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Réshard’s walke

He was a writer of subtlety
and sensitivity, and he loved
language in all its forms

Aad how MU yon tell e you're lo-o-nely,
Or soy foryou that tha sun den’t shrine?

THE PLAYWRIGHT sits on the lowest sun-
deck. his shoulders forward, his head
tilted back, his eyes closed. giving every-
thing to the song. Wendell Boyle sits at
the piano on the deck above, driving out
great crashing chords, and Kent Stetson
sings.

Below, in the garde’. a knot & people
stays close to the fire and the cobs of
sweet new corn. glasses of wine in their
hands. talking quietly or staring into the
fire or singing along.

This is a wake for Réshard Gool, who
lived and loved and worked in this reno-
vated farmhouse with his wife, the artist
Hilda Woolaough. It is the kind of wake
Reéshard would have wanted — afine
warm party on acrisp August evening in
Rose Valley, Prince Edward Island. a
party that brings together all kinds of
old friends from the many worlds
Reéshard inhabited. Friendsin govern-
ment, friends from the university,

Réshard Gool

friends from the community. friends
from (above all) the arts.

Computer artists and curators, poets
and painters. impresarios and editors.
Fiddles and penny-whistles, guitars, the
piano. Barbecued trout, zucchini salad,
shrimp dip, home-baked rolls. Hildaisa
phenomena cook, and everyone else
brought something. Blueberry buckle.
liver paté, broiled chicken, fresh green
beans, strawberry mousse.

Good stories, laughter, and controver-
sy. A capella singing. A little beer and a
bottomless supp%/ of wine. Bats zinging
overhead where hummingbirds flew this
afternoon, flowersit by torchlight, the
dark green of the spruce trees. and a
small high moon.

And good talk evervwhere. flowing
over the sundecks. down into the gar-
den,hack into the house.

Réshard would have loved it.

Réshard Gool wasborn in London in

1931. He lived in South Afriea, attended
school in Scotland, studied in Toronto
and Hamilton, taught in Regina. Jamaica,
Charlottetown. There was a marriage
somewhere that | knew nothing about,
and a dark and lovely daughter | met
briefly in a Charlottetown garde”. There
was his passionate pursuit of Hilda, be-
fore whose Mexican studio he once ap-
peared still wearing hislongjohns from
Regina. I just thought 1'd drop in, he said.
You bastard, she said later, | could have
been in bed with someone.
But you weren’, he grinned. And who
could resist such assiduous courtship?
They married; and in 1967 they moved
with Hilda's children to Charlotietown,
where R& hard taught political science
at the University of P.E.l. There they
were truly a home, and they never
moved again — though they travelled
widely duting sabbaticals and vacations,
living at various times in Mexico, the Ca-
nary 1sands, Europe, India

They were an enormously generous,
forceful, talented couple, and their im-
pact on their beloved island home was
enduring. Hilda devoted years to the re-
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vival of the Island’s handicraft traditions
and to the establishment of innovative
galleries. ‘Réshard founded a news
magazine, The Square Deal, and a [iter-
ary press and sponsored an endless se-
ries of visits and public readings for
writers he admired. He taught pelitics
through the study of literature, encour-
aged and publisned Maritime writers,
criticized and e%oprai%d the region’s
artists, implored and hectored and ca-
ioled government agencies for better
arls support.

In 1985. largely at Réshard’s insis-
tence, the university created a titer-ii-
residence position. He the” bombarded
me with |etters, phone calls, and mes-
sages. Would | cometo P.E.I.? For vari-
ous reasons, | was reluctant. but.
R& shard systematically abraded my re-
sistance. In the end | went — and | was
glad, too; the year a U.P.E.|. was rich,
productive, and satisfying.

By then Réshard and Hilda had moved
to an old farmhouse in Rose Valley,
which they renovated themselves — a
home stuffed with their eclectic collec-
tion of books and works of art, a house
of comfortable chairs and wood stoves,
cascading plants and a hospitable table.
They added a wing with a*bright, spa-
cious upstairs studio-cum-bedroom, and
adeck running halfway around the sec-
ond story. Réshard had largely with-
draw” from university affairs and public
controversies; al he wanted to do, he
sald, was to write, and he proposed to
take early retirement on a modest pen-
sion to make that possible.

He was awriter of bamque subtlety
and sensitivity, and he loved language in
al its forms — books, plays, poems. lec-
tures, cOmmentaries. polemics, letters,
tabletalk, gossip, anecdote. (His reper-
toire included a marvellous imitation of a
heavily accented South African munici-

pal ﬁolitician talking about ‘ shitty affairs
at

e Shitty Council.”) Hiswriting is
marked by a vast range of experience
and perception, and a passionate love of
life in all its forms. He was no stranger
to racism, and his burning denunciations
of privilege, stupidity. bureaucracy, and
the abuse of power were ajoy to hisal-
lies and @ marvel to his opponents.

At his wake. a friend remarked that we
could “sense” his spirit among us.

‘No.” | said. ‘Y ou wouldn’t have to
sease it. If it's not talking, it's not
R&hard.”

But in fact his voice had less range
than it deserved. His complexity, and the
remoteness of hisfictional settings —
South Africa, for instance, in his prize-
winning novel Price and his posthumous
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Capetown Coslie — restricted his audi-
ence, as did bll frequent focus on Prince
Edward Idand. At his best, he was a
marvellous steryteller, but his failures
were the obverse of his virtues. Some-
times, it seemed, he chisdlled bis books
too carefully, sacrificed momentum to
the precision of his detailing, lost the
story in the service of the voice.

And then he lost his veice altogether.
In the summer of 1988 he wasill, listless
and weak, and in August, Pat [ane-hi

uest — took him to the ho%ital. He

ad had a stroke, and he would be hospi-
talized for three months. He came home
for the Thanksgiving holiday — and four
days later another stroke, much more
severe, Simply erased half his brain,
leaving him speechless and paralysed. In
a Halifax hospital, he hovered for some
days between life and death.

The doctors thought he would never
leave the hospital. By Christmas. Hilda

ad him back in Rose Valley for week-
ends. A month later he was home to
stay. She built a 65-feot plywood ramp
from the house to the car and for four
months devoted up to seven hours daily
simply to preparing him for the day.

“Réshard couldn't speak, but that
didn't mean he couldn’'t communicate,”
says R&hard’'s neighbour and protégé,
the poet Leon Berrouard. Réshard
taught himself to sing without words, en-
tertaining Hilda with jazz riffs and old
pop songs. Hilda laughs when she re-
calls how they managed: Réshard, un-
able to remember the location or pur-

e of electric liiht switches, wheeling

imself into a darkened room and point-
ing imperioudy upward at the light fix-
ture, Hilda carefully reteaching him
how to achieve the miracle of liiht.

“We had a two-and-a-halfhour row one
time.” she says. “Can you imagine it?
Réshard couldn’t speak — but the way
lie whipped that wheelchair around ex-
pressed everything he wanted to say.”

During those four months, Heine-
mann accepted Capetown Coolie for 1990
publication, while tbe P.E.I. Arts Council
and the provincial government conferred
a specia award on Réshard for his ser-
vices to literature. At the reception, says
Hilda, ‘he roared around the room in hi
wheelchair, wearing his cap— naturally
— and getting loads of attention. He
loved it”

On April 29, Réshard and Hikla went
into Charlottetown with Leon and Karen
Berrouard to attend a screening at the
Confederation Centré of films by Rick
Hancock, a filmmaker Réshard had al-
ways admired and supported. He was
clearly on the mend, and he could even
speak a few words. When they got
home, Hikla poured a drink of wine for

the other three, and Réshard mimed that
he wanted one too. No. said Hilda,
you're not alowed to drink wine. But it
was good red tine, not nameless plonk,
and Réshard was not about to be denied.

‘Oh, come on!” he said, and Hilda
relented.

Next day he suffered a third stroke,
and they bpth knew he was-dying. They
said their goodbyes. When Réshard
began to choke, Hilda took him to hospi-
tal, He died in her arms.

“He looked beautiful, absolutely
noble,” Hilda remembers. “He looked
like a prince.” She kissed hi goodbye.
It was May Day. He was 57.

And now, in August, his friends have
gathered to celebrate Réshard's complet-
ed life, Hilda"s new beginning. To signal
that. Hilda built two more sundecks this
summer, and now, as Wendell Boyle
draws chords and melodies from the
piano, Kent Stetson sings, and | ook
around. We are all, in a sense, protégés:
we have all henefited from the affection
and respect that R& shard and Hilda
spread with such prodigious liberality.
The film script of Kent Stetson’s play, A
Warm Wind in China, has just reached
second draft. Marc Gdlant's new book
will be published in six countries. The
writers here include Joseph Sherman,
J. J. Steinfeld, Leon Berrouard, Jim
Hornby: young people, many of them,
when Réshard befriended them, writers
who might never have persisted or pub
lished without R&shard’s faith and

ection.

| am glad to have his writing, and |
will return to it often, as a way of keep
ing his memory fresh and green. But in
the end it is the man, my friend R& hard
Gool, that | mourn and honeour: his
courage, his humour, his ceaseless en-
gagement with the burning moral ques-
tions of his day. Above all. | honour his
love for truth and beauty, his devotion to
those who displayed, however modestly,
the creative fire that alone partialy re-
deems the cruelty, blindness, and greed
that mark our species passage through
theliving whole around us. '

After Réshard’s cremation, his friends
and family drank his faveurite cham-
pagne and poured a tot in the water
while they committed his ashes to the
stream that flow by the house in Rose
Valley. That smal private ceremony
marked the reunion of his body with the
living whole from which it sprang; but
bis goodness had moved out to enrich it
long before his bodr flared and
crumbled.

Kent Stetson sings. We all sing. And
Réshard’s spirit, somewhere, stops talk-
ing, just brieflé, to hear us.

— SILVERDONALD CAMERON
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Watching the
watchwords

If silence is the betrayal of self and speaking the betrayal
of others, what s a writer to do? At the very least,
she can admit and examine the problem

SOMETIMES the unbidden comes and
begins a poem. “Te speak of the waich-
words whick foiled” (from “Ameijoas”).
When the line came to me. it seemed to
refer to the rhetoric of the mouth, the
voice that makes us feel our selfness.
That connection behveen “voice’ and
*heing” Jacques Derrida derided as the
desire for presence, linear time, and
transcendence. (Unlike sriting, which is
always a doubling, for it articulates dif-
ference, putting our notions of “pres-
ence” (the effacement of difference) into
radica question).

| think the reice means something dif
ferent to vwomen; we more readily use
the voice as dialogic or polyvecal (the
philosophica work of Luce Irigaray and
Julia Kristeva in France, the theoretical
and fictignal work of Gail Scott in Que-
bee, or the poetry of Marlene Nourbese
Philip in Canada, to give some exam-
ples). more relational than constitutive
of aunivocal meaning or self. The result
for many of us is that we see the voice
not just as articulation of the sdif, but as
link or thread with those others whom
we inhabit. who inhabit us, who caress
us with their voices and bodies, and the
weather in which they came to us. What
resonaaces there are in what we “ident-
fy™ asthe Voice'! Yet this women's view
is not the one that has predominated 1o a
social order that valorizes the individual.

Stll. | think, the voice and self are
congtituted and articulated only in rela-
tiun to other “beings’ (which could in-
clude wheat or trees, these beings). Yet
those links we have with each other are
congtrained or covered over by habits of
speaking and perception. In poetry,
these habits can result In (for one thing)
a poetr% of the observer, by which |
mean the poetic voice observing and
commenting on an externd world. I'm
more interested in the morement of the
linkages or threads than in the ob-
served/observer, polarized at each
“end.” If you conceal these threads be-
tween US. setting up and isolating thepo-
etic voice as “observer,” | believe the
resonances are diminished. Certain de-
structions become possible.
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The Boetry of the observer can be
written by anybedy; all it takes, they say,
is “imagination, freedom of the’ imagina-
tion.” But even given thisimagination.if
the voice of the observer is unguesticned
— the ideology it bears, the values and
culture it carries — what is really being
conveyed? It is said that sob-texts are
stronger than the surface texts or mean-
ing: one sub-text here, | believe, isthe
dominance of the voice-that-speaks over
that which it observes. However lovingly
the description is accomplished.

The posture of a univocal voice is what
bothers me as well in the poetic image.
The base of poetry is the power of im-
ages, remember that? But it seems the
image often represses more than it con-
veys — the expression of one “sight”
suppresses contradictory or anti-rhyth-
mic others. In this, to me, is the limita-
tion of the lyric form, and the triumph of
asocial order that thrives by exclusion
rather than inclusion. That thrives by
not reflecting contradictions, not ques-
tioni ngl the voice's carrying of ideology,
its authority and privilege,

But must the desire to write, asks the
character in the East German writer
Christa Wolfs novel The Accident. a-
ways be accompanied by destruction?

. . .the intervening writing process, so
talked about in the affirmative. dways
intervenes in the lives of people, persons
who become affected by the writing,
who are bound to feel ob3erved, pinned
down, categorized, mls?(ud(t:]ed, or worse
still. betrayed. always kept at a distance,
inany casg, for the sake of an appropri-
ate formulation. and for that | know no
other remedy but Silence, which trans-
fers the ill from without to within, which
means less consideration for oneself
than for qthers, in other words, self-be-

trayal again.

But betrayal of what self? For a
woman, Who 1S often outside the watch-
words (even the, word ‘poet” must -be
modified by ‘woman” to include her).
the seams of the construction of a self
are clear. The women whose work in-
spires me have been looking at those
seams from various angles in their wit-
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Canadian litévary hisiory

froim a unigue peispective

[HE MONTHLY, EPIC
\ History of Canadian Magazines
by Fraser Sutherland

rom the Canadian Ilustrated New:
o JW. Bengough’s Grip, t0 Maclean';
nd Chatelaine, from Sandwell’s
aturday Night to Fulford's Saturda)
Vight, The Monthly Epic traces
he development of the Cagadiac
nagazine industry from its pre-Con-
ederdtion beginnings to the vibrani
ind influential medium it has become
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ome highlights:

Although Peter Newman had ample
redentials to become Maclean's editor,
= wasa novelty in so WASP abastiona:
fAaclean-Hunter.”

The story of Harrowsmith is one o
eedbags to riches.”

The sequence ofeventsthat fed to Conra¢
tHack's acquisition of Sarurday Night
ad the departuwre of Fulford and Mac-
awlme were livelier and funnier thar
nything that hed recently appeared ix
he magazine.”
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\Encounters with the Canadian Frontier,

tive peoples, The Mysterious

ing, and maybe it’s in this, in looking at
the seams, at one’'s own Seams, at the so-
& J order we'veinternaized, out loud in
the poem, that can help “remedy” (for
there is no “remedy”) the destruction.

To convey more than it represses. |
think the image must double back on it-
sdlf, exceed tbe visual, the observed: in-
volving the litanous body, perhaps, and
not the visual, or changing the angle or
speed of movement Exceed the visud?
Perhaps just break through our internal
censoring of the visible. Due to the limit-
ed area of visual attentiveness we have,
thanks to the links between
brain/eyef/language. From where
springs, as well, the control of the voice,
givi 23 us that sense of presence Derrida
talked about Which isto me simply are-
pression, a constructing of the self, of
watchwords that fail so many of us:
women, “minorities’ (the word its& sup
poses dominance of the speaking voice),
and the poor.

What | can't figure out is why so much
poetry suffers till from akind of hysteri-
cal failure to see the seams of the con-
struction. Some even return to aformal-
ism (as the editors ‘of the recent
anthology Poets 88. for example, note In
their introduction) unseen in SO years or

more, where the voice is unquestioned
and “theimage’ comes from the glory of
the “centred” imagination. Without ad-
mitting openly the singular voice ("the
struggle to have our voices heard” as
one poet told me) bears the silence of
many others. And the alternative i S not
the silence of the writer. as Christa
Wolfs character despairs. To borrow
from signs carried by PLWAs (People
Living with AIDS) at the Montreal Inter-
national Conference on AIDS: Silence
equals death.

Instead, to write. if we could, con-
sciously, but without betrayal ... with-
out layering a new “sdlf,” equally prob-
lematic and unquestioned, over the old.
To speak of the watchwords which failed
isto admit, at least, the problem, and to
ask as well what kind of world we will
have afterward, The imagination is, alas,
not pore, but contains a socia structure
in the speaking voice. Admitting andex-
amining rather than defending the posi-
tion of observer is critical. So that the
poem can go on, and it does. ‘To speak of
e watchwords which failed’ and the in-
finitesimal chasm Of hope, cut into the
ventricle.” For beyond the watchwords,
and their failure (for* they must fail),
hope lies. — ERIN MOURE

The real life
of letters

Tkeworld has become so diffuse in okr eyes tkat
It #5 impossible for a mere book to imitate it

THE NATURE of the real is always a mat-
ter for argument, and it is a pretty good
argument for the practice of fiction —
probably tbe best possible argument for
the practice of fiction.

Robert Kmetsch, our main western
writing hero, said that the fiction makes
us real. We repeat that lovable saw every
chance we get, especially at meetings of
writers and critics Kmetsch wants us to
start there. not to make of hi remark
the summing-up of an argument.

People often quote what appears to be
the Author's Intention found early in my
novel Burning Water: ‘speaking together
to make up a history, a real historical fic-
tion.” That was intended to be advice as
to the beginning of a project called the
writing and reading of that book.

Of course any serious writing is an at-

tempt to investigate the real. Emile Zola

was trying to do that, John Dos Passos
was trying to do that, and Robert
Kmetsch istrying to do that Zola invent-
ed realism, based on |aboratory science,
to do it. Dos Passos imitated the unmedi-
ated camera eye to do it When Kroetsch
has a bunch of loony Canadian prairie
men build atoweling lighthouse made
of ice athousand miles from the nearest
ocean, he's after the redl.

Now | will tell you who is not after the
rea). Writers who write books or t& vi-
sion shows with the intention of satisfy-
ing their audiences are not interested in
thereal. They are acting out fantasies,
their own fantasies of the Hollywood
writer's Monte Carlo life and their audi-
ence's soap opera afterncon |ife. The au-
dience is there, waiting to be fooled.
They name their children after the peo-
ple in soap operas and drugstore titilla-
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tio” romance paperbacks: Tiffany and
Shavm, Jessica and Chad

Still. television — and all the other in-
formation technology in the hands of the
uneducated — has shaken the world of
the serious writer. Realism, for instance,
* isnow a heroic, doomed adventure, be-
cause the world is so diffuse in our eyes
that it is impossible for a mere book to
imitate it The class structure and antag-
onisms that gave rise to realism are still
there, That world survives. But we can
no longer Emit a world and try to repre-
sent it, to use Henry James's verb.

So what cv we do instead? We can try
to make a text rather than trying to rep
resent aworld. A text is potentially un-
limited. There are only 26 lettersin the
English language, and sometimes same
of them are redundant. But they can be
combined in what appears to any reason-
able mind as an infinite number of
structures.

Is this playing around. as opposed to
the serious world of Emile Zola? Try to
imagine any complex invention that we
now seem to rely on — the airplane. the
hydroelectric dam. tbe microwave. the
kidney dialysis machine — try to imag-
ineour making one of them without the
combing of 26 letters.

A fiction is made in a similar way. Fie-
tion as a word was made itself, from

parts in various European Ianguagee.
meaning made up. meanln% built.

The most real thing in the world is &
English sentence. The hand that s:gned
the paper felled a city. Writers always
notice very early in their lives the rela
tionship between the word sentence as
found in awritten text andthe word sen-
tence asfound in a eriminal court When
| used the adjective “serious™ in front of
the word “writer” earlier, that was what |
had in mind. When he commits his
words to paper he is committing serious-
ness, as if he were the judge making her
decision.

People should be as serious when
they arenaming their children. Or build-
ing their children.

Some serious readers might wonder
about my talking of potentia infinity in
the building of a text. They will say that
we are now being forced to think of the
earth as finite, of its resources as endan-
gered by sprawling. wasteful idiots. How
can someone talk about potential infinity
in aworld such asthis?

My reply issimple and careful. You
need not tzy to represent a finite world
by means of a limited literature. You can
look on Kour 26 letters as the parts of a
pattern that can be made intime aslarge
and varied asthe universe. It can grow
in front of you like anew big bang. But

you will prove your care and your seri-
ousness during the application of every
additional |etter.

Every additional letter.

If you still want to talk about mimesis,
hereit is. The care that you desire from
the mortals on this earth, the steps nec-
essary to keeE this pIanet aive. can be
imitated by the writer who knows that
sheis a the back edge of a potentially
limitless structure made of letters. Make
asoppy %Ilable and it will bein the sys-
tem for who knows how Iong What is
the half-life of a bad metaphor’

| know that poorly written fiction will
disappear under the midden in time. |
know that no one will be reading our
drugstore books with the counter-dis-
play bosoms on the covers in a hundred
years. That is not what | am thinking
about | am thinking about the rel ati on-
ship of fiction and the real. | am thinking
this. that person who watches soap
eras and reads bodice-rippers has a?_
ready show” a carelessness toward the
ecology of words. Can we expect that
persen to take the Amazonianrain forest
serioudly?

If you want to write about the Amazo-
nian rain forest to make your point about
reality, al right. Just be careful where
you are leaving those words, will you?

-GEORGE BOWERING
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““This is a book about the
dififerences between politics
ancd elections...”’

So begins Rick Salutin’s brilliant study

< of what happened in Canadian politics in 1988

[ -one of the most emotional, divisive.and
important years in our history.

I
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Daval Kaur Khalsa

1943-1989

Whea I was a young leenager, and
wailed to be a wriler, and conldn’t wait
to leave hone and go on Hhe road in
scarch of advciture to write about, my
sitother said, “There ave stories right in
swur owit backyard.” “Hah,” I said. So I
It and hod Iols of advestyres and, 25
years later, the first book I published
ﬁnﬁrplace in my childhood backyard,
ah! .

DAYAL KAUR KHALSA was 46 when she
died last summer after a four-year
struggle with cancer. She left aleg

of joy for children, a picture-bool
world filled with the vivid sights,
sounds, smells, and eolours of her own
childhood territory. Her first story-
buok, Tales 0f @ Gambling Grandma.
published in 19%. was an affectionate
portrait of a rebellious grandmother
and the little girl she protected and ad-
vised. Five more books appeared in the
next four years. and each in turn was
included in “*best” lists and nominated
for awards.

Khalsa was born Marcia Schoenfeld
in Queens. New York City. Her earliest
ambition was to be an artist. Like the
parents of the unnamed little gi rlin
Talcs of a Gambling Grandma, Dayal's

arents both worked. and she spent

er days with her grandmother, who
became the greatest influence in the
child's life. When Dayal was eight, her

randmother — her protector and

riend -died. The loss was traumatic;
at that point, Khalsa considered, her
emotiona life was over. She channelled
al her energiesinto observation and
learning. She read throughthe local li-
brary snelves, subject by subject ac-
quiring a vast knowledge of geography
and art history.

Shealso paid close attention to her
swrroundings, and her detailed recol-
ections of the social and cultural
nareg of the 1950s are powerfully evi-
lent in her books. A close friend and
eflow artist, Yvonne Lammerich. has
spoken of her ‘ phenomenal memory.
she remembered the dightest details
rom her childhood. Ail her stories are
rue, athough they are a bit exaggetat-
«d. The houses, interiors, and streets

Dayal Kavr Khalsa

are exactly as they were in the "50s and
'60s. The books on the shelves are the
titles Dayal loved, the art on the wails
is the same.”

