wetsuit to surf in the North
Afantic).

For the most part thmgs do
not turn out too well for
Choyce's cast of grown-ups. A
62-year-old bricklayer who
loves his work can no longer
continue at it after an injury to
his hands; and a British sol-
dier, back in 1776, is obliged,
despite his moral qualms, to
help drive Acadian peasants
from their homes. So it’s a
considerably sterner Lesley
Choyce than we are accus-
tomed to. A shame, because
he is at his best when treating
life as a joyful game rather
than a hideous imposition.

Still, his usual playfulifess
surfaces often throughout the
book, particularly in “Unad-
vertised Specials® (which
could be re-titled “Birth of a
Salesman”), a hilarious revela-
tion of discount-store philoso-
phy. The Caledonia Mall

Woolco represents “the very

fibre of our culture . . . . the
‘White Sale seems like a re-en-
actment of Ben Hur.” I.esley
Choyce s fantasy life remains
in excellent health.

— JOHN PARR

 LANGUAGE

edited by T.K. Pratt

University of Toronlo Press, 192 pages,
$30.00 cloth (ISBN 0 8020 5731 O

IN 1979, T. K. Pratt, a profes-
sor of English and linguistics
at the University of Prince Ed-
ward Island, sent letters to

e
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500 islanders whose back-
grounds or jobs gave them
specia access to B.EL’s rich
ora heritage. Questionnaires
were also sent out to senior
citizens. followed by two field-
work surveys covering the en-
tireidand. Finaly, other di-
alectical dictionaries and
more than 900 diaries, letters,
and other literary sources (es
pecially, notes the editor, the
novels of L. M. Montgomery)
from the island’s public
archives were consulted.

The result is a superbly
readable dictionary that rever-
berates with the real. living
language of a people and yet
is scholarly enough to satisfy
the most ardent wordmonger.
The obvious comparison is
with the Dictionary of New-
Joundland English (DNE);
with 873 entries it is much
shorter, but wading through it
isevery bit as much fun as
swimming in the 600-page
DNE. One of the DPEIE’s
best features is the lengthy
quotations it gives in support
of each word, many of them
from taped interviews, that
add up to akind of ora histo-
ry of the island's main occupa-
tions -— |obster fishing. potato
growing, fox farming, and
Irish mossing. Thus we get
under chowder, for instance, a
definition — |rish moss mixed
with other matter in order to
raise the weight and price —
followed by a series of quota-
tions from mossers: “Some
fishermen make a moss chow
der before they sell it so they
will have a heavier load and
get more money.” Elsewhere
we learn that chowder was
generally made from moss
mixed with “shoestring,” a
kind of eel grass. (In New-
foundland, a chowder is a con-
coction of black spruce
boughs and molasses, taken
to prevent scurvy.) In neither
dictionary is it thought neces-
sary to give the origina or
OED definition of the word —
a thick fish soup. derived
from the French word for
cooking pot, chaudiére.

The dictionary proper is fol-
lowed by an essay in which
Pratt discusses the origins
and usage of many of the dic-
tionary’s entries. The main

language sources are not sur-
Prising: English, Scottish,

rish, and Acadian, with some
Miiac thrown in for flavour-
ing. What is surprising isthat
individual words are not con-
fined in their usage tothe eth-
nic group of their origin:
“Whatever their origin,” Pratt
found, “most words are dif-
fused in the general popula-
tion.” As examples, Pratt
hacked five Scottish words —
scra, skithers, spouty, stivk, and
stob — and found that they
wer e in broad use throughout
tbe idand, not just among is-
landers of Scottish ancestry:
17 per cent of the Acadians
polled used scra and spouty
as part of their regular
speech.. These and other ob-
servations, along with the dic-
tionary itself, make the
DPEJE a worth?/ addition te
tbe growing family of regional

wordbooks from the Atlantic
provinces. the DNE, Lewis
Poieet’s Soutk Shore Phrase
Book, and Pascal Poirier’s
five-volume Glossaire Acedien.

-WAYNE GRADY

POETRY

Quaryy, 80 pages, $10.95 paper
(ISEN 0 919627 92 7)
ALL CORNINESS aside, Phil
Hall cares ‘about this barbed-
wire world of ours. Old Enemy
Juice, his eighth collection;
tries to come to terms with all
sorts of aches and shudders,
everything from sexism to su-
cide. “Our disappointments/
have become. our shields,” he
writes and then proceeds to
drop as many defences as he
can, often shocking us with
the nakedness of his compas-
sion.

The first section of the
book ‘is about men with
women; lovers, ex-husbands,
abusers. friends. Experiment-
ing with different men’s lives.
diierent versions of himself,
Hall’s poems are short and
surreal, someti m_eﬂ' ust a step
awvay from weird. Almost
every one of them contai nzl a

, aglimpse for tbe male
?gasger o?hispown manhood’
distorted in a funhouse mir-

mr. Hall inspires recognition
and responsibility.

Further into the book there
is an explosive long poem
caled “The. War in Ontario,”
an attempt to grap ewiththe
hatred he felt for is.own 1% -
ther, aman who “,,. hunted/
down my mother and Killed
her/ in legal ways,” a rage
leading to a final section of
poems, entitled “Proof,” that
Eokes through the rubble of a

alf-ruined society with a
razor blade in one hand, a
heart in the other.

Old Enemy Juice is the
quirkiest, wisest work that
Hall has written, an often
thrilling blast of fiery air.
Méelting hearts and thawin
minds, Hall has even earne
himself this mid-career epi-
taph: “ A syllabus of suicides
turned him into a scrapper/
He backed out with his songs
up like gloves”

— BARRY DEMPSTER

SOCIETY '

WHOSE MONEY IS IT
ANYWAY? THE SHOW-
DOWN ON PENSIONS
by Ann Finlayson

Viking (Penguin), 278 poges, $26.95

ANYONE attempting a popular
book about pensions faces a
daunting task The issuesare
dry and complex and the very
root of the matter is-a
prospect most of us avoid: the
certainty of aging.

Ann Finlayson, as ignorant
as most of us when she
began, has clearly mastered
the subject She has not, how-
ever, madeit come alive. She
begins by examining the
backgreiind of the Canada
Pension Plan, its many flaws
and the. abortive effortsto re-
form it. This occupies the first
third of the book, and it’s hard
going. A few mor e case histo-
ries would put flesh on these

dusty bones.

Thereis more life in Fin-
layson's attack on the private
pension industry. At issue is
who benefits and Who suffers
from inflation, and who really
owns the money that hasae-
cumulated in the private pen-
sion plans Which are now the
biggest pool of investment
capital in the country. Clearly,
:inany employer s think they

0.

As inflation erodes the
value of the benefits these
funds have undertaken to pay,
it swells the funds them-
selves. These days a typical
fund earns six per cent more
than it is obliged to pay out.
Instead of keeping faith with
employees by using the sur-

lus to restore the value of

enefits, many employers
give themselves “a contribu-
tion holiday.” Some have
made huge withdrawals.
Some have wound up pension
plans, paid off their obliga-
lilons, and pocketed the sur-
plus:

Because regulatory control
of such abuse is dack, and be-
cause many unions reflect
their members apathy on
pension issues. this plunder
will contintie if we let it

L. LAWRENCE JACKSON

WHENCE THEY CAME:
DEPORTATION FROM
CANADA 1900-1935
by Barbara Roberis

Unicersity of Ottawa Press, 246 pages,

THIS STUDY of the deporta-
tion practices between the
years 1900 and 1935 of the
Department of Immigration
(which operated during those
years under a variety of
names) is quite timely in the
light of the department’s new
immigration bill, which pm-
vides for “forced repatriation”
of refugees whose claims are
deemed to be unacceptable.
As Barbara Roberta makes
clear in her detailed analysis.
Canada hasalong and inglori-
ous history of using deport&
tion to enforce a selective
immigration policy. She con-
tends that deportation was
used as a means of riddin

Canada of immigrants, includ-
ing those who-had attained

April 1985, BOOKS I CANADA 9
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citizenship, whom members
of thbe government bureaucra-
cy would rather not have let
in inthe first place.

Roberts, now a professor at
Concordia University in Mon-
treal, describes herself as a
“self-imposed political exile’
who came to Canada from the
United Statesin 1970. In this
study she focuses mainly on
the (often illegal) deportation
of “radicals and dissidents’
during the period in question
and the systematic deporta-
tion of the foreign-born unem-
pl%ed during the Depression.

e does not paint a pretty
picture. Deportation orders
were generally politically mo-
tivated. decided in secret
without judicial intervention,
and tbe result of bureaucratic
Bat among a small group of
faceless and unaccountable
functionaries. Although seru-
pulously researched (using
many of the department’s own
documents) the book is hin-
dered by Roberts's pedestrian
writing style (especially con-
sidering the incendiary nature
of her charges) and the lack

of an index.
— NORMAN SIGURDSON

WOMEN ON WAR
edited by Daniela Glosef |
Stmon and Schusier (General), |-
391 pages, $10.95 paper

STRONG SOCIAL conscious-
ness rings from every page of
this collection of  essays,
speeches, prose, poetry, and
Personal testimony. But in the
ace of a weapons industry
that uses the term “collateral
damage” to refer to the
human casualties that would
‘result if anuclear war broke
out, alittle peace jingoism is
probably a good thing. _
Not that it's all rhetoric.
There are dullnesses, and se-
lections so brief as to raise
the suspicion that they were
included merely for the sake
of fattening the list of contrib-
utors. It is, without Baddl ng,
an impressive assembly of in-
ternationally known writers,
activists, and political figures:
Marguerite Duras, Toni Mor-
rison, Anna Akhmatova, Ori-
ana Fallaci, |sabel Allende,
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Helen Caldicott, Winnie Man-
dela, and more. Generdly, the
most compelling pieces are
the personal testimonies,
which are not written by
“names.” The least affecting,
with some exceptions. are the
poems. Though it's a-poet —
Carolyn Forché, an American
who has spent time in El Sal-
vador, Beirut, and South
Africa — who offers one of
the most thought-provoking
selections, an examin-
ing her role as “tbe poet from
the privileged world” who
“writes ‘about’ the suffering of
others.” The truth is, the read-
ership of this book (includk
me) islikely also privileged,
able to read ‘about” the ef-
fects of U.S. nuclear testing
on residents of the Marshall
Idands, the devastation of
counter-insurgency warsin El
Salvador and Afghanistan, the
brutality of apartheid. Forché
doesn't see those deadly dsms,
Eke militarism and racism, as
art of an abstract, evil (male)
stem, but as part of all of us
in “the privileged world.”
|_have gripes about Women
on War, its inclusions and ex-
clusions. But they fade when |
read Grace Paley’s poetic fic-
tion, or Carol Cohn’s stinging

= and authoritative inside ac-

count of nuclear-arms strate-
gists, or the story of a sur-
vivor of the atomic bombing
of Nagasaki. They fade in the
bright ring of what really are
“essential veices” in these
dangerous times.

'« —BARBARA CAREY

HOMETOWN HEROES
by Paul Quarrington
Collins, 292 pages, $26.95 cloth (ISBN

Fax: (519) 833-2195 .
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THERE ARE MANY great
sports legendsin this country,
but the Canadian National
Hockey Team that won the
1987 lzvestia Tournament in
the Soviet Union and then,
after some questionable per-
sonnel changes, came in
fourth in the Calgary
Olympics is nat among them.
And yet,. by focusing his
shrewd storyteller’s eye and
familiar wit on the subject,
Paul Quarrington has fash:
ioned an entertaining and re-
vealing account of the strug-
gles of this team.

Quarrington sets out to be
the kind of sportswriter he
has long admired. When “the
game is a bad one,” he writes,

the sportswriters spin their
cigars dowly and are sad.
Sometimes the game is a
good one, and the sports-
miters place their palsied
fingers on to the heart .of
something. In both cases,
sportswriters go to the .
typers and produce poetry.

However, by the time Quar-
rington has gotten to know

the team, learned and re- " ' -
counted each player’s story, | -
regjoiced with the players In s
victory, drowned with them in \ 3

defeat, and jogged miles with

their coach, Dave King,

sportswriters have collectively
become a “brainless creature”

awaiting the team at the air-.
port moving “Eke something

out of a horror movie, tram-
pling small children that got
initsway.”

Quarrington’s travels with
the “Nats” becomes as much
ajourney of human discovery
as an exposé of a sports team.
Taking to Claude Vilgrain,
the only black player on tbe
team, he unearths along tra- o
dition of racial discrimination
in hockey. He redizes. that
there is ‘'no way amhite play%
of Claude's talent and size
would have been so complete
Iy overlooked by the NHL.”
He also puts to rest the
Bi cayune comments of base-

all “poofs” and others about
hockey’s limitations, conclud-
ing that the Emits of time and
space in the game actualy
heighten the excitement Un-
fortunately, they intensify the
violence as well. Conversely,
the level of bonding Quarring-
ton finds on the team Is
beyond community, “ at a level
most of us can’t fathom . . .
these boys all single cells of a
greater being, linked together
telepathically.” The poetry
that Quarrington, at the out-
set, found in some sportswrit-
ers, he himself produces
here. “What matters to me
about hockey,” he unites, “is
that te play it well requires
both intelligence and skill,
mind and body, and when a
young man plays it well heis

full of grace and glory.”.
o O OSkPH KERTES
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FIRST NOVEL AWARD
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A thinking
man’s life

Rick Salutin’s first novel is tke story of Oskar, the savage
and bemused observer of life, faith, ideas about the ways we change

and the ways we don’t, post-war Toronto, ks fiends, his rivals,
himself, and history (kis own and the. world’s)

HE WINNER of this year's W. H.

Smith/Books in Canada First

Novel Award is Rick Salutin,
the Toronto journalist and playwright
His plays include the well-known
1537: The Farmers’ Revolt and Les
Canadiens; both won Chalmers
Awards. He has published articles and
cultaral commentary in many Canadi-
an magazines, he is a regular colum-
nist (as “The Culture Vulture”) in This
Magezine. His bi ographg of Rent Row-
ley, The Organizer A Canadian Union
Life, appeared in 1980, and a collection
of his journalism, Marginal Notes.
Challenges to the Mainstream, was
published in 1984 _ _

Salutin didn’t beein to write until he
was 28. He studied theology at Colum-
bii University in New York, intending
to become a rabbi, then withdrew from
the seminary and became involved in
|eft politics. Returning to Canada at 28,
he discovered theatre, history, and a
Canadian political consciousness that
was to provide th§5propell|ng energy of
his writing. In 1985, he began work on
A Man of Little Faith. .

Why did he turn his attention from
theatre to the novel? “I"d been writing
prose, mostly journdism, for years,
ever since I'd begun writing, in fact. |
found that the journalism was becom-
ing more and more ‘fictiona’ -it had
scenes, dramatic action, characters, di-
alogue._ Friends pointed this out to me
and said, Why don’'t you just get on
with it?
~‘1"d been out of theatre for some
time. The kinds of plays that are most
produced are not thekind | want to
write, the kind | have written in the
past. The theatre here doesn’'t have
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the resources available for the plays
I'd like to write.

“In the theatre, t00, a writer can hide
behind his characters. | liked the direct
voice | had aways used in my journal-
ism. The ap(F_ed_ of the novel is that you
can speak diictiy to the reader.”

Heis a work on another novel, and
he has, he says, ‘deven or twelve

_ more sketched out in my mind.”

PHOTOGRAPH BY PALL. ORESTE!
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Here are the judges comments on
the six short-listed novels:

Nigel Berrisford: The standard
this year was so_umforr_nI?/ high as to
make it amost impossible to choose
behveen such éxcellent contenders. |
have picked A Casual Bratality by Neil
Bissoondatb as my choice for best first
novel, though | found the choice ex-

Bick Salulin
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tremely difficult as the novels of Janice
Kulyk Keefer, Joan Clark, and Rick
Salutin were also of such a high stan-
dard as to make worthy winnersin
most years.. _

My choice for winner. A Casual
Brutality, is a great first novel, written
with tremendous assurance, which be-
lies the fact that it's Bissoondath's
first. The central character, Dr. Raj
Ramsingh, looks at the crumbling,
brutal world of his homeland with de-
gpair but understanding. A magnifi-
cent novel. ]

My second choice The Victory of
Geraldine Cull, by Joan Clark. A great
new Canadian character, Geradine
Gull, dominates this complex novel,
full of memorable images captured by
superb descriptive writing. The village
of Niska leaps from the pages with one
vivid description after another. Packed
with interesting characters, this is a
ma%oert novel. _

in Spruce Harbeur, Nova Scotia,
» Constellations, by Janice Kulyk Keefer,
is a beautifully written novel about a
collection of cultural migfits. The fig-
ure of Claire Saulnier isarea and
complex woman and there are many
convincingly drawn minor characters.
My own favourite is the postmaster
Delbert, who is omniscient about the
lives of Spruce Harbour residents. A
charming, well-written novel. _

Oskar, the ugly but very appealing
central character of A Man of Little
Faith. Rick Salutin’s novel, is a great
fictional creation. The book is a tour de
Joree Of good writing and characteriza-
tion. My enly criticism would be that
it'S#ee crammed with ideas, dialogue,
and arguments, and has a lack of
continuity.
~ January, February, June or July, by
Helen Fogwill Porter, is a perceptive
and moving first novel, and very well
written. It ca?otures preci the
closed world of 15- or 16-year-old girls.
The awful terror of a young girl who
becomes pregnant is well realized.

Electrical Storms, by David Homel, iS
et in the '60s, and is full of drugs, sex,
violence, and murder. This novel
moves a breskneck . The dia-
logue is excellent. The book as a
whole, however, is jerky and disjointed.

Elisabeth Harvor: My choice for the
award this year is Rick Salutin's A
Man of Litile Faith. It'sawhole and
human book. Also a very intelligent
and generous one — a book that in
fact demonstrates with verbal wizardry
the difference, in authorial voice, be-
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hveen generosty and self-indulgence.
In spite of a somewhat tired beginning

and dso a dlgagpomtmgly familiar
inal paragraph) tbe novel, once it hits
its stride, has the joyful and artless
feel of an extended anecdote (but an
anecdote that is complex, tender, and
innovative). Salutin is awonderful
stylist; we are never presented in his
work (as we too often are in the work
of many first-time novelists) with the
reverent and sorry spectacle of the
writer Being a Writer — on the con-
trary, A Maxn of Litile Faith is a fine ar-
gument for what a novel of ideas
should be able to do: create a buoyant
relationship behveen information,,
emotion, rhythm, and language. The
novel’s story is the story of Oskar, a
German Jewish refugee who not only
doubts. but also doubts his own
doubts. then rides over all these
doubts to become a savage and be-
mused observer. Of what? Of every-
thing: faith, ideas about the ways we
change and the ways we don't, post-
war Toronto, his friends, his rivals {in
his case they are the same people),
himself (another rival), his history
(his own and the world's), as well as
his “futile fantasy about being a histo-
rian — as a sort of personal stand
againgt myth.” There isn't much figu-
rative language in A Ma= of Little
Faith — its charm is rather in its per-
fect pacing and in the sorrowfully
comic music of its prose: still, tbe im-
ages that are contained-in thebiok
are often origind and precise, as in
this brief description of Oskar spying
on his students at the Pillar of Fire Re-
ligious Schooal: “ .. he often dips into
the old choir loft, which is screened
from view by agrillwork like alattice
of dinosaur bones.” It is this image of
Oskar as someone childlike — some-
one who spies, envies, doubts, kungers
— that forms a bond with the child in
tbe reader (or at least with the child in
this reader). In fact | was sometimes
reminded, reading Oskar’s story, of
another great (and tormented and
brave) doubter, Kafka, who wrote:
“‘There are possibilities for me, cer-
tainly: but under what stone do they
lie?” "Picking up one stone after anoth-
er, Oskar, more bravely than he
knows, lives his tife.