After university, Khalsa became a so-
cial worker in New York City, -then
worked as a copywriter in advertising.
Some of her early writing was for liter-
ary magazines. She studied art in New
York, and although she was attracted.
to large-scale abstract painting, Dayal
found hersdlf doing small drawings,
the work that would eventually illus-
trate her children’s books.

The pictures for her books were a-
ways completed before she began writ-
ing the story. My Family Vacation
(1988) captured the kitsch of Florida,
then and now. Plastic flamingoes, the
orange HoJo roof, the used-car dealer-
ships, and the tacky motel moms are
portrayed in al their full-blown splen-
dour. Her drawings could be as witty
as her conversation, and she liked to

ke fun at revered icons: her cover il-

ustration for | Wast a Dog (1987) isa
send-up of George Seurat's Sunday Af-
ternoon on the Isle of La Grande Jatte,”

filled with heavenly hounds &t rest on a
lazy day. “Dayal Kaur Rhalsa obviously
remembered what really matters te
children,” observed Debbie Rogosin,
executive director of the Canadian

Children’s Book Centre. “She had a

child’s-eye view of what happens in a

child’s world. Her teats are filled with a

Ya\éanr{lth that touches both children and
ults.”

In the mid-19708 Marcia Schoenfeid
joined a Sikh ashram and became
Dayal Kaur Khalsa. Althongh she had
no children of her own, she tended the
babies and young children during
many summers spent in a Sikh
women's camp in New Mexico. Her un-
derstanding of early childhood and her
desire to rediscover her own family led
her at last to writing and painting for
children, and the list of Khalsa titles,
once begun, grew quickly. A child In-
somniac dazzled readers in Sleepers
(1988), Mrs. Pelligrino introduced
pizza to the neighbourhood in How
Pizza Came to Our Town (1989). and in
_}rluiz'au (1983} a naughty dog became a

€ro.

To the many admirers of her work,
Rhalsa was a mysterious, gentle, white
turbaned figure, an author about whom
they knew little; to those who knew her
well Dayal was a humorous, contempla
tive, introspective person who sought
the positive influences in life. She loved
country musie, rock "a roil, Italian food,
and cowboys. “Dayal was inspired by
the American cowboy’s free spirit and
his style,” says Lammerich. In the
gpring of 1990 Dayal Kaur Khalsa’s

owboy Dreams will be published (by
Tundra, publisher of all her books) asa
fitting tribute to Khalsa’s passion for
the joy of childhood.

During the final months of Dayal's
illness, a friend read to her nightly
from her favourite book, The Wind iz
tka Willows. “She ideatified with Toad,”
recalls Lammerich. “He's the rebel
who does what he wants, but at the
same time he's the sweet, kind one
who helps others, and he’'s honest:
Dayal's perfect match.”

— LINDA GRANFIELD
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THE WRITTEN WORD

o) o)
Write, writ, rote
Why memory work wasn’t all bad
By |. M. Owen

ARCHAIC FORMS: The Tories doth protest
too saueh. “Alas,” be quoths. She wouldst
not. O death, wherefore art thy sting?
Anyone who wantsto use an archaic
form. whether for elevated or (as is
more usual) for humorous effect. really
ought to know what the form stands for.
If you have read Shakespeare or Milton,
or the 1611 Bible, it seems impossible
not to know; yet the examples anove are
slightly adapted from errors | have seen
committed, mostly by well-educated
professional writers, over the last few
months. So perhaps it's necessary to
give some guidance.

There have been three big changesin
the conjugation of English verbs. We
have dropped the second-person sin%u-
lar noon thes and the verb forms that
went with it. me now use the Plural
forms (yez . . ) as singular. The old pre-
sent and past second-person singular
forms of the verb lo be were thox ert and
fl:azs wert or wast, and in other verbs the
second-person forms regularI}/ ended in
-est or -sk: thou goest, thon hast, thon
hodst. In the third-person present (not in
the past) tense the ending was -tk or -#h,
which we have now changed to -s.
Shakespeare wrote in the transitional pe-
riod, and could stitch from one form to
the other according to the metre: “ It bles-
seth him that gives and him that {akes.”
Quothis a curious case; it's the third-per-
son singular form of the present tease of
the Old English verb cwethas, “to say,”
which otherwise disappeared early from
the language, sod somewhere along the
line geeotf moved from the present to the
past tense. He guoth means “ he said,”
and ther€’s no such form asquotis.

Asfor wherefore, it means “why,” not
‘where.” | ean’t count how many times
I've seen one of the most familiar lines
from Rosizeo astd Juliet misquoted by the
insertion of an extra comma — 0
Ro:zeo, Rosmeo, wherefore art thou,
Romeo? — by people who clearly think
Juliet’s leaning over the balcony wonder-
ing where thehell he's %ot to. In fact, of
course, she's saying wherefore art thos

Romeo? — asking why he had to be R
Montagu, Esq., and thus her hereditary
enemy.

To revert to the confusion over the old
verb forms, perhapsit’s especialy rife
now because people now in their 40s and
younger entered school at a time when
the educators had decided that memoriz-
ing verse was “rote learning” and there-
fore by definition evil. People in my gen-
eration had to memorize regularly, and
once you' ve done that for a dozen years
or so it’ s pretty well impossible to get
these thii wrong. Perhaps thii is also
why almost all hosts of CBC music pro-
grams give Juliet three syllables instead
of two -Julie Et — which makesit im-
possible to scan-any line of the play in
which the name occurs: “It is the eadt,
and Julie Et isthe sun.” That is quite off
the point of the written word, bat I've
wanted to get it off my chest for along
time.

AWKWARD CONSTRUCTIONS: Here's a
good example of the grammaticatly cor-
rect sentence that’s abominable to read,
from the catalogue of last September’s
Festival of Festivals in Toronto: Since he
death of Mizoguchi and Ozw, the aging of
Rurosawa, the relative inactivily of Oshi-
ma, and wilth the exception of Itami,
Japanese cinema seems to have lost its
voice. You'd think it would have been
easier to write, for instance: Since Mi-
zoguchi and Ozu died end Kurosawa has
grown older, while Oskima has been less
aetive, Japanese cinema seems to have
lost dts voice — except for the work of
Hlami. That's alittle shorter, and a great
deal easier to read.

ADVERBIAL POSITION: I often change
other people's sentences by moving
their adverbs and adverbial phrases to
better positions. Luckily they don’t often
notice, so that I’m not called on to ex-
plain. Many times | do it by brute in-
stinct rather thanthe light of reason; but
I"'m still hoping to formulate a principle
and report on it here. In the meantime, |
must pass on to you immediately this

specimen from “Letter from Queen’'s
Park,” a communication from my repre-
sentative in the Ontario legidature., “I
was pleased,” he says, “to participate in
the Reading Tent et up by Frontier Col-
lege to promeote literacy at Queen’s Park
on Canada Day.” Well, it's a start, but it
mi?ht be still better if our legislators
could be literate every day of the year.
RUN-ON SENTENCES: ‘| don't know what
these are. Morton S. Rapp, a frequent
writer of letters to the Globe and Mail,
lately rebuked John Allemang. the
“Word Play’ columnist, for writing:
Being notoriously poor linguists, our
tongues cannot always carry out what our
good will intends, but we try. Dr. Rapp
says. “The quotation givesus a dangling
participle and a run-on sentence, all in
one. Not bad for a day’s work!” Certainly
being is a dangling participle. unless
Allemang means that our tongues are
poor linguists. But what's a run-on sen-
tence, and, if thisis one, why is it bad?
Are we not allowed to tack new clauses
onto sentences by means of conjunctions
such as, and and bui? |t sScems very limit-
ing. | seek instruction: can anyone en-
lighten me? Q0

A Concise

History of
Sport im
Canada

Don RMorrow et al

From Ned Hanlan to the
Dubin inquiry, this
informative account

traces the development of

our favourite sports.

Paper $19.95
Oxford Canada
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1AM vriting the best poems
of my life: they will make my
name,” Sylvia Plath confided
in a letter to her mother in
October. 1932. She was living
in Devon. England. with her
tvro youn% children: her mar-
riage to the British poet Ted
Hughes had fallen apart; she
was bringing forth (at the as-
tonishing rate of one a day
the Ariel poems that would,
indeed. secure her place in
20th-century Englisn litera-
ture. And afew months later,
a the age of 30. she would
commit suicide.

Anne Stevenson draws on
private  correspondence,
Plath’s journd entries, and a
wealth of anecdote from
friends and acquaintances to
shape Bitter Fame: A Life
of Sylvia Plath (Houghton
Mifilin (Viking/Penguin), 448

azes, $27.95 cloth). Plath is a
ascinating subject, a woman
who laboured to project the
image of “a nice, bright_ gifted
American girl” even while she
wrote of the terrifying rage
that lay underneath it (*I have
aviolencein methat is hot as
death-blood”). Stevenson
writes well. and her insights
into Plath’'s work are im-
mensely valuable. But in try-
ing lo redress what she terms
“misunderstandings’ about
the poet’s life — chiefly the
amount of blame for her
breakdown directed at Hugh-
es — Stevenson produces an
account that is itself strikingly
one-sided. She acknowledges,
for instance, that Plath’s |ater
journals are unfortunately “no
longer available’: sherefrains
from mentioning that Ted

3 COORS 1] CAIUADA, ouember 1953
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Hughes destroyed them.
Though compellingand vivid,
Bitter Fame proves the impos-
sibility of giving au ‘objective’
summary of alife, especidly
one as fraught with confrover-
Sy as Plath’s. -B.C.

THOUGH One's Company
(Mosaic. 200 pages, $24.95
cloth, $12.95 paper? is Gerald
Lynch's first collection of
short fietion, it is by no means
the work of au inexperienced
writer. The stories, all set in
Sarnia, Ontario, are original,
varied, and delightful. Some
include the same characters,
but these links are loose
enough to make the book an
aesthetic whole without turn-
ing it into a novel mangué.
Underlying the occasionaly
bleak surface is a good-na-
tured acceptance of misery as
the human condition and au
irrepressible sense of fun.
The faint aroma of Larry, Dar-
ryl, and Darryl adds alayer of
hilarity (and pathos) to “The
Lumbs,” athough the story’s
didactic frame should disap-
pear. The two stories about
Wanda and Ronald Stuart,
funny and sad at the same
time, show insight into human
nature confined within the
bonds of holy matrimony —
and insight born of those
bonds. “Spice Cake,” wrench-
ingly pathetic, is at the same
time unforgettably comic.
Laughing in the face of death
is not new, hut Gerald Lynch
manages to make it seem so.
-LB.

000

ANGER and violence are never
far below the surface in the
novels and short stories of the
American writer Russell
Banks, and it takes little
provocation to bring them to
the surface. | n Afiliction (Mc-
Clelland & Stewart. 355
pages, 326.95 cloth), Banks's
sixth novel, the narrator,
Rolfe Whitehouse. traces the

first few weeks of deer-hunt--

ing season in rura New
Hampshire during ‘which his
brother, Wade, a bitter mid-
die-aged acoholic and di-
vorced father, is finally
pushed over tbe line to acts of
violence and vengeance he
cannot control.

Wade has become a fugitive
because of his actions (not

ecified until near the end of
the book) and Rolfe is ob-
sessed with learning how the
violence that lurks in the
Whitehouse family surfaced
in him asit had in their father,
another hitter alcoholic who
Eeat th%m as childrenha:lld strLIA

s them in a psychologi
ster?i]glehold even ater his
death.

Through Rolfe, Banks pre-
sents Wade to us as a strange
ly familiar creature: proud of
bis skills and embarrassed by
his faults, not unaware of his
destiny but powerless to stop
it. Wade is both a convincing
socia portrait and amirror of
our secret fears. Aftéction isa
hauntingly beautiful novel
that probes with sensitivity
and surprising humour the
ways in which people inlict
pain on themselves and those
they love without ever mean-
ing to. —N.S.
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A VARIATION on the theme of
ora history, The Parcel
from Chicken Street and
Other Stories (DC Books,
187 pa_\?&s, $14.95 paper) was
compiled by Fran Pone-
marenko from anecdotes and
tales told to her by her friend
Ludmilla Bereshko. ‘and at
times those of other people.”
Bereshko was born in the
Ukraine, “either in 1905 or
1909.” endured “the years of
fear and terror” there and was
placed in an Austrian forced-
Iabour camp during the Ger-
man occupation,~8he was
never able to learn what be-
came of her husband and
s0ns, and after the war she
came to Canada and married
again, “though not legally.”
Her stories are a mixture of

strong emotions and grim re-
alism. with a dash of high
comedy thrown in. Though
each tends to revolve around
various Crises in the Ukraini-
an immigrant community liv-
ing on “Chicken Street” in
Montreal, there is alarger un-
dercurrent to them as wdll:
the fearsome history that the
older immigrants share and
from which they are deter-
mined to protect their off-
spring. often with comic re-
sults. These are also stories
about survival, for, as
Bereshko ‘herself often said,
“Life is bitter, but one has to
live.” -P.B.

L

ANN DIAMOND is not a pro
lific short-story writer: her
first collection, Snakebite
(Cormorant, 150 pages,.
$10.95 paper), includes 10 sto-
ries written over the last
decade. If this lengthy period
of crystallization has not pro-
duced a full array of epony-
mous gems, it has at least pol-
ished them well. Two — the
title story and the final one,
“Jupiter’'s Transit” — aredefi-
nitely worth the wait
Diamond’ s stories dl fea
ture women protagonists, and
most are set In Montred. She
has a gift for linking the banal
and the extraordinary in con-
vincing ways. a child’'s dreams
overlap observations of her
mother’s prejudice, a leshian
who plans to throw her coffee
cup a the Pope faints and
vomits instead, and then is
?iven a plastic rose by an on-
ooker. In tone, Diamond is
morea realist than a magic re-
alist, but her mastery of the
basic skill of short story con-
struction — knowing what to
leave out — allows her to
make the jump between her
generally wry, earthy charac-
tersto extraordinary out-
comes and epiphanies. She
also seizes some of the telling
|oaradoxes of contemporary
ife: New Age capitalists, for
example, peddling miracle
herbal diets, or Anglos trying
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to define themselvesin mili-
tantly francophone Quebec.
The limits she till faces are
acertain flatness of style —
too many of the stories sound
dike. athough their charac-
ters and atmospheres differ
— and a rather restricted
range of heroines. Except for
the five-year-old in “Snake-
hite.” the women are uniform-
ly white and in young middle
age. Perhaps working on a
broader spectrum of humani-
ty should be on Diamond’'s
next 10-year plan. —I10.

THE FAST

WHO AM |?isthe underlying

uestion asked by many of
the immigrants or children of
immigrants heard from in
Worlds Apart: New Immi-
grant Voices (Cormorant,
430 pages, $14.95 e‘oaper),
Milly Charen’s sequel to her
popular Betwees Two Werlds,
an oral history of the immi-
grant experience.

Charon. herself the daugh-
ter of Hungarian-Czechoslo-
valiian immigrants, presents
interviews with a dozen other
immigrants, most now living
in Montreal. aswell asafew
short stories, personal remi-
niscences, and even a poem
on the subject of displace-
ment.

Not surprisingly, despite
most of the participants’ re-
peated declarations of love for
Canada, sincerely felt and ex-
pressed, there Is a certain
wistful ambivalence behind
their stories.

Most of the reminiscences
concentrate more on the
world left behind, often under
painful circumstances, Ket
there is anagying feeling that
no matter how dreadrul life
was in Europe during thewar,
in Ethiopia or Morocco or
Turkey as a persecuted. mi-
nority, or China during the
Cultural Revolution, some-
thing vital to the immigrant's
personal identity has been
sacrificed. In this book
Charor helps to rescue and
preserve that identity with
tact and sensitivity. —N.S.
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THE TIILE of Stephen Home's
Ghost Camgs (NeWest, 276
pages, $24.95 cloth, S14.96
paper) comes from the name
given Assiniboine |odges aban-
doned by alt but the dead after
a smallpox plague. but the
book extends the ideato in-
clude hvo often voiceess
fringes of Canada, the north
and the ;ur?]l we% Home's
purpose in these 17 essays is
clear: to make his readers see
that a solid sense of Canadian
culture arises out of under-
standi n%what is usualy seen
as periphera to Canadian life,
past and present In four pas-
sionate but clear-headed es-
says about the history of native
Canadians, doneand in rela-
tion to Europeans, he destroys
rosy notions about both races.
“Those who trade the painful
troth of their past for the ro-
mantic myth that sustainspre-
sent stereotypes,” he warns,

“soon find they have no past at’
al — and that is the sure path

to cultural oblivion.” In live es-
says about e from death
by “Earth, Air, Fire and
Water,” and six about builders
and preservers of their home
land, he demonstrates his cop
viction that ‘citizens are the
stuff of their own history.” Per-

haps it is vain to hope that
Ghost Camps could make a dii

ference in the way we see our-
selves, but that hope is hard to
suppress.

—LB.

BRUCE WHITEMAN's extend-
ed prose poem — of which
Book | appeared in 1984 —
extends to The Invisible
World Is in Decline
(Books 11 to 1V) (Coach
House Press, 52 pages, $12.95
paper). He writes in repeated
declarative sentences in a
style that implodes academic
essay and erotic apostrophe.
His phrasing (“That language

could be localized in the
frontal kbe of the left hemi-
sphere of the brain seemed to
hi an idea that was both ma-
terialistic and insane™ recalls
Christopher Dewdney, who
not coincidentally edited the
book.

This book imagines lan-
guage as “the invisible world.”
Language is aso a metaphor
for lii. Attempts are made to
interrelate the problematic
body, the relentless mind, the
too-soon-relenting heart. Sex
recurs, but cannot overcome
language (a woman who
imagines she is giving thegift
of fellatio is according to the
narrator only “building an an-
tilexical explosion in him”)..
There are undoubtedly bril-
liant passages in here, but not
much of a sense of humour.
There are undoubtedly too
many arcane words, and too
many loads of learning on the
dender back of this particular
poetry camel. Perhaps self-ref-
erential and cerebral poetry is
adead end

Nature comes and goes.
Isidore Ducasse makes an ap-
pearance in one section, a-
though he was morefun in Les
Chanis de Maldoror. The se-
ries does intensify towards the
end of the last book. Perhaps,
like Ducasse (Lautréamont)
Whiteman will find his true
readersin alater em. Perhaps
| missed the point. Perhapsit
wasinvisible. —1.0.

RERUNS

IN Running to Paradise
éLittIe. Brown. 151 pages,

9.95 paper), a reissue of a
book that first appeared 25
years ago, Kildare Dobbs
compresses his life into; a se-
quence of vignettes that are
often tinny in the sharp but
comfortable way of illustra-
tionsin an old-fashioned chil-
dren’s book. He takes us from
the Ireland of hisyouth to the
Roya Navy of 1942, to "a hot
day on the river Cam” in the
summer of 1946, to Africa,
and then to Canada. Each
episode is animated by a per-
son or an event, and each is
presented in a bold, impres-
sionistic, and extremely read-

able style. In the early part of
the book, where Dobbs is ob-
viously struggling with nostal-
gia, there is a touch of that
horrible thing the “English
humorist”; but by the time he
gets to the Second World War
the toffee and watercolour
side of his prose has disap
peared. He describes a storm
at sea, aman being flogged in
Africa, the peculiar shame of
being an imperia BI% Man,
and then the quite different
shame of being a salesman. At
the close — perhaps because
these brief vignettes have
ended up encapsulating a life
— sadness cregps in. Dobbs
actuglelf/ says very little about
himself. yet it is remarkable
how vivid — and ultimately
how melancholy — this short
book is. —B.S.

" Science

IF YOU look in the mirror and
bite on a Lifesaver in the
dark, you'll see flashes of
blue-green light. Thisis the
energy released by cleaving
molecular bonds in the sugar
crystal. Wintergreen works
best

In 40 per cent of us, eating
asparagus generates especial-
ly pungent urine, but only 10
per cent of us can smell it

When you see snow on
your television, some of the
white flecks are the signature
of photons, particles of Light
that have been flitting
through the universe since
the Big Bang. about 15 hillion
years ago.
Jay Ingram, host of CBC’s
‘Quirks and Quarks,” pack-
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ages science like candy. The
Science of Everyd%/ Life
(Viking, 210 pages, $19.95
cloth) is a bargain pack of 24
gesty, tangy, wonderfully
readabl e short sonthe
oddities beneath the bland
surface of the commonplace.
Most science is so awfully
written that laymen turn
away, repelled not by the sub
ject but the form, but Ingram
IS a master. Another morsel;
Midges mate in mid-air.
While they couple at one end,
the female of some species
enjoys a grisly lunch at the
other. She inserts her pro-
boscis in the male’s head and
socks him dry as they fal to
the ?round. The maleis evi-
dently too randy to notice.
This is everyday life? — L J.

SOCIETY ]

JAPAN has enjoyed tittering.
even adulatory, media cover-
age during the last decade, es-
pecially in the business press.
In Japan. The Blighted
Blossom (New Star Books,

300 pages. $25.95 cloth), Roy
Thomas argues that Japan’s
astounding success is part
myth, part illusion.

One myth_is that Japanese
workers are loyal drones, hap
pily committing their entire
working lives to the good of
benevolent corporations. In
fact, Thomas ingists. mahy are
trapped by an intricate system
of socia controls.

Part of the illusion is that
while Japan is wedthy and

vilues of rea estate and food.
Housing is generally dreadful
and Japanese pay about eight
times as much as we do for
rice. For all the fabled Orien-
tal veneration of age, Thomas
argues that the old are treated
cruelly in Japan. So arc pris-
oners, dissidents, and the
_mentally jll.

Thomas is almost unrelent-
ingly critical. The book
amounts to a well-rosaarched
list of shortcomings, informa-
tive but discouraging. — L J.

00

PITY the poor tomato. Bred
for durability (not necessarily
tastiness), gassed so that it
will ripen on schedule. the
tomato IS emblematic of what
is wrong with the food indus-
try, according to Frem Land

powerful, most of its citizens to Mouth: Understanding

do not share in that affluence.
Since 1948. Japan has been
virtualy a one-party state
ruled by a business clique.
Much of the wealth gets
sucked up in hugely inflated

The Food System (NC
Press, 160 pages, $14.95
paper). Brewster Kneen ar-
goes that agribusinessis not
only wasteful and: ecologically
harmful; because profit is its

priority, food ‘ has value only
insofar asit can be traded in
and speculated on.”

This book is redly a cri-
tique of the logic of a market
econemy, and of our culture'’s
reliance on technology to
solve al its problems. Hence
we have seed companies that
devel Oﬁ hybrid plants able to
resist the pesticides that they
also manufacture; irradiation
of food (what Kneen calls“a
technology in need of a mar-
ket"); and research to pro-
duce a tomato that doesn’t
winkle and thus has alonger
sheiflife.

There's plenty of food for
serious thought here. a-
though some of Kneen’s alter-
natives to the present system
seem too idedlistic — or too
drastic — to be practical.

-B.C.

These brief reviews were
prepared By Pat Barclay,
Laurel Boons, Barbara
Carey, Lawrence Jackson,
John Oughion, Norman Sig-
urdson, and Bruce Serafin.
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! Anthknlrgy

Canadian Childheods:

A Tundra Anthology

An unusual anthology bringing
together in words and pictures
Canadion writers and artists from
different backyrounds and regions
of Canada. Most of the stories are
triumphs over difficulties, as artists
such as William Kurelek, Shizuye

back on their childhoods.
Y pages Hardcover 2495
S} color and bEny illustrations.

Ages l0up

Takashima, and Arthur Shilling look
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Maria Chapdelaine

by Louis Hémon, newly translated
by Alan Brown, illusirated by Gilles
Tibe and introduced by Roch
Carrier

The quintessential novel of French
Canada in a magnificent large
format Bimited edition with

60 drawings evoking a new
appreciation of our history.
Avallable in separale Engli

and French editions.

96 pages Harndcover 39.95

YA, Adult

o NEW BOOKS FROM TUNDRA 2o 20

Simon and the wind — m#d\‘ég‘:;"-
7 - .
] 2 B W -7
A S £ A
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]
Simon and the Wind - .
by Gilles Tibo Houses of Snow, Skin and
A fantasy forthe ve?r ung — Bones
sequel to Simon and the Snow- Bonnie Shemle
flakes, winner of OWL Prize, Japan. e first in Tundra’s new series of
Also available in a French edition architecture books for children, this
(Simon et le vent d"automne). one devoted to native shelters of
24 Hardcover 9.95 the North.
14 full color illustrations 124 pages Hardcover 1295
Ages3up Com' throughout Ages8-12

~or] Julian
by Dayal Kaur Khalsa
"1 Remember the dog that was so
et much wanted? Well, here it Is at last.
For her latest book, Khalsa moves to
the country and creates a farm tale
‘| notsoon tobe forgotten.
24 zlages Hardcover17.95
20 full colo
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e  are distributed % I:h.eUmve:s:% of Toronto Press

: Agesbup

Now available in Paperback at 5.95 ea.
A Northern Alphabet by Ted Harrlson, IBBY Honor List
Allan Moak, Choice Book, Children’s Book Centre

r palnfings




REVIEW ESSAY
|

Tales from
the Caboose

Let me put it this way. Canada 1S not so
muck a country as a holding tank filled with
the disgruntled pr ogeny of defeated peoples’

SOLORKON GURSKY WAS HERE
b Iordecal Richler

Yitina/Penenin, 559 pages, 526,95 dotls

(ISBN 0 670 52526 3)

~~;, OLOMON GURSKY was here. Like
Kilroy was. Like Joey Hersh, St
tLrbain Street’s avenging horse-
man Who tailed the Nazi Joseph Men-
gele through the South American
wilds, was here. Like a new history of
the tribe of Judah on these shores is
here. Like five pounds of manuscript,
vell over 200.000 words, are here, and
you'd best have your notepads at the
ready. This book, entertaining though

it is. summons you to research it as

you read it. _

The novel tracks four generations of
empire-building Gurskys, flagging
dowm over a hundred minor and major
characters in the process, as it
leapfrogs from the present to that time
when the Inuit presided over the far
north and Sir John Franklin's 1845
search for a Northwest Passage ended
with hi ships at freeze in Arctic ice.

Enter Ephraim Gursky, sole sur-
vivor of the expedition.

First Canadian Jew.

*Danddlions .
riding the wind we take root there.”

“Who will sing our songs, Moishe? g

.. Dig us out here and

. By Leon Rooke

Ephraim is the first of countless char-
acters in this novel to take up the Ha
braic cudgels in one way or another,
by fair means and fool.

Recall, as Richler would have us do,
the words the Lord said unto his
p;g[)het, Jeremiah: “1 am afather to Is-
rael, and Ephraim is my firstborn ..,
Behold, the day comes, saith the Lord,
that | will sow the house of Israel and
the house of Judah with the seed of
man."

Ephraim wastes no time in getting
down to it:

... When the first evening star ap-
peared they saw the little dark men.

Richler has Gitel Kugglemass ask, i ES ;’

winding down from her |atest shoplift- ™

§§

origind §

o uvem mammes

ing spree at Holt Renfrew. “Does any-
bogy care about our stories now?’
resh from Newgate prison and
blessed with a wondroudy or
criminal mind, the indomitable

beating on skin drums, parading their
women before them, to the entry tun-
nel of Epbraim’s igloo. Ephraim ap-
peared, wearing a black slk top-hat
and hinged white shawl with vertical
black Stripes. Then the little men
stepped forward one by one. thrusting
their women before them. extalling
their merits in an animated manner.
Oblivious of the cold, a young woman
raised her sealskin parka and jiggled
her bare breasts. .. Finally Ephraim
pointed a one, nodded at another,
al?d they quickly scrambled into his
igloo.

Epbraim, Shaman of the North, has

'L-\ .
puan

£y

Mordacai Richler
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founded himself a church, and white
settlers witnessing the above spectacle
from their snoewed-in perch atop the
Croshy Hotel have this to say:

‘Well. TT be damned.” o

“Whatever them Millenarians isit's
sure as shit a lot more fun than what
we've got.”

One hundred years later. Inuit arc
still carrying the name — Corsky,
Gurskee, Gurski, Girsky, Goorsky —
as they entertain visiting British royal-
ty with their throat singing (“rather
like dry gargling”), and Ephraim and
his descendants have dtered forever
the Canadian mosaic. These descen-
dants, whose stories are interwoven
throughout the novel, come chiefly in
the form of three brothers, Bernard,
Solomon, and Morrie, who vie for con-
trol of the massively wed_th%Oh uor
company created out of their bootleg-
ger pmfits during Prohibition.

Let me put it this way. Canada is not
S0 much a country as a holding tank
filled with the disgruntled progeny of
defeated peoples. French-Canadians
consumed by sdf-pity: the descen-
dants of Scots who fed the Duke of
Cumberland; Irish the famine; and
Jews the Black Hundreds. Then there
are the peasants from the Ukraine,
Poland. Ity and Greece, convenient
to grow wheat and dig out the ore and
swing the hammers and run the
restaurants. but otherwise to be kept
in their place. Mogt of us are still hud-
dled tight lo the border, logking into
the candy store window, scared by the
Americans on one side and the bush
on the other. And now that we are
here, prospering, we do our damn
best to exclude more ill-bred newcom-
ers, because they remind us of our
OWN mean origins in the draper’s shop
in Inverness or the shfet! or the bog.

_Is the Department of Immigration
listening? Readers of Cockswre, Of The
Apprenticeship of Duddy Kravitz, of the
masterful St. Urbain’s Horseman, im-
patient with this writer’s absence from
the novel scene since the 1983 Joshua
Thea and Now, need not worry that
the caudtic stirist, the iconoclastic di-

viner, the doryteller as socid critic, as

moralist with a skeet-shooter’'s eye,
here in this, his most Canadian novel,
has lost either edge or ap.

Nor. for that matter, has he aban-
doned his bred-in-the-bone compul-
sion for irreverent character portray-
as that discomfit some in the Jewish
community or bestir discussions of
anti-Semitism, as happened with
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Duddy Krapitz and other of this writ-
er's works. Francophones — and, un-
derstandably, SOme feminists, perhaps
homosexuals, certainly some western-
ers, and Anglo-Montrealers — may
fed the occasiond shot of ire as well.

Lewis and Clarke, Frémont hoo ha
my grandpappy Ephraim was right up
there with them ... Westmount oy
vey. It doesn’t fool me that they get

into a skirt once a year for the St An-
drew’s Ball, pretending they come
from quality and that they didn't get
the shit kicked out of them at Cullo-

den.

And the Frenchies? The higher one
of them holds his perfumed nose in
the air the more likely it is that his
ﬁrea-grandr_na was a fille de roi, a lit-

e whore shipped over by the king SO
that she could marry a soldier’and
have twenty-five kids before she was
forty To this day you know what a
French-Canadian family gives the
daughter for a weddi ng Opr&ent e's
only sixteen years old? Hold on to
your hat, fella. They send her to a
dentist to have al her teeth yanked
out.. . Well the Gurskys didn't come
here steerage fleeing from some
drecky shietl, My family was estab-
lished here before Canada even be-
came a country.

... Every family has a eross to bear,
a skeleton in the closet, that's life.
Eleanor Roosevelt, she's been to our
house, you know. Couldn't her father
afford a dentist? Her teeth. Oy vey.
Her people were in the opium trade In
China, but you wouldn't read that in
The Ladies’ Home Journal or wherever
she wrote “My Day.” Joe Kennedy
was a whoremaster from day one and
he swindled Gloria Swanson. but they
never sang about that in Camelot.
Take King George V even, an OBE
was too good for me. One of his sons
was a hopeless drunk, another was a
bum-fucker and a drug addict, and
‘that dumbbell the DuKe of Windsor
he threw in the sponge for a tart. You
want the Duke and Duchess for a
charity ball, you rent them like a tux
from Tip-Top.

This is that coarse, brusque; dy-
namo Bernard talking, head man at
McTavish Didtillers, as he staves off
heart attacks, contends with the ma-
nipulations of his viper son (“that putz,
Liond’) - as he grapples with and
maligns his dead brother Solomon
{Ephraim’s chosen one), and combats
mysterious company takeover at-
tempts from Zurich.

“Im going to die, Miss 0,” he says

N o - Am— e w

to his secretary, Miss O'Brien.
~*Would you like me to do your wee-
nie now?’

Or consider the world from the
point of view of the novel’s one honest
man, Bert Smith, who, as a young
liquor agent for Ottawa, refused to be
bought off by the booze-running
Gurskys and spends the balance of his
life yearning for the scale of justice to
right itsalf.

Hedid not have to worry about Jaws.
on the street that he lived on in lowest
Westmount, just this side of the rail-
road tracks. The street of peeli gg
reoming houses with rotting, lopsid
porches was atogether too poor for
that ot Even se, there was no shert-
age of trash. Noisy Greek immigrants
cultivating tomatO plants in rockhard
back yards. Swarthy, fart-filled Ital-
ians. Forlorn French-Canadian factory
girls spilling over $4.99 plastic chairs
fmm Miracle Mart, yammering to .
each other. West Indians with that ar-
[)%?ant stride that made you want to

t them one. Polacks, Portuguese.
“Happily . . . we will not live long
enough to see Canada become a mon-
grel&d country.”

Is Immigration ligening? . .

“The concern, deeply felt,” Richler
writes, wickedly concluding this pas-
sage by skewering western preoccupa-
tions with mongrelized hordes, “came
naturally to Smith, an Anglo-Saxon
westerner, born and bred.” This being
a statement that lines up with
Solomon’'s earlier observation:*This
country had no tap root. Instead
there's Bert Smith. The very essence.”

“If Canada had a soul,” muses anoth-
er character, “. . . then it wasn’t to be
found in Batoche or the Plains of Abra-
ham or Fort Wash or Charlottetown
or Parliament Hill, but in the Caboose
and thousands of bars like it that knit
the country together from Peggy’s
Cove, Nova Scotig, to the far side of
Vancouver I1dand.” Richler’s fiction
has always shown the author’s fond-
ness for boezy persondities, and in
Solomon Gursky he has gone to the
source in composing a narrative about
the family that created a sprawling fi-
nancia empire out of its bootlegger
origins. How much tbe novel borrows
from the famous Bronfman family,
which in real life is often reputed to
have done the same, will be atopic up
for grabs, though there arc some sur-
face smilarities — the Russian ori-
gins, early hotel and red estate invest-
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ments in the west, energetic
marketing of spirits during Prohibition
years, squabbles within the family for
control, to name just a few.

Hanging out in the Caboose, when
he isn't in Yellowknife or such polar
outposts as Tulugagtitut (Ephraim’s
old stomping ground), or in England
or Montreal, or dug in at his favoured
cabin overlooking Lake Memphrema-
gog in the Eastern Townships —
wherever his obsesson takes him —
is Moses Berger, the dcoholic intel-
lectual whom Richler has chosen to
hold together this strong-out novel.

In chapter two, we meet Moses, the
son of an arrogant, failed Montreal
poet who had sold his soul to Bernard
Gursky. Moses is searching his cabin
for his favourite fishing fly and
dwelling on the Gurskys, and particu-
larly on Solomon, whose exploits
Moses has been tracking since the
age of 11. when his father took him to
a Gursky child’s blrthd;?/ party. By
novel’s end. when Moses finds his fly,
he has illuminated much of the mys-
tery surrounding Solomon’s life and
raised the curtain on a man not con-
tent to live just once. ‘Living twice,
maybe three times, is the best re-
venge,” goes the book's %gl%aph, and
it is this idea that gives Richler some
of his best fun.

In 1956, in Oxford on a Rhodes
Scholarship, in Blackwell's bookshop,
Moses has this exchange with a man
named Sir Hyman Kaplansky (in ap
propriating this name Richler is likely
espressing an appreciation for

Leonard Q. Ross's The Education of

=I-H:I-y =I-m ﬂa Il'n “Kl-a *p !'l l-a !-u):

“I road your essay on Yiddish ety-
mology in Enconnter,” he [Sir Hyman)]
said. “Excellent, | thought”

“Thank you.” _

So | hope you won't take offence if
| point out a small error. | fear you
missed the mark on the or|?|_ n of
‘like” Mind you, so did Parfridge,
who cites 1935 as the year of its firgt
usage in English. As I’'m_sure you
know, Mencken mentioned it as éarly
as 1919 in his American Language.”

“I thought | said as much.

“Yes. But you suggest the word was
introduced by German Jews as a p? o
rative termfor immigrants from the
shietl, because so many of their names
ended in ‘sky’ or ‘ski.” Hence ‘ky-kis'
and then ‘kikes.” Actualy the word
originated on Ellis Island, where illit-
erates vere asked to sigm entry forwms
with an "X." This the Jews refused to
do. making acircle or a ‘kikel’ instead,

and soon the inspector took to calling
them “kikelehs’ and finally ‘kikes.’

The key reference here is the
Mencken one, for we have previoudy
seen Solomon exchanging witticisms,
and berllg? photographed, with Menck-
en; Sir Hyman, who comes with his
-own ancestry, has looped over hi am
Solomon’s old malacca cane. Is Sir
Hyman then Solomon in disguise, hav-
ing found his revenge? Is his the mys-
terious Zurich interest out to take over
McTavish? The dert reader will tum-
ble to this, though Richler plays out
the suing. Over the three quarters of
the novel yet to come, Richler sug-
gests a good ded about Sir Hyman,
much of it in a playful vein not to be
taken too serlousIX — Who made the
last call to Marilyn? Who erased the 16
minutes in Nixon's \Watergate tape? —
but by the end Sir Hyman's works are
to be seen in much the same way we

viewed those of St Urbain’s Joey
Hersh, the Avenging Horseman. The
idea, thougi? it is not dramatically ren-
dered to the extent one might wish,
imparts a new strength to the narra-
tive of Selomon Gursky Was Here and
elevates the novel’ s worth another
notch or hvo. Sir Hyman, we learn. se
cretly provided an air force for the
newI?/ proclaimed state of Israel. Near
the close of the novel. living yet anoth-
er time (his fourth incarnation, by my
count). Solomon, now in his 80s, is
funding and organizing the raid on En-
tebbe to free a planeload of Israeli
hostages hijacked by the Popular
Front for the Liberation of Paestine.

The bootlegger has come along
way, and altogether atoned for what
was unsavoury In his past — though a
certain integrity, and loyalty to his
&Ieopl e, was ingrained at the start.

Vhile Bernard and his deazy side-
kick, Harvey Schwartz (“who never
met a rich man he didn't like’). were
addii new labels to McTavish booze,
Solomon had a cot in his office and his
ear t0 the short wave. As Hitler strode
over Europe, Solomon was petitioning
Ottawa on behalf of the Jews and buy-
|ré? land in the Laurentians where the
refugees might settle. “— Unsavory,
shifty-eyed little strangers,” in the
.oplglyon of Bernard. ‘What are we buy-
ing?

“Kikes,” Solomon replies.

There you have it: Richler as offend-
m efender of the fait'gh. Richler

ing out new territory, but not yet
stabling the reliable horrs)t/e. It's good to
have him back. O
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WOLF ISLAND
written and illustrated
by Celia Godkin

L vivid full-colour portrait of nature and
he fragile balance of 2 natural ecosystem.
¥olf Island is 2 moving chronicle of what
mppens when the highest link in a food
hain is removed -- dramatically retold for
'oung readers,

Zelia Godkin, a biologist and illustrator
nd teacher, ofien works in association
vith the Roynl Ontario Museum in Toronto.

6 pages, full-colour illustrations
\ges 5-7, $18.95 cloth

Uik ctad Ve Lot 1o

GOLDILOCKS AND
THE THREE BEARS
illustrated by Tamara Thiebaux

\n unusual retelling of the classic English
olktale by a talented new artist.

hicbaux presents “a charming
niniature world that small listenersand
eginning readers will want o enter.”
Mol & Quire

=4 3/4, 32 pages, full colour throughout,
iges 3-6, $13.95 cloth

BGitzhency & Whiteside

Publishers of the Funk & Wagnalls. |
Canutian CdllepeDictionany i
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— SHULIY'S GIRLS
by MARY BURNS
d These short storieg all re-examins the
J miyths of mother-caughter relation-
é ships, both I the cLassical sease of
= “*myih"* (Gais/Demeler/Perscphons)
..[ mdmlhemodmmol’"myﬂl“
(social Lies about relationships).
ISBN 0-88922-272-X; 5 112 x 8112;
128pp: $11.95
— Sticks STICKS & STONES WRITE IT ON YOUR HEARY
" by GEORGE BOWERIG Tha Splc Worid of an
o & HER Olanzgan Slorytelier
Stonet “The only official publication af by HARRY ROBINSON
= Bowering's first book of poems, 2 e compiled by WENDY
-, volume catant in Jess than a dozen . ol WiCKITIRE
pirated copics from a Gailed publica- 1
L] tion gtiempt In 1962, With the osiginal The oral bistory of the Interiar Sallsh
i drawings by Gerdon Payne and l ﬂnmaum:rkabhﬂym-o!
Z preince by Robent Creeley. imilkameen storyteller who Is the
ISBN 0-88922-268-176 x9; 56 pages: n DEO! }'sﬂa;' "“‘3_'";,;’5,’%%""9‘3 "
= e s 3895 Takf WderE 03892 G IRXT IR
Grenrpe Heverm 2400p: SI6.95
A RECORD OF V/RITING
An Annotaled and Mustrated ;%I;F‘::;SAVAGERY
Bibllography of Gaorge
Bosering “This book of poems is & sustained
by Roy Mia adoration of the beloved which recalls
the work of Dante,
Mare than simply a dry bibliography, JSBN 0-88922-270-3: 6 x9; 56 pp;
this work skelches tha development of 5895
tha writing azd the writer in insightful
and fascinating detail,
ISBN 0-88922-263-0 6x9;520.95;
320pp
1 AT T Tk CONCEPTS AND THENES IN SIX PLAYS BY I'MAVOR
st ot O THE REGIONAL IMOORE
, GECGRAPHY OF CANADA by MAVGR B00RE
(REVISED) ’
" bydJ. LEWS ROBINSON ‘This collection, including Mogos"s
. latest two-act play *“The Apology.””
A camplete revision based on the - . and five oas-act plays, shows the sub-
Iates: Canada Census data —an up-to- stance of Mavor Mooro's creative
date look at Canada and itsregions work.
throngh the eyes ol a gcographer. ISBN 0-35922-271-1; 128pp; 5 112 x
ISBN 0-83922-264-9: 6 718 x9 3M4; 8 2: 31095
320pp; 51695

£ 1019 EAST CORDOVA STREET, VANCOUVER, BC, VoA 1ME, (604
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Waitinmg for a sign

By Lorna Crozier

v‘\fhen_ | met you it was as if

| was living in a house by the sea.
Waves sprayed the windows,
dapped the wooden steps.

Yet | opened the door

and a white horse stood there.

He walked thr%h the rooms,
swinging his head from side to side,
his hooves leaving half moons

of sand on the floor.

Make what you will of this. This was
the most natural thing I've ever done,
opening the door, moving aside

for the horse to come in.

Not that you were he. He was smply
a horse, nothing more,
the gentle kind that pulls a wagon

Amanuensis of the gods,

the magpie with its long tail

b scrawls the m they, want to leave
as they vanish from the world.

Across the blue of flax it writes
tke eguanimity of bones,
across the yard, between house and barn,

the optic ocean. Scholars from the university, Tomorrow, he thinks, 1l tell
tomes Magpie these words.

rabbis and monks arrive with h
of explication, computer codes and charts.
Asthey set up thelr tents underneath
the power lines the magpie drags its tail,
interstices of sorrow. This must

one of the_greater_wds,

they all agree, heis SO cryptic.

In heaven hi wife the sparrow
walks across her breadboard
on tiny feet. In the flow

her tracks say custard,

bisczdt, goat’s milk. The god,

Scribes

or drags seaweed from tbe shore,
ankles feathered, great hooves wide as platters.

He wasn't you,

that didn’'t matter. He looked a me
and we knew each other. That night
I wanted to live. | wanted

to live in a house where the door
swings on hinges smooth as the sea
and a white horse stands,

waiting for a sign.

Come in, | said,

and that was the start of it,

the horse, the light, the €electric air.
Somewhere you were walking toward me,
the door to my lii swinging open,

the sea, the sea and its riderless horse
waiting to come in.

who'd rather spend time in the kitchen
than on his parapet of clouds

thinks this is a grocery list

she left for him. He sends — B
aseraphto find each item, R
though he knows there’s nothing in heaven S
with a cloven hoof or mad gold eyes. @‘ ﬁ K

4

They can fill a head with wonder.

So full of import and such sweet intent,
awhole life unfolding

in the sounds they make.

Take the first word
custard.

Who baked it?
he must ask his wife.
Who ate it?

Was it good?
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Metamorphosis

IIn that city half the people turned into typewriters

and the other half into typists. No one had a choice,

you just woke up and there you were, one or the
other.

The ones who underwent the most radical
transformation _

(the typewiters, of course) went to their beds

with the others as comoanions. Sweet nurses of
keyboards. _

of t_Ilnle double space, of margins and tabs. Heads on
pillows.

the typewiters who had lost the art of speaking,

0 tyeg their mouths and curled back their Iipsg

like a dog iust before he bites. The typists

druck the keys of teeth, their fwagers following

a pattern the mouths seemed to dictate in a secret

language that spoke only to the typists hands.

0 what stories those typewriters had to tell!

What alphabets of misery rose from the bowels,

what veins of laughter, what dictionaries of sorrow

spilled from the wombs, the scrotums, what
tenderness _

the eyes had to sing. Even the youngest typewriter

on elflarth only a few days, had so much tenderness to
te

the typists could get no Sleep. Faithful to the end,

fingers worn, one by one they &l dropped dead

from exhaustion. no one |eft but the typewriters

lying still and mute in their beds. Mouths hanging

open, they dreamed commas, exclamation points,
apostrophes, _

they dreamed enough quotation marks

to surround every word

ever said.

Dreaming death

THee tells my mother _
last night he dreamed of dﬁmg.
Did you meet anyone you know? she asks.
No, he said. He only made it hafway there.

She is trying not to hold him

back, she unwinds from his hands,
turning her ring three times as she leaves
his mom. asifa charm will let him ge,
transform the man she knows into a bii
making its way by stars

or a samon that knows

in its fine articulation of bones

where the stream will lead.

Poor human flesh,

50 logt and wandering. Halfway there

a bird will push its small heart

through a cloudy sky, only the Dog Star
breaking through. Impatient, my father
tries to remember what his flesh

must know, the ancient map of stars,
tongues of water speaking

the gravel of his spawning bed.