In Joan Clark's The Victory of Geral-
dine Gull, | really admired the prllyscal
sense of the history of things. For ex-
ample: the d_escrslﬁtlon of the art teach-
er as she sits sketching on a kitchen
chair at the edge of agully. and of
what the easel is made of. what differ-
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ent uses things have been put to, what
foods have been bought a the Hud-

-son’s' Bay store, the contents of

kitchen cirpboards, etc. Also the way
Clark demythologizes native peo&le,
but keeps a respect for them that
seems human rether than politically
correct. Most -of the time, anyway.
There are afew problems: | some-
times felt there was a certain authoriat
fastidiousness, padicularly in the
scenes invelving the teacher Willa
Coyle, and one of the young-Swampy
Cree men. Patrick Eagle. But the im-
agery in the book is Impressive —
both original and northern, as in this
description of the white boas, Pawley,
and his woman, out in a blind in the
tundra, waiting for geese: “They
watched'them, hopping from foot to
foot in tbe cold, their hands curled up
in their deeves like paws” Also the
description of Sal Pawley’s hair as
“dull but curved up like a dog's tall.
But in away, it is also this [ove of
Clark’s for the world and her fascina-
tion with how everything is put togeth-
er that works ac%al nst a strong emo-
tional build-up of feding between the
characters. Still, she hag mainly, man-
ed to keep her work free of the taint
of ideological worthiness, and the
sense of place she has been able to
evoke in her deseriptions of shacks
and northern schoolhouses and the
way the “current seems to dide rather
than push, asif slowed by the warm
sun,” are often redly fine. =
Calling a book unpretentious is gen-
erally thought to be damning it with
faint praise, but Helen Fogwill Porter’s
January, February, Junse or July isthe
sort of short, modest book that could
(1:1ive unpretentiousness a good name.
he story is a familiar rite-of-passage
story set in the poor St. John's Centre
area of Newfoundland's capital city,
but it stays so close to its 15-year-old
protagonist that there were moments
when | felt more absorbed in the
world of the Novak family than | did in
the worlds created by any of the other
writers in this group. That the story is
predictable is probably the greatest
mark againgt it, and sometimes the
marriage of dialect to words like “per-
haps’ and “mundane’ and “ludicrous”
seems odd, and occasionally dialogue
IS made to do work that could better
have been ‘done by narrative, but as
the novel progresses it becomes more
and more clear that Porter has.a fine
gift for making the ordinary extraordi-
nary. Also, although the story at times
flirts dangerously with sentimentality,

“Trresistible”
storytelling...”

RHODA | ERMAN
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the two love stories, the one involving
Heather Novak and an 18-year-old
hockey player, and the oge involvin
her dying grandmother and the grand-
mother’s second husband, are very
touching.

Neil Bissoondath’s A Casual Brutal-
ity may be the most didactic thriller
ever written. Because the first-person
voice is so lugubrious and even in an
innocent sort of way pompous, the ini-
tial impression is of abook whose au-
thor has worked very hard. Too hard,
even. But the melodrama of the struc-
ture cals such a belief into question:
doesn’'t melodrama as a structural
choice aways signd an unwillingness
on the part of the writer to do the real
work of writing? Over and over again
in this book, Bissoondath walks away
from a scene a the very moment we
most need him to hang around and tell
us what happens next. He is a clinical
writer rather than an imaginative one
— thereé’s no original imagery in this
novel. no seeing the world with the
eye of a poet or child; there is instead
agood dedl of meticulous and even mi-
croscopic writing and sometimes.
when it hasn't been too deliberately
submerged in the text (to foreshadow
a later event). this writing can be pow-
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erful — powerful enough to make me
feel that Bissoondath, at least in this
stage of his ife, could be a fine non-fic-
tion writer. But is he ready to be let
loose in the world of feelings? | have
my_doubts. _ _

The problem is that Bissoondath
moves his characters around in the
novel like doomed little pawns. As for
the five or six scenes that are dazzling
as pictoria events, they work hardly at
dl as emotiona events. Bissoondath,
like many beginning novelists, suffers
from lyrical and moral overreach, and
asaresult of it over and over agdin in
this book we meet up with what feels
like Strategy, not tragedy.

1 had difficulty entering the worlds
crested by David Homel and Janice
Kulyk Keefer. The Homel book is the
breezier of the two and because of this

N L T = -

The
Blue

Raven
by Ted Harrison

Ted Harrison weaves a
story that echoes ancient
Native tales — part
myth, part fable, and full
of adventure. The Blue
Raven is illustrated with
twelve oiiginal painting5
that depict the majesty
and mystery of the
North.

516.95 Hardcover
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Treasure |

| had an easier time getting through it
The Keefer book is much more ambi-
tious and cluttered. | got such a feel-
ing of words and information having
been pelted a the page in a way that

seemed to trividize fedings rather ~

than deepen them; and so many of the
characters Seemed so affected ‘and dii
dainful. An example:

He issitting with the Comtesse in
her boudoir while Antoinette plays
endless sets of tennis with the gar-
dener in the courts behind the St
bles, courts tastefully screened
from view by a thick Jurtlﬁer hedge.
The old woman is skeletally erect in
her bed. indigo-coloured Spectacles
over her near-dead eyes, and what
remains of her flesh1s swathed in
batiste and antique lace, faintly
rusty in places. He reaches forward
to the night table to pour her a
glass of ice-water from the crysta
decanter — pour it with consum-
mate kill, tact. deference — like a
head waiter at a five-star hotel, An-
toinette had once sneered.

Every time | opened this book |
would fedl a terrible anxiety, which |
finally put down to the fact that |
seemed to be picking up anxiety from
the author herself. There's such a tone
of archness to this book, and doesn't
archness usudly hide anxiety! There's
alack of trudt, really — trust in the
reader. | also feel that Keefer has
handicapped herself by placing pas-
sages from Rilke's Letters te a Y oung
Poet here and there in the narrative.
Coming upon one of these thoughtful
thoughts is like coming upon a spring
of clear water after hacking your way
through a verbal thicket

Jack McClelland: Neil Biisoondath's
A Casual Britality has been highly
raised by some critics, and perhaps
e deserves dl that praise, but | do not
rank either his book or David Homel's
Electrical Storms very hiih among the
six_novelists in thii competition.
Rick Salutin's novel, A Man of Little
Faith, bad me thinking this is a superb

" playwright but not a great noveist |

think he should stick to the short
gory, a form he would handle very
well. | found it extremely difficult to in-
volve myself with his characters or
even to believe in them.

Helen Fogwill Porter has a very spe-
cia gift and a warm insightful feeing
for Newfoundland, and | can well un-
derstand why r{anuam February, June
or July was included among the final-
ists. Having said that, | had some fedl-
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ing that she had extreme difficulty
gretching this out to novel length.
felt | should like to knew much, much
more about the principa characters.

The Victory of Geraldine Gull is an-
other matter. This is a first-rate writer.
In the main, | had the inevitable con-
clusion that she is better at the short-
story length than as a noveligt, but she
writes with conviction and her charac-
ters are red. | may have been put off
3%’ the idiotic jacket design; publishers

ould insist that the designers have
a least some idea of the content of the
book. It is a very serious subject, and
Joan Clark is a first-class writer, but |
don't think the novel length is quite
her strength yet

The clear winner is Janice Kulyk
Keefer and her book Congtellations.
Sheis a gifted writer, cares about her
subject matter, and handles the novel
length with great skill and ease.

Leon Rooke: Helen Fogwill Porter’s
January, February, June or July has
charm, and there is considerable sen-
sitivity in its portraya of the gentle 15-
year-old heroine whose experiences
with her equaly innocent boyfriend
result in her pregnancy and the even-
tual aborting of both the fetus and her
first love. The character's home lii in
St John's, her relationship with moth-
er and sisters and afew friends, is
vividly drawn and has many endearing
moments. But dissatisfactions | had
with the novel are not of atrivial kind.
The work, aimed, asit often appears to
be, at a teenage audience, is o overt
in its sociology that one suspects at
times the book is meant to he an in-
struction manual for sexually active
young girls. Heather’s actual surgical
experiences seem in large part de-
Sgned to ease the minds of teenagers
unlucky enough to share this hero-
ine's plight; all involved could not be
nicer, and the end result is that
Heather is reunited with her family,
her community, and the versifier's
world she adores. My larger complaint.
is that while the novel seemingly fits
very much into the redistic mode (the
characters drink Tang, eat Kraft din-
ners, and have as tbe height of ther
aspirations ajob at K-Mart or Wool-
worths) much in these characters
lives has been s0 simplified that the
novel dangeroudy veers towards the
fadse report. Not to emphasize this,
however. | liked the book; it's nice,
and is imbued with genuine warmth.

| felt not nearly so kindly about Neil
Bissoondath’s A Casual Brutality. As

surediy. the author has uncommon ta-
ent and will likely go on to write distin-
guished fiction, but this first” novel is
far from that. The novel’s structure,
with its arbitrary jumps fmm past to

resent, from Toronto to a besieged

est Indian idand in the Caribbean, is
easy on the author but rather hard on
us. Structure, though, is the least of
this book’ s offences. Bissoondath
overwrites. Ponderous introspection,
in this novel, foams as freely as draft
beer a your local pub. A good many
difficulies might have been dleviated
had the author used a third-person

oint of view, for that in fact Is what

is firg-person voice is. Worse yet, we

erode; despite periodic recoveries, the
stamina is largely gone. Keefer seems
to sense this, and continues to offer up
new characters and widen her horizon
— she writes convincingly, for in-
stance, fmm assorted points of view.
intellectual to illiterate. But the novel
has got away from her and full recov-
ery Is impossible. Her mistake, | think,
was in choosing to load the novel’s
plot-impetus with the imported charac-
ter, Bertrand, a Frangais do France —
who came out of the air and could not
bear the weight — rather than with
Claire, who came out of the heart, and
with full trust from the author might
have provided us (in a tight, modem

If faith, the author’s, is what keeps
a novel going from first page
1O last without side-stepping or
pursuing blind alleys, or puffery,
or leap-frogging to an unearned elm?,
it is Salutin who has it. . . .
The author’s integrity is intact
on every page

learn on the novel’s final pa%es that
the wife, whom the narrator tolerated,
and the son, whom he loved, were
killed in the (idand's) violent socid
upheaval that prompted the novel’s
telling in the first place. A novel must
have an ending. and clearly this hit of
news was reserved in order that there
be one. It is smply not credible -this
isn't related from a psychiatrist’s chair,
after all — that a narrator whe remem-
bers everything, including how hi lips
tightened against his teeth at the
smallest atercation 30 years earlier,
and. who offers a{udluous explanation
and anayss of &l ese entering his do-
main, trivial to significant, would not
have had occasion through 370 pages
at least to allude to the single tragic
event that hurt him most. Thus is the
entire novel undermined. Raj Rams-
ingh, we are told on the jacket, is a de
cent man; even in those sections
where | believed in his existence, and
where the writing was skilful, | did not
like him.

Janice Kulyk Keefefs Constellations
begins brilliantly. Oh boy, | thought,
what a hook! But once Keefer removes
hersdlf from the point of view of the
windswept Claire, whose 41 pages
open the novel, its narrative drive be-
gins to sputter, and finally to severely

novel rather than the old-fashioned,
quite conventiona one Constellations
becomes) with a notable work of art.
The novel wears itself out finaly with
weary undulation of character and un-
folding of plot, a case, | expect of the
author sqhtl ng her book’s difficulties
and unable to abandon the salvagin

impulse. This is adreary appraisa 0

the whole: forget the whole and you
find vourself with numerous pages of
fiercely good writing.

The Vietory of Geraldine Gull: Joan
Clark’s children’s work | have long ad-
mired, and | admire this, her first
adult novel. Each of the characters in
this northern environment is invested
with authentic lii, and generates our
deegest interest They are an assorted
lot, and all are genuine keepers of the
tale unfoldi ng. The author’s sensibility
is refined and enact We like her (the
author): we like them It is a very read-
able, and engrossing, book, though
some mistakes have been made. The
first is a tactical one, occurring mid-
way, when the pivota character —
“crazy” Gerdding, the Indian woman
responsible for keeping the nove’s

lot going — meats up with her long-
ost son in a Winnipeg bar. (She had
been down on her luck after a series of
disasters, young, a drunk and a prosti-
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tute; her infant child had been taken
from her; afterwards, the son went on
to become a revered Indian artist, she
to become the “crazy” Geraldine of the
titte.) The coincidence of this reunion
is repellent (and unnecessary — Clark
felt she needed an explangtion for how
the mother, in the nove’s true time,
came to be in possession of the son's
aintings — ) but one forgives her. 1
orgive her too for sacrificing charac-
ter to plot in the book’s resolution
(one envisions movie cameras
reving) when al becomes too pre-
dictable, a swollen river inundating
the village and all its occupants em-
barking upon the ark that Geraldine’s
redeemed husband has been con-
gtructing from the first pages. Until
this ending, the plot serves well and is
not nearly so fanciful as this bare out-
line suggests, though it is Clark’s solid
characterization. her politics, her
clean style, and the narrative's lively
movement that make The Victory a
solid choice for this short list

David Homel's Electrical Storms
opens With promise and intermittently
that promise remains afloat, despite an
accruing sense that the pages are
“looking,” as one character here says
gbout anotnér, “for something o nap

" What happens happens on page

2 when one of the friends in a Chica-
go teen group they cal the Kensing-
ton Krazies is murdered, and the Kra-
zies, led by the novel’s narrator, are
that crime’s silent witnesses. The
machinations following from that pro-
vide the story, a workable-enough one,
though the Story as rendered by-and-
b?/ becomes more than a shade im-
plausible as characterizations deterio-
rate and, again, plot is alowed to
dictate the players performances.
Homel's writing is often lively — he
throws down a good many snappy
lines-but the tale’s superficia quali-

mounts. There is little subtlety in
the narrative and, by the end, as the
Krazies effect their own revenge on
the murderer, one even fedls that none
was intended; despite the sex. the
drugs, and the hippie '60s period it in
part evokes, | closed tbe novel think-
Ing of Al Jolson’s black-faced rendition
of “Mammy.”

The classest novel — and acla
one in whatever company — is Ridl
Salutin’s A Man of Litte Feith. |f faith,
the author’'s, is what keeps a novel
going from first page to last without
Sdestepping or pursuing blind dleys
Or puttery; or leapfrogging 10 an un-
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earned closg, it iS Salutin whe. has it,
and though you might make this or
that quibble about pace, about stary,
you are aware that you are in toucl
witb a thinking man's life, and that the
author rendering that life has givesri
himself deeply to'its crestion and is
making no unseemly blunders. If the
novel doesn't have quite the intellectu-
d grist of a Bellow or the heart's-reach
of aMalamud, with whose work this
can vaidly be associated, you know at
the very |eéast that you are In the same
arena. True, one could ask for more
variety in the presentation; true, one
emerges not knowing as much about
Oskar as one might expect in a 300-
age work that so diligently pursues
im. Even s0. The nove is assured
and pquoseful, forged with stylistic
vigour. The author's integrity is intact
on every page. Among those works
considefed here, it is — despite the
absence of ready plot and the some-
what closed corridors it pursues —
technically the most accomplished. It
is sophisticated writing in &l respects;
it excavates and illuminates the
human condition, and exists as a gen-
uine document of our passage. Noth-
ing false about #ds report; A Man of

» Little Faith gets my vote. O

Books in Canada

Quire

Maclean’s

“A novel of uncommon power and passion....This iS an
important book with arickly various
wrting through and through. To the handful of contem-
porary writers Who have combined intuitions about
North American Jewish cultural iSSUes with 0?1
narrative skills - Bernard Malamud, Philip Rot
Mordecai Richler, for starters - add Rick Salutin,” -

“A splendidly sustained work of fiction.” - Quill &
“ A rare accomplishment: a novel that is both intelligent

and engaging.” - The Montreal Gazette
“A bracing and provocative intellectua adventure” - L

McCléland & Stewart
is pleased to congratulate

RICK SALUTIN

on winning the W.H. Smith/Books in Canada First Novel Award for

A Man of Little Faith

lot and masterful

mpelling

1 : anm by .

RICK SALUTIN

Books worth reading.

=— M cCldland & Stewart ==
MsS The Canadian Publishers MaS

$24.95 cloth
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WORKIN PROGRESS

Pronouns on the Main

DY Erin Mouré

On the Sdewalks, such women & men...

They think they're haunted. .. _

They think their bodies bring back memories!
That's why they roll up those magnificent sweaters.
S0 that's why their |00se pants are rolled up

a the hem. 0 ankles! |

In a cold year some of them carry their letfuce in the
smalest of bags. Some of them

have bought cheese. 0 the sdewalks!

000

A man writes a novel on a cigaret package.

IN & café & cinéma a man writes down his only fegling.

Imagine for a minute the lines

hi mat seeves are purely writing,

imagine the several pronouns “she” “hers”
“her”. With these pronouns his novel is shorter!
Already ‘she’ has walked into

the 2nd chaf)ter, the 3rd chapter,

(today is cold)

people drink coffee at the bar, standing up, in glassgs.

The saxophone becomes more indistinct,

outside on the sideyvalk women are passing.
& for dl this, a is nervous!

For this, he writes a novd!

Because he waits for her!

000

But, then. some of us have been
old dready, &have grown up dsawhere.
There isstill alittle mud from the prairie river,
it is not unusual o
There is nothing so much thdt it is
usua! Her bicycle being carried past
on a canvas to the hospital of the parking meter.
Because some of us are married,
&on the canvas is painted a blue sky, _
upon such a canvas lies the bicycle, carried past us
with our bags of Saturday
from Frenco & Waldman's.
E%gq?f us With some grain & vegetable
ish!
Bring back the bicycle.. .1amtoo much,
this year, old. The blue sky!
| cannot walk yet
| have grown up elsewhere.

000

| am looking to the Present, as it is described

with hats, with flowers, the suicide in a green jacket
& haireut, who has just got this haircut,

asif famous, Who does not know she is a suicide.. .
ter jacket & bag of Saturday groceries,

of pears & carrots, of 2 bananas & a piece

of requin, sliced from the belly

0 soft core of the shark, belly of the fish

sold to a woman who dreams of dancing
Who dreams Of the arms raised in order

to be dancing .

& forgives, immediately, everyone, & puts off,
with her groceries, the suicide she

has not dreamed of

She has ahaireut now.. . enough.. .

000

The pronouns cannot be counted,

their numbers are too much.

The novel has dready gone from the café. Finally
"she” came.Tn any case,

if aman iswriting, if his sleeves are writing,

the “she”’ & “she”..: when will they meet each other?
When will they meet each other

on this definite Sidewalk.

After dl, a woman passes,

her raincoa waiting for rain,

awoman with no groceries so she can remember.
Another woman with no bag saying “Warshaws®!
“In broad daylight” on o

these squares “containing their history.”

Aline from Yannis Ritsos, whose

picture looks south in the window of the Typographeon.

These squares waiting for the heat of summer
today Is—cold[)_ o
waiting for the light of feminine pronouns

The novel whose body brings back memories.. .

This iswhy they wear their Sweaters so easily!

As they walk by, thgj turn to each other, “efle” ef “elle”
touching a sweater. Such a novel! Their hems rolled!
This is why the “she” in me cannot be cored!

South West, or Altadore

Oor imperfect, fleeing minds.

The woman about te begin

her walk thm the desert, carrying
asmall suitcase with the words
“Eleftherias Street,” folded, Insde.
Already, | am full of such bitterness for my Iife.
| am young, &bitterness isthe quarry
of the young. _

The street is long, the light thin.

The brown of the grass, after so many,
the white of the fence, sings.

e e e I R R i I TRl oy
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So cold.
As if, the prefiguration of snow.
The drink of light wine hurting

the chest. Tipota. ;

2

Those of us who remain calm,

that is to say, angry

Those of us who are enraged,

& thus can eat, holding the fork up
with the food, pushing our heads
forward, bid-like, eating

Those of us who have had enough
Those of us gué seat tannées
Eating

Forging the food into the liquid of the body
The liquid so dense & pure

there could be no end to tears
should we begin them

But we won't

Those of us who are ‘displaced
from the measure

Those of us who are hare tonight
| bow to us with all my cutlery
Beware us ®
Those of us who remain calm

3

Going into what desert, south-
west

Calgary Alberta, or

Altadore, 16th St & 36th Ave,

the dead end & box apartments,
the huge blinking light of Safeway,
the concrete wall

Going in to the desert
carrying the suitcase, a weight

of dream

Its slk empty

The rabbit gun againgt the house wall, loaded
Cold air & a view of mountains
Bright sun on the stueco wail

4

The woman unfolding the page on which is written:
OA, EAEYBEPIA

That's it, the line.

How long can we live before we die.

Asif, dl women, car

the light of the south-west: doorsnowdeorsnowdoor
The noise of this.

She gets up, out of her chair

once in every poem, adjusting the slatted blind
to let the snow in.
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The cat howls.

The dessert on the table (compote de pokes) howls.
The compote de pokes howls.

The applesauce howls.

The table is starting

howling

Pve had it

Shut up, everything

6

What you would teke into the desert or,

if not available, the mountains: a compass,
waterproof maiches, a groundsheet
Hard boots, bmken In. In which

the past steps of the being

howl

7
The winds here northern .

The body with its fabled warmth lii up
we say

the heart. The worn tree-ine above which
the flat light of the avenue.

T h e mountains/desert finally

the same place

The shutting of the house door

to go off & wage the self

agalinst the hinge of a single word
Eleftherias.

& stand up, our desert equipment softened
Our chests speaking to US in a murmur s
Our neighbours Who are carpenters

We hear them at night in their finest dresses
dancing snowdoor

after so much silence

Their gestures

ot the heart of Altadore, insde us

6
Minstrels returned with their mitts off from the cold

Loony Tune Music

Oh this loony tune music, the half glass of vodka on the table,
the dream fable & me restless with the coffee & her smile in the
smoky bar “we fell in love here” she tells the other women that
smile & those curls that make me crazy some days with the
coffee rolling in bed afterward rolling my head punched a bead
intp the pillow & arms from the lat pulldowns aching a bit,

not able to sleep, . _ _

the poetic line | can't write ph?/scal presence demanding
acertain atention, a certain flow across the page, why lines
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anyhow it's all machinery the head pulled taut tarpaulin of the

brain asif no metonymy just

“basic experience’ Cheryl says or .

“sound” Libby writes as if o

there could be that without mediation of

the words, between My arm & ker smile blond exrls

those curls & the curls upside down behind my blue eyes

on the retina .

reversed again in the brain

the image of that not presence or sdf but

Perrecly repicated, play
er replicated, in

g/er%/thB{nge%ver, ide:?ﬁ?/es grJne

We fel out of love not in one cafe but everywhere

uEsjde down, she says -

The loony tune music

Those curls

Site: Loony Tune Music

| never thought I'd write a line about the woman's curls.
The street where | see her, outside the cafe. Our falling: in
love has been dismantled by a cafe expansion. After we fell
in love the cafe became a success, more artists came to drink
their coffee & mad the paoers. Filmmakers from out of town
sat with musicians & talked of popular novels over tall
%reen bottles. Where the café creates its mirror image next

oor & expands. It used to be a dry goods store there. She's
standing out in the Street talking about my raincoat, which
she admires. If you stand out here long enough I, say
someone will hug you. In the cafe, hundreds of glasses are
raised, hundreds of lips are drinking. The small raised
platform Where our table was has been removed. Part of the
design. The absence of our kisses. She in her raincoat too
on the street outside.

Site Correction: Loony Tune Music

The questioning of the poem leads to infinite fragmentation
& loss of the Iyric whole, unity, the writer’s famous eye cast
into the physical jar. Defusing the bomb’s trgjectory,
witness as a concept is outdated in the countries of
privilege, witness as tactic, the image as completed desktop
publisning & the writer as accurate, the names ar e sonorous
& bear repeating tho there is no repetition the throat fails
to mark the trace of the individual voice which entails
loony tune music in this age The street outside, a little raw
with the cold, we meet &wave our arms, ssomping our feet
outside the cafe, glad to have met again & drink coffee,
sometimes

The questioning of the poem is an uncovering of fragments
already there, the lyric finality an erasure of the excess
The visble whole composed of ‘these infinite fragments &
every one of them aches infinitesimal \Why should you like
I(tst|1t achg;‘she achesthey ache Oh give up anguish &live.

e sai

These poems.am. from Erin Mouré's new collection of |
poetry, W.S. W. (West South West), to be published by
Véhicule Press in late 1989 or early 1990.
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Book Asards:

§15,000
presented
annually to
authors of bioaks
of lerary
exceflence that
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of Toronto.

THE CITY OF
BOOH AW,

19 8 9

T

F I NALI

Cat’s Eye )
by Margaret Avwood,
MeClelland and Stewart . ©

A Basket Of Apples
by Shirtey Faessler, McClelland
and Stewart

BestSeatInThe House
by Robert Fulford, Colfins
Publishers

The Dead Pull Hitter
by Alison Gordon, McCleltand
and Stewart

Toronto ThellayikWas
by Michael Kiuckner, _
\Whitecap Books {Toronto) Lid.

A Man Of Little Falth
by Reck Salutin, McClelland
and Stewart

The Storms Below,
The Turbulent Life 2nd
Times of Hugh Garner
by Paul Stewe, James
Lorimer & Comparty,
Publishers

Ths year’s wannerfs], selected from
thes kst wall be annaunced on
Winesdzy, Apnl 25, 1989,

A

S TS

l
/

Aprit 1989, BOOKS IN CAUIADA 19

- v —— i e r——— e W W e =



- FROM LAND
LAND- MOUTH | O MOUTH
LARSAeD: | Understanding the
' Food System
Brewster Kneen

A disturbing |00k at the

: - =" 1 global food system

i which functions at the expense of widespread

t hunger and ecological disaster. What are the

 alternatives? $149s, Paper, [-55021-050-5

'- NCPress Limited (416) 503-6284
260 Richmond St. W., Ste. 401, Toronto, ON M5V 1W5 .

Welcome to America,

. Mr. Sherlock Holmes
Victorian America meets
Arthur Conan Dayle
by Christopher Redmond
“*Top of the line and an absolute

must for any collector™
{Globe and Mail)

Anaccountof Doyle's 1394
lecture tour of America, including
Toronto, told with Redmond’s
usual style and wit.

ISBN 0-88924-184-8

235p.  $19.95pa.

PO. BOX Xdv ADELAIDE 5T. POSTAL STN
TORONTO. ONTARIY MSC 21, CANADA

@ Simon & Pierre
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- A Secret History of the

E Twentieth Century

g Greil Marcus

o The acclaimed author of Mystery Train, Greil Marcus,
:takes readers deep behind the official history of the
. bwentieth century to examine hidden cultural move-
Ements that have left surprising traces in the minds and
% voices of our en.

"Greil Marcus has composed a dazzling and

llluminating tour de force.” —Michael Arlen
hardcover

a
n
||
= Harvard university Press

79 Garden Street, Cambridge, MA.02138
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‘The Al Purdy Collection’

of Canadian Literature

5,000 books and magazines;
1,500 signed by authors.
Fiction, Poetry, Biography,-
Bibliography gnd Cﬁt?gsyn
More than 50 irst books
including Birnely, Cohen, Atwood,
Findley, Callaghan, Roberta,
Lampman, Buckler etc.

Write for more complete information to:
Eurithe P
R.E.1, Ameliasburgh, Ont. KOEK 1A0

Over 700 pages of Chomsky at his best.

a series of interviews
and articles by

NOAM CHOMSKY |
edited by C.P. Otero i

This collection spans the twenty
year period, from 1968 to 1988,
extending from Chomsky's
personal background and
intellectual development, to the
latest political events.

ISBN: 0-921689-34-9 $19.95

BLACK ROSE BGOES 3981 boul. St-Laurent #3494 Monurdal
Québee Canada H2W IYS (514) 844-4076

MYTHS AND VISIONS
Dene Traditions from Northern Alberta
Edited by Pat Moore and Angela Wheelock

These storles are eollected from religious leaders, respected elders and
authorities on Dene traditions. '
524,95 cloth

ey

rii3% OFFERING SMOKE
The Sacred Pipe and Native American Religion
Jordan Paper

Lavishly illustrated with over 60 color photographs, Jondan Paper
explores the history, mythology, ritual and symbolism of the sacred pipe.

$29.95 paper .
‘The University of Alberta Press
41 Athzbasca Hall, Edmonton, Alberia T6EG
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FEATURE REVIEWS

A world we .'had
forgotten

 The typically unpredictable Finch
image #s totally modern in its sensibility,
fresh and generous and luminous

By Don Coles

g
g
&
3
2
&

SAI BOAT AND LAKE

by Rohert Finch

Forcuipine’s Quill, 93 pages, 58.95 paper
{ISBN 0 858954 124 1)
BALTHAZAR AND OTHER
POEMS ,
by D. G. Jones

Ceach Housc. 85 pages, S12.95 paper

ROBERT FINCH's seventh collection is
wise, energetic, elegantly erafted, occa-.
sionally merely charming, never less
than blessedly literate. Takeany three of
tbe above descriptive terms, encode a
scanner on their principles, pass it over
the membership list of the League of
Redheaded Poets, and see how many
live ones you come up with. Five? At
snost, though I'll name you no names.

But it's a pleasure reading Finch, and an-
other lesson for one who, ! mean mesel,
lazily tends to think that if he doesn't
regularly see a name in Harbourlights it
can't be worth knowing about A foolish
notion, for sure. One of these days I'll
know so forever.
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To begin at the doldrumy end of this
sea-and-lakefaring collection, you have
the jaunty, thin-textured rhythms of
“The Trade’:

When you step in the boat and the killer
8 yours

And a bosomy breeze is the shape of
your sail,

You are free on the swiftes! of ambulant
Jloors,

You are launched on a veniure no med-
dlercan irail . ..

Notg'lust the title reminds one of John
Masefield, the rhythms do too. But
Finch, even at histhinnest (and thisis
close to there), is better than that old
schoolboy memory-work’ assignment:
note the uninflated journeyman word

“meddler,” far too everyday for Mase- ..

field; and elsewhere in the same piece
there’s the line “ A race with the great
doop of azure above,” which is atypical-
4 (if you'll abide the oxymoron) unpre-
dictable Finch image, total4 modemin
its sensibility, fresh and generous and
luminous.

Many quotable lines though not aone
but is better in context From “The |s-
lend,” after a series of lines surely delib-
erately sparse in imagery, comes ‘The
moon'’s discreetly enigmatic car” — a
line bearing ik classical provenance with
as much tact as any master has ever
owned, remindi n? me of DouglasLePan,
aso, curioudy, of Philip Larkin (the line
could be dropped into Larkin's “Love
Songsin Age” alongside “Its bright in-
cipience sailing above"). . .. High praise,
both comparisons.

There is_the lovely supra-Betje-
manesque Wit of “Chairmanship™:

All the world changes when we change
our chair,
The world we gazed at is no longer

ere,
A world we had forgolten reappears,
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Our thoughls are new if not our hopes
and fears

There isamixed bag of Epigrammes;
and there is a long and, | think, failed
poem in rhyming couplets on John/Jack
Donne. But |et me end with the |apidary
perfection, and | mean perfection. of
“Neighbours,” which the mutilated

* ghost of Themas Hardy most be ap-
plauding from both its burial places:

L.&stop @ bit end chat
Where we've 50 often stood
Exchanging this and thiat

Ollters will play lomorrow
At neighbours on tkis mad
Under these irees we horrow

D. G. Jones s sixth collection is called
Balthazar, o title that brings Lawrence
Durrell to mind and quite right heisto
be thus brought, since these two writers
have something in common. Much of
what they have.in common iS or are nu-
bile e]gi rls, an interest that is probably
widely shared and which, in Durrell's

case, may well have had something to do
with the huge success of The Alexandria
Quartet Nof everything, but something.
In Jones's case, this interest is dis-
play&d to most advantage in the 22-part
title poem. It's delicate terrain, mined
_with perils; at its most sophisticated it is
Nabokov country, closer to homeit is
also John Glassco country: way down-
market from those it is the flimsy soft-
focus land of a Balthus sketch — and |
mean no offence if I say it is also, to ade-
gree, "nat country lor mature gents Nat
Y eats once famously and resignedly al-
Iuded to. The aim as a rule is to evoke
the wispily sensual. the wittily decadent,
the delicately elegiac, while steering
bigh-mindedly past the voyeuristic, tbe
obsessive, and, pointiest rock of all, the
pornocliché, and | tbii Jones survives
most comparisons and almost all perils.

.. .Clothilde
who had dismissed him as ¢ hmph
artist’ when formally

introduced by mother, oh
weeks before, made a fresh eatry
swooning in the Louis Seize

Limbs adrift, lips parted
her new breasts pouting
Jrom an overlarge peignoir

she was in the grip, clearly
of some genile succubus
It was a classic pose

He cleared kis #hroat
but only tka dust setes moved
perhaps more ardently . ..

Thisis obvioudy very accomplished - '

stuff, but there is more to this series
than I have =0 far allowed you to know.
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There's a criss-crossing of low-profile re-
ligious imagery and interjections in
French and German, the former sophis-
ticated and sensuous. the |atter simplis-
tic = Gott im Hismel, Ubermensch, jud-
ischen — and error-strewn — rilchwirts
(sic}, kinderchleidchen (sic) — and | do
not find this underlay of familiar Holo-
caust menace really convincing. It seems
slight, almost glib; the mix was not a
good idea. George Steiner has told us we

dare not invoke such great themes light-
ly. He is certainly right

Still, there is much skill on show here,
comic passages of impressive sophistica-
tion, and occasional moments of a grave,
unemphatic beauty:*

Will the wind of the kordes
upset you, Midchen, your light
Jrock, so litile, a darkening
field of flowers

In search
of the story

To reveal all is to’ erd the story,” Kroefsch says
wn one essay. So he tells s what he prizes among the
deferred, the hidden, the secret, and the silent

By George Bowering

THE LOVELY TREACHERY
OF WORDS

by Robert Kroetseh

Ocford University Press, 224 poges, $14.95 paper
ISEN 0 19 540594

IN CANADA we often write “poet-novel-
ist” before a writer’s name. We have to
do this more than most countries do. Of
course most of these poet-novelists toss
off an essay from timeto time. But we
seldom fed that it would be sensible to
write “poet-novelist&tic.”

Margaret Ahvood writes reviews and
makes the odd address to a group of
elected representatives. A long time ago
Michael Ondaatje wrote a little chap-
book on Leonard Cohen: bp Nichol
wrotein all three forms, but you had to
take his word about which was which.

Robert Kroetseh was successful first
asanovelist. Then he became the first
novelist to influence the poets as a poet
Next to Ahvood he is the most often in-
terviewed writer in the country. All
aong he has been not only writing the
literary essay, but also reinventing it He
has not just written the requisite papers
of awriter who warks at universities; he
has produced famous essays. They have
introduced famous phrases into the liter-
ature.

Some of those famous essays, such as
“Unhiding the Hidden” and “An Erotics
of Space,” reappear in this collection.

When | go to conferences on Canadi-
an literature in New Zealand and Aus-
tralia and Italy and Germany, It is
Kroetsch | hear those foreigners writing
about Maybe this is because he practis-
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es literary theory. In so doing he breaks
an old Anglo-Canadian ﬁroscri ption
against thinking about what you are
doing in the malting of literature.

There are 17 essaysiin this collection.
Some of them appeared in an earlier col-
lection of Kroetsch's essays, edited by
bp Nichol and Frank Davey, and pub-
lished as an issue of their journal. Opea
Letter in 1933. (It has been for five years
a much-annotated college textbook.)
The rest are treatments of narrative in
Canadian fiction. In fact only one of the
essays isin tetal about verse, the much-
presented “For Play. and Entrance; the
Conterporary Canadian Long Poem.”

Kroetsch performsiwhat seemsto be a
paradox (and he will not be unhappy te
see that word). He casts his eye and nets
wide over Canadian narrative, from Hal-
iburton to Buckler,-Ross, L aurence, and
Audrey Thomas. He is all-embracing, too
widely encouraging, according to some
of his readers. He finds valuable stuff
practically anywhere'in our letters. Yet
he is the most readable critic, and | thiik
that is so because he treats his criticism
as part of a multilogue with our other
writers.-In a book-length interview he
once said, ‘I think criticism is really a
version of story . .. the story of our
search for story.”

That word “our* appears often in
Kroetsch's writing. His subject is some
times the ways in which we can make
ourselves Canadians. That is likely part
of the reason that so many of these es-
says were begun as papers at interna-
tional conferences. But Kmetsch con-
nects finding ourselves with finding a
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way to speak. He takes chances, foolish
ones sometimes, and that promotes our
faith. He takes plunges, sees something
delicious in the-new European theory
de3 and gobbles it down without sitting
at their table.

Narrative strategies are his preoccupa-
tion. Northrop Frye, he says here. is our
epic poet Christopher Columbus is the
mythic hem. Christopher Columbus was
an Orpheus. Americawas not his Hades
but his Eurydice. !

Kmetsch finds Orpheusall over Cana-
dian literature. in which the wounded
artist is so often the central figere, in
which we find so many idyllic and
doomed couples, in which our citizens
are under the ground, at the bottom of a
lake. buried by snow or earth or trees.
Here we see the way that Orpheus
haunts Malcolm Lowry’s fiction. Howard
O'Hagan’s Tay John is “an inverse Or-
pheus figure. He has come up from
under the ground, not with speech or po-
etry, but with silence.”

What | like about things such as
Kroetsch's discovery of Orpheus among
us supposedly placid Canadians is the
excitement in the finding. Kmetsch does
not present the waxed and polished
fruits of his research. We see always the
autobiographical, the search. We get a
man standing by his words. not behind
them. He is writing his reading. Thus we
are invited to do and offer our own.

A bonus in this volumeis an irregular
piece called “Towards an Essay: my Up
state New York Journals.” This resem-
bles The Crow fournals, and dates from
1970 to 1974. The last entry we get is an-
other of Kroetsch’'s demonstrations
against closure: *1 said to Jane, what is
the subject of alove poem? She said,
There can only be one subject of alove
poem. What? | asked her.” Orpheus, we
reflect, went to Hell to try to erase clo-
sure.

“To reved dl is to end the story,’
Kroetsch says to begin one essay. So he
tells us what he p&es among-the de-
ferred, the hidden, the secret, including
silence as a narrative strategy. He loves
‘those secretive writers. Grove, Lowry,
O’Hagan, Sheila Watson. His famous
“unnaming” and “uncreating” are actions
taken against enclosing history. They
are meant to return us to origins, where
myth can precede factism, to “aveid hoth
m%ani ng and conclusiveness,” he once
said.

So one might anticipate. while enjoy-
ing these essays, that there is more to
come, more beginnings. Even though
these essays are pr between
boards made by the Oxford University
Press, Orpheus' s head will continue to
sing along its river path to the never
reachable-sea. £ )
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In council
and war

By Daniel David Moses
A GATHERING OF
SPIRIT

edited by Beth Brant

Remen’s Pross, 240 pages, $12.95 paper
(ISBN 0 88961 135 1) |

WHEN | TOLD my friend
Lenore Keeshig-Tobias that |
was looking at this collection,
she nodded in recognition.
The book was published in
the United States in 1964, first
as a specia edition of the
magazine Sinister Wisdom,
then as a book. and L-snore
has a pair of poems among
the more than 80 pieces of po-
etry and prose, drawings, and
photographs by 61 Native
North  American women.
“That's a good book,” she.
said. unusually, since one of
the sour grapes we.usually
chew over together is how
Native writers are being an-
thologized to death. | listened
closer. “It's not angty,” she
said. “And Beth Brant taught
me so much about being an
editor.”
| read through the book
and took in the usual stories
of poverty, alcoholism,
racism, ingtitutionalized kid-
napping, stories that usually
get my dander up and leave
me feeling inadeguate. But
then there are also letters and
poems from Women in prison,
essays, interviews with. ac-
tivists and historians, stories
of mysteries not so far in the
past, and stories of love for
women, children, and men.
Reading through&e book
feds like working through the
“Indian problem” and by the
end | was ready again to face
the white one. Unlike most
anthologies. which look at the
stories of Native people either
as a problem for mainstream
society, (“Oh. we've already
done Indians thii yearl”) or as
a marketing opportunity, this,
anthology sees Native
eopl€'s problems as caused
mainstream society, as just
au extreme example of that
society’s own deficiencies, its

o
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main Stream so shallow and  don’t want to give the impres-
poliuted we are forced into -~sion that this book is political

side streams for viable solu-
tions. This anthol ogP/ in
oblique or not so oblique
ways offers some of them.

n an essay entitled “Ama-
zons in Appalachia” Marilou
Awiakta (Cherokee) gives us
this scene:

“Where are your women?”

The speaker is Attakul-
lakulla, a Cherokee chief
renowned for his shrewd
and effective diplomacy.
He has come to negotiate a
treaty with the whites.
*Among his delegates arc
women " as famous in war
as powerful in Council.”
Their presence aso has a
ceremonial significance: it
is meant to show honor to
the other delegation. But
that delegation is com-
Po&d of malesonly. To

hem the absence of their
women IS irrelevant, a triv-
ial consideration.

To thé Cherokee, howev-
er, reverence for women/
Mother/Earth/life/spirit IS
interconnected. Irrever-
ence for one is likely to
mean irreverence for all.
Implicit in their chief’'s
question “Where are your
women?’ the Cherdkee
hear. “Where is your bal-
ance? What is your intent?”
They see that the balance
iSabsent and arc wary of
the white man’s motives.
They intuit destruction,

And in an interview Winona
LaDuke (Ojibwa) points out:

The desecration_ of the
planet and of native peo-

fes is hidden away in the

ack s Of the newspa-
pers. Because the natural
environment is not eco-
nomically influential, ?oliti-
cally prestigious. or fash-
ionable, what happens to it
cannot percolate into the
information bank of the
genera population. The
Same can he said of the
peaple who live closest to
the natural environment
. « . Ndive people. Native
people have not attracted
enough popular interest to
be accorded a piéce of the
popular mind.