Mother, knowing he is gone .
from the place her body made for him,
wishes she could dream a man

of fins and feathers.

Alone in their double bed,

adeep under stars, she tams

and turns her ring.

Stations of snow

Before the railways were built, what look the
place of stafions in people’s dreams?

Sunday morning, seven am. Already
there are tracks in the snow.

a cdligraphy of cats

traced In the dley. Their blue
ideograms read like a Chinese text,
up and down. ‘With a smal hroom

| sweep the windshield.

| am driving to the station,

meeting a train.

On the platform | want my mother to be there,
as she was. standing with twe [oaves of bread

in abrown bag, a suitcase with a broken lock

at her feet. | want her to have come

from a different country, to have crossed

al thls snow. the train pulling her further

into winter and another time,

-John Berger

At the place where she is

(?Oi ng

acat walks across the yard,

placing its hack paws precisely

where the front have been.

A man Who could be my father

sweeps the Steps with an old curling broom,
his name printed on the handle.

By the time he has finished,

the top step is filled with snow.

He sweeps and sweeps

for he knows my mother has no boots.

When she arrives she'll be wearing

avelvethat, and on her feet
her wedding shoes.
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Only remotely human
— Phyllis Webb

The caw of a crow and one horse
neighing. Beyond the row of pines
the sound of “a truck

turning  distance

into something you can hear.

A thirteen-striped ground squirrel
moves low to the earth. the meadow’s
little monk, illuminator

of_%:assy texts. Now | am

neither man nor woman, only

another sound the wind picks up

on its journey to the sea

Iphigenia, waiting.

The crow calls its shadow
from the trees as it sails past
Insde each blade of grass,
inside each word. | can hear
one heart beating.

Windows

Today we clean the windows for Caroline
though she'll never know, lying in

her hospital bed, small, wizened child
of forty-seven: ancient, embryonic.

This morning the light wes so brilliant
(water or air?) it floated the house. Almost

too much to hold in the eye. (Caroline's eyes —
drugged, rolled back, asif

she looked inside, saw the mad
cells growing.) In this morning’s liiht

anything could have happened,
proclamed itself: an Angel of Death

or Mercy. A fox-priest A thunderbird
with lightning inits beak. Only

the neighbour’s cat, mewing on the steps,
wanting to be fed, his orange fur

a planet the sr turns around. luminous
moons with no edges, no end. It is

a good day to die. To clean the windows.
Water in a blue bucket The smell of vinegar

on our hands. Everything that makes us
human, makes us animal, makes US want to live,

resses againgt the cold glass
ooking out or in.

[ Nationaf Library Bibliothéque nationale
'*F of Canada du cangga
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Participate in this national campaign to
promote books written and published by
Canadians and watch for the READ UP
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A project of the National Library of Canada
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National Library of Canada
395 Wellington Street
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BLACK ROSEBUOKS

By Douglas Rejimer

Doug Reimer's first collection of
short stories adds a compelling
voice {0 new Mennonite

wriling. set on the prairies,
many are coming-of-age

stories, with characters strug-
gling to make sense of a world
skewed by smail-town values
and ideological pressures.

Turnstone Press

]COMMUNICATION
| For and Against Democracy

edited by Marc Raboy and
Peter A.Bruck

This book addresses aspects of
the “‘communication question,”
discussing the various ways in
which communication serves at
times as an instrument of
repression and domination and
at others as a too! for human
emancipation.

260 pages

JISBN: 0-921689-46-2 $19.95

ISBN 0-88801-137-7;180pp;$10.95pb
Distributed by University of Toxronto Press
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With essays by Douglas Cardinal complete with full bibliographic data

This is the first book about Cardinal and his
work and reveals his human dimensions and
architectural evolution. Cardinal’s own
writings complete the study of this remark;

able Canadian.
150 black and white and 16 colour

b photographs $29.95 paperback,
: $44.95 cloth, 160 pages, 12" x 5"

NEWEST/EDMONTON:!

the Canadian Book Review Annual 1983
a valuable historical reference source reflecting
the growth of Ceanadian trade publishing.

Call Or write for further infarmation:
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C’-” The love letters of
~.. ! Sir Wilfred Laurier

E:mﬂ,\ . to Madame Emilie
The embodiment of Romanticism in the L
mid-19th century, Hector Berlioz lived the : D VM \ Lavergne.
life of a modern composer. This full-length i -—“ 4o e
portrait captures it all—concert tours, - '.'.'"'.‘t
music publishing, instrument making,
fellow composers, from Bralms 1o Wagner,
and of course, the music itself,
139 haftones, 160 musical examples/ cloth

] A romantic love
= affair of & hundred years ago glows in these
i forty letters of unsurpassed freshness and

] charm. $24.95 1-55021-056-4.
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Mask and man

‘Canadians see me through a fog of misunderstanding. ..
I did hope that after a while people would see that -
I was wearing adisguise. I'm not the phantom
of the opera. I'm a real person’

aitd Now, was published in 1945.
His most recent, Wild Gooseberries:
The Selected Letters of Irving Layton
(edited by Francis Mansbridge), was
gtéb\l/:lshed last month by Macmillan. In
een, over the years, there have
been more than 40 books — ﬂoetry,
ee%{s polemic. autobiography, in-
cluding 4 Red Carpet for the Sun
1959). A Wild Peculiar Joy: Selected
oems 1945-1982 (1982), and Waiting
Jor the Messtah (1985.). The poet and
public literary figure is well known: -
ther reviled or applauded, dependiig
on the phase and the critic Less com-
mon currency, perhaps, is the man be-
hind the mask, the disguise thet, as
Layton freely admits, he himself creat-
ed. Recently, on a cheerful autumn
morning over cigars, coffee, and
cognac at the Montreal home he
shares with his wife, Anna, Irving L ay-
ton talked to David Bomel about his
life. not only as a poet, but as a teacher
and a socid and religious thinker.

BiC: What do_you think is the fate of
the post-ghetto Jewish writer? Younger
Jewish writers are faced With a set of
theines that are quite different from the
ones yor and YoUr contemporaries have
dealt with. DO you think they have the
five of their predecessors? :
Irvinﬁ Layton: I taught at Herzliah, a
Jevrish high schead]. for about 10 years.
Then | taught at the Jewish Public Li-
brary. | come out of this milieu, and

I RVING LAYTON's first book, Here
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I’'ve had the opportunity to observe
what's happened to the Jewish ghetto
— the Jewish community. There is a
change, there is a difference. The
older generation, myself and A. M.
Klein for example, was very much in-
fluenced by the idea of a Jewish com-
munity. Our interests were much
broader, and there was a radical ele-
ment Socialist ideas, the international
Ladies Garment Workers, @l came out
of that That radical eement is gone.
Stalin took care of that Now, the focus
is on Israel. There has been a great
narrowing Of interests, and that's re-
flected in Jewish writers in Canada
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and the United States. The old interna-
tionalism, the old idealism. the human-
ism that Jews had emphasized for
many years — that emphasis is gone.
The emphasis now is on survival, and
that means the future of Isragl and the
fate of the Jews in light of the Holo-
caust In my time as a teacher, | saw
that the Jewish students did not have
that intellectual curiosity and zest they
used to be known for.

BiC: There’s a kind of mournfulness
among some Jewish writers about their
own secularization, about how theéy've
lost the power and nourishkment of the
old imagery.

Layton: They've lost more than the
imagery; they've lost their Biblica
roots. )

BiC: At one point you had e interest
in reclaiming Jesus for the Jews. Is fhat
something you still think about?
Layton: Of course, though not with
the same fervour. I’'m not a born-again
Chrigtian, after al! But Jesus was a
Hebrew prophet If it weren't for St
Paul and the twist he gave to Jesus
teachings, his teachings would have
been acknowledged as completely He-
braic. Jesus was not a Christian; he
was a Jew. Everything he taught came
grictly out of Judaism. Jesus never
said anything that you wouldn't find in
the other Hebrew prophets. If it
weren't for St Paul. .,

BiC: In much of your werk, you talk

about Jews and Gentiles. Do you Rave .

any more thoughts oN that conflict?

tlovamber 1989, BOOKS [N GANADA 18

T pe——— T ==

. —_—--

-



-—— - e A iaa 1l

Layion: Along with wanting te reclaim
Jesus for the Jews, the other thing |
wanted to do was to cal the Gentiles
to repentance. That's part of my He-
brew heritage; that’s what Jesus and
the other Hebrew prophets tried to do.
They wanted to bring the guilty and
the not-so-innocent to an awareness of
what they had done. For me, the cardi-
nal sin, the erime of our epoch, is the
Holocaust. This was deliberate mur-
der: it was not war. | wanted to call the
Gentiles to an awareness that this had
been done not only by the Germans,
but by al those who stood by impas-
sively, including the United States and
Canada. The story is too well known
now for me to have to reped it

EBiC: Al writers, and perhaps more
boets thaa fiction witers, have a public
persona, and snuch has been made 0f
youss, A public persona has many uses.
Oie can be dronic about it, or one can
belicre in1 it completely, Or both.
Layton: My persona is a disguise |
adopted many years ago when | first

redized that the poet didn't count in
our society. There's room for every-
one else in society but the poet He's
an outsider, there’'s no connection be-
tween him and society. | realized that
even if | wrote great poems, | wouldn’t

The Oxford
Compamnion {o
Canadiam

Theatre

Eugene Benson &
L., W. Conolly

This unigue and
definitive reference book
is an indispensable guide
o all aspects of Canadian

theatre.

Cloth $59.95
Oxford Canada
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change that a bit — I'd still be an out-
sider, and somewhat ridiculous in the
eyes of hard-worki ng ﬁeop_le intent on
raising a family and holding down a
job and making money. ButI did not
want to be consigned to that position. |
was determined to make people aware
that there was a poet in their midst.
They would not realize that‘even if |
wrote the greatest sonnets in the
world. But if | did something ridicu-
lous, if | lowered my pants &t the cor-
ner of Saint Catherine and Pedl, then
they’d notice me. Once | had their at-
tention, maybe | could get them to
read some of my eFoems. And it
worked quite effectively.
BiC: But now yo# don’t need that
image as mch or at all — o7 does @
poet always need if?
Layton: Now | don’t need it; I'm
known in this country. That has a
good and an annoying side, of course.
BiC: So your disguise worked.
Layton: |t certainly worked insofar as
it made not only me as a poet, but po-
etry in generd, known. | put Canadian
poetry on the map by putting myself
on the map. | made the Canadian pub
lie aware that there were poets in their
midst. If you had been here 30 or 40
years ago, a poet meant less than noth-
Ing. Less than horse manure, if you
don't mind my saying. | remember
seeing dl of A M. Klen's books re-
maindered. You'd be lucky to sdll 50
copies. The same was true of Frank
Scott and al the other poets. | was de-
termined to change that. Especidly
because | happen to believe that poet-
ry is the hedth and sanity of any com-
munity. I’'m very fanatical about the
Fl ace of poetry in any healthy society.
was determined to take strong mea-
sures. And it worked.
BiC: You talk about Klein and Scott.
Those must have been heady days in
Canadian poetry.
Layton: Montreal was where modem
poetry was born, with people like
Frank Scott and Louis Dudek and
John Sutherland labouring in God's
vineyard to make it happen.
BiC: What about the writing scese here
today — if we ean avoid making easy
comparisons between then and now?
Layton: Montreal is still acentre for
poetry. There's David Solway, a con-
siderable younger poet. and Michael
Harris. And Peter Van Toorn and
Anne Cimon and the Neoso Masheen

boys.

BiC: You've done a lot of teaching. Ob
viously, you’'re not one of those psets
who believe that poetry asd the class-
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nom don’t mir.
Layton: I’'ve been a teacher for as long

as|’ve been anoet. There's no contra
diction, though 1 won't generdize.
Some poets like Leonard Cohen and
Al Purdy just couldn’t make it as
teachers. | aﬂpen to be something of
aham, and | happen to be didactic by
nature. | like instructing. | get a plea-
sure from giving people Information.

BiC: Reading Hiraugh yoar 1977 New
Directions collection, | realized | was
reading rhymed poelry, and that | hard-
Iy knew how to do that asmy mom. It
takes a kind of ear, and eye, tkat we’ve
lost. perhaps. What happened to rhyme?
Layton: After Walt Whitman, there
was a great change toward writi r]% in
as conversationa a style as possible.
And when you're speaking, you don't
ijontaneously burst into rhyme. Nei-

ther do you In modern poetry. Rhyme
is one of the curlicues that fell by the
wayside.

BiC: But you did write rhymed poetry.

Layton: | did because it came natural-
ly. After dl, I'm one of the older gener-
ation. | was aware of Whitman and
liked him a great dedl as a poet, but |
wasn't prepared to throw everythin

out That was one of my quarrels wit

William Carles Williams, who wrote a
very kind introduction for my Fm-
proved Binoculars. | nastily wrote hi
—and I’'m serry | did that, | didn’t
know he'd just had his fourth stroke
— that while | liked him as a man and
for what he had done for poetry, there

“wasn't much music in his work. | look

for music, and | aso look for meta-
j?hyscs in poetry. | look for thought
he great emphasis lo American poet-
and writing is experience, not re-
flection or thought. Td been’ brought
up on John Denne and Wordsworth
and Shelley, and they valued reflec-
tion, and so do |. That's what | wrote
him. The same argument went on in
my correspondence with Robert Cree-
ley. Those letters are in Irving Layton
and Robert Creeley: The Complete Cor-
respondence. which is going to be pub
lished by McGill-Queen’s Press.
BiC: So it wasno “No ideas but in
things” for you? )
Layton: That limits the scape of ideas
for me. | don't know if you know the
whole story, but | was adopted by the
Black Mountain boys. Creeley was the
first one to publish me -~ an Ameri-
can, not a Canadian. That'll never be
forgotten! Charles Olson wrote me 10
or 15 letters. and | wrote back, and
now Ted Hunter a Simon Fraser Uni-
versity has brought out that corre-
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spondence in a magazine called Lises.
EBiC: How did you get adopted by Black
Mouatain if your ideas were so
differcint?

Layton: They saw beneath the facade
of formality. They saw that what I was
doing was not so different from them.
They were trying to get as close to ex-
perience as possible; so was L. They
were trying to shed the old taboos and
ways of looking at the world; so was L
They saw the vitality below the surface
form. They saw ] was a secular poet,
and an urban poet.

BiC: You mention your collections of
letters. Do you think it's still possible lo
produce a volune of correspondence in
oy world?

Layton: Letter-writing is a lost art, like
conversation. I still continue corre-
spondences, but not with the same de-
gree of enthusiasm. [ like writing let-
ters; it lets me get rid of excess
dyspepsia.

EiC: Recently you've become Irving
Laytoa, the international man. You're
especially appreciated in Italy.

Layton: I've been translated into 20
difierent languages. The Italians have
brought out five, six, seven collections
of mine.

BiC: Ave these simply the rewards of a
loag carcer, or is there something in
you that appeals to groups of readers in
Euvope?

Layton: Canadians see me through a
fog of misunderstanding. Because of
the image of me, which I helped to
create, and because of prejudice. I
think that my being Jewish played a
part, and because I have flatly said
that Christianity was a major cause of
the Holocaust. When you consider the
fact that most Canadians are Chris-
tians, they didn’t like that. The origins
of anti-Semitism are in the New Testa-
ment. Canadians did not like being re-
minded of the continuing persecution
of the Jews. The anti-Semitism I saw
displayed as a hoy and as a young man
at the university, and the unfortunate
experiences that I and a lot of Canadi-
an Jews had . . . Well, no people likes
to be reminded of its misdeeds and
wrongdoings. Then, I startled Canadi-
ans by saying that sex was enjoyable. I
once said that in this country you can
say anything about sex except that it's
enjoyable. My eroticism, literary and
other, my secularism, and my calling
Christianity to account made me a
marked figure. Now, the Europeans
don't start with an accumulated preju-
dice against me, They look at the poet-
1y and they like the sounds I make. I
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have a reflective element in my work,
which is Eurepean, and Jewish too.
And the Jew is the ultimate cosmopoli-
tan, by birth, by nature, by tempera-
ment. And the Europeans are cos-
mopolitan too. I am an urban, secular,
cosmopolitan poet — that's me. That I
am a Jew happens to be a fortunate
historical accident that I revel in. I feel
T"'m fortunate to have behind me 5,000
years of history. I remind Canadians
that I'm a 5,000-year-old Jew. And
don’t confuse me with others,

BIC: This brings us back to the public
persona. It can be a help, but a hin-
drance too, to the understanding of your
work.

Layton: I did hope that after a while
people would be able to see that I was
wearing a disguise. I'm not the phan-
tom of the opera — I'm a real person.
Now, slowly, this is beginning to hap-
pen. People are realizing that all the
while I was wearing a mask. It worked
for a while when I needed it, but now,
there’s no more reason for me to wear

* this disguise.

BiC: Can this shedding of a disguise be-
come a subject of poetry in itself?
Layton: It can be a theme: the fact
that all poets wear disguises. W. B.
Yeats spoke of a mask. Because the
poet is a naked, vulnerable creature,
he can't wear the same conventional
robes as other of society’s members.
But my strategy was different. I want-
ed strong emotions — rage, anger,
disgust, malice — the stuff of tragic
drama. These are emotions you can-
not have in a bland, orderly society. I
needed emotional fodder. I deliberate-
ly exaggerated things to create it. I
created exchanges with French and
Fulford — I take these names at ran-
dom — as a way of getting my emo-
tional vitamins.

BiC: Emotional fodder in one’s person-
al life is not enough?

Layton: No, it must go beyond. Into
society. In A Wild, Peculiar Joy, for ex-
ample, I believe there are emotions
you don't usually find in most Cana-
dian poetry.

BiC: And what of the fulure?

Layton: More of the same — only bet-
terl T am still writing poetry. But I'm
concentrating more on play and movie
scripts. I have a plan to do something
with the Israeli director who made
Berlin-Tel Aviv. I'm planning to go to
Israel next spring . . . You see, the last
six months have been a kind of har-
vesting of poems and letters and es-
says from the last half-century. And
I'm very happy with the yield."T]

R
¢ Whigsicel stories niake .
- magic for-kids:.. . ;-

MOOD POCKET
MUD BUCKET

written and illustrated by
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“This Is children’s literature at its besi:
bounting, colourful, loving and trusting.”
Allan Gould for Thomson Newspapers

“Very highly recommended!” .
CM: A Reviewing Journal of Canadian
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TEMPER TEMPER

written and illustrated by Nicola Morgan

MabelBabelman isthe tinicst, cutestbaby imag-
inable. and well beloved by her family and
friends. But she also becomes the Temper
Temper Monster onaregularbasis. How Mabel
leamns control as she gets older, so that the
Temper Temper Monster disappears, almoest
never to be scen again, makes rollicking reading
for alt ages.

%_a delightful learning situation full of
humour and understanding.”
CM: A Reviewing Journal of Canadian
Materials for Young People

9x12, 48 pages, full-colour throughout,
Ages 5-8, $1795cloth
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Canadian College Diciionary




Miraclie imspector

Bruce Chatwin approaches each of these
stories as one might view a work of art —
with curiosity, surprise, suspicion;
most of all with wonder

By Ronald Wright
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7 Bruca Chatsin

WHAT AM I DOING HERE
by Bruce Chatein
Viking Pooemin, 867 pages, 525.95 cloth
¢(ISBN 0 670 82508 5)
ANY REVIEW of a last book by a man
who knows he is dying must be a kind of
obituary. Bruce Chatwin, author of In
Petagonia and four other books besides
What Asn I Doing Here, evidently intend-
ed this collection of his shorter pieces as
a literary farewell. The title, with its
missing question mark, is both a ques-
tion and an answer: the refrain of a re-
markahle life. The confents range from
long, early pleces done in the 1970s for
the Susniday Times, to urgent, sparkling
fragments — cameos of the hospital
cleaning lady, a letter to a friend on his
21st hirthday, a travel sketch of Chiloe
Island — that were written shortly be-
fore Chatwin's death in January, 1989.
He vas 48.

It has been Bruce Chatwin’s misfor-
tune to be best known in North America
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for his weakest hook, The Songlines.
Most of these short pieces are far better.
He was a dauntless amateur, in the
somewhat archaic sense, who never let
academic research or received wisdom
get in the way of a grand idea. These
qualities produced the extraordinary
range of interests gathered here; they
are the spring in his gait and the light in
the chiaroscuro of his prose; but they
ran away with him when he tried, in Aus-
tralia, a sustained pursuit of that philoso-
pher’s stone, the nature of man. “My
whole life has been a search for the
miraculous,” he writes after spotting
“Yeti tracks” in Nepal. Miracles seldom
bear close inspection; and just as he
failed to get to the bottom of the Yeti
tracks or the wolf-boy tales in India,
Chatwin couldn't bring himself to con-
sider that there may be no such thing as
haman nature: merely human cultures,
each one believing itself to be natural.

Never mind. What Am I Doing Here is
a demonstration of Chatwin's strengths.
The passions and odd obsessions of the
collector inform all his work, (As a
young man he worked at Sotheby’s, and
the protagonist of his last novel, Ifz, is a
porcelain connoisseur.) He pursues
mythical horses in China, a lone alba-
tross in the Shetlands, a war hero and
writer in Germany, a Chinese geo-
mancer in Hong Kong. Each story is ap-
proached as one might view a work of
art: with curiosity, with surprise, with
suspicion; most of all with wonder. If it is
approached with prejudices, these are
neither unthinking nor ideclogical but a
matter of taste.

Severtal pieces in What Am I Doing
Here are profiles of artists and collectors,
some famous, others delightfully ob-
scure. My favourite is the Bey (King
Zog’s Chamberlain, long exiled from Al-
bania) who “gives” antiquities to
Chatwin in return for having his hotel
bills taken care of: “I write about the Bey

because people of his kind will never
come again.” That line, like the one on
miracles, could be taken as Bruce
Chatwin’s creed; nothing delighted him
more than rescuing a marvel from ob-
scurity. He pulls it from the attic, blows
off the dust, deftly polishes it, and shows
it to you. There! The best part of Song-
lines — the elucidation of Aberiginal
“dreaming fracks” — is like this. His fas-
cination with nomads stemmed only in
part from his own wandering: it had as
much to do with the fact that nomads
have been thrown down the oubliette of
history by settled civilizations, and espe-
cially by the one to which he belonged.
Even if we don't agree (and I don’t) that
nomadism is the “patural” human state,
Chatwin makes us see that something
valuable has been forgotten and is still
being destroyed.