How thii have begua to
change in five years! But |
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in only the narrow sense SO
many would prefer to avoid.
Most of the writing here
grows out of personal experi-
ence or story-telling into the
world of literature, My friend
Lenore’s poem “Mother With
Child” is a good example of
this;: it lies on the page in aca-
demically understandable
stanzas, but floats in the air
like atraditional song:

Oh Mother, so many times

| would sit on

| would sit on

that kitchen chair

with the aight’s sleep
or an afterioon of play
langled in my hair

and you with your

tummy full of child

tummy full of child

would nudge nudge and
bress

against my shoulders
against my showlders
against my hack

soothing My wildness
“while combing my hair
while combing my hair

Even those looking for
more page-bound literary
ualities will find them here.
ories like The Devil and
Sister Lena” by Anna | ee Wal-
ters (Pawnee/Otoe Missavi)
or “A Long Story” by Beth
Brant, Degonwadenti (Mo-
hawk), the book’s editor, in-
trigue with drama, character,
detail, mystery, and passion.
Brant’s work in “A Long
Story” is simply compelling.
Her evocation and compari-
son of love, loss, and continu-
ing isintelligent and deeply
moving. It is Brant’s sensitivi-

ty and sensibility that inform
the collection and make what
could be called the inadequa
cies of some of the contribu-
tions (inarticulateness, semi-
literateness) shine more, like
scars on healthy skin. @

No news is
bad news

THE GARDEN AND
THE GUN

by Ema Paris

Lester & Orpen Dennys, 202 pages,

5.95 paper (ISBN 0 89619 121 V
ISRAEL IsIN' mortal danger,
writes Erna Paris, not only
from Arab leaders and follow
ers seeking her destruction,
but also from withiz. The
threat comes from the grow-
ing power of the militantly
right-wing. Orthodox Jews
who reject the humanistic, lib-
eral values of the early “pio-
neers” and of the founders of
the Jewish state. Israeli mili-
tary occupation of the West
Bank and Gaza Strip coatin-
ues to erode those values.
The explosive mix of Jewish
fundamentalism and right-
wing politics threatens the in-
tegrity of Israels social fabric,
threatens her democracy,
threatens her very survival.

Israeli Jews must be pre-
pared to compromise. Pales
tinians must be prepared to
compromise. Without com-
promise, there will be only de-
spair, anger, and hatred,
which will propel Israd to-
wards disaster. These are the
messages of Parts's The Gar
den and the Gun.

Using a carefully structured
series of persona vignettes
and interviews, interspersed
with a standard == but ques-
tionable — version of |sradli
history, starting with a visit to
a kibbutz on the Lebanese
border and ending with a pil-
grimage t0o Ben Gurion’s re-
treat in the Negev, Paris pre-
sents a cast of warm, friendly,
caring Jewish characters,
most of them Intelligent and
idedlistic, some deeply reli-
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gious and apolitical, others
deeply religious and intensely
political. Although she disap-
Proves of their i she of -
ers a fascinati n? and humane
account of ultra-orthodox
communities, who reject hu-
manism. modem science, and
the equality of the sexes. and
who would even deny her sta-
tus as a (Reform) Jew. Al-
though conflicts behveen sec-
ular and ultra-Orthodox Jews
have erupted into violence,
the threat comes from Ortho-
dox militants who insist that
God gave the Jewish people
al of Paestine. that a truly
Jewish state must be a state
ruled by religious law, as writ-
ten in theTorah and interpret-
ed by their rabbis and schol-
ars. They seek theocracy, not
democracy, in aland cleared
of al Arabs who will not sub-
mit to permanent Jewish dom-
ination. These views find sup
port among Israel’s Oriental
Jewish mgjority and among
extreme right-wing Zionists
who combine in a formidable
and dangerous power bloc.
Dehumanizing and deperson-
alizing the “other” is an essen-
tial element of this ideology
— “the other” being the
Arabs. This is a dagger point-
ed at the very heart of Israd’s
founding values, as Paris sees

emn.
Ironically, Parisfalls victim

to the very depersonalizing
and stereotyping she rightly
warns against. Over and over
Ehe dgs_cribi;s Arabs as anh ey,
airing, burning with rage
aneaO hatrgd. She repeﬁe?y
refers. to any Palestinian
attack, even on an Israeli mili-
tary target, as “terrorism” and
calls up images of knife-wield-
ing Arabs stabbing their vic-
tims in the back Shetracesa
dubious and tenuous connec-
tion behveen the PLO and the
Nazis: Yasser Arafat, she
says. encourages ‘the stab in
the civilian back.” She
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describes youngsters in a
West Bank refugee camp as
‘tough-looking” with “wily
faces.” One of the young men
she interviews looks “bruta”;.
another ‘hisses’ aresponse.
They recite ogans in angry
unison, calling up images of
Hitler and Khomeini. Chil-
dren are “programmed” d-
most from birth to engagein
what Paris sarcastically calls
“the struggle.” When the
youths she interviews tell her
about daily beatings and tear
gas attacks by |sradli soldiers,
who shot a l4-year-old to
death a few days before, she
writes: “None of this is news.
The Israelé(f)apers have open-
ly described conditions hers.”
So much for Palestinian suf-
fering. Paris writes movingly
and grippingly about the hor-
rors experienced by a Holo-
caust survivor, Menachem
Perlmutter, who found a
haven in Israel and had
helped to “make the desert
bloom.” For her he and Ben
Gurion embody the idedls and
raisen d'étre of the Jewish
gtate. It would have been in-
conceivable for her to have
written of Perlmutter’s story,
“None of thisis news. The
history books are full of such
tales.”

~ The only way that the Jew-
ish immigrant minority could
establish a Jewish majority in
the 70_per cent of Palestine
they ultimatdly gained by
force of arms in 1948 was by -
expelling scores of thousands
of Palestinians, and prevent-
ing refugees from returning.
And so it was done. They had
o depopulate and confiscate
theland to make way for Jew-
ish immigration. But the logic
of the pioneers, which Paris
admires, is the same as the
logic of the Qrthodox right, of
which she disapproves. The
pioneers followed Ben Gurion
In rejecting a binational state
in favour Of a Jewish state.
The major difference is that at
that time humanist and demo-
cratic ideals were applied
within the new State. That is
what is now threatened.

Like many others, Paris
cannot see how anyone could
view the dispossession, subju-
gation, and colenization of the
Palegtinians by Jewish settler-
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immigrants as immoral, given
the sufferings and vulnerabili-
ty of European Jewry. But un-
like many, sheis able to see
the immorality of repeating
that human tragedy in what
remains to the Palestinians of
Palestine. She knows, too,
that expulsion would require
another war, and that apar-
theid means the end of
democracy for lsragli Jews
who do hold humane vaues.
It isreal4 for the sake of the
Israelis that Paris rightly
urges the tolerance and com-
promise needed for peace.
Her humanism would have
;ppeared less lopsided had

e urged that peace for the
sake of the Palestinians as
well, with equal compassion
and concern for their humani-

ty. O

Canada’s
Voices

By Laurel Boone
DEAR BILL: THE
CORRESPONDENCE
OF WILLIAM
DEACON

edited by John Lennox and Michdle
Lacombe

University of Toronto Press, d00 pages,
| $37.50 cloth (ISAN 0 8020 2624 @) |

WILLIAM ARTHUR DEACON,
Canada s first full-time literary
journalist, began reviewing
books for Saturday Night in
1922, joined the Mail and Em-
pire in' 1996, and continued as
reviewer and literary editor
until he retired from the Globs
and Mdil in 1960. He believed
that “a nationa literature
comes into being in response
to the deeply felt need of
every civilizéd society to un-
derstand itself.” As a mediator
between writers and readers,
Deacon devoted his life to

o —

helping Canada “find its au-
thentic voices.”

John Lennox and Clara
Thomas published the biogra-
phy William Arthur Deacon in
1969. and Dear Bill, edited by.
Lennox and Michéle La-
combe, is the second book to,
emerge from the Deacon col-
lection at the Thomas Fisher
Rare Book Library at the Uni-
versity of Toronto. It is a se-
lection of letters written by
and to Deacon between
November, 1921. shertly after
he began J)ublishi ng literary
essays, and August, 1966,
when Alzheimer’s disease
began to overtake him. Dur-.
ing his retirement. Deacon
planned to write a history of
Canadian literature and a
book of memoirs, but he be-
came too distracted. In away,
Lennox and Lacombe have
done both jobs for him. Deas
Bill is ahistory of Canadian
literature and culture as seen
through the eyes of Deacon
and his correspondents.

Naturaly, Deacon and him
cirele discussed literary topics
most frequently. Deacon re-
spected writers enough not to
pull any more punches in his

rivate communications than

e did in him reviews. At the
same time, he rewarded work
he believed in, even when he
considered it of miror impor-
tance, with open-hearted
praise. Always, though, his
concern was not just for the
work or the writer, but for the
contribution work and writer
together made to Canadianlik-,
erature. Of Sherwood Fox’s
slight but popular The Bruce
Beckons, he says,

Who the hell cares about
the Bruce? . . You took
something out of your
mind add made it aliving
reality to us. That is ART.
.. . You have added to
the world something in-

tangible but stronger
than anything material. .
» « My dear sir, I stand for
values. | have to teach
people what is immateri-
aly great. There it de
lights me that the thing
has clicked.

Deacon combined hisinter-
est in books and writers with
a passion for politics. He cam-

T R T e A . e T


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

e e SSEA e ee e T

R e L LR, SN TR Ml B o S FUIPE PRl v 1Y, o LR ]

AR L L T L M M e M T by

paigned at various times to
ensure adequate payment for
writers and favourable tax and
copyright laws. WItb Pelham
Eagar, he worked to establish
the Canadian Writers Foun-
dation, a government-support-
ed penson fund for indigent
writers that remains effective
today. At least through World
War |l. he was defermined
that some kind of socialist
%overnment should prevail in

anada. and hi letters to and
from J. S. Woodsworth and
Father Athol Murray show
how he abetted their schemes
to turn their ideals into reali-

ty.

4 It would be easy to criticize
Deay Bill for what it is not.
Readers familiar with the liter-
ary and cultural history of the
period will meet many old ae-
quaintances but will be tanta-
lized by the incompleteness of
the exchanges. Readers not
familiar with the period may
find the book digointed, since
the theoretical principles of
selection, though stated clear-
ly in the preface, are by no
means clear in the application.

One fact vitiates such eriti-
cism: the editors refer readers
who want to know more to
DEAKDEZX, ‘the computer-
ized inventory to the Deacon
MS Collection, which cate-
logues al letters... by cor-
respondent, by date, by sub-
of letter, and by fype of
correspondent” "
Dear Bill has oné major im-
perfection: the annotations
ae jumbled to aredly annoy-
ing degree. People are Not
identified at first mention, and
dates of birth and death may
or may not be part of the main
annotation or m%/ —asinthe
case of Arthur Stringer — be
absent altogether. Index en-
tries in boldface for main &'-
notations do make &l informa-
tion accessible to the
researcher d|pp|hg into the
collection, but they do not
soothe the irritated fan read-
ing Dear Bill from cover to
cover. At the opposite ex-
treme, SUCh matters as the
ublication of Gebrielle ROy’S
he Tin Fiete and Deacon’s

presidency of the Canadian

Authors” Association are

noted over and over again in
neighbouring letters. The sus-
picion that the letters, once
Sdected and individudly d'-
notated, were “ever read con-
secutively is strengthened by
a note dating that a letter to
Earle Bimey mentioned in the
text is lost, when that Very |et-
ter is the next but one in the
book. _ _

This problem is a nuisance,
but it is not a serious handi-
cap. Dew Bill isan absorbing
companion to William Arthur
Deacon, and it will prove an
invaluable resource in the
Sudy of Canadian literary his-
tory. @

Corporate
ties

Christopher Moare
LORDS OF THE LINE

by David Crulse and Alison
Griffiths

|WH”E (Penguin), 400 pages, $24.95

THE STORY of the presidents
of the CPR reminds us how
hard it is for business people

Statistics Staushque

Canada Canada

to achieve lasting renown.
‘Gilbert LaBine is one of the
few Living Canadians whose
name is certain t0 9o down in
history,” said the business
press iz 1947. And down hi
name went, deep down almost ~
beyond recovery, though his
corporation (Eldorado) IS still
with us. Mighty corporate
logos vanish daily in
bankruptcy or buy-out”Indi-
vidua executives, extrava-
gantly feared and celebrated
In thér heyday, prove SO tran-
sitory that €éach volume of The
Canadian Establishment be-
comes obsolete before its se-
quel appears. Only great
crimes Or heroic philanthropy
seem able to guarantee endur-
ing fame for eve’ the most
successful tycoons. :
Presidents of the CPR have
fared litfle Detter than Gilbert
Whatsisname, \Whoever holds
the office automatically be-
comes a mighty force in Cana-
dian economic [Ife. But in hio
torical perspective they begin
to look like the midget inside
the circus machine, madly
pulling levers to keep the

£ CANADA: A PORTR
PICTURE PERFECT COVER T

In a unique marriage of stunning photography and informative text,
CANADA: A PORTRAIT chronicles Canadian achievements in
fields as diverse as economics and arts and culture.. The. |atest facts
and figures on the land and the people are complemented with over
200 full-colour photographs by award-winning photographers. They
combine t0 make CANADA: ‘A PORTRAIT atmly comprehensive
look at Canada and Canadians and an indispensable guide for...
Tourists... :

An introduction to Canada and a perfect keepsake

Business visitors? at home andabroad... _

The nation at their fingertips... the |atest facts and figures

Studenlts... _
A reliable reference for Canadian studies
And for... . . Available AL, 1959
Everyone who has a home library or wishesto start one. -crom;lymm el Handbook)
e Recommended price $10.95
CANADA:; A PORTRAIT... T o o - 201-6671
SHARE IN THE PRIDE OF A NATION Statistics Canada, Pablication Sales

Cette publication est avssi offene en francais

Canadi

Onawa, Ontario K1A OT6
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monster responding on cue.
During the 1920s railway
mania, Edward Beat@ mania-
cally expanded the railroad.
only to cut back just as fast in
the 1930s. When conglomer-
ates were trendy in the 1970s,
lan Sinclair vigorously con-
glomerated. Were these |ead-
ers — or weathervanes?
Cruise and Griffiths present
them dl as titans, but their
offhanded description of one

phrases. To convey Beatty’s
stature, they cite the 1934
opinion “there isno lii in the
CPR without Beatty and no

life in Beatty without the-

CPR.” even though the life
went out of Beatty in 1943 and
the CPR seems to have sur-
vived. They rarely try for per-
sonal insight or reflect on the’
wellsprings of business sue-
cess, but every president
must have his greatest mo-

of the lords as “a gifted paper- * ment, his moment of tragedy,

shuffler” may be more gener-
ally true than they recognize.

Of the six lords (almost lit-

eralcljy lords-four %ot knight-
hoods or better), the only one
with indisputable historical
h& is William V an Horne, the
CPR’s general manager when
the line was built and its presi-
dent until 1899. Their Van
Home is the same character
long since established in
Creighton, Berton, and John
Colicos's portrayal in “The
National Dream." But they
have a new story to tdll of his
battle with his American
counterpart J. J. Hill. Cruise
and Griffiths argue that Hill
won the battle because Van
Home was sabotaged by his
-predecessor as CPR presi-
dent, George Stephen, who
had secretly gone over to
Hill's camp. The battle be-
tween Hill and Van Home.
with Stephen pulling strings
in the background. deserves a
book initself. Stephen, who
left Canada with a publicly
subsidized fortune and loud
complaints about the nation’s
fallure to appreciate him,
emerges as the first of thein-
grate millionaires, like a 19th-
century Robert Campeau.

Therest of the lords display
skill and drive, to say the least
— Onhe gets the impression
Ian Sinclair never met aman
he didn't like shouting at —
but real power? Steam buffs
may stll resent N. R. Crump
for hi diesdls, but in this cen-
tory railroad executives cope
with history more than thw
shape it.

Lords Of the Line is biogra-
phy in the light-heroic mode;
the ominous phrase “larger
than life’ appears in the pref-
ace. Cruise and Griffiths por-
tray each president through
celebrity gossip and colourful
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and his surprising
contradiction. Footnotes pro-
liferate like a parody of Peter
C. Newman;and someone
should tell them (and their
editors!) about dangling par-
ticiples. _

Their p.o.v. is very much
CEO. There are no peasants
of the line (“grimy under-
lings’ in their phrase) to
‘argue the case for damning
the CPR Cruise and Griffiths
even decry ‘government in-
terference’ as if the CPR
could have existed without it
That's too bad. They have
worked through alot of mate-
rial in search of their story.
One wishes they could slow
their relentless pursuit of
colour to reflect on what they
have found. In a time of cor-
porate celebration, we need
that from our business writ-
ea 0

Fever
By Lawrence Jackson

THE GOLD CRUSADES:
A SOCIAL HISTORY OF
GOLD RUSHES 1849-
1969

by Douglas Fetherling

Macmillar, 272 poges, $32.95 cloth

THE GOLD HUNTER'S
GUIDE TO NOVA
SCOTIA

by Tony Bishop
Nintbus, 113 pages, $12.95 paper

WHAT PIERRE BERTON did for
the Klondike, DouglasFether-
ling does for gold rushes ev-
erywhere. Approaching them
as social history, he reaches
beneath the mevitable wealth
of anecdote these events sup-
ply. He examines them as a
phenomenon fuelled not by
gold and greed alone but by

‘widespread freedom of move-

ment and “the rootlessness
born, of optimism.”

A mass movement of all na-
tiondities flooded from one
rush to the next, from Califor-
nia to the Caribou. from Aus-
tralia to the Transvaal from
Nevada to the Klondike, “hur-
rying away from civilization.”
The tougher the obstacles,
the wilder the rumours of
wealth and the more feverish
the efforts to seize it. The
term "crusades,” otherwise a
puzzling allusion, becomes
clear in the light of Fether-
ling's contention that these
stampedes were in one sense
asingle, protracted event, re-
flecting profound social
change and sweeping through
nations and generations, alter-
ing them deeply.

Fetherling pays close heed
to the tension between order
and chaos on these many
frontiers. Miners founding
camps that mushroomed into
small cities both needed and
reseated authority. In Califor-
nia Nevada, and Alaska, indi-
vidual lawlessness ruled until
the viclence became intolera-
ble; then vigilante |awlessness
replaced it. In Augtralia, in-
competent authority was in
place before the rush bePan;
the resulting armed clash
killed about 30 but led to re-
forms that spread far beyond
the Australian gold fields.

In the Klondike, where per-
haps 30 per cent of the miners
were American, the hics;hly
competent authority of Sam
Steele of the Northwest
Mounted Police met them at
the border. Canadian values
stood firm against the “ram-
pant Americanism” spilling
across fromi towns like Skag-
way, Alaska, run by thu%s
Thée Mounties were joined by
200 Canadian troeops, nearly
one-fifth of the country’s
standing army, and four mem-
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bers of the Victorian Order of
Nurses. The Y ukon remained
Canadian.

Fetherling’s book is well re-
searched, amply illustrated,
and lovingly written: a thor-
ough treat. i

For latter-day prospectors,
Tony Bishop offers a busi-
nesslike manual for finding
gold in Nova Scotia. There,
deposits hate tended to be
small but high-grade, with
plenty of the “freg’ or visible.

old that quickens the pulse.
EZEISJaNhere, it often comes
mingled with other minerals,
or in flecks too fine to be vis-

ble.

Fgoughly half this book cov-
ers prospecting and mining
techniques. The remainder is
chiefly a catalogue of early
mines, with a record of the
gold officialy taken from
each. Several yielded more
than 50,000 ounces. Unoffi-
cidly the yiedd was much
higher, because free gold
tempted miners to pilfer rich
chunks of ore Indeed, Bishap
suggests, mines that strictly
controlled this had trouble
keeping miners,

For the serious weekend
prospector, Bishop's book is a
wealth of tips and practical in-
formation.

Truth in
advertising
By Bruce Serafin

A SOCIAL HISTORY OF
CANADA

by George Woodcock
Viking/Fenguin, 423 poges, $24.95 cloik
(ISBN 0 670 81960 3)

CAVES IN THE DESERT
hy George Weoodcock

GEORGE WOODCOCK's A Seo-
eial History Of Canada is writ-
ten in aprosaic, fiat, “ primer”
style, which is hard to de-
scribe but which you can get
asense of in the following ex-
tract:
Effective transportation, the
read of population and
the development of the
country have always been
I nterdependent in Canada
Settlement in New France
occurred around the navi-
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able waterways, the St.

awrence and'the Riche-
lien. Across the continent
birchbark canoes opened
up the land for kade and
exploration. Steamboats,
canals. roads and eventual-

ly railroads like the Great

estern and the Grand

Trunk took the settlement

of raral Ontario to satura-

tion point by the middle of
the 1860s.

The entire book is written
like thii — one fact following
another, fact after fact laid
down in the deadly careful
style of someone uneasy with
writing trying to put together
a report. For a person who
has written as much as Wood-
cock. this can only be due to
tiredness or working too fast:
There isnot agleam of vivaci-
ty in the book, NoO dramatiza-
tion of events, no strong en-

ement with the material,
and no insights except for the
utterly conventional kiud pro-
vided in the first sentence of
the extract quoted. It isasif
Woodcock were just cranking
it out. Everywhere you seem
to catch him smply restating
what other writers have said,
and binding the material to-
gether with the kind of bland
scopybook prose that a profes-
sional writer can producein
his deep. Still, if the book is
poor as writing, as history it is
embarrassing. Each of the 22
chapters in this work treats
some huge chunk of Canadian
history in avery short space
(there is a chapter titled
“Workers and Workplaces,”
for instance, that deals with
the entire industrialization of
Canada in 16 pages); the over-
al effect is of enormous haste
and superficiality. Two exam-
ples. In his chapter “Canada
and the Great Wars’ (a chap
ter that is four pages long),
Woodcock devotes approxi-
mately 10 sentences' to the ef-
fect of World War Il on Cana-

da. And in an extremely brief
discussion of how wheat farm-
ing developed in the Prairies
(a'subject of such importance
in the West that 10-year-olds
in Alberta used to know the
names of the various strains
of wheat and who had devel-
oped them), he never explains
why Canada became a major
exporter of wheat* while Ar-
gentina, for instance, did not.
In general, this is a book so
blaadly written andso shallow
that it is impossible to imag-
|brée who its readership could

Caoves in the Desert is more
successful, but you have to ac-
cept it for what itis: the rather
plodding book of an old gen-
tleman who has taken a trip to
China and there indulged "his
enthusiasm for Asian art.
There are some vivid mo-
ments in the book — for in-
stance, when Woodcock de-
scribes taking a piss in a
latrine outside Pyingyao.
“There | stood,” he writes,
facing the platform on which,

with no concealment and in
every condition from con-
stipation to ItS extreme op-
posite, men were perched
like grotesque birds above
their SlotS. straining in the
agonized postures of carica-
tured Rodin figures, farting
thunderously, squirting
abundantly.

This is lively, but such mo-
ments are rare. Most of the
book is more iike this:

There [was] ... a large fig-
ure inblatk oily looking
stone, representi n? the
later Chinese conception of
the Maitreya (the Buddha
of the future) as the * Smil-
ing Buddha,” a strange
metamorphosis of the sub
lime and kingly image of
that figure current in Indian
and early Chinese repre-
sentations into a fat-bellied
image that seemed to pro-
jeet little higher than carnal
contentment. It reinforced
my view that a the Indians
are to be regarded as philo-
sophical Quixotes, develop
ing highly rarefied Spiritual
concepts, the pragmatic
Chinese must be seen as
the Sancho Panzas of phi-
losophy, se much is their
thought attached te- this
earth on which we dwell
and to man's ability to live
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there peacefully, which in”

ConfUC|u§d view I?y m,tg?
roper ordering of Soci
gnoﬁ)elr nLao 'I‘zgu's on the

roper understanding of na-
‘ture both within us and
without.

This extract is long-winded,
padded (“this earth on which
we dwell’?. and platitudinous
(the Indians as “philosaphical
Quixotes,” the Chinese as
“Sancho Panzas™. It is also
characteristic of the book as a-
whole.

| received Cawes in the
Desert shortly after reading
Paul Theroux’s The Iron
Rooster, which is also a book
about atrip through China,
and | couldn’t help comparing
the two. The fact IS that Ther-
oux’s new book is so much’
better than Woodcock’ s that |
hardly knew whether to laugh
or cry. | don't just mean better
written (though it is that —
Theroux’s writing is superb),
but better in every respect: in
the detailed image of Chinait
contains, in its emotional
range (from humour to fury to
despair). inits cast of charac-
ters (there are dozens:. They-
oux presents us with aworld),
in its intellectual penetration
and cosmopolitanism, and
above al in thefact that Ther-
oux constantly does the real
titer's work of dramatizing
what happens to hi. In com-
parison, Woodcock’'s book
seems like the work of an am-
ateur: flat, bland, self-indul-
gent, conventional. _

Does this matter? | think it
does. Too often, Canadian
writers are reviewed as if the
world outside Canada didn’t
exist,-as if their books didn't
have te compete with all the
other books being written.
But they do. and it matters
that the reviewer keep this in
mind. So it angered me to
read Roy Starr’s Globe and
Mail review of Cages in the

Desert: it was such a blatant
example of the kind of

puffery-among-friends that
you always hope will some
day end in this country. When
Starr writes that “For a vicari-
ous trip through China, one
could imagine no better guide
than George Woodcock,” or
states that “Caves in ihe
Desert thus turnsout to he
about as readable and infor-
mative a book on China as
one could hope for,” heistu-
dicrous. Compared to what?
To Theroux's book? To the
writings of John K Fairbanks
or Jonathan Spence? The
troth is that misrepresenta-
tion of this sort doesn’t ad-
vance the cause of reviewing
in this country, and neither
does it do George Woodcock
much service, since it has the
ultimate effect of turning
readers off him. A little more
truth in advertising isneeded,
otherwise, among ?{ounger
writers at least. he'islikely to
become a sort of laughing-
stock whose genuine contri-
bution is ignored. O

Who do you
think you
are?

By Denis Salter
THE REAL WORLD?

by Michel Tremblay, translated by
John Van Burek and Bill Glassco

Telon Books, 96 pages, $7.95 paper
({SBN 0 88922 2560 6)
BONJOUR LA,
BONJOUR

by Michel Tremblay, trenslated by
John Van Burek and Bill Glassco

Talon Books, 96 pages, $7.95 paper

ISBN 0 88922 252

WHEN HE WAS YOUNG, Mi-
chel Tremblay thoyght he'd
mastered the trick of |eaving
home — forever. But over the
next 20 years he wrotea cycle
of plays — from the contro-
versial Les belles-soeurs in
1965 to the elegantly struc-
tured Albertine en cing temps.
in 1984 — in which he psy-
choanalysed his family and
himself so relentlesdy that
Quebeckers experienced_the
painful ecstasy of self-recogni-
tion. Now middle-aged, |00k-
ing down from the wealthy
heights of Qutremont towards
the congested and lively
streets of Plateau Mont-Royal
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where he was raised, Trem-
blay finds that facile judge-
ments have been replaced by
perplexity, despair, and diffi-
cult questions. Despite Trem-
blay’s honesty, these ques-
tions can’t be definitively
answered in his latest play, Le
vrai sonde?/The Real World?
As its title suggests, reality is
problematic and meaning,
though eagerly sought, is
endlessly deferred. Tremblay
iz confronting all the dilem-
mas of postmodernism.

His counterpart in the play
is Claude, a young aspiring
vriter who wants his family to
agree with how he has chosen
to interpret their life together
in his first play. They are hor-
rified. “That’s not me!” his
real mother (Madeleine I) ex-

claims in disgust at the moth- -

er (Madeleine IT) whom her
son has invented. “That’s not
how I am! That woman, even
if she has my name, is noth-
ing like me!” What ensuesisa
sometimes protracted strug-
gle beiween competing views
of so-called reality. His actual
family appears concurrently
on stage with the imaginary
family, which acts out, often
with vivid abandon, the sub-
textual conversations, fan-
tasies, and taboo subjects that
the actual family had tacitly
agreed to suppress. This is no
home-sweet-home but a
prison cell of festering memo-
ries, incestuous desires, and
bottled-up secrets. As it turns
out, Claude’s right to be him-
self, without subterfuge, is a
struggle that he can't ever
win.

Claude must also subject
himself to the judgement he
so readily passes on others.
What right do I have to ex-
ploit my family for the sake of
my art? he eventually asks.
Whose view of what has hap-
pened is right? Theirs? Mine?
Or maybe reality doesn't real-
Iy exist and is merely a con-
struct of the human mind, a
projection of loss and desire,
His choices are bieak. If he
leaves home, he replays the
family's neurotic scenarios in
his head; if he stays, he’s
nothiny more than an accom-
plice in the dual crime of
si_laelnt acceptance and self-de-
nial.

T AT R e e = e e -

This translation steers a safe
course between the two ex
tremes so that English-Cana-
dian productions can now get
as close as possible to the
spirit of the original.

It is also useful to have this
revised translation of Trem-
blay's favourite play, Bonjour
lé, bonjour, which Van Burek
and Glassco first franslated in
'1975. This latest translation,
like The Real World?, is con-
vincingly idiomatic and pre-

\cisely attuned to Trembiay's

. verbal “score” with its con-

At the end, Claude realizes
that the theatre’s age-old para-
dox of using fies to tell the
truth is a cul-de-sac. What if
lies are just lies, nothing
more? Then hé'll be just as
manipulative as his actual fa-
ther, whom he’s trying to de-
stroy by rewriting his identity.
‘The closing image is of his fa-
ther cursing him as he begins
to burn his son’s precious
manuscript, page by page,
just before an emblematic
blackout. Claude, it seems,
hasn't managed to write and
perform an autonomous iden-
tity that he can call his own
into existence; the past can’t
be imagined away so easily;
and maybe he has done ir-
reparable damage — to them
and to himself — by disclos-
ing his family’s private affairs.
As in Pirandello, the art to
which he has so completely
surrendered himself is now
being subverted by the very
reality it had tried to supplant.
His most traumatic discovery
is that everything is indetermi-
nate, including human identi-
ty itself.

John Van Burek and Bill
Glassco prepared this transla-
tion of the play for the 1988
English-language premiére,
directed by Bill Glassco, at
the Tarragon Theatre in
Toronto. Tremblay's French
is notoriously difficult to
translate, Its combination of
soaring lyricism, earthy vul-
garity, and aria-like mono-
logues can lead all too readily
to the kind of overcharged
rhetoric that gives actors ner-
vous breakdowns. Or transla-
tors will rely on flat-footed En-
glish colloquialisms which
erase the musicality of Trem-
blay’s richly textured joual.

stantly shifting rhythms,
colour tones, and melodic
lines. 3 t

Zinging
them in
By Kent Thompson

A TRIP AROUND LAKE
ONTARIO

by David McFadden

Coacl: House, 232 pages, $14.95 paper
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(ISBN 0 88910 315 1)

THE ONLY TROUBLE with
David McFadden's A Trip
Around Lake Ontario (but it's
the same trouble with Dany
Laferriére’s How to Make Love
to & Negro Without Gelting
Tired) is that it is going to in-
spire a lot of bad books. That
Is because both are (purport-
edly) autobiographical, which

. will lead some people to think

{many people already think
this) that if they lead interest-
ing lives they will be able to
write goocd books. Wrong.
McFadden and Laferriére ac-
tually lead pretty humdram
lives, if you want to know the
truth, but they make them
seem interesting by writing
well.

So A Trip Around Lake On-
tario is a very enterfaining
book, not least of all because
McFadden is sneaky fast, as
we might say of him if he
were a baseball pitcher. That
is, he’s humming along the
countryside in his little red
sports car being ordinary and
everyday and we are thinking
that he's seeing nothing that
we wouldn’t see, arid then he
zings one in, catching the
reader flat-footed. For exam-
ple, wandering east out of
Toronto past the sewage-treat-
ment plant he gets lost in a

[

subdivision, asks directions of
a beautiful woman and de-
cides {o leave his map in the
trunk because “there’s a spe-
cial magic about not knowing
where you are.” Oh, true. And
then he nips us with an expla-
nation that touches on mortal-
ity: when we are lost, “time
loses its little sharp teeth.”

Not that everything he says
about this trip is to be taken
as true in the literal sense. At
least, sometimes you hope
he’s making things up — for
instance, when he tells you
about taking two little girls for
a spin in his little red sports
car while he’s down in the
States. Their American moth-
er has told them, sensibly, not
to take rides with strangers.
And here is our narrator, grin-
ning, saying he couldn’t be
taken for a molester, could
he? He's so Canadian. Uh-
huh. So was and is* Clifford
Olson, But we realize at such
moments that McFadden is
both daring and challenging.
This trip is not going to be
without judgement for us. We
are going to have to face
some challenges.

.One of the things I like
about McFadden as a story-
teller is that he won't let up,
He won't let the reader escape
into tidy summary. Chapter 11
is a case in point. The ol fel-
low running a fruit-stand has
had to have his dog put down
and he tells the story to Mc-
Fadden in embarrassing de-
tail. It is not a story you want
to hear, not least because it’s -
s0 soppy. But soppiness is out
there, and McFadden isn’t
going to let us off just because
we want to be sophisticated,

He is a clown figure who
makes us take a joke serfous-
ly by going too far. His garb -
indicates his role: he calls
himself Captain Colourful,
which he certainly is: Hamil-
ton Tigers painter’s'cap, a
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Hawaiian shirt, green jeans,
and red suspenders.

In fact, many of these sto-
ries are undoubtedly fiction.
That's because he has a film
crew with him. Thetripisin
fact the film-makers’ idea. Me-
Fadden’s previous trip books
@Trip Around This Lake and
That One) have inspired
them. But what the film
records and what McFadden
Sees are deIiberater different,
| suspect (I haven’t seen the
film, A note in the book tells

ou how to order it for view-
ing.) McFadden is collecting
stories — stories he istold,,
stories he makes up. He
seems to delight most in
those that cannot be filmed.

Which is one reason, proba-
bly, for the story about being
in bed with hvo airline stew-

ardesses. No one is going to.

believe that, except metaphor-
ically, which is probably why
hetells it to us. (it isDany La-
ferriére who remarks that
peopl€ s redlities are in fact
their fantasies; they live by
their fantasies.)

On the other hand, thereis
a serious story runnin
through the book-althoug
I’m not sure this one istrue,
either. He is coming to the
end of a relationship with a
mm. Yes, it does sound pretty
outrageous, doesn't it? He's
divorced and lonely, and she
is mysterious. They seem to
have had good times, but she
has always dlipped away to

her love for Christ The story.

isthe exact antithesis of the
night with the hvo ‘airline
stevrardesses.

The weaknesses of the
book are chiefly in the form.
Each chapter reads like an
opting chapter. We hope the
story will break into a novel
even though we know it
won't. We've got to keep
going onin this awkward cir-
cle with stops and starts to get
back where we began.

And it's not a book to be
read in one sitting or even
straight through. Idedly you
should keep it lying around
and read a chapter now and
then, or carry it around with
you, which’is what | did.
Stuffed it in my large pocket
while skating at Harbourfront.
| had it with me. too. when a
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visiting writer came to town
and we went out to one of the
more famous stripbars in
Toronto. McFadden goes to
strip-bars, too, and in one of
them he has a meeting of
minds with a stripper called
Pinkie. He sees her and the
other girls dancing naked in
mirrors.

But he aso believes in coin-
cidence (well. what goes
around comes around, doesn't
it), and a white Volvo and
Rilke's poems keep popping
up when you |east expect
them.

So | wasn't surprised in the
least when. with McFadden’s
book on the bar, | saw Pinkie
dancing in the mirror. Charm-

ing girl.

And very red. Because Mc-
Fadden is instructive on the
digtinction between what is
true and what is real. “What-
ever we write becomes real,”
he says. “Whatever we don't
write disappears forever.” B

Coacly House Press, 114 pages, $12.95
iz BN O 58910 249 U

rROBIN BLASER has been
among us in Canada for 25
?flears amajor poet who has

ad a remarkable influence
on West Coast poets and
other writers. The remarkable
is even more remarkable
given the scarcity of Blaser's
publishing. Prior to Pell Mell:
seven thin books and pam-
phlets of verse. This nice
thick new volume nearly dou-
bles the poet's output

Thank goodness for that.
Thank the'Coach Fouse edi-
tors, Sharon Thesen and
Michael Ondactje for that.
They and the invaluable pub
lisher have made for us a
beautiful, difficult and reread-

able book It is rare adult po-
etry, a confrontation of mor-
tality, a demand for
intellectua community.

In “The Fire,” an essay
Blaser published in 1980. he
described his literary pur-
pose: “I suppose | want to say
that the real business of poet-
ry is cosmology, and I'm
cAai ming'my own stake in
this.”

Thus Blaser’s verse is not
anecdotal, not confesslonal
and personal. It is unafraid of
thinking aoud in the compa-
ny of Nietzsche and Qctavio
Paz. In other words. it wants
no part of the too-often heard
aw-shucks Canadian cultural
cringe. Among other things,
Blaser’'s poetry seeks to re-
cover or plan a civilization. In
his introduction to the recent-
ly published selected poems
of Louts Dudek, Blaser writes:
“Our nature, that is. is to work
the atoms of the mind's
music, words, in acomposi-
tion of identity and order
against triviality.”

Blaser has been, dl hi writ-
ing life, accused of hermeti-
cism, or obscurantist ambi-
tion. But the work is not realy
obscure: it is difficult. It re-
quiresintelligence and curios-
ity and perseverance from its
audience. As Williain Carlos
Williams once said in a poem:
‘| wanted to write a poem/
that you would understand/ .
.. .But you got to try hard-”

You have to try harder with
Blaser than you do with
Williams. Yet | know ateen-
age boy who bought Pelf Mell,
his first book of poems. He
has been reading it as well as
he can for aweek and more.
Some poets and some readers
(see Eliot) see no good rea-
son to make poetry easier
than living. Yet Blaser has
been for years writing numer-
ous short poems al entitled
‘The Truth is Laughter.” An
attentive reader learns to see
and acknowledge the doubled
gesture when the poet in this
collection refers to his subject
and antagonist as “that deadly
plaything, thought.”

That deadly player, Thoth,
got us into our fix. Robin
Blaser. to counter vain no-
tions that language is a tool or
a slave, used to say that we do

not in our most serious and
vulnerable moments speak
poetry = rather poetry
speaks us. Great modem po-
etry does not allow of the sin-
gle voice.. Ezra Pound taught
us 20th-century readers to ex-
pect alot of quotations, from
texts and from life's dis-
course. Poetry is polyglot.
Blaser is, for instance, a
speaking citizen of a constant-
ly created world. not a bard
But at best a presiding eye
and ear.

As this book proceeds the
reader notices that it is com-
posed. As it gathers toward
the last pages we bear more
and more often the poet’s ar-
gument that poetry, like
Pound's Cin/n,is not a one-
man job. Blaser speaksfor a
writing that is not lyric, sin-
gle-voiced. egoistic, confes-
sional. Poetry comes from
outside. It is made by the
company Of poets: ‘if | think
‘T unified | lose/ and the
feeling overflows the bucket”
he saysin a poem about the
politics of poetics.

| think that the key quota-
tion in this book is the one
from Montaigne, his answer
to the question of why he
loves: ce que c'estoit [ui;
parce?uec'estoitmay.’ Blaser
sensibly follows the lead that
Charles Olson and William
Blake were following when
they came to identify form
with love. Love is also at the
mot of a search for civiliza-
tion: if it is not, that civiliza-
tion is not one to be wanted.
In Blaser's ongoing series,
“Image-Nations,” continued
here, the imagination ties the
moral effort to the possibility
of the recovered civilization |
mentioned.

That sub-paradise cannot be

anned by a single (lyric)
eye, nor will it be made from a
univalent materia. In a poem
for bpNichol, Blaser writes:
“the ferns dream as they re-
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turn/ to green the efforma-
tion, the/ dis-creation. the
kindness of fragments.” what
a discovery, that phrase!

So if we hear some of the
Romantic poet’s voice, it isthe
part that is concerned with so-
cial-artistic prophecy, not the
heroic individual: “that is his
clam to fame, to/ seek qui
what is beyond any single/
man or woman. or the multi-
ples of them the magic
country that./ is homeland.’

Thisiswhat makes for seri-
ousness in poetry: not to show
the interesting self to the will-
ing world. but to show the
possibilitiesin that world to
readers who will understand
that “the language/ composes
the good.” The prophetic Jan-
guage speaks “our inclination
for one another,” not the,com-
mon “positivisms of the self/
that die into an urn.”