Bruce Chatwin disliked the label “trav-
el writer” and wrote his second book, On
the Black Hill, a novel about twin broth-
ers “who never went anywhere,” to
shake it. But he was one of the first to in-
spire the new literary travelling of the
past 15 years, and if he is remembered
mainly for his travel writing it is because
he did as much as anyone to rejuvenate
and expand the genre, This collection re-
veals the development of what he calls
“my bleak, chiselled style.” Some of the
early pieces — for example, the essay on
the Russian art collector George
Costakis — show him slipping into
ready-made phrases and techniques. But
very quickly he purged these weakness-
es and achieved the terse, eidetic prose
he so admired in Robert Byron, whose
The.Road to Oxiana he took as a “sacred

-text” and presented to a new generation

of readers. On the last page of What Am
I Doing Here, Chatwin acknowledges
other debts — to Hemingway, to
Lawrente (“D. H., thank God, not T. E.")
and to Ibsen — but the bloodline runs
strongest from Kinglake to Byron
(Robert, thank God) and Byron to
Chatwin,

This is what he has been doing here.
If only he were doing it still, 1
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UDDY’S:
MEDITATIONS ON
DESIRE
Ly Stan Persky
Niw Star Books, 184 pagas, $19.95 cloth
(ISEN 0 91857380 &)

BUDDY'S is a chain of fran-
chised gay bars whose Van-
couver phenotype opened in
1932 and closed in 1988. Dur-
ing that time, Stan Persky, a
writer and editor for This
Marazine more widely known
for political than sexual analy-
sis, decided to write a person-
al “series of tales, matter-of-
factly relating erotic en-
counters which originated in
Buddy's.”

His initial purpose was to
deconstruct pornography —
to write in a “mock-porno-
praphic” style while exploding
its hasic stereotypes by re-
vealing the complexity of erot-
ic experience. Persky quickly
found himsell drawn into “lit-
eral” complexity as well, since
the exploration of sex and de-
sire seems to lead directly

into the labyrinth of text: sex- .

uvality, reading, and knowing
are the unholy trinity of our
Jin-de-siécle sensibility.

In these years of plague and
favile viclence, the three sec-
tivns of Persky's book are ti-
tled Desire, Discourse, and
Darkness. Yet he feels re-
deemed by the unfettered sat-
isfaction of natural desire and
eagerly defends the homo-
erotic under the banner of a
more hopeful trinity: equality,
reciprocity, and reversal.
1What heterosexual relation-
ship, he wonders, can offer
such non-oppressive polymor-
phous delight — tops and bot-
toms, fucking and being
fucked, phallic maypoles
equally rampant on a level
playing field?

EBuddy’s is a dense, intrigu-
ing work. Persky's discrete
meditativns, anywhere from
12 lines to 12 pages long,

most frequently arise from a
pickup at Buddy’s. Ever the
investigative journalist, he
generously provides all the
details; the deconstruction is
remarkably successful, and
lovers “wwhom he only briefly
describes do acquire unex-
pected dimensions. The voice
between the lines is also open
for inspection and articulates
a warm, vulnerable, funny
man whose formidable intel-
lect has managed to leave his
emotions engagingly dis-
armed.

But the brain never stops.
Invoking Barthes as his muse,
he ponders all aspects of
Eros: the charged moment
when a would-be lover is
about to acquiesce and only
the delicious words of con-
sent remain to be spoken, the
Zen-like attraction of naked
flesh framed by clothing, the
sexy tension of the revealed
and the concealed. He haz-
ards taxonomies and etymolo-
gies of his lovers, dismisses
psychological attempts to de-
fine the origins of the homo-
erotic and concludes, not very
convineingly, that it just is.

In its combination of frank
description and analysis,
Buddy's ventures into territory
largely unexplored in CanLit
since Beautiful Losers. On the
other hand, Persky slips into
the “purple prose of pornogra-
phy” when you least expect it:
When I think of myself and
B., or Pat, or even, with his
redoubtable organ, Spencer,
whom 1 praised without pre-
varication, eliciting from him
‘a shy, pleased smile, I note
that the orgasmic ceremonies
provided — at least on occa-
sion — intimacies unique —
in short, “communication,”
yielding knowledge, as in the
biblical locution, “then I

knew him.”

This is arch and coy, almost
incomprehensible, as if Per-
sky, contrary to his stated in-
tention, is hiding behind
clichés. It's hard to believe
that he’s assuming his “mock-
pornographic” mode: whatev-

er the diction, the voice
sounds sincere.

Similar passages dot the
book (one lover is
“Olympian,” another stands
“in naked splendour™, all re-
inforcing the impression that
the text inscribed by Persky’s
emotions sometimes refuses
to yield its secrets. Given soci-
ety's oppression of gays, this
is not surprising. Despite the
saturation of sexual discourse
— or perhaps because of it —
the deep structures of homo-
erotic discourse, out of sheer
self-defence, often pretend to
reveal what they want most to
conceal,

Persky’s reticence is evi-
dent when describing his
most intimate non-sexual rela-
tionship, an enduring friend-
ship with “George Stephens,”
a man (alter ego?) several
years his elder (the book is
dedicated to Barthes and to
“George Stanley™). Latter-day
incarnations of Kerouac and
Moriarty, Stan and George
ramble down the road to San
Francisco every season track-
ing boys and philosophizing
till daybreak. The split is
clear: they are middle-aged
men, probably in love, whose
desire focuses exclusively on
young men at least half their
age. No laws dictate that Per-
sky's desire and his love
should be satisfied in ocne per-
son for either a night or a life-
time, but the sadness is palpa-
ble and Persky knows it
“Love is endless,” he writes.
“Desire, fortunately, isn't.” In
Persky's world — which may
be ours as well — ne'er the
twain shall meet. O
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Glass houses
By Heather Robertson .

facwillan, 336 pages, $27.95 cloth
(ISBN O 7715 9426 7)

EARSON, VOLUME
NE 18971948

Lester & Orpen Dennys, 432 pages,
£28.95 cloth (ISBN 0 88619 162 3)

Cameron Smith "
mmerkill Press, 320 poges, $24.95
Joth {ISBN 0 929031 04 8)

THE FUN of reading a biogra-
phy is discovering the Great
One’s feet of clay. Faults make
him human, one of us, and en-
hance the qualities that make
him exceptional. A smart
celebrity will confess, even
cultivate his failings and a
smart biographer will tantalize
us with glimpses into a “secret
life” behind the public per-
sona.

This keyhole peeping lies
behind the controversy over
the former Conservative MP
Erik Nielsen's autobiography,
The House Is Not a Home.
During his 30+ear political ca-
reer, Yukon Erik projected the
image of a tough customer, a
right-wing speiles honing his
switchblade in the back alleys
of politics. Now Nielsen tells
all: Old Velcro Lips is really a
warm, caring family man
whose principal sin has been
an overly zealous dedication
to honesty and good govern-
meant.

Nielsen depicts the Conser-
vative caucus as 2 gang of
thieves and liars led by a pusil-
fanimous nitwit. The Mul-
roney government’s appalling
record of scandal and patron-
age bears him out, and
Nielsen's description of the
claustrophobic sycophancy of
the Tory inner sanctum rings
true. However, Nielsen’s house
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is made of glass — his current
job as head of the National
Transportation Agency is a pa-
tronage plum, a reward for
doing the prime minister’s
dirty work on the Sinclair
Stevens conflict-of-interest
scandal.

Nielsen also confesses to an
eztra-marital affair that not
only kept him out of con-
tention for the Conservative
Teadership but also contribut-
ed to his wife’s depression and
apparent suicide. He makes
the affair seem trivial, even
shoddy:

This young woman had al-
ready had one abortion, After
my wife's death she became
pregnant again. I had told the
young woman that I did not
intend to remarry, but she in-
sisted that she was going to
have the child anyway. That
confrontation terminated our
relationship. After the child
was born I was confronted
with her lawyer's demands
for support payments.

Nielsen refused to pay sup-
port until the amount was cut
in half. Still, he grumbles:
“Those financial demands fol-
lov: me to this day and have
inhibited almost every single
decision I have had to make.”
He ends the account on this
sententious note: “It is only
the unblemished who are wor-
thy of public trust, it is only
they who can act within the
dictates of a totally free and
clear conscience, devoid of
hypoerisy.”

The “young woman,” Deb-
bie Ifelly, was shocked to read
about herself and their son,
Sean, in Erik's book. Kelly was
Nielsen's Ottawa secretary;
their relationship lasted 10
vears. It was public knowledge
— she was pregnant in his of-
fice. Sean is now 16. Nielsen
has not seen him since he was
eicht months old, nor has he
respunded to his son's letters.

Hypocrisy indeed. Nielsen's
behaviour may have been im-
moral; his present attitude is
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shameful. For all his mea
culpa, his righteous wrath and
good ol’ boy Yukon gossip,
Erik Nielsen reveals himself
to be the same cold, sanctimo-
nious, and secretive guy we've
known all along.

This description, oddly
enough, also seems to fit one
of Nielsen's enemies, Lester
Pearson. During his lifetime,
“Mike” Pearson was beloved,
even revered, as Canada’s
prime minister and great
statesman, winner of the
Nobel peace prize, a warm-
hearted, self-deprecating
“good fellow™ who expressed
everything that was best and
brightest about the Canadian
élite, Shadow of Heaven, the
first Pearson biography to ap-
pear since Mike's own mem-
oirs, raises some serious
doubts.

B begin with, Pearson ap-
parently lied about his war
record. Mike liked to joke that
his military career ended in-
gloriously when he was hit by
2 London bus. He wasn't.
Records indicate that Pearson's
injury was related to an inci-
dent at his RAE base and that
the injury was psychological,
not physical. In other words,
Mike bhad a nervous break-
down. He was declared unfit
for service and sent home.
Mike never did see action, yet
his letters to his parents, full of
patriotic fervour, were pub-
lished on the front page of the
home-town newspaper.

John English also demon-
strates that Pearson was less
than frank about his family
background. Mike liked to
give the impression that he
was a Poor parson’s son raised
on gruel and charity. In fact
his father, Ed, was a wellto-do
Methodist preacher in south-
ern Ontario, with a host of
very rich and influential
friends whose aid he did not
hesitate to enfist on his son’s
behalf. One of these friends
was Vincent Massey of the
farm equipment fortune; Mas-
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sey got young Mike a scholar-
ship to Oxford and a job at the
University of Toronto; he re-
mained Pearson's éminence
grise for the rest of their lives.

Mike’s early success also
rested more on sports than
scholarship, At university
Mike was a lazy, indifferent
student, but a passionate jock.
His intellectual career at Ox-
ford was undistinguished;
later he was such a failure as
an academic his colleagues
contrived to ship him off to
External Affairs. Canada’s for-
eign policy before the Second
World War was summed up in
the motto: Do Nothing. Pear-
son was very good at this. He
played golf with diplomats’
wives, mixed a good cocktail,
told amusing stories, and ex-
pressed no opinions contrary
to official policy. However, this
vacuous playboy image con-
cealed an ambitious, strong-
willed workaholic who could
be mean, bad-tempered, and
demanding.

Shadow of Heaven ends in
1948 when Pearson enters pol-
itics. It leaves us wondering
how such a lightweight could
achieve international promi-
nence. English’s claim that
Pearson was a man of “excep-
tional intelligence® is simply
not justified by the evidence,
nor is his assertion that Pear-
son's life and letters were full
of “wit and ebullience.” En-
glish reproduces very few of
Pearson's letters at any length.
(Many private letters have
been destroyed.) The letters
are conventional in both opin-
ion and expression. No
Charles Ritchie he. And al-
though Pearson moved in in-
fluential diplomatic circles,
neither he nor the people he
knew have left much in the
way of revealing anecdotes,
observations, or insights.

English is reluctant to ex-
plore Pearson’s darker side:
his emotional distance, his
hypocrisy, his lapsed religion.
We hear from friends, but few

critics. English convincingly
dismisses rumours that Pear-
son was a Soviet spy, yet fails
to explain Mike’s ideological
about-face from a liberal
peace-maker to a hard-line
cold warrior. He deals with
Pearson’s Tole as Canadian
ambassador in Washington
during the war with inexcus-
able brevity. In Shadow of
Heaven, Mike seems a small-
er and less significant figure
than his public image.

The Lewis family suffers
from overkill in Cameron
Smith’s The
Jouwrney. Smith has attempted
to do a socialist Roofs by bac-
ing the Lewis family from
their origins in a Jewish vil-
lage in Russia to contempo-
rary Canada. David Lewis was
once organizer and leader of
the NDP; his son, Stephen, a
former leader of the Ontario
NDPB, recently served as Cana-
dian ambassador to the Unit-
ed Nations. This is sandy soil
for saga building.

Socialists, like most of us, -

lead boring lives. Smith’s at-
tempts to transform the Lewis-
es into charismatic folk
heroes only make them seem
more ordinary. Rather than
picking up the obvious theme,
the evolution of a political fam-
ily from radical socialism to
establishment liberalism,
Smith buries his subject in an
avalanche of indiscriminate in-
formation. The exciting part,
the Lewises holy war against
Communism (alias the Waf-
fle), loses its significance.

. (Smith also doesn't explain

why the Lewises saw the Waf-
fle as a feminist conspiracy.)
The Lewis journey info his-
tory doesn’t seem to be going
anywhere. David, never a pop-
ular politician, emerges as an
obsessive fanatic who moved
the NDP to the right by sheer
force of rage; Stephen seems
to be a high-strung airhead
paralysed by guilt. The most
sympathetic Lewis is David's
wife, Sophie; Smith repro-
duces many of her poignant
letters. Like Maryon Pearson,
Sophie Lewis was a “single
mother” as well as a political
wife. Smith doesn’t deal with
the next generation of Lewis-
es, now in their 20s. The Unjfin-
ished Journey simply ends. 3

Unfinished -

o
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ies of the people Involved
with the NAR. It is as much
a memoir of a community
as it is a history of a major
Canadian railway.
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0-920490-96-4 paper

Detselig Enterprises Lid.
Box G 399 Calgary, Alberta T3A 2G3

Printmakers and art historians volee thelr
opinions on the best new work in the feld of
printmaking. With over 200 black and white

illustrations of prints, this specially designed box
edition also includes three original limited }
edition prints by Derek Besant, Karen Dugas and

The University of Alberta Press
141 Athabasca Hall, Ednmnbn, Alberta T6G 2E8

The Story of the Northern Alberta Railways | || Precarious Balance |
Ena Schneider Edited by Walter Jule :
Carefully researched and | RITTRERNIS OF STHEL, , A SERIES ON &
vell-d d, thi b Tomeas : '
ldocumenie, i ot | g M‘“& | PRINTMAKING & PRINT ARTISTS

Valgedur Bergsdottir.
$60.00 boxed edition

The influence of the WAC
Bennett Dam on the peo-
ple and the animals of the
surrounding area is care-
fully explored and docu-
mented as the authors
resurrect the stories that lie
buried beneath the waters
of Williston Lake.

$25.95 cloth; $17.05 pb 6 X 9
0-920490-92-1 cloth
0-920490-91-3 papsr

THIS WAS QUR VALLEY
Earl Polion and Shirlee Matheson

Detselig Enterprises Lid.
Box G 399 Calgary, Alberia T3A 2G3
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INTIFADA
The
Palestinicn Uprising
BAgainst Israeli
Occupation
A MERIP BOOK
“This book is the most

realistic and helpful
assezsment yet of the

| intifada.... The editors are

admirably equipped to do
this work.”
Geoxge McGovern,
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By zary Draper

THE GOLDEN THREAD

by Ann Cop~land

Havp:r & Cellius, 274 pages, $16.95
M) N0

AMM COPELAND's most recent
book inhabits that middle
ground between novel and
short story collection familiar
to readers of — to choose an
obvious example — Alice
Munro’s Lives of Girls and
Woinei. It is a chronologically
ordered sequence of storfes
linked by the presence of a
central character and continu-
ing ihemes and metaphors.
These are the life stories of
Claire Delaney, who becomes
a nun and teacher in service
at a series of institutions in
the northeast United States.
It's a pleasure to read about
the religious life in a way that
is not immersed in either sac-
charin or gall. These are
clear-sighted but nonetheless
renerous stories, exhibiting
the kind of painful truth-
telling that is itself a kind of
love, They have, moreover,
such a ring of authenticity
that the reader can hardly
help suppesing that there is
some degree of autobiogra-
phy within them.

Sister Claire and her
friends and superiors tend to
move about a good deal from
institution to institution, as a
consequence of which there
isn't much scope for continu-
ing, fully developed charac-
ters besides herself. This is
not necessarily a bad thing. In
fact it serves to reflect the iso-
lation and the dislocation that
Claire often feels. Moreover,
it altows Copeland to turn the
focus of the stories inward in
ways that are wholly appropri-
ate to the central theme of
spiritual quest. It certainly is
not because Copeland is a
one-note author. Her minia-
tures are all very good, and
the more fully developed por-
traits of, for example, Father
Purcell and, even more, of Sis-
ter Barnabas are credible,
consistent, and memorable.

Cne of the collection’s
major strengths is Copeland’s
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.imaginative and sometimes
very sophisticated use of
metaphor. The metaphor that
informs the title story is, of
course, the golden thread of
Ariadne, which allows The-
seus to enter the labyrinth
and come safely out again.
There are many other threads
in these stories, however,
leading Claire into and out of
the cloistered life, into deeper
forms of experience, of love,

of freedom. In an early story,

the voice of Mother Magdale-
na as she lies dying comes to
Claire Delaney “threadlike,
barely audible.” Through
Claire’s early [ife as a novice
runs “a thread of belief she
[can] sustain.” In counter-
point — but not necessarily in
opposition — to that belief
runs “the subtle thread of her
own most deeply felt free-
dom.” Finally, the thought of
leaving the Order becomes “a
dark thread woven through
the tangled skein of her
days.” Set out thus on the
page this may seem like an
obvious or clumsy device. It is
anything but. The metaphors
are so entirely appropriate .in
g?ntext as to be almost invisi-

e.

In one of the best stories in
the collection, “Angels of Re-
ality,” Copeland plays varia-
tions on the theme of ascent,
both physical and spiritual.

Varieties of spiritual book-.

keeping recur in a number of
stories, as do the images and
themes of freedom and con-
finement. These are by no
means one-dimensional im-
ages. As the story “Higher
Learning” unfolds, with both
grace and wit, the title takes
on a surprising number of
meanings, some complemen-
tary, some very ironic.

As one might expect from
an author who enjoys the play
of words, there is also some
humour here. None of it is
broad, none of it mocking.
‘The description of the act that
is central to “Taking the Disci-
pline,” in addition to being
very funny, is gentle, ironic,
and compassionate. Or con-
sider this finely observed
thought, which occurs to
Claire, very late in the stories,
when she is sharing dinner in
a restaurant called “The Bird

of Paradise” near Fort Laud-
erdale: “He was peeling an av-
ocado. She memorized his
moves. Her future might in-
clude an avocado.”

These are, for the most
part, very well crafted stories.
They are not experimental or,
indeed, adventurous in their
form or technique. Unfortu-
nately, the first two stories,
told in the first person, are
the weakest in the collection.
Don't let that put you off: the
stories grow in strength as
the book reaches its climax.
Some of the earlier stories are
too predictable, too pat, with
too little sense of real life ob-
served. There is an occasional
sameness in these stories too,
and every once in a while the
reader may tire of hearing of
the effects of Vatican II.

Or it may be simply that
Copeland is doing all she can
to make the historical context
real and comprehensible to
her readers, Catholic and non-
Catholic alike. Of whom, by
the way, she deserves many.
These are in no sense
parochial stories. They should
be of interest to any reader
who likes to read well-dravm,
perceplive stories that deal
sensitively with the journey of
the human spirit. O

Divided
we fell
By Desmond Morton

AT PERHAPS too early an age
Rick Salutin pave up on elec-
toral politics. Tivice, in school
elections, he backed high-
principled chums against the
merely popular. He wrote
their speeches, guided their
strategy and when, inevitably,
they were beaten, he didn’t get
even; he just got mad. Politics
was not for him. However, for
reasons never wholly ex-
plained but familiar to any
writer struggling over the next
book, Salutin decided to see
whether democracy looked
any better in middle age by
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watching Canadians pass
judgement on the Mulroney
government.

Not, of course, that Rick
Salutin is unpolitical. He is,
after all, a devotee of the red-
headed rebel, William Lyon
Mackenzie; a conspicuous
left-nationalist; a dedicated
promoter of the tiny, intensely
nationalist Confederation of
Canadian Unions; and play-
wright of impeccably progres-
sive principles. By eschewing
politics, Salutin merely spared
himself the weary struggles,
the compromises, and the
team-style allegiances fostered
by parties, elections, legisla-
tures, and the other institu-
tional forms that we tradition-
ally identified as the
substance of “democracy.” By
1987, when the idea for the
book was taking shape and ad-
vances doubtless were negoti-
ated, free trade negotiations
seemed to be foundering,
Mulroney's Tories were dredg-
ing new depths in the polls,
Ed Broadbent and the NDP
were atop a mushreom of pop-
ularity, and the Liberals were
drowning their own opportuni-
ties for victory in a puddle of
John Turner’s blood. It all
looked like fun, with just the
remotest prospect of watching
social democrats take power,

That, of course, was not
what happened at all. Having
lost or abandoned every ad-
vantage Canada had ever
sought from a free trade deal
with the United States, Brian
Mulroney imposed it anyway.
Suddenly the issue was no
longer “Lyin' Brian,” the
sleaze factor, deregulation, pri-
vatization, and the deficit; it
was the age-old issue of Re-
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ciprocity with, this time, al-
most every part of the bust-
ness community massively
arrayed on the continentalist
gide, and the unions, femi-
nists, Rick Salutin, the left,
and, unexpectedly, John Napi-

er Turner on the other side —!

together, of course, with all
other loyal Canadians.

Instead of covering the 1988
Canadian general election as
just another round of political
ramesmanship, Salutin found
himself involved in a crusade
to save all that had come to
matter to him in the previous
20 years. He himself was a sig-
nificant player. Salutin was al-
ready a prominent figure in
the Toronto anti-free-trade
coalition. He and the Montre-
al cartoonist Terry Mosher
collaborated on What’s The Big
Deal, probably the best lump
of propaganda produced by ei-
ther side.

Far from trying to under-
stand what Mulroney, Turner,
Broadbent, and their backers
were trying to do in 1988,
Nziting for Desiocracy focuses
narrowly on one issue: how
any leader or party faced the
only issue that matters to
Salutin. That guarantees that
Ed Broadbent becomes the
book's sole unrelieved villain,
Mulroney. after all, was only
doing what his business back-
ers paid him to do; Turner of
the maniacal grin and the
questionable past emerges as
Salutin’s hero, alone carrying
the strugpgle, even against
many in his own party and, by
a fluke in the great debate,
outflanking the journalists
who seemed bent on keeping
free trade off the political
azenda.

Once the Liberal leader had
adopted Salutin's issue, the
NDP was worse than irrele-
vant. Broadbent’s struggle to
leep votes “parked” with the
NDP from floating back to the
Liberals was a mortal affront.
Salutin, of course, was not
alone. “One lifelong loyal NDP
apparatchik pulled me aside
and said, ‘Write the toughest,
most vicious book you can.
And don't tell anyone I said
that' ” Salutin has applied the
advice. The affable, likeable
Broadbent is portrayed as a
“Macbeth,” willing to kill a

country for his ambition. His
army of aides, advisers, and
RCMP bodyguards becomes
the escort for a political thug.
Each union event bypassed by
the campaign becomes a con-
scious snub to the NDP's
humble backers. Salutin can-
not bother to stay for the
speech.

Defeat is an orphan. Broad-
bent must take his lumps.
Thanks in large measure to
John Turner, free trade be-
came the issue of 1988 and the
NDP's strategy could not ad-
just. Of course, Salutin’s side
was also beaten, and with far
more disastrous conse-
quences. By polarizing the de-
bate, Turner may have saved
his political reputation, but
more than masses of business
propaganda drove Canadian
voters to the free trade side.
And why not, when the Liber-
al option was more of whatev-
er it was that had failed in the
Trudeau years? Only the NDP
had any positive proposals for
a non-free-trade Canada and
these, Salutin insists, were ir-
relevant. Broadbent’s bid to
win Quebec seats — even
more irrelevant to Salutin,
who spent only a few resentful
days in French Canada during
the campaign — failed in part
because of the free trade po-
larization.

‘When a single issue turns a
general election into a referen-
dum, scores of other con-
cerns, from PCBs to child
care, will be ignored. More-
over, such is political experi-
ence, the issue of apparently
transcendent importance soon
fades, Jeaving politicians in of-
fice free to act on a host of
policies scarcely mentioned
and never debated during the
campaign — such as Michael
Wilson's self-proclaimed elec-
toral mandate to slash public
spending and implement his
goods and services tax.

However, single-issue cru-
sading is in fashion, and
Salutin’s book is an uncon-
scious revelation of the style.

This is how our age prefers to
play politics, whether the
issue is abortion, feminism,
the ecology, animal rights, or,
in Salutin’s case, economic na-

tionalism. Single-issue politics -

saves its practitioners from
most of the grubby compro-
mises and moral crises en-
tailed in parties and parlia-
ments, though even Salutin
felt a twinge of the experience
when feminists in the anti-
free-trade movcment com-
pelled him to drop an Aislin
cartoon that contrasted Mac-
donald and Diefenbaker de-
fending Mrs. Canadd’s virtue
while a pimpish Mulroney told
her to get out and hustle.
Feminists criticism “reeked of
censorship, self-righteous left-
ism and ao urge to self-de-
struct.” Salutin almost quit the
cause. He soldiered on, know-
ing his time would be brief
and “the government” would
handle the details when he
and the voters found other in-
terests. Politicians and party
members may wonder why
they bother with the chores.
Fewer and fewer of them do. O

1 HAVE NEVER found a
method of reviewing antholo-
gies that satisfies me. An at-
tempt to say something about
every contribution results not
in a review but in an annotat-
ed table of contents; yet when
I don't mention everything 1
feel badly, picturing the un-
mentioned authors eagerly
scanning the review only to
find themselves ignored. At
least when it's an anthology of
short stories there is some
basis for comparison: this
story is well told, that one
isn't. But non-fiction is anoth-
er matter: how on earth can
you compare George Grant’s
reflections on the theology of
Simone Weil from the Idier
with Michael Webster’s direc-

TeSr
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tions from Hgrrowsmith for

making a sundial?
What's an essay? Fetherling

tries a definition:

.+ « » mostly what distinguish-
es it from the article is the
gkill of the writer . . . in
sneaking something of high-
er than average quality into
the publication for which he
or she is working: something
whose diction isn’t totally
corrupted by journalese,
whose level isn't so limited
by the need to inform as ac-
tually to preclude the possi-
bility of thought.

This seems fo say that an
essay is simply a good article,
or at least a better-than-aver-
age one. I'm not sure that's
right; to me an essay, good or
bad, is intended to provoke
reflection and (usually) to en-
tertain, though it may also in-
form, while an article, good or
bad, is intended primarily to
inform, though it may also do
the other two things. For ex-
ample, Ann Charney's ac-
count from Scturday Night of
the life and death of Claude
Jutra, “What's the Matter with
Claude?”, is much more than
a better-than-average article;
in fact, it’s a superb one. But |
don’t think it's an essay. Cn
the other hand, I'm very glad
to have it in a book, where I'll
know where to find it, and not
have to leaf through my disor-
dered file of back issues of
Saiurday Night.

As for the quality of the dic-
tion, what do you think of
this, in Kay Armatage’s “Fash-
fons in Feminist Film Theo-
ry,” from Descant?

As opposed to the fetishized
phallic woman (Johnston's
Mae West), we find the
woman released from specta-
cle and the concomitant cine-
matic codes which genderize
both the feminine character
and the processes of specta-
tor identification. While I
would agree with Kuhn that
the body itself as site of sexu-
al difference is returned as
the inevitable *always al-
ready,” there is also an open-
ing out of both the social
order represented in the nar
rative and of the structure,
trajectory and viewpoint of
the narrative, a “space of self-
referentiality” (Kuhn, 54)
which is put into play
through this radical marking
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(o unmarking) of the femi-
nine body.

Yei this piece, I think, does
vuahi{y g om essay; and when
thi woriior breaks free from
I peerenipusly impenetra-
bl prose she becomes quite
amusing:, as in her account of
hov she Jost her red silk
shaw] at a weekend meeting
in Franre called “Psych et

"l aa essentially frivo-
Lo aersen, I like best the es-
+vs that make me laugh.
There's Robert Fulford's re-
jection, in the Financial
Tiies, of the word processor
in Fawvour of his mid-1950s Un-
denvood. (Of course, I'm fyp-
ing this on my 1940 Royal.)
And Ellictt Holpern’s “Hamil-
it As Tt should Be™ from the
Jidfes, and hargaret Atwood’s
jorevust of life under Bill C-54,
“The Porn Patrol,” from the
hedie aaed Meail (though both
of 1hese renible on the verge
af heing short stories). And
eorge J nnas's “Why I Love
fhera, & Find It Irresistibly
Funny,” from the Idier.

“The Future of Qur Past”
Iy Rick Salutin, first pub-
lish:d in this magazine (not,
us voir might have expected,
This Magazine), qualifies as
un o ssuy in every way, by my
di.finition sud by Fetherling’s.
That I disagree with almost
cverything Salutin says in it is
lorgely irrelevant, but I do
vanl 1o seize this opportunity
to qnestion one of his asser-
tiohs: that every nation must
have “a national project. .
Withou! a project a nation

mizht exist, but . . . it
'..ruuldnt exist historically.”

Vel, the nation that had the
rimast nutghble national project
in this century was the Third
Feich, and it certainly existed
historically, but fortunately
not for long. What should
Canada’s project be? “To find
i project.” he says. Hmm.
Ruids 1o Resources? Neo
Truvk MHor Trade with the
Yonlees?

1 have mentioned only nine
vut of 27 pieces. Of the rest,
some are good, some are in-
different: only one is really
bod: “If Rennedy Had Lived,”
by Ray Argyle, from Fideo

o+ which tr ate this his-
10 Tiu2mber 1933
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torical might-have-been with a
perfectly astounding lack of
imagination.

The cover design consists
of inept typography imposed
on an absurd photograph
which I thought at first totally
irrelevant, but which I now
think may refer to the Arma-
tage essay. Don't despair,
though. The cover on my
copy started to come off the
second time I opened it.

By the way, were there no
essays written in French in
this country last year? O

Cinemascope
By Phil Hall

istledown, 78 pages, $9.95 paper
(ISEN 0 920633 65 X) -
IN THIS, Andrew Wreggitt's
fourth book, his poems have
become meore sure in their
manufacture, less sure of
their conclusions, less anec-
dotal, and less processional in
their narration.

The middle section com-
prises poems from a trip to
Japan; the other two sections
contain the familiar prairie
and coastal scapes, old folks,
dogs, labourers, and fires.
The best poems here deal
with two aspects of a story:
the actual events and the ele-
ment of dream that memory
brings to those events. The
actual and the dream memo-
ries are scrutinized in the
light each casts upon the
other. In such poems as “Alas-
ka Highway, 1965, “Letter,”
and “Dream,” by using an ac-
tive present tense as well as
repetition, Wreggitt achieves
incantation:

The call, coming as it did, in
the middle

of the niglt,

a sudden voice outside our
tent,

a qumfs voice that seemed Io

rise
sharply out of this dream we
were sharing

Particularly interesting are
two sustained narratives that
show the poet widening his
focus to Cinemascope. “In De-
fense of the Burning of Some

Letters” is built from the voic-
es of a Russian couple speak-
ing across time. They tell of
religious persecution under
the Bolsheviks, their journey
to a sod hut half-buried in the

prairies, all the sad, gruesome .

letters that reached them
from the cld country, and of
the woman’s mad survival 30
years after the death of her
husband. The letters have
been burnt by the old man,
who says:

Listen. The sorrow you would
take from these letfers
is not yours

What you want to know as
history,

was o us the world groaning
and dying,

was to us the terrible end of
all we had known

In the last section there are
three poems about three
brothers, Tom, Curt, and
George. Together they tell a
history of war and disiliusion-
ment that ends with the three
men, all of them over 80, visit-
ing each other in a hospital
ward.

Imagery is pretty much be-
side the point in good story
poems like these. Maybe
that's why when Wreggitt
uses a simile if is usually com-
mon and falls flat: “the sun
wailing to ascend/like an
angel” or “The traffic grinds/

- like a slow metallic animal.”

And his metaphors use that
old trick of describing things
in a poem as if they were each
other. For example, the poem
“Cars,” which is about the
poet’s last memory of his fa-
ther, ends by having memory
become the car they are driv-
ing in:

A
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The imperfect machine of
memory
we bring home o our own
. Jomilies,
the tmces of love we search

apﬂuﬂg and closing ils gentle
doors

Still, considering the gritty,
compassionate breadth of

these new poems, this is a*

minor complaint. This is a
-very thoughtful, remorse-
tinged, kind, and coherent
book with useful things to say
to us about this “crowded, al-
tered landscape/of the liv-

ing."O0

B movie
By Bruce Serafin

ONE HUNDRED

WHAT IMMEDIATELY stands
out in One Hundred Monkeys:
The Triumph of Popular Wis-
dom in Canadian Politics, one
of the first book-length ac-
counts of the 1988 federal
election, is Robert Mason
Lee’s style, which is exagger-
ated, bold, at times almost
cartoonish — touched by a
sort of punk gaiety. [tis a
young man’s style, so much
so that maybe only those who
have a taste for comic books
and B movies will fully appre-
ciate its finer moments. Here,
for instance, is how Lee de-
scribes the John Turner who
appeared on our TV sels last
fall, a Turner so wretchedly
intense that Liberals across
the land groaned and covered
their eyes:
Turner . . . presented a “hot”
image that was wrong for
television. Words danced o
of him like spit out of a sl'?:l-
let; his gestures were the in-
coherent flailing of a wrung
chicken; his eyes were burn-
ing coal tips on the rail line
from hell . . . . Most viewers
. - had watched enough tele-
vision to recognize Twrner as
a potential Mutant Ninja Tur-
tle from Quter Space; at any
moment his tight layer of ar-
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tifteial skin could melt away,
revealing two red lava pits in
a screaming face of slime.

Equally accurate, in the
same bold way, is Lee's evoca-
tion of Mulroney:

If Broadbent's image attract-
ed. and Turner's repelled,
Mulroney's created a mag-
petic field of indifference be-
tween himself and the view-
er. His face, on television,
was a blank sheet. Nothing
was written on it, and the
concern of Canadians was
{,hat virtually anything could
e.

Lee dismisses the NDP
(“Like the party of under-
achievers he led, [Broadbent]
did not want to spoil his popu-
larity with success™; he calls
Brozdbent a “crabby and mis-
erable” campaigner; he again
and again describes Mul-
roney's unctuous, oily be-
haviour (but also points out
his resilience, his pouncing
desire to win); and above all
he calls a lie a lie, and takes a
young man's delight in show-
ing that in the course of the
campaign nearly all the big
players lied, on large issues
as well as small. In his style
and attitude, Lee criss-crosses
the field of the election like a
nirht raider, plundering and
pillaging, and occasionally let-
ting out whoops and hollers of
delight.

The beok is a narrative — it
covers the election virtually
week by week — but it is also
an investigative work, What
Lee investigates is the means
by which a modern political
party fights and wins an elec-
tion, and his discoveries are
fascinating. He shows us in
great detail not only the im-
portance of technology in a
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modern political campaign,
but also the almost over-
whelming power of pure infor-
mation (and by that is meant
information that is not
coloured by the canipaigner's
ideas dnd desires). Such infor-
mation —— obtained, above ali,
by polisters — is the engine
of 2 modern campaign, and
any party that is unable to get
it and properly use it is almost
certain te lose. On the one
hand, there is the informa-
tion: on the other hand, there
is the immense and feracious-
ly disciplined organization
that can implement what this
information tells the party.
The image, surprisingly
enough, is of a profound re-
ciprocity between the party
and electorate, a reciprocity in
which the electorate speaks,
the party's organization ad-
justs itself accordingly, the
electorate speaks again, and
S0 0. .

Of course there are those
who attempt to "defy” the or-
ganization — which really
means to defy the information
the organization has gathered
— and Lee outlines their fate
in & stinging portrait of Mau-
reen McTeer's “one-woman”
campaign in Ontario. He is
truly venomous here, and
with reason. The only humili-
ty in modern politics is the
humility of listening with an
almost obsessive attention to
what the electorate is saying;
McTeer lacked that humility,
and one feels that Lee's treat-
ment of her is meant as a sort
of angry lesson in the need to
take the electorate seriously.

A really likable thing about
One Hundred Monkeys is its al-
most naive patriotism. Lee
has a strong feeling for the or-
dinary Canadian. He sees us,
if you like, sitting across from
each other on our morning
coffee break at work, reading
the paper, spitting with laugh-
ter, making up obscenities
about The Smile Of The Day
— and at the same time tak-
ing it all in. In Lee’s eyes we
are a free people, who know
who the master is and who
the servant. While this might
not be as true as Lee thinks it
is, it is refreshing to read a
writer whose every bold sen-
tence sounds as if it were. [1

Leaves im

the wind
.By Anne Denoon

OM THE BELLY OF

FLYING WHALE

Byma Barclay

wglas & Melniyre, 149 pages, $12.95

r (ISBN 0 88894 6392)

THE STORIES in this collection
are not easy to read. Their pre-
dominant themes are alien-
ation, viclence, despair, and
death. Their narratives are
often enigmatic, their resolu-
tions ambiguous, and their
meanings elusive. But the re-
strained power of Byrna Bar-
clay’s writing and the subtlety
of her imagination make them
as compelling as they are dis-
quieting.

Some of the pieces, includ-
ing the title story, describe the
deracination and despair of na-
tive, and other, Canadians face
to face with the encroachment
of late-20th-century technology
and anomie. In the wake of re-
cent politico/literary contro-
versies concerning so-called
structural racism, one tends to
approach such material with
caution. However, there is no
condescension or sentimentali-
ty in Barclay’s treatment of
these, or any, characters; ho
noble savages or pathetic vic-
tims, though her protagonists’
destinies are usually tragic.
Mary Celeste, Dogrib matri-
arch and passenger in the fly-
ing whale, uses her anthropo-
morphic understanding of the
world to try to make some
sense of the insane incon-
gruities of modern life in the
north; Danny, a cynical
foundling who has lost all
trace of his native heritage,
reenacts a macabre version of
a Cree tradition in “Danny and
Edwin and the Giveaway
Dance™; in “Staying with the
Dream” a lone squatter of in-
determinate origins named
Johnoy Tangleflags stubbornly
pursues an inchoate longing
for meaning and identity that
must end in a watery grave,

Several other stories deal
with what might be czlled, for
want of a better phrase, the
complexities of family life.
“Speak Under Covers,” a psy-
chological murder {?) mystery

about, perhaps, twin sisters
and the ghost of their long-
dead lover, is the first story in
the collection, and possibly its
most perplexing. Yet in Bar-
clay’s sure hands, the cryptic
nature of this tale becomes its
strength, transforming materi-
al that might merely have
been “gothic” into a disturbing
depiction of guilt, love, resent-
ment, and madness. In “Mak-
ing It Up” a girl recalls the
abuse of her little brother by a
deranged baby sitter, and
proves once again that suspi-
cion and suggestion can be as
chilling as precise details,

The author’s penchant for
ambiguity also means that
even her more conventionally
structured stories are often un-
resolved. “A Plane to Montser-
rat” reveals the agony of a
mother forced to choose be-
tween a longed-for vacation,
which will allow her marriage
to continue, and her brain-
damaged child’s unrelenting
need for her, which may end
it. Though she makes a deci-
sion, it is not absolutely clear
which one, so that her dilem-
ma lingers unforgettably in the
reader’s mind. “The Woman
Who Talks to Canada Geese”
evokes both the terror and the
banality of familial violence; it,
too, ends enigmatically, but its
conclusion only enhances its
claustrophobic atmosphere.

Barclay's language and im--
agery always subtly reflect the
personality and experience of
her protagonist. In the last-
mentioned story, for example,
the woman who is emotionally
imprisoned between her hus-
band and her son watches au-
turnn leaves “press their small
crinkled faces against the tree
farm’s wire fence.” If the sto-
ries’ subjects are usually som-
bre, however, their characters
frequently are not; the author
seems to feel a special affinity
with tough-talking, defiant lon-
ers. In the tragicomic “Air-
craftsman-2,” Wylie, a crotch-
ety sourpuss confined to a
nursing home (or is it an asy-
lum?) has his daily — and
nightly — routine pulverized
by the arrival of the lunatic
tempéress Amelia. Although
the story is told in the third
person, the narrator’s ironic
sensibility is clearly close to
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Wylie's own

Amelia never t:alled this place
a Home, she wanled to pay
“wranlr har wieak — Tunf it i< alsn
aides; and that nicht she blew
inta the buzzer and called
room service for a bottle of

Blue Nun, a carton of
.n-.-._, *..,..."u-‘.l--— [ R

When Elsie, the love-hungry
proprictor of “Anything Elsie’s
TmcL blop." falls hard for the

PRI K. | SRS ) SO TP, R
JUUBE Prosiig du wie Wb o
one of her customers, we leam
that “she went home and start-
ed writing limericks, using
viords like truth, beauty and
justice, but she had trouble
with the rhyming.”

All 15 slories in the collec-
tion are interesting, but if
there is a weak link, to me it’s
“A Red Roadster and Stein-
beck in the Rumble Seat,”
which tells of a derelict
woman's fantasy about that
writer. Perhaps it would be
more appealing, its ending less
mystifying, 10 someone more
famniliar with his work than 1.
The final story also concerns a
historical figure, but “The
Woman Picasso Could Not
Paint" is a more complex un-
dertaking, an imaginative ex-
trapulation from the artist’s
work that explores the process
of objectification. in art and
life. through the bitter recol-
lectinns of an elderly former
Lallerina. This is an impressive
and troubling effort, but per-
haps less immediately convine-
ing than some other, seeming-
Iy simpler, stories in the
Eroup.

It's a truism that a positive
review is generally much more
difficult to write than a nega-
tive one. Certainly the attempt
to describe or explain Byrna
Barclay's work, beyond simply
praising it, does seem to be a
pretty futile exercise, because
her stories speak so idiosyn-
cratically and eloquently for
themselves, O

. lnr.H._P_ Paver..

This prﬁson
wheyre

AN "INNOCENT
BYSTANDER

Macmilian, 234 pages, 519,95 ot '
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FOR SOME authors and some
books the question of authen-

ticity arises. D. M. Thomas
comes to mind, with his nov-
els that play with history as if
the past had been invented for
literary game-playing. H. R.
Percy's new novel, An Inno-
cent Bystander, also raises the
question of authenticity, per-
haps intentionally, perhaps
not.

“There is no such thing as

an ianocent bystander,” wrote -

Johann Most, the 19th-centu-
ry terrorist, and Percy takes
his words as epigraph to his
novel. For most of us it is a
shocking statement, not so
much for its political implica-
tion as for its casual threat of
violence. Percy sets us up for
a novel about justice, inequali-
ty, radical politics, and blood-
shed.

And he gives us that novel
— or does he? The book is
written in the form of a prison
memoir. The narrator is Gas-
par Sanchez, an academic and
novelist, who shares his cell
with the f{ilthy, flatu-
lent, much-tortured Paulo
Martinez, otherwise known as
El Azote. Gaspar had the mis-
fortune of becoming friends
with Paulo when the two were
students at Cambridge and
Paulo was still the favoured
son of a wealthy landowning
family. It is Paulo’s conver-
sion to terrorism that has
brought both of them to this
cell.

The question of authentici-
ty arises in at Jeast two ways.
‘The most obvious is the nov-
elistic style of Gaspar’s mem-
oirs. Think of any genuine
prison writings: the difficult
living conditions, the hunger,
pain, confusion, and fear
shape both the form and the
content. But H. R. Percy’'s
Gaspar writes in such a
leisurely manner, with such
studied eloquence, that one

might think he was writing
not in a cell but under a palm
tree with a cool drink in hand.

nt ﬂu- aame 'hmp tak- __pursues.anjachoate longine

phisticated use of time shifts
to reveal an increasingly com- .
plex story. He luxuriates in
description. such as this par-

works in the street:

If he once latches onto your
fant vnn ara Inel Snared van
UL U W B ot ey
look down upon his snooker
ball scalp with its garland of
curly grey hair. He looks up
at you with big, brimming
eyes [rom where he squats
on the sidewalk. It is a won-
der he can see with such
eyes to carry on his intricate
trade. They swim in their
gummy sockets, drowning,
erying for help. They look up
at you with harrowing en-
treaty as his hands explore
and flatter your foot. His
whole being becomes cen-
tred in this reverent ap-
praisal. You feel like making
him a gift of it, his hands are
so covetous.

Perhaps we are meant to
admire Gaspar's obsession
with language, or even to see
it as decadence. Still, it’s hard
to believe that a man who
does not know if he will be
taken in for torture tomorrow
or the day after, or even that
afternoon, would be willing to
take so long to get to the end
of his tale.

The other question of au-
thenticity concerns politics;
An Innocent Bystander does
not engage in political ideas at
all. The descriptions of
Paulo’s anarchist beliefs are
inadequate, the occasional
glimpses of poverty overly
picturesque, and the history
of the regime’s current dicta-
torship merely facilitates the
plot. Gaspar in his memoir
seems to wish to remain an in-
nocent bystander rather than
a witness. Gaspar himself is
far more interested in the love
gtories, of the woman who be-
came Paulo's father's prosti-
tute, of the English girl
Martha who Gaspar loves and
who Paulo seduces, of Maar
and Nina and Eliza.

Is this avoidance of the pofi-
tics that surrounds the char-
acters intended as an indirect
but grand irony, like the elo-

Ty R i o i s R

quent style that becomes in- .
creasingly dull and verbose?
Perhaps so, or perhaps this is

. 1Y sourouss’ conlned 1o a
for an explanation of the years
of effort that obviously went
into this novel. [1

s alin Alihnwant.

Mmd]mg the
bhiosphere

B AdnanFo

THE PHILOSOPHER Arne
Naess has suggested that en-
vironmentalists should try to
be like Socrates. They should
be “pests, but respected .
pests.” Few scientists and few
environmentalists have been
able to achieve the status of
respected pest; David Suzuki
is an exception. Other scien-
tists-turned-environmental-
ists, such as Paul Ehrlich,
exist. But it is Suzuki, the sci-
entist-environmentalist-writer
and television-and-radio per-
sonality, who best uses both
his scientific background and
media skills to pester,
ridicule, and educate the sci-
entific, industrial, and political
establishment.

Suzuki’s work has evolved
into a personal battle against
the complacency, stupidity,
and ignorance that are de-
stroying the ecological future.
With this series of essays
written for the lay public on
the interactions between sci-
ence, the environment, educa-
tion, racism, militarism, and
politics, Suzuki continues his
struggle to change the direc-
tion of society. Inventing the
Fulure is a work of urgency,
anger, concern, and hope.