This is not to say that
Blaser's poetry will not deliver
pictures for those who want
the visual as well as the
thoughtful. In a series of re-
markable and unprecedented
poems on his childhood
Blaser offers dancing in soek-
feet on the floor of the school
%ymnasi um, and the boy who

ad to bury the cow, then
come back and cot the cow’s
Ipro(;l.:'uding feet off at ground
evel.

But the images are never
there to support the anec-
dotes of the individualist that
we get in much of our litera-
ture. The images are the frag-
ments out of which to build an
art. Blasei"s idea of the com-
munal work is best seen in an-
other of his ongoing series,
“The Great Companions.”
This current collection ends
with two of them, one con-
cerning Pindar and one con-
cerning Robert Duncan,
whom Blaser met at universi-

“Robert Duncan” is one of
the most moving and highly
accomplished poems of our
time and place. In it. Blaser’s
great theme is beautifully pro-
nounced in words shared by
the two poets, hvo other peo-
ple cited, and the poem: “Tke
heart in the breast is not your
heart only: it is a microcosmic
sus1, @ cossnos of all possible ex-
periesices that ne one can
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own.”

If you want a book you will
need to have when you are
reappraising our poetry’s his-
tory 30 years from now, 3(et
this one. Become, if you take
the care, a companion. O

Parents and
children

By Lynn King
IN THE NAME OF THE
FATHERS
by Susan Crean

Amanita, 185 pages, $9.95 paper
(ISBN 0 921299 04 4)

FOR OUR LOVE IS
ABOVE THE LAW
by D. Zaman Zadeh

Zaman Promolion Institute, 35 ’ﬁ'

IN A RECENT Glebe and Mail
article about fathers who have
custody of their children, the
headline notes “ Duties Con-
flict for Single Fathers. Caring
for Children Can Hamper Ca
reers.” The writer sympatheti-
cally talks of the difficulty sin-
gle fathers face in ju&;gling
career, housework, and chil
care. Apparently, ‘the practi-
cal fact isthat being a single
father involves compromises
on the job that may dow
down aman’s advancement.”
As if women hadn’t known
that for decades in relation tto
their own jobs, and borne the
brunt of it

Notwithstanding the diffi-
culty of being asingle parent,
it now seems more and more
fathers want to take on the
role — although with a hvist
They want to be; “joint custo-

dial parents’ — to share the
parenting with their ex-wives
athough not necessarily the
responsibility. Attacking the
concept of joint custody is like
attacking motherhood, al-
though ironically that’s often
what joint custody is al about
Susan Crean fearlesdy dedls
with this new and ecstatically
heralded concept in a concise
and passionate way.

Joint custody has existed
for years — many separated
parents share the responsibili-
ty for child care in an amica-’
ble and constructive manner.
The reason Crean felt com-
pelled to write her book was
not to examine or criticize
these smoothly functioning
arrangements but rather to
explore the latest trend: a de-
mand-for the legislative and
judicial imposition of joint
custody in all or most cases.
The idea is supported by ‘fa
thers' rights’ groups and
many politicians. It sounds
good. After al, why shouldn’t
the child have the benefits of
both a mother and a father
even if the parents are sepa-
rated? But as, Michele Lands-
berg says in her insightful in-
troduction to Crean’s book,
this is “an easy answer to vex-
ingpmblems.” She points out
that the most ovérwhelming
problem for divorced moth¥rs
and children is that the major-
ity of fathers pay neither at-
tention nor child support to
their offspring. In fact, she
says, "most divorced mothers
struggle not to keep fathers
away from their children, but
to get fathers to visit or phone
more often.”

Crean explores the complex
and difficult issues of legidat-
ed joint custody. Very often. it
simply becomes a lever in re-
ducing the wife's support and
p;]'operty givis'on claims. Ea—
thers rights groups t
need the Iegiglatign %e)zlcau%
there is a judicial bias against
men =— yet Crean shows that
the vast mgjority of men do
not contest custody and do
not seem to want it. One
would think that if anyone
had something to fear from ju-
dicid biasit would be women
— after al, out of 74 familly
court judges in Ontario, only
four are women, and the
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statistics for women In other
provinces are equally bleak.
Crean aso explodes the
myth that joint custody is
alive and well in the United
States. Many Canadian legis-
Tators point {o California legis-
lation as the model. The evi-
deuce, though, is that the
results of that legislation have
been horrible and it is being
urgently reconsidered. As one
study noted by Crean states:

forcing (by legidlation or
court order) parents tO carry
joint decision-making respon-
sibilities in the face of such
obstacles as continuing acri-
mony can mean perpetuating
the confiicts between them,
perhaps exacerbating the
conflictswhich led to their
separation in the first place

Crean offers a much-needed
examination of the Canadian
scene. She looks at the cry for
joint custody not only from fa-
thers' rightS groups but also
from wdl-meaning legidators,
mediators, social workers, and
others. In her study of the
American experiencé and the
ganadian movement she notes
at

feminists who have anal-

ysed the mechanics and im-

Flic_atioqs of joint custody

egidation have come to

seeit as badly thought out

and ill reséarched ....
What legidated joint eus-

tody doeS is add & new chip

to the poker game, upping

the ante for the weaker
partner and creating extra
pressure for her to givein

earlier and press her case

less forcefully. A presump-

tion for joint custody in the

law cannot help but steer.
the existing balance of”
Fower in divorce Or separz-

ion negotiations in faveur

of the more powerful.

The feminist movement, in
Crean’s words, “has not yet
cottoned on to the fact that
the battle between patriarchy
and feminism has shifted, and
the fight is now over our chil-
dren. . .. Thishook is an at-
tempt to raise the issue and

! sound the alarm.™ Crean does

both well, through heart-
breaking examples and thor-
ough anaysis.

D. Zadel’s For Our Loye is
Above the Law: A Small Mani-
festa is written by what | gath-
er is a hitter and enraged man
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whose wife was granted cus-
tody of their small daughter.
According to Zadeh, the judge
is totally to blame for thisin-
justice -not the mother, not
other circumstances, not the
matrimonial history, and cer-
tainly not D. Zadeh.

Writing to
Miss Nobody
By Laurel Boone
THE EARLY JOURNALS
AND LETTERS OF
FANNY BURNEY,
VOLUME It 1768-1773

edited by Lars E. Troide
McGill-Queci's, 381 pages, $65.00

clot (ISBN 0 7735 0538 5)

PUBLISHED LETTERS and
journals, like other books,
must both delight and in-
struct, however famous their
author and in whatever terms
critics may express these re-
quirements, Considering that
the aim of Lars Troide was
clearly -perhaps solely — to
instruct, his Early Journals
aind Leliers of Fainy Burney:
Volume I is aremarkably de-
lightful book.

When Fanny Bumey wrote
the first entry in the journals
published here, she was a-
ready an experienced writer,
althou?d she was only 15
years ofd. She had burned her
earlier diaries, poems, plays,
and novel on her 16th birth-
day, resolving not to waste
any more time in such idle
pursuits. Usually, adolescent
gri1rls of literary bent address
themselves to diaries out of
foneliness, If tbii was true of
Fanny we will never know, be
causein her old age she cen-
sored her youthful effusions,
cutting parts of pages as well
as entire leaves from her note
books, cancelling some words
and passages and writing over
others in heavy black ink, and
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pasting dlips of paper —
sometimes themselves cut
from the journal — over of-
fending paragraphs. However,
the material that remains
shows the writer to be gener-
aly comfortable, energetic,
agreeably occupied, cheerful
(even giddy at times). socia-
ble if somewhat shy, and sur-
rounded by a family that was
happier and more loving than
many. Self-examination was
not Fanny’s preoccupation,
and she seems to have altered
her girlhood journals more to
cover up the indiscretions and
indelicacies of others than to
revise her own character for
posterity. Unlike the more
common teen-aged soul-
searcher, Fanny regales her
imaginary confidante “Miss
Nobody” with tales of visiting
and visitors, concerts, plzgqs
and family affairs, agd she
dramatizes conversations ap-
parently for the sheer plea-
sure of doing so. Fanny’s
enthusiasm for thelife around
her and her delight in the va
aries of human nature carry
the reader through the bogs
and brier patches caused by
her later censorship and the
intrusions of scholarship.

The Bumey family seems to
have hoarded every scrap of
paper any of them ever laid
pen to, thus supplying grist
for the mills of academe for
more than 200 years. Fanny
Burney's early journals were
published in 1890, 1907, and
1913, and it is tempting to ask
whether the world needs this
new edition. However.
Troide's book promisés to be
of inestimable value. Instead
of publishing thg(journals in
the form prescribed by the au-
thor in her old age (as the
first and subsequent editors
did), Troide and his associ-
ates recovered as much as
they could of the young
Fanny’s origi na writing from
beneath the cancellations,
paste-overs, emendations, and
embellishments. In his anno-
tations, Troide connects these
early journas with the rest of
the Burney famg/’s published
Life-writing as well aswith fhe
intellectual, literary, social,
and political history of the pe-
riod and the genealogies of
hundreds of people men-

tioned or conspicuously not
mentioned. Finaly, Troide
has tried to present the whole
in a readable format despite
the plethora of variant and on-
certain readings and the gaps
in the text.
, Troide followed asfar as he
thoughi;lpractical the rigorous
editorial and scholarly stan-
dards established over 20
years ago by Joyce Hemlow,
when she began editing Tie
Jountals and Letters of Fanny
Burney (Madame d’Arblay},
1791-1846; but two of hié de-
cisions must be questioned.
He plainly calls aii of Madame
d’Arblay’s emendations “bad,”
althou%h COmMmon Sense sug-
gests that some of them must
supply clarifications, and all of
them must supply insight into
the changes In Fanny’s per-
sonaIiB/ as she aged. Troide
includes some of these
changes within brackets in
the text and others in annote-
tions and introductions, but,
in-leaving out an undisclosed
amount of Madame d'Arblay’s
commentary, he has fore-
stalled one of the more obvi-
ous studies that might have
arisen from his project The
index is deficient in asimilar
way. In his introduction,
Troide defends what might
seem to be excessive annoter
tion on the grounds that some
apparently insignificant per-
son may turn out to be of
great historical importance.
Y et the headnote to the index
explains that whereas all
I@roper names mentioned by

anny are included, a salec-
tion has been made among
names in annotations and in-
troductory material so as to
include only “the more signifi-
cant or interesting” ones. Sig-
nificant or interesting to
whom?

These complaints aside,
there is no question that The
Early Journals and Letters of

Fanny Burney: Volume |l isa
contribution of tremendous
value to English intellectual
and socfal history. Scholars in
many disciplines will look for-
ward to the remaining vol-
umes! which will bring the
early journals up to the begin-
ning of the 12-volume Jourstals
and Letters of Fanny Burney
(Madame d’Arblay), 1791~
1840, and so complete the
modern edition of tbe 72-year
record kept by this indefatiga-
ble writer. El

JTAMES HOUSTON's most re-
cent novel makes peculiar
fare — for the uninitiated at
least The book presents itself
as an adult novel in the com-
ﬁany of the author’s widely

ailed Spirit Wrestler, Ghost
Fox, and The White Daws.
What we find is a 17-year-old
Toronto youth exiled to Baffin
Island for getting mixed up
with drugs and the law.
Jonathan Aird, apparently a
brilliant pianist, has fallen in
with the wrong crowd be-
cause héadpl ays jazz. His father
has died, his mother cares
more for her business career
than for her son. and his
uncle is akind of Dickendii
recluse who runs the Hud-
son's Bay post in the fictitious
viltage of Nanuvik on Baffin.
Mother and uncle are trustees
of young Jon's inheritance
and could keep bim a pauper
till he's 40 if he doesn't prove
himself to be a “sensible and
steady person.”

If you think tbis sounds like
material for eliché, you're
right Add a nasty schoolmas-
ter, a cheerful HBC clerk
named Noddy, love at first
sight with a pretty Inuk girl,
and a sinister man with a scar.
The reader could be excused
for thinking of it all as “Enid
Blyton Goes Ouhvard Bound
to Teen Romance.” -
N o doubt, Whiteout should
be reclassified as “young
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adult” fiction. Even then there
would be problems, particu-
larly with credibility of charac-
ter and motivation, but at least
one's expectation5 would be
in the right genre

On the other hand, Hous-
ton's credentias as a true
man of the north ceme
through in passionately
telling detail. \When Jon’s foot
first touches the wind-packed
snow of the airstrip at Fro-
bisher Bay, “the ground
seemed to squeal in anguish.”
An Inuk granrg; cuts teabags
open because sne doesn'’t like
Baper in her tea. During a

reak in the Christmas dance,
“the dancers ran pell-mell out
into the light cast beyond the
open door and stood breath-
ing deeply, their foreheads
shining in the immense cold
of the Arctic night . . . . Jon
watched the steam from their
bodiesriseiii thirty bonfires
in the freezing air.” One
needs to know, and love,
whereof one speaks to be able
to say thii like that,

In such moments, unfet-
tered by the demands of a
moralistic plot and its formu-
laic need for stock characters,
Houston doesn't “write about”
the High Arctic, he recreates
it on the page. As one strug-
gles through the first hun-

red-odd page5 of manipula-
ed developments. the savage
beauty of the landscape and
the enduring. quirky warmth
of itsinhabitants keep hope
alive.

Then, with part two and the
whiteout of thetitle, hopeis
rewarded. Three young peo-
ple on adogsled cross the sea
Ice in along sequence crack-
Img with action and veracity
and explosive manifestation
of the shamanidtic spirits that
inhabit Houston's holistic em-
brace of the North. This is
strong and wonderful stuff.
The thoughts, feelings, and
actions of the characters be-
come inseparably melded,
emblematic of a profound one-
ness i extremis that makes
the denouement of the novel
entirely credible. .

Perhaps Whiteost was Sim-
ply ill conceived, falling be-
tween genres intended for the
adult and the young without
successfully claiming the diffi-

cult territory of the young?
adult. Perhaps it was not wel
edited. Certainly, the book
could be a hundred pageb
longer. Its character5 and
stor?/ of discovery and choice
could be strong and com-
peliing if left to their own de
vices and more naturaly de
veloped, Jon, for instance. isa
very thoughtful and attractive
go_ung man when we aren't

eing told he's a troubled
teen-age rebel, which he just
isn't And hisuncle Calvinis
clearly a charming and com-
passionate eccentric who
never carries off the ruthless
tyranny Houston initially ask5
of him. Houston knows his
northern characters as he
knows their landscape, but
has subjected them to a
clichéd ‘southern” plot that
they do not inhabit comfort-
ably E [

It’s a frog-
swallower

By Dennis Cooley

NEXT-YEAR COUNTRY:
YOICES OF COUNTRY.
PEOPLE

by Barry Broadfoot

McClelland & Stewar!, 386 poges,

| $24.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 1675°1)
IN THIS BOOK, Barry Broad-
foot returns to a place and its
people that he is able to
chronicle with specia sympa-
thy. Those who spoke to
Broadfoot speak to us in the
immediacy and dignity of
their lives. Their speech is
certainly there: it'slaconic,
loose, and additive, tumbles in
coordinates and double sub-
Jlects. It'stherein appealsto
isteners, the pop of idioms
and hyperbole: grass stands
“yeahigh,” some people have
little ime for “small potatoes,”
some “had_the old thinking-
cap on.’ Some folks howl
their heads off, others should
soak their heads in a bucket,
still others blow their stacks.
There's hyperbole too:
‘They're here to eternity,” the
folks in small towns are, even
where winter’s “cold as'a billy
goat's ass.” .

The anonymous narrators
tell wonderful stories stuffed
witb imagination and sound.

.
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Here's what happens when an
“old geezer” rescues you on a
country road: “Well, he walks
up.. . and hesays, ‘Giveita
roll-over.”  Zzzzzzzzzrrrr
zzzzzz. About twice. He takes
a pair of pliers out of his over-
alls and he fart5 around and
says try it again. Zoom. | got
me a car again.” There's jump
in that language. And in the
repetitions. One woman keeps
arecord of births: “A woman
would be forty-five and have
had sixteen or eighteen chil-
dren, bing, bing, and they
were gill having them.” A
oung woman. restless to
eave. tells us of what she
longed for, what she missed,
what there was for her at
home: “and al it was about,
this life, was nothing. Just
nothing, nothing, nothing.”
What more is there to say?
Some of the most inviting
voices sound & though they'd
just escaped from a Robert
Kroetsch novel. Rambunc-
tious, inventive — they dance
on our funny bones. There's
the farmer who decides he's
going to save some money.
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No' more of this town*milk, .
“so weak you could spear fish
in it. No, a cow’s the answer.
Great uproar. \Who's going to
milk the cow? You, | tell the
kids, you guys. And collect
the eggs. What eggs? Big up
roar. The eggs from the
chickens. \We're going t0 save
fmoney like nobody has be-
ore”

Many people break into po-—
etry. Oneatter another. page
affer page. they speak. You
know about spring? “You can't
put a name to what you smell,
it's just there. You can'put "
your hand out and fed like
you're stroking something
new and warm.” Mogst of these
moments seem reserved for
the seasons, the dip or rise of
sun, hnd they are there, -
across the book, luminous
momenta The wind, alwa
there in your face, making the
chimes on the porch go clin-
ka—clink-clir]k in a musical
Way. The SUNTISE in the SPINN
... |look out the wsi';idnv%r
and thereit is, so big and red
.... and thereis our wheat,
all green. and blowing in the
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wind. moving al the time.”
There are wonderful leaps of
language. too, when people
speak of electricity and radio
coming in, themagie of those
lights and sounds. Thereisa
delightful account of opulence
on the railroad, and another
of how Aberhart spoke to peo-
ple’s hopes. A particular joy
tells of “a monster sale, a
-dandy. astem-winder, a frog-
swallower of athing.” Ear-
catching, too. are one per-
son's thoughts about how the
prairie can come back from a
desert, words inviting in their
rhythm, their clean naming of
things, their snap and beauty.
The entries fill in &’ invalu-
able higtory of prairie people,
and of the fresh turns their
Ianﬁ_u%(];e accords them. For
archival purposes alone they
would be important, but they
will be generative, too, for
anyone who cares about nam-
ing and speaking of the place.
Which brings me to a quib-
hle. It looks as though Broad-
foot decided to stick pretty
much to farmers. The prefer-
ence makes sense but it rein-
forces al the stereotypes of
prairie folk as.a bunch of hay-
seeds. however dignified or
elogquent they may be. In Next-
Year Couilry there are no in-
tellectuals or artists to speak
of. no naturalists. few profes-
sionals, no children. Thereis
virtually nothing on the most
northern or most southern
parts of Manitoba and
Saskatchewan, and se on. So
we get asection on ail in Al-
berta and yet we get nothing
on. say, potash or coal mining

This is a good book, a joy to
read. | only wish it had gone a
little further. OO

IN THESE DAYS of freetrade
debate and despair, how to re-
sist a book, even an actor's bi-
ography, subtitled “The
Dilemma of Canadian Star-
dom”? It's &' apt subtitle for

ment himself on’ paper. To re-
search his story, Bronwyn
had little written material ex-
cept adiary of his late teen-
age years-but she reviewed
hundreds of hours, recorded
on acetate discs and ki-
nescopes. of hiswork in radio
and television, most of it un-
dertaken for the CBC, be-
tween 1937 and 1966. She
had, as well, the remem-
brances of such colleagues as
Fletcher Markle, Lorne
Greene, Kate Reid, Frances
liyland, Andrew Allen, Dou-
glas Rain, Barry Morse,
Austip Willis, Paul Kligman,
Lister Sinclair, Patrick Wat-
so”, Don Harron, Mavor
Moore, and many others: the

a’ unusual and irresistible list is long and reads like a

chronicle and memoir.

Orson Welles called John
Drainie ‘the best radio actor
in the world.” Bronwyn
Drainie. John's eldest child
and herself a broadcaster and
writer. has written a lucid,
readable and gpinionated bi-
ography of her late father.
From his birth (in 1916) and
childhood i” Vancouver to his
death from cancer in 1966, hi
lifeis chronicled with insight,
analysis, humour, and faithful-
ness to the facts. The book is
worth reading morethan once
and hanging&o as @' invalu-
able source of information on
the history of Canadian radio,
television, and theatre. Fur-
thermore, it is never boring,
“ever pedantic — rather, it's
as engaging as a thriller.