The book, based on news-
paper columns that Suzuki
wrote for the Toronto Star and
the Globe and Mail, contains
esgsays on topics with environ-
mentally and culturally impor-
tant implications. Suzuki
treats such themes as “The
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Rape of the Amazon,” “Ethnic

NWeapons,” “The Prostitution
of Academia,” “Industrial
Doublespeak,” and “The
Power of Diversity” and has
organized this variety into 10
sections, each of which has a
brief introduction.

This book is not a dry re-
view of the issues. The arti-
cles are not packed with facts
und figures, authorities are
not quoted, alternative view-
points are not discussed.
Many a straw man gets [lat-
tened. Instead of journalistic
pseudo-objectivity this book
affors something far more
valvable and readable: a clear
and honest exposition of the
opinions of an informed and
intelligent person. Readers
Jearn what Suzuki is worried
ubout, what he admires and
despises, and what he thinks
needs changing. As such it is
inportant, necessary reading.

Some essays discuss events
in the news — the growing
veonomic clout of the
Japanese, for instance. Others
hegin with personal anec-
detes from Suzuki's travels or
childhood experiences. He
uses them all as springboards,
discussing their implications
fir snciety and the future. His
vhservations on his daugh-
ter's learning to love salaman-
ders are woven into a discus-
siont of sexism and science.
AMany of the essays are about
the limits and subjectivity of
science. In the days before he
vorked as a commentator on
seience Suzuki was himself a
guniz-ho and prominent ge-

neticist. Out of that experi- .

ence came his current skepti-
cism and realism about the
limits, frailties, and foibles of
scientism and technocracy.
He is able to look at science
froma inside and out. Suzuki is
critical of the way science is
vonducted, funded, and
taucht. But he is adamant that
we all need more understand-
inre uf science in our lives.
Much of the book is about
altematives to our present be-
haviour and solutions to envi-
ronmental problems. But
dun't expect a list of prescrip-
tivns and solutions to be
spelled out. Many of the es-
savs simply raise issues and
don't a2ttempt to solve them. Is
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Tooking for an AIDS cure
worth torturing and destroy-
ing chimpanzees? When is it
better to die than to live on,
dependent on medical tech-
nology? Suzuki doesn’t an-
swer these questions but
chooses the role of agent
provocatenr instead. When he
does make suggestions they
are often sweeping. For exam-

ple, he argues that we should.

create a “Supreme Office of
the Biosphere” to control
human activities; but this, he
admits, is just hyperbole,
meant to provoke thought.
This book is a primer for the
issues, a searching for possi-
hilities.

Suzuki argues convincingly
that radical change in the edu-
cational system is our best
hope, and Inventing the Fu-
ture could itself be a useful
discussion text for parents
and teachers who want to
have a dialogue with their
children and students, or even
with their peers, about the Im-
portant issues of our time.
Take it either one essay at a
time or in the 10 thematic
groupings orgamzed by
Suzuki.

Itis no exaggeratmn to say
that anyone who is not famil-
iar with these issues is funda-
mentally ignorant. If you
missed the newspaper
columus, read the book. O

Behind

the curtain

By Norman Sigurdson
[THE VOICE OF THE
RANE

David Gurr
Coach Housc Press, 272 poges, $18.95
r (ISEN 085910341 0)

DAVID GURR is a former offi-
cer in the Canadian Navy who
has written six successful es-
pionage novels (including
Troika, A Woman Named Scyl-
la, and The Ring Master),
which critics haye compared
with the works of Eric Am-
bler. His new novel is just
about as far removed from
those commercial thrillers as
is possible. The Voice of the
Crane is a consciously “liter-
ary” novel, a postmodernist
form-bending look at 20th-

century Japanese history that
uses the traditional Japanese
puppet theatre, bunrake, as its
model.

It is, perhaps, a bit pre-
sumptuous of a reviewer to
try to analyse the personal
and private motivations be-
hind an author's decision to
write a certain book. Stll, in
this case it is pretty hard not
to speculate that after a string
of successful paperback spy
novels Gurr felt the urge to
tear away the mask and reveal
himself to the world as a seri-
ous novelist on the cutting
edge of posimodernism, a
writer of “fictions” . in
short, an artist.

Bunraku is a puppet play in
which there are two narrators
and a Spirit Chorus; the men
manipulating the puppets with
sticks become all but invisi-
ble, dressed completely in
black against a black back-
ground. Gurr sets his novel
more or less along these
lines, giving us three “voices”
in rotation in a stylized and
distancing dance.

One of the voices belongs
to Ambrose Magellan, a mid-
dle-aged “oiler of wheels.”
Born in Tokyo, Ambrose is
the son of a Portuguese ad-
venturer {said to be a descen-
dant of Ferdinand Magellan,
the first circumnavigator of
the globe) and a Quaker
mother from Boston. Both his
parents were killed in the war
and Ambrose was unofficially
adopted by the former Count
Mochiwara (aristocratic titles
having been abolished by
General MacArthur after the
war).

Ambrose, now a gangly six
foot six, has a Japanese wife
and considers himself
Japanese. He works introduc-
ing American businessmen to
their Japanese counterparts
and smoothing the cultural
way. His voice in the novel is
in the form of his ramblings
to his Japanese-American psy-
chiatrist who has been sent
from California to Japan to
help American IBM workers
there cope with stress.

The second narrator is
Count Mochiwara, now 97
years old. His life story is told
in the second person and it is
intertwined with the biogra-
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phy of his childhood compan-
ion and “ward,” the Crane,
who is none other than Em-
peror Hirohito. Within Mochi-
wara’s narrative we also hear
“the voice of the Crane,” Hiro-
hito in the first person, “from
behind the curtain.”

The Crane’s narrative is the
most problematic. Set out as
poetry, it is clumsy and at
times laughable. The young
Hirohito is made to speak in
this strange verb-heavy pld—
gin:

New Baby Brother being-
hiccuping
Mother being-bending with

worrying
Being-spoiling her beauteons
Jace being-making unhappy
and \

Our wanting-being-hitting

Papa-Kawa with eating-sticks

Not wanting-believing

Bul Papa-Kawe never being-
telling

Things that are not being-s0

Author pretentious-being,
this all is, and reader an-
noyed-being as well. The
Crane’s narrative lightens up
somewhat as thi £o on,
but only slightly, and much of
his narrative is all‘but unread-
able. The sirange syntax
bears no relation to modern
Japanese. It may be meant to
mimic the archaic court di-
alect, but as such serves no
purpose.

The strongest scenes be-
long to Ambrose and his de-
scriptions of his cross-cultural
loyalties. 'Mochiwara s adven-
tures as a young man in pre-
World-War-I Europe are inter-

.esting, but the reader is

always held at arm’s length by
the artificial form.

Gurr has done what good
spy novelists do, plenty of re-
search. His best set-pieces are
adapted from the works of oth-
ers: Leonard Mosely on Hiro-
hito’s childhood, David Berga-
mi's controversial fapaexr’s
Imperial Conspiracy for the
war years, and [an Buruma's
wonderful Japanese Mirror fot
the scenes set in the porno
bars where Ambrose enter-
tains his clients. Gurr would
have done better to do what
serious novelists do, use his
own imagination to invent a
Japan all his own. O
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It’s fllowery

biit is

it art?

In a Canadian Garden overwhelms the eye
with images of greenery and flowers: the effect
is like staring poini-blank at a movie screen

By Al Purdy

THERE MUST be more of
these heavy books of land-
scape photographs published
than any other expensive gift
tomes. I once said, about the
mountains of Banff, Alberta:
they remind me of picture
postcards standing on end
and encircling a few agora-
phobic tourists. Well, the
landscape books seem to sur-
round claustrophobic poten-
tial buyers.

Liuslkoka (Boston Mills
Press, 113 pages, $§35.00
cloth) is a case in point. More
than one would ever want to
know about cottage country, it
has Judy Ross with commen-
tary and John de Visser point-
ing the magic box. De Visser
is probably Canada's best
knovmn and perhaps best pho-
tographer. Here he presents
the stock shots of trees and
water, the small towns (Brace-
bridae, Bala, etc.), where they
probably have an ice or water
carnival every time the next

e e ——————

From Prairie Dreams
train arrives. De Visser is ex-
ceflent, but the Group of
Seven infected me with this
bored malaise about land-
scape.

However, Wild Birds of
Canada {Oxford University
Press, 152 pages, $34.95
cloth) perks me up a bit. The
anthropomorphic bird antics
in Tim Harris's colour pho-
tographs are irresistible. Es-
pecially ducks. & goldeneye
fixes an intruder with hostile
yellow gaze amid her blasé
ducklings. A redheaded drake
floats like a2 massive slow-
moving painted ship. The gyr-
falcon crouches with cold eye
over its kill, feathered pan-
taloons astride the dead
pheasant’s body. And the
common loon — more like a
work of art than a work of art.
The cry of loons on my own
small Roblin Lake I think
much more euphonious than
that of mating Fords and
Chevys. A fine book.

When Art Shares Na-
ture’s Gift (Galerie Amrad,
236 pages, $54.00 paper) is a
little more laborious. If's
about the African calabash,
which may be pumpkin,
squash, or various other hard-
rind vegetables. Esther
Dagan, the author, is more
than a little obsessed by cal-
abashes. Whereas most peo-
ple, I am sure, can take a cal-
abash or leave it.

In Africa there are 750
species of plants that produce
gourds for the calabash; they
are employed as bottles, en-
graved works of art, dance
masks, musical instruments,
verbal symbol and metaphor,
secular, domestic, and cele-
bratory. It takes one’s breath.
If I had a do-it-yourself cal-
abash kit, some new uses for
the calabash would surely
occur even to me. One of the
book’s myriad photos has
nine shapely young African
belles about to perform the
Calabash Dance. If I had
known in time I would have
rushed to Africa and bought a
ticket.

The Dinosaurs of North
America: An Odyssey in
Time (University of Toronto
Press, 240 pages, $45.00
cloth) has a text by Dale Rus-
sell and some juicy dinosaur
paintings by Eleanor Kish.
And, of course, many photos
as-well. Russell outlines all
that is known and theorized
about dinosaurs, which is a
great deal. He also describes
the most popular current the-
ory for their extinction 65 mil-
lion years ago. It seems most
likely that a large meteorite/
comet whomped into the
earth around that date, send-
ing up huge clouds of debris
and causing prolonged dark-
ness. “Physical and chemical
evidence of extraterrestrial
material” has been discovered
in earth’s strata at approxi-
mately that 65-million-year
date that supports the mete-
orite theory.

If ane accepts this comet/
meteorite premise, it brings
into question the other great
extinctions in the earth’s geo-
logical history. About 200 mil-

lion years ago, a previous
mass extinction occurred: an-
other meteorite? And after
this last and final extinction of
the great reptiles,

a plague of ratlike mammals
spread over the land, infest-
ing everything and indiscrim-
inately devouring eggs, in-
sects, fallen fruit, and even
carrion. Majesty, proportion,
and beauty were diminished
in a new world that did not
seem particularly brave. The
warm, moist air was permeat-
ed with loss.

(And eventually, the “ratlike
mammals” became our-
selves.) Bravo, Mr. Russell.

Two more [andscape books.
Prairie Dreams (Western
Producer Prairie Books, 125
pages, $34.95 cloth) features
Courtney Milne’s pho-
tographs and many gquotes
from other writers. Even
though the photographs are
direct and in focus, I feel an
odd obliqueness about them:
as if the photographer were in
search of something else re-
lated to his subjects, perhaps
hovering nearby. Landscapes
themselves — if you see
enough of them — inevitably
blur in your mind, it seems to
me. They are more colourful
than muted reality. )

Anyway, the bald prairie is
fittle in evidence here; the del-
jcate images of photography
crowd into what some Canadi-
ans conceive as very nearly
nothingness. Milne proves it
isn't. And all the postal codes
merge.

Prince Edward Island
{Nimbus, 112 pages, $24.95
cloth) is photographs only. I
look at them and visualize the
photographers themselves. A
tag end of rainbow tacked
onto the sky's edge was nice.
‘The stain of red land merging
into sea water was good. Dou-
ble page spreads, white cloud
and green vegetation, that’s
good too. Tignish Run, scis-
gsor slice of water through
brown coastline, striking.
Many taken from a hovering
hired helicopter, or whatever
it was. “The Island,” as Milton
Acorn called it; as we call the
other Prince Edward “The
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County” — and they're both
like valentines to Confedera-
tion.

Ottawa, LMore Than a
Capital City (Windsor Publi-
cations, 336 pages, $34.95
cloth) takes the somewhat
novel approach of having
sume of the “advertisers” pay
publication costs. I count 58
articles in the book, from hos-

pitals to funeral homes to the '

Campeau Corporation. On
glossy paper with coloured
illos. The text and commen-

tary — apart from advertising

— are by Jane Wilson. Some
20 people are responsible for
modern and historic pho-
tographs, lavish paintings, ev-
ervthing one might care to
knov about our capital city. A
Jetter of preeting is included
from the prime minister,
which typically means little,

Eut it's a handsome and in-
formative book, with 250
colour illustrations. Unlike
most of these coffee-table
tomes, it really is clothbound.
{That’s a rarity in these days
of pressed cardboard book
covers.) Stll, I would have
preferred a hittle less informa-
tion be furnished to help
prospective foreign takeovers
of Canadian industry.

In Photographs That
Changed the World (Mac-
farfane Walter & Ross, 102
Pares, $74.95 cloth), Lorraine
Monk introduces camera
worl; all the way from Joseph
Nicéphore Niépee (1826 —
“the world's first photogra-
pher”) to the earth pho-

tographed from the moon by
the astronaut William Anders
in 1968 and the Challenger
explosion in 1986. The last
five shots in the book are in
colour.

There are indeed some fine
and moving photographs
among the 51 included here.
Terry Fox limping atong the
highway, his face a map of his
feelings, followed by a police
car. Running Vieinamese chil-
dren, burned by U.S. napalm,
mouths open and shrieking in
absolute terror. But the U.S.
Statue of Liberty in full Tech-
nicolor in what purports to be
a Canadian book?!?!

Of the 51 photographs
here, nearly all have U.S. pho-
tographers, even if the copy-
right source in some cases is
not American. And that price
tag for 51 shadows of sub-
slance seems exorbitant to
me. I scraped away with fin-
gernails at the book’s spine. I
think it's a cloth binding, but
the imitators of cloth are get-
ting so expert I'll never know
for sure until the cardboard
simulacrum dissolves into
dust.

In a Canadian Garden
(Viking Studio Books, 176
pages, $45.00 cloth) was edit-
ed by Nicole Eaton and Hilary
Weston; photography is by
Freeman Patterson. It’'s a
compendium of 35 articles by
fairly well known Canadians,
with accompanying colour
photographs of their gardens.
The list includes Arthur Er-
ickson and Barbara Frum; 1

expect most other contribu-
tors are pretty well heeled
too.

The visual sense is here as-
saulted and almost over-
whelmed by masses of flow-
ers and greenery. It seems
indubitable to me that much
of the time we take landscape
for granted, as backdrop for
ourselves; and the human eye
tends to focus on other peo-
ple. But when you abstract
vegetation and the flowery re-
sults of chemical fertilizer and
water into photographs, the
result is almost like staring
point-blank at a movie screen:
it's striking, but is it art (as,
Kipling said, or something
like that)?

A book like this is bound to
be a bit self-serving to the
contributors; but the photog-
raphy is quite marvellous.
Printed in Italy — would that
be part of the reason, or eco-
nomics? And here at Amelias-
burgh, my one nasturfium
now seems forlorn and an-
thropomorphically neurotic.

It's impossible to do justice
to Empire of the Bay
(Viking Studio/Madison
Press Books, 224 pages,
$45.00 cloth) in the space
available. Peter C. Newman
outlines the history of the
Hudson’s Bay Company and
its “true and absolute Lordes
and Proprietors” in one large
velume instead of the original
three. The paintings and pho-
tographs included here are
wonderful. A dog team
emerges from the Arctic onto
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From Emplre of The Bay

the book’s title page. And
there's the same well-known
painting of Henry Hudsen
adrift in pack ice; his eyes are
riveting. A sketch of York
Factory in 1853 is very neatly
alien.

And the H.B.C. heroes of
exploration: Henry Kelsey,
who described his prairie ad-
ventures in bad doggerel
verse; Anthony Henday, ex-
smuggler, explorer of the
west; Samuel Hearne, who
crossed the Barren Ground to
the Arclic sea on foot, accom-
panied by a Chipewyan chief,
Matonabbee, who became his
friend; Alexander Mackenzie,
the first European to cross
North America by land, and
whose name graces our north-
ern river that empties into the
Arctic Ocean.

‘The quality of Peter New-
man’s writing has sometimes
been the subject of snide re-
marks. Don't you believe it!
Newman is an excellent writ-
er, the proof of that obvious in
this book. He sacrifices no ac-
curacy to achieve his colour-
ful prose. There could be no
better guide to the long histo-
1y of the H.B.C. ("Here Be-
fore Christ”), the commercial
venture that became a nation.

In Endangered Species
(Key Porter, 288 pages,
$34.95 cloth) the editor,
Monte Hummel, has 21 con-
servationists writing about the
Canadian wilderness areas
from east to west. The peril to
such areas and their wildlife
is, of course, man himself;
and the same irresponsible
primate has the responstbility
for removing the peril. Some
of the steps, that must be
taken are admirably ouflined
in this book. There are also
some photographs that
demonstrate both land and
wildlife are worth saving.

This is a fairly expensive
book with, presumably, a not-
too-large printing. One won-
ders if its readers will be
those people with most re-

- sponsibility for remedial

steps: of course, all of us are
responsible for conservation,
as we are for pollution. And
those are nice, proper, and ex-
pected words on problems for
which there are no easy
answers. -
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Fred Bruemmer's World of
the Folar Eear (Key Porter,
160 pages, 535.00 cloth) is
both celebration and explica-
tion. Since Bruemmer is a vel-

eran master, his photographs -

seem nearly edible and mag-
nificent at the same time. He
outlines the history of polar
bears {Neanderthal man wor-
shipped them; Vikings hunted
them: Romans kept them for
sport), their everyday life, and
his ovn experiences among
them. “— to Europeans and
Egvptians” — how did they
et in here? — “their pelts
were highly prized as the
most luxurious of furs.” Twen-
ty some yvears ago an H.B.C.
factory on Baffin Island of-
fered to sell me a skin for a
hundred bucks. That seemed
expensive, although even
then they were selling for
much more. I bought seal
skins instead (they were and
are bread and butter for the
Inuit), and had 2 coat made
for wy wife. Bruemmer says a
symbiotic relationship exists
between the great bears and
seals; on the garhage dumps
at Churchill. Manitoba, -there
is also a relationship with
human beings. As for this
book, 1 could hardly recom-
mend it more. I'd buy it even
if I veren't reviewing it.

The 18 stories and articles
in Christmas with Stephen
Leacock (Natural Heritage,
111 pages, unpriced) are
taken from earlier books; a
few are previously unpub-
lished. Leacock addicts, if
such still exist, be advised
that here is a hountiful Christ-
mas dinner, and drinks after-
ward without hangover. On
the back cover blurb John
Colombo says: “We urgently
nced . . . some new Christmas
cheer (and} Stephen Leacock
ig gur man."

Well, maybe. But I'd prefer
to dine with Ebenezer
Scrooge myself. And recall
Ron Everson's story of accom-
panving Stephen Leacock to
meet William Butler Yeats at
the latter’s hotel room in
Moaontreal:

Leacock: (timidly to the
great nian) “1 write too.”

Yeats: “A pity. So few read.”

Well, anyway: Merry
Christmas. [0
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F/LM NOTES

City streets

Little films, like Alanis Obomsawin’s
powerful new documentary, No Address,
- made the Festival of Festivals
Jor our critic this year

By Morris Wolfe

Friday, September 5: At-
tend screening of Usnder the
Glacier, an Icelandic film by
Gudny Halldorsdottir, based
on the novel Christianity at
Glacier by her father, Halldor
Laxness, a Nobel prize-win-
ner. It begins delightfully —
like a.Bill Forsyth film. But
after 40 minufes strange
things start to happen. Two
reels are shown in the wrong
order. That doesn’t help. All
the women in the film, it be-
comes increasingly clear, are
caricatures. The one excep-
tion is Ua, a beautiful ageless
temptress (troll?) with magi-
cal powers, who destroys the
central character in the film
as she has countless other
men. Feminists in the audi-
ence are offended, given that
the film is by a woman from a
country with a women's party
and a woman prime minister.
Later I catch up with Gail
Singer's vibrant documentary
about Paraskeva Clark, Por-
irait of the Artist as an Old
Lady (1982). It’s part of a ret-
rospective of Canadian
women film-makers. Clark,
who was then 81, is asked at

one point in Porirait if she

knew Norman Bethune.
“Knew him,” she replies in
her heavy Russian accent, “1
fokked him." She rails against
the Group of Seven for contin-
uing to paint landscapes in
the 1930s when there were so-
cial issues to address. Kay Ar-
matage’s Arfist on Fire (1987),
about Joyce Wieland, is much
less satisfying. Whenever
Wieland speaks directly to the
camera, the film is terrific.
But the numerous critics and
other artists whose views on
her work are trotted out just

get in the way.

Saturday, September 10:
Beyond Gravily, the story of a
gay love affair, by New
Zealand film-maker Garth
Maxwell is first rate. Unfortu-
nately, the film's length (48
minutes) won't allow for the-
atrical distribution, and its
beautifully done love scenes
will keep it off television. Be-
yond Gravity was paired with
Lover Boy, an Australian film
written and directed by Geok
frey Wright, about a relation-
ship between a 43-year-old
woman and a 16-year-old boy.
The relationship is believable
and moving. A long scene
consisting of a single shot in
which the woman (Gillian
Jones) tells her young lover
{Noah Taylor) that they have
to stop seeing each other is
riveting. But then Wright de-
cides that what we need after
all that intimacy is some good
old macho blood-letting. The
woman's ex-husband and
young lover, therefore, hack
away at each other with a bro-
ken bottle. Atom Egoyan's
Speaking Paris, like Family
Viewing, is a cold film.
Nonetheless, I find it much
more affecting. We are all vic-
tims of technological society,
the film suggests, reduced to
bit parts in an increasingly de-
humanized drama we have no
part in shaping. Somehow we
have to find ways to escape
our growing isolation and
touch each other.

" Sunday, September 10: Lz

Petite Voleuse by Claude
Miller, with a screenplay
begun by Francois Truffaut
shortly before his death, is a
haunting female version of
400 Blows. Janine is 16; the
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trouble she gets into is more
serious than that of Antoine
Doinel. La Petite Voleuse is
marred only by its pat conclu-
sion. Paul Cox's Island, about
three women, one from
Greece (Irene Papas), one
from Australia and one from
Sri Lanka, is set in the Greek
islands. The film reflects on
our growing rooflessness and
quietly celebrates the simple
decency of people wise
enough to stay put in this
beautiful landscape. Termini
Station by Allan King is a kind
of Long Day's Journey Inte
Night set in Kirkland Lake.
The film’s greatest strength is

. a superb performance by

Megan Follows as Micheline,
the angry, foul-mouthed
daughter of Colleen Dewhurst
and Gordon Pinsent. Its great-
est weakness is the script,
particularly the decision to
turn Micheline’s brother and

sister into caricatures, thus

robbing the film of some of its
potential emotional depth.