Don't get me wrong. This is
no Mommie Dearest. While
Bronwyn Drainie makes no

in Saskatchewan. Broadfoot secret of her vouthful didike

could have made some room
by cutti ng back on tales of
farmers bankruptcies in the
"70s. Instead he's ended up
with something which, cen-
tred in Alberta, scarcelv al-
lows prairie people to-rise
about natve politics or to show
any cultural awareness of
themselves. Toronto media, if
ever they think of the prairies,
want to suppose that prairie
writers m-shucks, gosh-dam.
and hyperhbolate in the man-
ner of an inebriated duck.
Others know the prairies, suf-
fer the mistreatments, speak
of the place. Why don't we
hear from them, to0? _
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of her father, it was based on
his occasional temperamental
outbursts at home, not on any
more scandal ous behaviour.
He was a 3entleman. a profes-
sional. and a genius at work;
there' s no evidence he played
around on hiswife; he loved,
supported, and encouraged
his eight children; you' won't
find skeletons in any of his
closets. Nevertheless, | was
spellbound by this beautifully
told lii. .
John Drainie did not docu-
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roll call' 6f Tamous names from
Canadian — and international
— broadcasti ngz(hisiory. Itin-
cludes those, like Christopher
Plummer, who left Canada to
become “stars,” and those we
know as CBC regulars over
the years who stayed to be
what we have instead of stars
in Canada: household names
who “ever quite get the hon-
our, the money, or the power
of American’ stars, but who
are broadly recognized and
reﬂjecte_d among the critics
and audiences-of their coun-
try.

Because of his talent, and
the nature of the era when he
entered broadcasting, John
Drainie was in the enviable
yet awkward position of hav-
ing made it to the top of his
profession here a a very early
age. To go to New York or
London,. both of which he
tried at different points in his
career, was to enter a strange
middle ground between re-
spect and lack of status. He
was known, but they didn’t
know what to do with him.
The redult was a soul-destroy-
ing limbo — and a quick re-
turn to Canada.

Bronwyn Drainie has a
clear, laconic style with plenty
of kick init. On the declinein
quality and originality of CBC
radio programming, for exam-
ple, she writes:

It used to be axiomaticin
broadcasting circles thai
audiences related to people
on television in an entirely
different way from those on
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radio .... But as CBC

radio moves more in the di-

rection Of affective ‘person-

ality broadcasting,” the dis-

tinction between style and-
substance will blur com-

pletdly. We are dready well

0N the way. “Dayshift” with

Danny Finkleman and

Mary Ambrose managed to

fill two hours of the nation-

a AM network everY day

last season with absolutely
no content at all.

On Nathan Cohen:

Cohen's prejudice against
radio had the effect of
alienating almost the entire
professiona performing
community in Toronto. In
my. childhood home, there
were very few immutable.
beliefs we were forced to
share. bat that Nathan
Cohen was the Antichrist
was drummed into my psy-
che from the earliest possi-

ble age.

On the penchant of Canadi-
a producers and directofs to
cast second-string Americans
instead of first-rate Canadians
in key roles:

In Canada the cultural pie
always seems to be of
strietly limited proportions,
so that if one artist gets an
important t Or commis-
sion, another will be de--
Brived; if aforeigner is

rought in to do a film or
television part, that part
must be subtracted from
the fixed “ umber of roles
available that season to
Canadian actors. If there is
a bad-tempered tone to
most public pronounce-
ments by Canadian artists,
it is the bad temper of peo-
ple getting their toes
stepped 0" In a ¢rowded
subway car.

Drainie places her father in
context, using his life as a
frame on which to hang a
comprehensive overview of
broadcasting history in the
years he was active, and her
comments and analysis con-
nect those beginnings with
the years since. But she never
stints on the life itself; the
man and his achievements are
there in three dimensions,
and her insight isthat of a fel-
low artist aswell asa daugh-
ter. O
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Winter sun
ON SNOW

Half of Clarence Gagnon’s lifetime
production of paintings was done to order
Jor a show in Paris in 1909

By Ross skoggard

VASARI WROTE Lives of the
Artists because even in the
16th century people wanted to
know what the men who
made the pictures were like.
Since we admire the same
qualities in a work of art that
we admire in people — sincer-
ity, grace. inteligence. wit —
and also find similar faults —
glibness, ostentation, devious-
ness — there has probably d-
ways been the urge among art
lovers to reach around, or
through, tbe work to the per-
son who made it and to com-
pare him or her to the art.

Some people have taken
great satisfaction in the dis-
covery that Pablo Picasso, to
give the most prominent re-
cent example, was not a
model husband and father.
His ill-treatment of women in

articular, it is argued, some

ow disqualifies his images of
them as great art — as if to
admire his weeping portraits
of Dora Maar, say. iSto be-
comean accomplice in what
he did to make her cry in the
first place.

Now, from Tuktoyaktuk on
the Arctic Ocean comes a
study, Picasso end Marie-
Thérése Walter, 1925-
1927 (Editions Isabéau, 172
pages, $22.00 cloth), by Inuit
art collector and genera prac-
titioner Dr. Herbert T.
Schwarz, which purports to
show, from the evidence of the
work. that the 44-year-old
Pablo Picasso had “‘relations’
with Marie-Thérése Walter in
1925 — ho years before he
ever admitted he did, and a full
year before her 16th birthday!

Schwarz's attempts to iden-
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tify Marie-Thérése from her
likeness in synthetic Cubist
images of the period, and his
feverish dissection of draw-
ings from 1925 and * 26, in-
cluding graphs charting the
frequency of what Schwarz
calls ‘double images’ — faces
rendered with combined
frontal and profile eements
— are only rarely convincing.
Thereal, solid evidence of his
conclusions, which he says he
obtained only after his analy-
sis of the pictures was com-
plete, is the account of Marie-
Thérése’s initial encounter
with Picasso in the Gare St.
Lazare, provided by. her older
sister who was with her on
the day in 1926. Unfortunately
for Dr. Schwarz, the release
of his book coincided with the
publication in Vasity Fair last
summer of an article breaking
the same news by the art crit-
ic John Richardson: it wasac-
companied by illustrated love
letters from Picasso to Marie
Thérése dated 1925 and * 26.

In Clarence Gagnon (Her-
itage Broquet, 201 pages,
$60.00 cloth), René Boissay, a
former Radio-Canada produc-
er, makes the expatriate
Canadian Post-Impressionist
out to be that historical
anomaly, the happy artist. The
comfortably middle-class
Ba| nter evidently had no trou-

le at al finding success and
fitting into a comfortably mid-
die-class pm-World-War-1 art
world.

In late 1909 A. M. Reit-
linger, the owner of one of the
largest art galleriesin Paris,
offered Gagnon a show in
three years time, and then
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suggested what kinds of pic-
tures he wanted to geein it.
Gagnon obediently set to
work producing 75 Laurentian
snow scenes: half his lifetime
painting production. Boissay
says the French critical recep-
tion to that show was “quite
warm,” with anumber of wit-
ers remarking on the artist’s
ability to defglct convincingly
the myriad light effects of a
low winter sun on snow.
Later, around 1930, when
(zagnon came under the spell
of the Scandinavian painters,
who were at |east equal mas-
ters of the same effects, his
drawing and composition
firmed up and the increased
emphasis on figures made his
paintings more affecting.

| can't understand why the
publishers alowed every fifth
plate in this well-researched
volume to be reproduced
from horrendously out-of-
focus negatives. Maybe they
used frames from Boissay’s
1985 television film on the
artist. Gagnon, the perfection-
]icst,.would never have stood
or it.

Why don’'t other museums
in the country take advantage
of the opportunity to borrow
some of the splendid loan
exhibitions that Pierre
Théberge, the director of the
Montreal Museum of Fine
Arts, has been bringing over
from France in the last few
years? “Marc Chagall: Works
from the Collections of the

"Musée Nationa d'Art Mod-

erne” isjust the latest in a 86
ries of major shows that have
spotlighted the paintings of
Picasso, Mirg, and others for
a month or two in Montreal,
the’ gone right back to Paris,
while in Toronto We're nour-
ished on dlender dlices of rela
tive art-historical arcana,
served up by major U.S. cor
porations and_ private gal-
leries.

At least we can enjoy the
lovingly produced catalogues
the MMFA puts out. Mare
Chagall (Montreal Museum
of Fine Arts, 199 pages, $50
cloth) comprises 92 colour
and 65 duotone photographs
and reproductions of works
from the “Dation Chagall,”
the pictures Chagall's heirs
settled on the French govers-
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ment in lieu of inheritance
taxes. The artist was a master
colorist who effortlessy as-
similated successive construc-
tivist, cubist, and surrealist in-
fluences into his whimsical,
narrative painting style. Two
sensitive essays, from 1951
and 1964, a 1962 interview,
and a chronology and bibliog-
raphy complete this exem-
plary catalogue.

The world is a cold, eruel
place for Canada’s industrial
designers. Hewers of wood
and drawers of water don’t
often have much of a" eye for
the nice points of modular
moulded plagtic integrated
stacking systems. And those
that do probably buy some-
thing made in Milan, To help
remedy the situation, Peter
Day and Linda Lewis, two
freelance curators, spent four
year s scouring the country to
bring 120 Canadian-designed
products together ia the 1966
exhibition “Art in Everyday
Life” at Toronto's Power Plant
Gallery.

The catalogue to the exhibi-
tion, Art in Everyday Life
(Summerhill Press/The
Power Plant, 176 pages,
$24.95 paper) shares the flaws
of the exhibition itself. The
decision by the designer of
that show to display chairs
and tableware on angled
shelves was particularly irri-
tating because it confounded
the viewer’s ability to sense
the balance of the objects.
How a thing stands, how it
supports itself, how gracefully
it counters and accedes to the
pull of gravity are essential
components of any object’s
“presence” Seeing the objects
on angled shelving obliterates
that and replaces it with a”
unsubtle reminder from the
exhibition designer that “I’'m
an artig, too, you know.”

|” the catalogue, it’s the
book designer who calls at-
tention to himsdf at the ex-
pense of tpe obj ects. Wa]s it
necessary, for instance, to law
ish a total of 12 photographs
on André Morin's “Match 1"
modular kitchen storage sys-
tern, yet leave three out of
four other designsin the exhi-
bition unillustrated? T he cura-
tors’ halting “product descrip-
tions™ are no substitute for

Apnl 1989, BOOKS IN CANADA 35



" el B beiar Al e T

— e et BT etk e L L TR R e et P —

even a small picture, and with-
out seeing what the majority
of the products look like, it's
impossible to guess from the
catalogue whether the selec-
tion might eve’ have begun to
illustrate a nationa style and
approach to design problems.
The bibliography, however,
looks functiondl.

There is some good art in
the 1988 Gallerie annua
(Gallerie Publications. 144
pages, $12.00), a quarterly out
of Vancouver devoted to
women's art. But you have to
search for it. The first work
that made me stop and want
to have a second look was a
vertical abstract sculpture by
Lylian Klimek whose work,
she writes, was recently de-
scribed by an art historian as
““egither feminine “or femi-
nist.” Reproducing severa
works each by 45 artists in
14gJoages results in a clut-
tered layout with too many
black-and-white pictures on a
spread, exacerbating the
problem of distinguishing the
individual trees from the for-
est.

The editor, Caffyn Kelley,
evidently has a weakness for
expressionist drawings and
paintings packed with bodies,
which may be an approved
feminist genre. As | looked
through the book athii time,
images by Maggie Lander-
beck, Mayumi Oda, Betye
Saar, Lesley Bell, Persimmon
Blackridge. Anne Bolivar,
Natalka Husar, Susan Point,
and Nancy Spero began to re-
vea themselves as having
been executed with ameans
to match their passion.

These artists might have
been better served it the edi-
torial policy of the magazine
were less inclusive, and the
commentary written by some-
one other than the artist This
would certainly have made
Gallerie more like one of the
powerful New York monthlies
that are so crucial to big-time
artists  careers. But since
women do have alegitimate
gripe about having bee’ dis-
criminated against in the art
world (statistically they are
under-represented in muse-
ums and galleries), perhaps
imitating tbe organs that en-
force art-world €litism would
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not have been the most sens-
tivle choice for a feminist jour-
nal,

You will search the front
and the hack of.the book in
vain for the name of the &’-
thor of Treasures (Canadian
Museum of Civilization and
Old Bridge Press (Camden
House), -180 pages, $26.95
clath). a sumptuous picture
book of highlights from the
two-million-object national col-
lection of Canadian archeolog-
ical and cultural artifacts. |n-
stead there's a list’ of 86
“contributors to this book™ on
the last page, including a
steering committee, creative
team, production staff, etc.

* Unfortunately, a book writ-
ten bg_acommittee izg_oin to
exhibit some predictable
dromedarian shortcomings.
The lack of authorial voice
makes the reader feel he or
sheis being addressed by ofie
of those smooth and blood-
less voice generators that tell
%ou when your new ear’ sseat-

elt needs doing up. The text
accompanying each glorious
photograph is really an ex-
tended cutline with most of
the tiresome facts omitted. If
you want to find out how old a
thii is, what it's made of, or
how bll it is. you have to con-
sult the “catalogue” at the
back. Still, it's a great collec-
fon and the book makes you
want to Sseeit in person which
mayv. after al. be ts primary
purpose.

From the' evidence of this
half-dozen recent titles,. the
world of Canadian art is not
yet being brilliantly served by
its scholars, curators, and art-
book editors. Most of these
books betray alack of confi-
dence in their. audience: in
their reluctance to present in-
formation ndt already co-
cooned in_interpretation. in a
patronizing tone, or in. slip-
shod editing and produchon.
On the other hand; the un-
healthy numbers generated
by art books published in
Canada could mean the peo-
ple involved beliéve the public
reader ship for art books and
catalogues doesn’t really mat-
ter anyway, and that the only
readersin Canada who count
arethe ones sitting on grant-
dispensing committees. B

CHILDREN'S BOOKS

Wake-uip tales

Who says Angel and her polar bear
can’t eat bananas and play dominoes?

BY Linda Granfield

DOES SPRING arrive in April?
Sometimes yes, sometimes
no. After theblustery winter
months we are all longing for
a colourful, fruitful spring. but
the weather in April often
holds our expectations in sus-
pense. In the world of books,
too, the same barren weeks
are followed by a profusion of
ring titles. While planning
the garden, however, readers
can find pleasure looking
back over some of the past
season’s abundant offerings.
Arctic winter, with its com-
plications and jOES’ is chroni-
cled in Normee Ekoomiak’s
Arctic Memories (NC Press,
28 pages, $14.95). Each page
is printed inboth Inuktitut
and English. The book is a
collection of prints, made
from Ekoomiak’s originals, re-
flecting daily life during the
artist’s childhood in tbe Arc-
tic. The struggle to.find food

-and shelter istempered by

the joy of tessing a friend up
in theair in a blanket or play-
ing string games. There's
plenty of information here:
readers learn how someone
must stay outside theigluin a
snowstorm in case those in-
side are trapped under heavy
drifts and must be dug out
The Inuit spirit Okpik isde-
picted in story and illustra-
tion, as are ancestral beliefs
and a tender Nativity scene.
Everything is coloured by
Ekoomiak's moving personal
revelations: | am “an Inuk of
the city,” he states. “My
North is not there anymore.’
The pdlor of the cover illus-
tration is misleading, for Arc
tic Memories is a hook full of
colour. Acrylic paintings de-
pict the barren landscape of
the North, the never-ending
panorama of ice and snow.
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Ekoomiak's felt gpplique cre-
ations, however, are his mas-
terworks. As a boy, the author
was taught tbe art of embroi-
dery hy his grandfather. Mag-
nificent designs in vivid
colours are applied to dramat-
ic ha&grounds. The simplici-
ty of form and execution is a
powerful balance for the text:
hoth can be enjoyed by child
and adult alike.

Marie-Louise Gay, the au-
thor and illustrator of Angel
and the Polar Bear (Stod-
dart, 32 pages, $12.95) ex-
plores &’ imaginary Arctic in
her |atest picture-bock. Angel
IS a sixyear-old with freckles,
messy hair, missing teeth,
and aloud voice. She tries to
awake” her drowsy parents in
the morning with invented
stories, which might shock
other parents out of bed, but
not hers. Angd’s inventions
become a fantasy trek
through her apartment as the
water she “hears’ surrounds
her bed, floods all the rooms,
and carries her through a suc-
cession of fantastical inci-
dents. A lot can happen while
parents Sleep!

Much of the fun in Gay’'s
books derives from her use of
secondary characters- here,
for examFIe, Angd’s cat. Chil-
dren following the text and
tbe illustrations will find an-
other, paralld story in the an-
tics of tbe snorkelling feline.
Somehow, the most surpris-
ing things make sense. Of
course opening a refrigerator
can cause rivers to freeze, and
of course a poldr bear lives on
ice, S0 naturally he comes out
of the fridge. And who says
Ange and her polar bear can't
eat bananas and play domi-
noes?

In contragt to the rollicking



playfulness of Gay's book, the
poems in Lgoing Lizard, by
George Swede (Three Trees
Press. 48 Pages, 85.95), make
one stop, listen. and ook in a
more contemplative, personal
manner. One poem is printed
on each page; some of
Swede' s pieces are no more
than two words long, (“storm
cLOUDs™) but each word,
with its typographical mes-
sage, is powerfully evocative.
Language I's presented in all
its sound and silence. Compe-
tent young readers are en-
couraged to use their visua
imagination. How ““fortunate
then that theillustrations by
Kimberly Hart offer such in-
appropriate accompaniment
to the poetry. After coming/
all that way/sunbeam rests/
on the couch” is defeated by a
crosslegged Sun wearing
heart-shaped glasses and a
Carmen Miranda hat. Such
foolishness diminishes the
beauty of the world that
Swede excels in portraying.
“Snow over eve&b&grand-
mother hums as she brushes/
her white hair.” ,

Winter's bleakest prospects
provide an apt metaphor for
the numbing emotional prob-
lems in Budge Wilson's
Breakdown (Scholastic. 152
{)ages, $3.95). In this chal-
enging novel. Mr. Collicutt is
ama’ driven by the expecta
tions of others and himself.
Only 33. he's till in adead-
end job doing the work of
three at the plumber’ s mart in
Halifax. At home, there are
four children and a deter-
mined wife, all of them targets
of his chronic irritability. Mr.
Collicutt is not just ‘sick”;
he's suffering a ‘nervous
breakdown.

Wilson's fiction hag adways
been good at caﬁ}uring the
warmth of family life, and his
portrayal of tbis family's situa-
tion is obviously based on a
good deal of research. The
Collicutts, in particular 13~
year-old Katie and 11-year-old
Daniel, pass through various
stages of emotional angst as
they try to understand and
help their father. This is a
story of loss and gain on
many fronts. When Dad is ii-
nally hospitalized, the family
finds its strengths, Mum can
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be a competent cashier who
considers moving.into the
computer field. Katie and
Daniel get their priorities
straight and take part in de-
ciding their own future. But
they must deal with constant
challen%es. and fedings of
guilt and futility. There are no
pat endings here. Dad is not
completely well at the end of
the hook but he's well on the
mend. Like the other mem-
bers of tbe family, he has re-
Ie\f/al uated his attitude toward
ife.

I’ another time and across
the continent from the Colli-
cutts, we meet the resourceful
teen-aged Catriona McLeod.
Orphaned in Scotland, she im-
migrates to Vancouver with
her grandparents at the begin-
ning of the Depression in
Catriona s Island (Ground-
wood, 127 pages, $7.95). by
Florence McNeil. Catriona’s
recollections of her first year
in Canada are evocatively
written. McNeil's “se of sym-
bol and language (despite
some flagrant grammatical er-
rors) is effective. Her atten-

tion'to detail (“he held the tea

cup as if it had no'handle”)
provides quick character defi-
nitions. The “se of Gaelic folk-
lore and superdtition aso
works well in the story of a
young girl’s first infatuation,
on an island off the coast of
Vancouver. Her family wants
Catriona to-have job security,
as ateacher, but she decides
she will not go to normal
school, but will be an artist.
A” encounter with &’ older.
married man provides the
emotional catalyst that en-
ables Catriona to put her life
into perspective. A young
girl’s fears dissipate, and a
young woman embarks on a
new life.

Challenges of another sort
await the title charactef of
Robin Muller's Little Kay

North Winds, 32 pages,

16.95). a fairy-tale with mbd-
era overtones. The spunky
Kay isthe youngest of the old
magician’'s daughters. When
the Sultan decrees that each
family must send a so” to
serve as a kniiht for a year
and a day, all the daughters
are anxious to go. Disgrace
and fierce punishments await

the parent who does not send
a s0”. The elder daughters
fail in their attempts to march
to court. Litde Kay, however,
creates a suit of armour from
4 kettle, soup pof and platter
and, astride her donkey, be-
gins her journey.

The ridiculous Sultan sus-
pects that this new knight is
not a man._ and proceeds to
test her courage and clever-
ness, Each test, however, only

amusing 100k at ‘the subject.
Thereis alot of text in this
picture-book, but the book
still works as a read-aloud for
even the youngest child. The
illustrations ‘are glorious,
tilled with textures and swirls
of colour, moving from silhou-
ette to patterned borders and
back. The characters look like
achild’ s neighbours, SO realis-
tic and contemporary are
their visages. Kay could bea

succeeds in demonstrating ‘sister, and her eye contact

the foolishness and incompe-
tence of the other, male,
krgihts When finaly “n-
masked, Kay goes on to save
the Sultan and the land from a

with the reader includes the
child in Kay’s moment. The
ogreis-sa ugly he's cute, and
“one of the fearsome charac-
ters will terrify a young read-

fierce ogre, using brains er. Muller uses words filled

rather than brawn to over-
come him. As she casually re-
marks, “Fine feathers don't
make a fierce falcon!” In the
future, daughters and sons
will be equally acceptablein
the service of the Sultan.

This equality of the sexes

with action and im-
age (“scrunched”®, ‘strode”’.
“skewer”, “jubilant”). and his
humour brings asmile:* ‘| am
Jabel,’ the ogre hellowed, ‘and
today is my birthday! So what
do you say? ‘Happy birthday,
Jabel?" whispered the Sultan.”

may sound didactic when Little Kay is an entertaining

slimmarized, but in Muller’s
tae it is a refreshing and

tae for a rainy day when
spring is Slow in coming. G
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LETTERS ”

VACLAV HAVEL

seveRAL MONTHS ago | had

the privilege of reyiewing Va-
clav Havel's Letfers o Olga,

writter during four years in a
Czechoslovak prison. Now
Mr. Havel has been arrested

yet again and sentenced to

nine months in prison. Am-

nesty International has called"
for an urgent action on behalf
of the playwright and those
arrested with him.

Those wishing to protest
these arrests may write to:
His Excellency Jan Janovic, 80
Rideau Terrace, Ottawa KIN
2A1; and Gudr Gustav Husak,
Prezident CSSR, Praha-Hrad,
Czechoslovakia.

Cary Fagan
‘Toronio

OUR MISGUIDED
REVIEWERS

KENNETH MCGOOGAN re-
viewing Carry On Bumping
(Jan-Feb, 1989) charges me
with ‘deliberately misrepre-
senting™ his views1n his earli-

er review of The Bumper

Book. Let me quote the part of
my essay “A Conversation
with Book Reviewers’ in
which | report bis statements
verbatim:

..I'd like to take up in par-
ticular the comments made
by Kenneth McGoogan in
the Cal ﬁarg Susdzy Hereld,
8 March 1987. McGoogan's
review of The Busper Book
states with frankness and
obvious goodwill why
ne/v%)apers cannot be ex-
pected t0 do a decent job in
reviewing Titerary book
Canada,

“Metcalf doesn’t under-
stand what a Canadian
newspaper is or how it
works.” says McGoogan.

“Metcalf's assumption.
and it's widely shared. is
that the primary function of
& newspaper book reviewer
isto serve the literary com-

Sin

munity.

‘T.rou%)Ie is. thﬁt cgalmmu-
nity IS’ ing his salary.
The nevvs%%ergis. And ti¥e
newspaper is a business.”

These naive words re-
veal with a certain crude
honesty what it is that's
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wrong about the newspa-
per, as now congtituted,
sad its sense of purpose;
"Ihe“newspaper IS a busi-

ness.

I¢'s as though the money-
changers in the temple
said unto Christ, as he
raised his whip against
them, ‘But we are here for
business! We are not hare
to serve 'the religious com-
munity.*”

| leave the reader’ to judge.
whether | am misrepresenting
Mr. McGoogan's views here,
or whether. on the contrary,
he is doing the misrepresent-
ing himself.

The statement “The news-
paper is a business’ is of
course perfectly true. It isthe
mot cause of the utter philis-
tinism of Canadian newspa-
pers, in their book review
pages. from one end.of the
country to the other. Thisis
the problem | am trying to
clarify and urge that we try to
do something about It can be
done. if enough voices are
willing to speak up.

But as usual. the reviewer
has turned to something else,
in this case to personal accu-
sations and_recriminations,

while burying the rea -lssue
under a cloud.

Louis DPudek

Montreal

IT IS RARE in Books in Carada
to read such appalling unpro-
fessionalism as that exhibited
in Thomas Carpenter’s recent
review of Christopher Wise-
man's Postcards Home: Poems
New and Selecled.

The review is not enly in-
competent but dishonest Car-
penter begins his review of
Wiseman's book by writing
out the following lines in
prose form:;

Bock again under these
cliffs. The seq strelches fight
and grey as canvas out bo g

cold enrved horizon. My

children wade thr pools

searching for crabs. My
mind lefs go and for @ mo-
ment | am back thirty years

a child | these same pools

Sree and running with the

long tides im tha bright

weather, Triumphani, my
son holds up a crab, his face
alight, wanting my praise.

The first rule of quoting pe-
etry for review isthat lines be
copied exactly as they appear
in the poem with dashesto in-
dicate line breaks. There is
not a single slash in Carpen-
ter'sinitia quotation. The first
three lines of Wiseman's
poem should read: “Back
again / under these dis. /
The sea stretches /™.

Carpenter’s dishonest ren-
dering of Wiseman's fine and
evocative poem “Filey Brig”
obliterates the emphasis

— Wiseman puts on “again’

through his skilled use of as-
sonance, consonance, and am-
biguity. The interchanging
play of long and short ‘a’ vow
els, “i” vowels, as well asthe
subtle use of the sibilant “s”
introduced in “cliffs” at the
end of the second line, forms
an intriguing sound pattern.
This pattern, combined with
the rising and falling rhythms
of the poem achieved by at-

‘tentive use of one-, two- and

three-syllable words, evokes
the rising and falling of the
tides of the sea, a metaphor
for memory. The superb craft-
ing of sound culminates in the
final word “praise,” which
combines the long “a’ vowel
and “s” sibilant. The stressed
positioning of “cliffs,” “pocls,”
‘son,” “horizon,” and “crabs’
at line end hints, through as-
sociation, a love. illness, dis-
appointment, and danger.

Despite the remarkable
craft shown by Wiseman, Car-
penter ignorantly writes that
‘lines are arbitrarily cut and
scattered down the page. A
couple of commeas that would
otherwise guide the reader
have been artistically omitted”
and that the “poems do not
ca(r?; enough evocative
weight”

It's obvious that Carpenter
knows nothing about tradi-

tional prosody. |If Wiseman’s
poems do not “elicit much of a
response.” for Carpenter. Car-

enter is advised to school

imself in poetic convention
before he utters any more hol-
low statements that show his
ignorance. Otherwise Carpen-
ter should stick to journalism,
which appears to be his trade.
| hope he exhibits greater in-
tegrity in that genre than he
does with his sham review of
Wiseman's poetry.

In the future | trust that edi- -
tors of Books in Canada will
show greater care bi selecting
reviewers.

Elona Malterre

Calgary
Thonas Carpenter replies:

Peaple who pick

their way through poems
with

all-purpose

prosodic guidebooks in
Jiand

an selfcertain boy scouis

wandering through trees

occasionally wondering -

where the forest
IS
PROSODY ismerely the sci-
ence of rhythm and rhymes, a
mechanical means of grap-
pling with the fluid and often
meffable qualities of poetry. It
is vauable but obvioudy limit-
edin its luses End too often
serves only to keep poetry at
a comfortably intellectua
arm'’s length. That is the rea-
son — there being no “rules”
for writing reviews - that |
decided to avoid the kind of
jargon that Elond Malterre so
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nicely parodiesin the fourth
paragraph of her letter. Good
prosody does not guarantee
worthwhile poetry nor does it
redeem the kind of broadly
sentimental subject matter
that was laid bare by the de-
liberate omission of the slash
marks in my quotation of the
poem in question. Even if |

agreed with Malterre’s assess.

ment of Wiseman’s prosodic
dexterity, | would not thereby
conclude that “Fitey Brig” isa
fine piece of work. Her own
gushing tribute to “an atten-
tive use of one-, two- and
three-syllable words’ etc.
sounds like nothing so much
as damning with faint academ-
ic praise.

OUT OF CONTEXT

WRITERS SHOULD not in gen-
eral, | think, respond in print
to reviewers of their work, but
| would like to correct an erro-
neous impression created by
Erin Mouré's review of Ppets
SSin your last issue. It is not
easy to quote out of context in
such away asto precisely re-
verse the meaning of a pas-
sage. but Mouré has managed
(accidentally. | hope) to do
just that.

Mouré writes, “ David Mani-
com CONjures up women in
company towns with the
phrase ‘wives as agile lovers
again without bellies,’ (please

note the job requirement,
girls),” implying that the de
scription refers to women and
that | am rather bluntly sexist.
Ironicaly, the lines refer to
mexn, &S a dightly lengthier
uotation makes clear: “Mine-
afts .. . like upended draw
ers with their men falling
blinking out / returned to
wives as agile lovers again
without bellies”
| did not apprectate either
the accusation or the review-
er’s carelessness. There are
no doubt plenty of gender bi-
ases lurking within me, and
no doubt some of them dip
into my work in some form.
But | don’t think any of these
biases are as blatant and
stupid as that I was accused
Of. .
David Maniim
Montreal

Erin Mouré replies:

Leaving aside the issue of the
epoch of brothersthat | was
addressing (not just intention-
a sexism, but menta struc-
tures that perpetuate the
epoch . . ) I'm glad David
wrote to make his authorial
intention clear for hisrenders
| till find, alas, that his inten-
tions make for ambiguous re-
sults. Does the “authority” be-
long solely to the author? Ill
let the readers decidé now
that they have a lengthier
quote.

RECEIVED

THE FOLLOWING Canadian
books have been received by
Books fit Canada 1N recent
weeks. Inclusion ia this list
does not preclude areview or
notice in a future issue:

Annzhel Lee, by Edpar Allan Poe, ihestrated by
Gillet Tiba, Tundra.

Appcite, by My Andureon, Bricke

Are You Payiog Too Much Tax?, by Wayne
Bioch and Lyle R Hepbarn, McGeaw-Hill Ry-
LT

Ag Long as the Rivers Run: Hydroeleetrie
Devilopment and Notive Communities I
Westen Canada, by James B. Waldram, U of
Liariteba

Thc Ashlcy Dictionary (English), edited by K.
L. Cordnvret ol, Edillzns Remyl

Berinnings, by Derothy Livesay, i

The Beloved: St. Mungte, Founder of Glas-
e by Ruginald B. Hole, U of Otlawa,

Bteod Red Ochre, by Kevin Major, Doubleday.

The Canadian Price Watcrhouse Peraonal -
Seal.

Tux Advisor, by Richard Birch,

Conzpiracy of Silence. by Lisa Priest, M& S.

Could Yoo Stop Josephine?, by Stephane
Foulin, Tandra

Thce Crizis in Lain America/La Crise cn
Arurique Latine, edited by Terrence Mc-
Grath, U efOttava.

Critical Yeazs in immigration: Canada and
Auatralla Compared, by Freda Hawking,
MeGill-Queen's.

The Dakota of the Canadian Northwest:
Leasons for Survival, by Peier Douglas Eliss,
U of Manitoba

Tanace for Cats, by Exica Rutherford, Ragweed.

Descartes and the
Scheals, McGill-Queen's.
Dictionnaire Francaia sh-Freach), edit-
ed by Sophle Artheud et al, EdiGons Renyl.
Eahrlllg the Teaching Mllleu, by Allce L
berg, Detselig Enterprines.
From the Great Above She Opened Her Enr
1o the Great Below, by Tim Lilburn and
Susan Shants. Brick. it

Greenmantle, by J Penum-

Jocls on Tax Savings: How to Complete
Yoor 1988 Tax Return, by Evelyn Jacks,
McGrawHill Ryerson.

Lef’s Ploy Balll, by Wiliem Humber, Lester &
Orpen

enoys.
Lotters From an English Rancher, by Clnde
Gardiner, Glenbow.
Lexieon of Econtmic Thought, by Waller E-
Block and Michael A. Walker, The Fraser Insti-

tute,
A Life inhe Cooplzy, by Bruce Hutchison,
Dougtas & Mclntyre, )
h;:.-nll.n the Temperate Zone, by L. R. Wright,
l.ul?-ﬂlll-ul: Investing. by Gordon Pape, Preatica-
'l‘h:ezldlﬂe Amethyal, by Mirium Goldoan, Rag-
Ma:l‘.lll-ng to n: Conadians and

Armageddo
the Great Wor 1814-1919, by Desmond
!I-,i:!mmd.l. L. Granatgiein, Lester & Orpen

nys.
Moyhe a Monster, by JIU Creighton, Nusirated
by Rath Ohl, Annlcic
Mood Pocket, Mud Buchet, by Deborah Tur-
ney , Fitzhensy & Whiteside.
My Name [s8 Louls, by Janet Cralg James,
Paoumbea.

Newfoundland in the North Atantic World
19261949, by Peter Neary, McGill-Queen's.

Piga, by Robert Mungch, lliusirated by Michael
Mantchenko, Anpick.

‘The Plains Cree: Trade, Diplontacy and
mnn to 1870, by Jchn S. Milloy, U of

Plinnn;ls; mcdara Me, Lovd, by Rose Corneleen,

Portralt of David Hockaey. by Peter Webb,
MecGrme-Hill Ryerson.

A Pastcard from Rome, by David Helwig, Pen-
guin.

The Prevailing Influence/Infuence Majeure,
by Catherine D. Slddall, Oakville Gallerfes.

Ritual Abuse, by Kevin Marron, Seal

Roughlog It in the Bush Or Life in Canada,
by Susanna Moodle, edited by Carl Ballstadi,

da’s Health-Care Syatem and How
&IE_:' Michael Rachliz and Caral Kushner,
3.
Select Spas: In Canoda, The United States &
T Anne Somerville.

9, ediled by J

Telling Differences: New English Fiction
fram Quebec, edited by Linda Lelth,

. Véhicule.

Temper Temper, by Nicola Morgan, Fitsheary
& Whiteside.

Tue Fossil Cliffs of Juggins, by Laing Fenpu-
s:n.NI:mSeoli:Hlismm. by L

il lage-

Tommy Tricker and tho Stamp Traveller, by
Michael Rul ireal.

Toronto Blue Jays Oficial Gulde, 1089,
Laster & Deanys.

Trunslation: An Inferpretive Approach. by
Jean Dellsle, translated by Patricls Logan and

Monlea Creecy, U of Otlama.
Ulcrainian H.eritllje Dictionary {(English-
Ukralnlan), edited by Darla Andruslecziio of

ak, Edilfons Rewyi,

Volces on the Brink. by Tom Marshall,
Macmillan

‘The Weallhy Barberz The Common Sense
Guide to Snccessful Finnncial Flanning.
by David Chificn, Financlal Awareness Corpo-

ration.
Wifesiyles: The Ullimate Guide to a Sue-
cessful Marriage, by Glynnls Walker, .
ngldc l;'l::n Canndn, by Willlam G. Dore #1 al,

By Barry Baldwin

tario MSA 3X9 by April 25.

comes from C. Mc]

cated) on gardening.

CanWit No. 137

COMPETITORSARE invited to provide tides (maximum 6) of un-
likely Canadian instructional home videos (e.g., Mii Duffy’s
Aerobics Championship Swimming with Joe Clark, etc.). The
prizeis $25, and entries should be sent to CanWit q& 1317,
Books in Caneda, 366 Adelaide St E., Ste. 432, Toronto,

RESULTS OF CANWIT NO. 135

Few readers were willing to claim they are really distin-
guished, prematurely deceased Canadians. The winning entry
of Fredericton, New Brunswick:

Having had my fill of severe hardships in_the wilds of
Upé)er Canada. and lacking that community of genteel
and cultured souls so essential 1o any educated person,
| used the royalties from my novel, Roughing 1t in the
Bush, to buy a condominium’in Florida, where partak-
ing regularly of the Fountain of Youth haskept mein
good hedlth and spirits. | Now operate an Organic citrus
farm, and have time to pen the occasional article (syndi-

On-

(Mrs,) Susanna Moodie
St. Petersburg, Florida.

bra.
Gurgle, Bubble, Splash, by Richard Thomp-
Mustrat

ra.
How to Sell to the Gavernment, by Hawley
Black, Macmillaa,
Hcaw“::“:vrlul Precls, by Pamela Russell, U of

In Defence of Science: Science, Techoology,
nnd Politles in Modem Soclety, by J. W.
Grove, Uol T Press.

Infinite Worlds: The Pootry of Louis Dudek,
etted by Robin Blaser, Véhicule,

‘The Invisible Moo, by Carla HartsGeld, Signal.

Ireland and the Federal Solution, by John
Kendle, McGI-Queen's:

“Well, what do you think?

SOLUTION TO ACROSTIC NO. 18

Picking up her hairbrush. Aliieran it through my hair and made
a part to one side. Thento my astonishment, she dotted lipstick
on n&y cheeks and blended in the color wntil they glowed. Finally
she dabbed perfume on my neck and wrists and "béhind my ears.

Martha Brooks, A Hill For Looking, Queenston House Publishing
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When properly filled in, tbe letters in the box form a quotation from a Canadian book Find the |etters by solving the clues
below and wiling the answers in the numbered spaces provided. Then transfer the letters from the spaces to tbe appro-
priate squares in the box The first letters of each answered clue form the name of the author and the. title of tbe book

(Solution next month.)
4. Show obsequious — = BT TT P. In sgreementwith 531 = T 3 ™ =
deference 7 2 1B ™ w® justicer 3 WS BT T 138 178 202 26 5 10 13
™
3. Lecherous TR TS ® W
. ) Q. Theatreco. employing -z “&" ¥ ToT %@ T 1 15 W
C. OkanganVilleyfult o w or & = o T *~ young mentally handi mom e e
: _ capped adults: 3 wds. B WmHE T FH ™I
D. Bagiestkesand  w g wrwr w W W W _ = ®
i R Lavish ductive ___ —_—
E. Newspaper publisher W WO E I ly pro % a8 M I
S, ----- Ranger e
F. Scattered w T s T W T H marine disaster 2 & W =
’ ‘T. Temperate hass - _— e —
G. 1977 truckers’ TTEEWE S ® apecies: 2 wds. ™% ™ W W B W W
W E® B TR 5
. U. Usged strongly — —_— -
H. Commonconifers — — 1 TF o W & 5 TT 8 WS T ® O’ WS I8
L Relatingtovision ©  —— - 1= o V. S s T W WW T W T W
% I
. Gatheredpecans  wm &= 2 7 W T _
w. };12‘333,5;;“;:;,;9@ - WO W W % W W
K Yawn wE T T d T W W
L DakcdOY ww w T W W W X Spemigponds o w1 W .
M. Name associated with — — S Y. Notregu]ar expected —
pulp, power, and paper mm ™ w8 %W orplanne P i W T
N. Ruinaplan, oftenby —— R R— — e
accident: 3 wds. WS WM™ W™ WL mggmmm W™ W e B
MBEWS ©O®E
<ol pruitard . ) one, el ™MW W W R
O (hsicelpitarist e Fww ®F T T WET o
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ooks in Canada, Canada’s nationat award-winningbodk review
magazine comes to you nine times a year. Each issue is crammed

with book reviews, author profiles, interviews, columns, and
interesting features on the world of books in Canada.

Subscribe now and SAVE 18% on the newsstand price.

A year's subscription to Beoks in Canada costs $15.00 and
guarantees that each and every issue will be delivered to your door.

Fill in the coupon below, send it to us and we'll rush the next
Issue of Books in Canada to you.
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Start my subscription to Books in Start my subscription to Books in
Canada immediately. Canada immediately.
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1
1
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! OUTSIDE CANADA: OUTSIDE CANADA:
i Individuals SI8 Individuals SIS
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: 366 Adelaide Si. Eau, Smile 32 Wb Adelade St Eird, Susie 412
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“Wordstruck is exactly what L
Was— and still am: craz
about the sound of word%, the
taste of words, the feeling for-
words on the tongue and in
the mind.”

-Robert MacNeil, of the

MacNeil-Lehrer NewsHour and
co-author of The Stor of Englis,,

JWORDSTRUC

A Memoir
by Robert MacNeil

$24.95

A Viking Book
from

L Penguin Books Canada Limited
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