Monday, September 11:
See two more films in the
Canadian women film-makers
series. Incident at Restigouche
(1984), by the native film-
maker Alanis Obomsawin,
documents a violent dispute
over salmen fishing rights ata
Micmac reserve on the Que-
bec-New Brunswick border
in 1981. The weight of the
government, the police, and
the courts came down on the
native people. One Indian in
the film commented that the
Parti Québécois government,
then in power, was calling for

separation from Canada, but

what it was doing to the Mic-
mac was far worse than what
Canada had done to-Quebec.
Home Feeling: Struggle for a
Community (1984) by Jennifer
Hodge is a film about a much
maligned, largely black, com-
munity in Toronto’s Jane-
Finch area. Hodge, herself a
black, presents the perspec-
tive of the people who live
there. Their views on police
discrimination, for example,
are ironically confirmed by a
black policeman on the Jane-
Finch beat who turns out to
be more racist than any of his
colleagues: young black men
in the area are all presumed

to be guilty until they can )
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prove otherwise. Toronto’s
police cars declare “To Serve
and Protect.” Serve and pro-
tect whom is the question this
taugh film asks. Black Mother
Biach Davghter, a short film
by the black film-makers
Syivia Hamilton and Claire
Pricto. chronicles the strug-
ale in Nova Scotia — largely
by black women — for blacks
tu take pride in their heritage.
The film contains some lovely
niusic by the a capella group
“Far the Moment.”

Teesday, Sepiember 123
Cun't remember when [ last
sav Mireille Dansereau’s La
Ve revée (1972) one of Cana-
da's earliest feminist films. Al-
though its colour is fading, its
charm and energy remain in-
tact. La Vie revée is about two
young vomen who've been
conrditioned by the media to
spend almost all their time
fanlasizing about men who

vrill rescue them from their -

humdruin lives. Eventually
they learn to stop dreaming
and start living, The closing
credits are shot over maga-
zine pictures of the dream life

being torn from their walls.
It's good to see Beryl Fox's
work again. I’d especially
looked forward to her CBC
documentary The Mills of the
Gods: Vietaam (1966), the film
for which she's best known. It
doesn’t stand up all that well.
But we've all seen so much
documentary footage from
Vietnam that it’s not surpris-
ing. However, another CBC
documentary by Fox, Summer
in Mississippi (1964), moved
me to tears. The quiet elo-
quence of Schwerner's wife
and the simple honesty of
Cheney's mother as they
speak of two of the civil rights
workers who were murdered
is quite overwhelming.

Thursday, September 14:
The photographer Paul

Strand is the subject of a fea-

ture-length documentary by
the Canadian film-maker John
Walker. The trouble is that
Strand — Under the Dark
Cloth would be a much better
film at about two-thirds its
present length. Strand was an
intensely private man and
noae of the people Walker in-

terviews — his wives, his
friend Georgia O'Keeffe, etc.
— has all that much that's in-
teresting to say about him.
The Vacani Lot, Bill
MacGillivray's new film (his
last was the excellent Life
Classes), is not well-attended.
Word is out that it's not very
good. And in some ways it
isn't. But it's a courageous
film with unknown actors,
many of them weak, in a good
script that explores some
bleak truths about the family
(it’s dead) and young people
(they have little future). The
film, set in Halifax, is a kind of
Goin’' Down the Road revisit-
ed. But what it suggests is
that it's not even worth trying
to go down the road any
more. There's nothing out
there, )

Friday, September 15: Ala-
nis Obomsawin’s new fiim, No
Address, about homeless na-
tives in Montreal, is the most
powerful new documentary
I've seen at the Festival. Each
of the individual natives the
film lovingly focuses on has a
grim and moving story to tell.

One has had a child taken
from her; another doesn’t
know how to fill out an appli-
cation to ask for help. All have
forgotten who they are and
have none of the skills needed
to susvive in the city. What's
happening to them, Obom-
sawin suggests, is a form of
cultural genocide.

Sunday, September 17: 1
reflect on the Festival. I'm
glad I avoided the big films,
those that are certain to be re-
leased commercially. The
line-ups are worse than ever
and it’s not worth fighting
them. In any case, it's little
films like Beyond Gravily and
No Address that make the Fes-
tival for me. Projection contin-
ues to be a serious prohlem;
one shouldn't have to yell
“focus” at professional projec-
tionists. This year’s Festival
catalogue at 320 pages was
bigger and less helpful than
ever. Too many entries read
as if they were written by P.R.
people rather than flm critics,
and that makes it difficult to
decide what to see. We need
an anti-catalogue. O

or
[]‘—" Canada Canada

tables and text, it is encyclopedicin
scope and easy to use with an
expanded cross-referenced index. (gh,s shipping and handling)
I

Canada Year Book is the ideal

Statstcs  Statistique

CANADA YEAR

Longevity through
excellence

After 120 years, we think we

can say our reputation precedes us.

Reputation is what earned us
best-seller status in 1988.

The 1990 Canada Year Book
continues to be the source of the
latest information on the social,
economic and political life of
Canada. Complete with maps, charts,

BOOIK

Here's what leading Canadians have
to say about the Canada Year Book...

“...Superb and indispensable...”

MEL HURTIG, publisher
“The Canada Year Book is a superb
and indispensable publication for all
Canadians interested in our country.”

« ..Authoritative information...”

DR. MARIANNE SCOTT,

MNational Librarian of Canada

“The Canada Year Book is avaluable
reference lool... It provides authorilative
information for researchers and is a
source for up-lo-date statistics.”

reference book for Available NOVEITIbEI’, 1989
Schools Libraries 850 pages hardcover 7x9
Universities Media For additional information call:
Business  Home Libraries Markating Co-ordinator

ORDERING INFORMATION
Recommended retail price $49.95

BN 0-660-131404

media

(613)951-10960r 951-1114

PROMOTION

* 13,000 copies first prinling

* |n store point-of-sale materials
* Scparale E
* |nformation kits for distribution to the

* Interactive computer quiz games
localed at major airports

lish and French editions

Canada
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FIRST NOVELS

On the farm

I the best of all possible worlds, readers of
Dan Needles'’s first novel will get the jokes
and the message, and the book will

win the Leacock Award
By Dayv James-French

JUDGING by Lloyd Abbey’s ac-
count, whales have lives very
similar to yours and mine; that
is, one day is pretty much the
same as the one before. The
Last Whales (Random
House, 384 pages, §22.95
cloth) tells the story of three
generations of blue whales
and their search for security
amainst the threats of preda-
tors, pollution, and the insani-
ty of human destructiveness.
In size and tone, it suggests an
episode of Wild Kingdom nar-
rated by Joyce Carol Qates:

A steamike fog covered the
ice-floes and the ping-pong
calls the whales passed back
and forth bounced out and
off her like a ball striking the
body of a catatonic man. The
others — the Sperms, Seis,
Fins — had shifted their
ground, so that the blank-
ness of her mind remained
unbroken the few times she
looked outside her eyes.

Abbey doesn't entirely re-
sist anthropomorphizing his
whales and a family of dol-
phins who have escaped cap-
tivity as experimental subjects
for the navy, but his protago-
pists are unnamed, and the
text is sometimes too thick
with “the bull,” *the cow,” “the
calf.” and the resultant sies and
shes for smooth reading. The
pace of the novel picks up
with the advent of nuclear
nicht and the whales adapta-
tion to new conditions for sur-
vival. Abbey is perhaps too op-
timistic here, but his narrative
is 2 compelling one. The size
and rhythm of his prose, how-
ever, may limit the audience
for The Last Whales to those

who are already passionate
about the subject

In Sandy Frances Duncan’s
Pattern Makers (Women'’s
Press, 204 pages, $8.95
paper), Yvonne moves into the
refrigerator, only to awaken
one day to discover that the
outside world has become a
desert — a fact that eludes
her husband, Martin. This
may or may not serve as an
image of self-preservation on
the shifting sands of male-fe-
male relations, but it launches
Yvonne on a quest for inner
peace, aided by two other
women. Jane, whose victimiza-
tion has caused her to turn
into a red-haired turtle (with
only enough room in her shell
for a make-up bag and a small
mirror), says, “Women can get
used to anything.” Mirabelle
has been so generous that
she’s lost her fingers, toes,
arms, and legs; she left home
(using a vacuum cleaner hose
to push herself along on a
skateboard) before losing her
hair.

There’s a lot of hair in the
book. A spider; predictably in-
troduced as “big, hairy,” slow-
ly wins their confidence after
Jane equates its creative func-
tion with mythological god-
dess figures. Thereafter, the
spider is 2 welcome compan-
fon and remains neuter, oddly
so in a work that so clearly
embraces the feminine. Jane
and Yvonne both have hus-
bands named Martin, and two
children each, but these are
introduced as distractions to
the women, portending vio-
lence and disturbance. A
couple of bad men, called

First and Second, are trick-
sters, carnival performers
whose pride in juggling serves
mainly to set up Jane's dismis-
sive, “Balls are boring."

Perhaps, at a time when
feminist and lesbian literature
is entering the mainstream,
and sometimes having its
themes co-opted by the patri-
archy, female separatists will
find the fantasy of Patiern
Makers — 1 never thought I'd
use the word — empowering.

Walt Wingfield was chair-
man of a Bay Street brokerage
house before buying a hun-
dred-acre farin in southern
Ontario’s Persephone Town-
ship. His diarylike letters to
the locil newspaper editor are
collected by Dan Needles in
Letters from Wingfield
Farm (Key Porter Books, 160
pages, $21.95 cloth). It's diffi-
cult to believe the letters were
written by a CEQ, even a fic-
tional one; they’re clearly stat-
ed, devoid of jargon, immedi-
ately comprehensible, and
quite charming. The city slick-
er encountering the canny and
often duplicitous natives has
rarely been so well served.
There's no condescension,
only a deft understanding of
the kind of dealings Donald
Trump would elevate to Art,
crafted into fine tales of the
give-and-take necessary for
survival.

Needles successfully avoids
the obvious traps of sentimen-
tality, and Wingfield has no ro-
mantic illusions of the hazards
of raising sheep:

Dogs run them to death,
wolves sneak in at night and
kill them one at a time. They
get stuck in fences, roll into
k. les and can’t get out, they
eat wild cherty leaves and
keel over. Sometimes they
read an old copy of the Globe
and Meil, get depressed and
just lie down and die.

But he doesn't know what he's
getting himself intc when he
buys 150 oddly dark “French”
geese. -
There's a subtext to the hu-
mour in Letters from Wingfield
Farm, about self-reliance,
community, and the vanishing
sense of responsibility people
feel for the land. In the best of
all possible worlds, Needless
audience will get the laughs

and the message (and the
book will win the Leacock
Avward).

Harry Fleet is intensely self
absorbed as the fortysome-
thingish narrator of Kent
Baker's A Man Wanders
Sometimes (Stoddart, 224
pages, $22.95 cloth). The ap-
pearance of an old woman in a
rocking chair on the beach
outside his rural Nova Scotian
home begins his examination
of the past, which — judging
by the tonelessness of his ex-
position — was less interest-
ing than he thinks, Everything
is mediated through a scrim
of psychobabble and lofty ab-
straction. His partner, Joan,
shares his ability to converse
in the manner of an encounter
group:

“I'm really scared, Harry.”

“I know.” I put my arm
around her shoulder. Her
breasts spread like sponge
against my chest. “You never
beheld yourselt”

“What's to behold?” she
says. “I am what [ am.”

“What's that?”

“Human,” she says with
authority through the tears.
“Human.”

The only concrete detail in
that passage is Joan's breasts
— and so it is with the novel.
Chronology and geography
are murkily defined; there's no
clear sense of character, as
though the story were being
told years after the fact by a
man intent on concealing
some truth. Fleef's attention is
only completely focused when
the subject is breasts. These
are “like melting mountains,”
“jellyfish,” and “twin gourmet
globs, these two delectable,
done-to-a-tee tastees.”

Baker sums up the vague
and inconclusive presentation
of A Man Wanders Somelimes
in his own style: -

Still there is acceptance. Nod-
ding resignation. It is natural
enough in the scheme of
things. Not wholly expected,
of course, but natural
enough. And merely tempo-
rary. Not a reflection on any-
one or anything, just the way
it goes. It isn't the taint that
shows when dreams are
soured, just the way it is, and
how can anyone be blamed
for that?

How, indeed? OO
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RACISKI TN PUBLISHING

T WON'T comment on all |
found offensive in Brian
Fowcett's “Notes from the Inner
Circle™ (August-September). T
vsem't even comment on the
judaement of the editors in pub-
lishing it: especially since the
author is an advisory editor, the
act of puhlication appears to
rondone his ideas.

The statement that I found
mest offensive (and most re-
vepling of the structure of Mr.
Tawcett’s thought) was that
writers from minorities have
trnohle getting into print be-
canse it's 2 market absurdity to
publish hooks when the audi-
encr: is 0 small. I'm shocked at
the implication that “audiences
larpe enovgh” (i.e. WASP?) are
only interested in the world ex-
pres<ed throush their eyes and
imaginotions. relegating all
othr viewpoints to the "mult-
cultnral,”

This kind of attitude covers
vp and renders silent the influ-
ence minority writers can have
within our culture(s), when
they're allowed to be heard. My
own knowledge of and love for
the English language as a living
vehicle o) thought and expres-
sraov whose uses transcend bar-
rivr~ of WASPishness, was nur-
tmred and challenged by a
Caoribbean-Canadian writer,
Cluire Harris, who taught me
mrommar. Her experience is
the refore somewhat seeded in
nrine. Audiences not large
enmigh? It makes me angry, 1
whi have been waiting over a
yunt to read Marlene Nourbese
Thilip's book, She Tries Her
juinite, which won the Casa de
Tow Américas Prize and is still
ne in print in our shared coun-
try, +ven though I'm sure many
rublishers have seen it. ['ve
heard her read from it twice
antd I'm mad as hell that [ have
o savour the memory of those
short readings instead of being
able to buy the book. For that
nratver, [ waited many years for
Claire Harris™s hooks. And oth-

Lotters inay be edited for

Ieapth or to delete polential-

Iy libellnas statements. Ex-

ccpt in extraordinary cir-

cunstaitces, letters of more

thair 503 wards will not be
© grecpted for publication.
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ers I'm still waiting for. Their
work is pgart of — and informs
and challenges — the culture I
participate in, and I need to
read their books.

Perhaps if there were more
members of “minorities”
(human beings who aren’t large
enough to form an audience,
like angels or the heads of pins)
wourking for publishers, on ju-
ries, in granting agencies, per-
haps if publishers were re-
quired to report their hiring
praciices as other companies
using public funding are, I'd
have those books right now.

It's doubly surprising to see a
critic of free trade, who realizes
that the unbridled working of a
dominant economy/culture
(U.S.A) on us would be devas-
tating, latch on to these same
market forces to defend the
lack of access to publication of
people from different cultures,

I think Mr. Faucet should re-
alize that it’s possible the struc-
ture of his own thought and
imagination are imbedded in
the dominant white patriarchal
order. Maybe he should turn off
his tap and Bisten to what those

" from outside the order are say-

ing. Rather than saying the an-
gels aren'’t large enough, why
not ask why the pinhead is still

the measure? '
Erin Mouré

Montreal

THE QUESTION of whether
racism exists in Canadian writ-
ing/publishing seems to me ad-
mirably answered by Brian
Fawcett in his column “Notes
from the Inner Circle.,” The an-
swer is a resounding “Yes!” The
racism emerges in Fawceit’s
tone, his metaphers, and his
reasoning. The tone is one of
pure condescension. While
Lenore Keeshig-Tobias “brovr-
beat[s]” the audience and dis-
piays a “delicious absence of
irony.” Dr. Moiz Vassanji is
“sensible and modest” because,
although he points to the exis-
tence of racism, he admits to
the pressures of the market-
place as well,

Most unfortunate is the

metaphor Fawcett employs to

lend his article continuity: sa-
cred cows, cattle, cattle-call, cat-
tle prod. The sacred cow image,
in this context, is offensive
enough; the cattle prod, better
known recently as an instru-
ment of crowd control in South
Africa than as a device for herd-

ing cattle, is shocking.

Finally, there is a peculiar
logic in the final two para-
graphs. If non-white writers
have no audience (or too small
an audience to turn a profit for
the publisher) because the
Canadian readership is not in-
terested in what they have to
say, why would that same read-
ership be interested in stories
about them written by white
writers? A lot of what sells is a
product of marketing that sug-
gests hoth fhe context and the
importance of the work it pro-
motes. Publishers do have a re-
sponsibility to promote writers;
the cry of the market-place is
merely an excuse.

As for the Women's Press
matter, Fawcett {(and interested
readers) might turn to Marlene
Nourbese Philip’s article in
Fuse magazine (April-May
1989) for a thoughtful and thor
ough discussion. The matters
arising from events at the
Women's Press bring to miad
the immense popularity of John
Howard Griffin's Black Like Me,
the account of racism in the
American South by a white writ-
er who dyed his skin and lived
as a black man for a period of
time. For over 20} years this
book was (and in some places
continues to be) on school cur-
ricula in both the United States
and Canada, while books such
as the black writer Richard
Wright's Black Boy were not.

A telling, perhaps uncon-
scious, maik of racism is diffi-
culty hearing what others have
to say; another is an inability to
“understand” the issues.
Fawcett's column is a telling

piece indeed.
Leslie Sanders
Toronto

Brian Fawcett replies:

LESLEY SANDERS's letter
demonstrates precisely the atti-
tudes I was talking about: in
particular, the demand for self-
censorship.

Erin Mouré, however, has a
point — but I'm guilty of some
bad writing, not as charged. I
didn’t mean to imply (as per-
haps I seemed to) that publish-
ing the work of minorities is
pointless; and my essential ar-
gument is valid. We live in a
market-driven economy and cul-
ture, to which nobody at the
Writers’ Union annual general
meeting was able to offer coher
ent alternatives. I pointed these
facts out, but that doesn't mean
I'm backing the market-place —

I don't, and my record on the
subject is long, loud, and clear.
Mouré&’s accusation that 'm a
“structural” racist because I
don't agree exactly with her
point of view is a trick worthy of
Richard Nixon. It isn't worthy of
a Governor General’s Award
winner and it simply exacer-
bates the problem all Canadian
writers share: how to oppose
the general obliteration of cul-
tural specificity that is taking
place.

Incidentally, Books in Canada
does not operate through an ed-
itorial collective, and my views
don’t — and shouldn’t — neces-
sarily reflect those of the other
editors. The magazine's pur-
pose is to stimulate discourse
concerning books and ideas,
not to present “correct” or uni-
fied cultural values.

LOST IN
THE ATWOODS

IN HIS Field Note on the writers
confereace in Weyburn (June-
Jaly, 1989), Dave Margoshes
mentions Dennis Cooley telling
“a joke popularized by Margaret
Atwood about a brain surgeon
and a poet. . . ." I don't know
when and where this joke origi-
nated, but I do know that Mar-
garet Laurence mentioned it in
the famous speech she delivered
at Trent University in 1983, My
Final Hour. Her version: “I am
fond of the story about the brain
surgeon who, meelting a novelist
at a party, says, ‘Oh, you're 2 nov-
elist, eh? When I retire I plan to
take up novel writing. "How inter-
esting, the novelist replies.
“When I retire, T plan to take up
brain surgery. ”

So could it be that Margaret
Laurence was the one to popular-
ize this joke, and not Marparet
Atwaod? If Cooley did his home-
work well before he and David
Arnason made the last inferview
ever with Margaret Laurence for
Border Crossings in the spring of
1986, he should know.

Matgaret Atwood seems to be
in the limelight a lot and her sur-
vival theory has many adepts in
Holland. I wonder whether this
is so because information-gather-
ing Dutch Jiterati stop in Toronto
and have no idea what is happen- .
ing westward of Ontario, espe-
cially in British Columbia. They
don’t seem to kmow that At-
wood’s theoty is not the almighty
last word on Canadian literature,
nor do they seem to realize that
in a country the size of Canada it
is almost impossible to general-
ize about Canadian literature,

}
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and that in British Columbia
“writers have more often shown
relations between man and na-
ture as harmonious than as hos-
tile” (Allan Pritchard in Canadi-
an Lifcrature no. 94, 1932). This
harmony with nature, stemming
from pioneer days when many
immigrants in B.C. thought they
had landed in Paradise and, de-
spite the usual hardships, inte-
grated happily. produced and
produce a literature far removed
from the negative survival
themes.

I am not a literary scholar, 1

am a translator, at present in-
volved in translating Margaret
Laurence’s Manawaka series into
Dutch. This work brought me to
Canada for research, where I got
acquainted with and ‘interested
in other Canadian literature. 1
don’t pretend to know much
about it, but the Jitfle I learned
makes me react with annoyance
every time Atwood is quoted as if
she wrote the Canadian Titerary
Genesis. I guess I am an atheist
when it comes to Atwood's Word.
Edith van Dijk

Amsterdam, The Netherlands

By Barry Baldwin

Robert Bourassa

Honourable Lientions

Pierre Berton

CanWit no, 142

NORWICH at the foot of an English love letter stands for
Nickers Off Ready When [ Come Home, Competitors are invit
ed to provide similarly lustful acronyms based on Canadian
cities. Example: Tumid Organ Really Outstanding Now Take
Over. The prize is $25, and eniries should be sent to CanWit
no. 142, Books in Canada, 366 Adelaide St. E., Suite 432,
Toronto, Ontario MSA 3X9. Deadline for entries is December 15.

RESULTS OF CANWIT NO. 140

The request for clerihews on prominent Capadians (living or
dead) evolied an entry modest in quantity and quality. Some
competitors did not understand the form, although the exam-
ple provided should have been clear enough. However, a num-
ber of efforts caught the right mood, including those of the
winner, Edward Baxter, who is {o be congratulated for submit-
ting items in both our languages.

Louis-Joseph Papineau

Alvrays knew when it was fime to go.
He sat out the battles of "38

Dowm in the States.

A bien des ennuis, n'est-ce pas?
11 fait chaque nuit [e méme réve
Que le Québec entier est en gréve.

Samuel de Champlain
Canoed in the rain
.And contracted pneumonia
While discovering Huronia .
— Tom Burka, Calgary

It seems quite certain
Mined more gold from the Yukon
‘Than the panners long gone.
— Mary Benham, Winnipeg

fame?

SOLUTION TO ACROSTIC NO. 23

Then I laid it on the line; “Ladies and gentlemen, there is a survey
coming out this weekend which puts us nineteen points behind the
Tories.” You could have heard a pin drop. But then it was business
as usual. “What,” I asked, “are we going to do to get back in the

Keith Davey, The Rainmaker, Stoddart (General)

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

Adaglo, by Felix Leclers, Bibliotheque
Quebecolze.
Alder Musict A Celebration of Our Environ-

mant, by Gary Saunders, Breakwater.
Allegro, by Fellx Leclerc, Bibliotheque
Yuehecolse
Amanucnsls, by Phil Hall, Brick/Coldetream.
The Anarchist Popers 2, edited by Dmilrios 1.
Roussopoulos, Black Rose.
Andante, by Fellx Leclere, Blbllotheque

Quebecaize.

Anna's Red Sled, by Patriciy Quinlan, illustpat-
vd by Lindsay Grater, Annlcle

mﬁe&n;. Windy Poplars, by LAL Montgomery.

Seven: Essoys Sclected and New,

by Mirfam Waddington, Oxlord

“lv"n Behnt The English Sappho. by George

loodcocke, Rose

Black X
The Ballad of Mr. Tubs, by Fierre Houde,
translated by Alan Brown, M & S.
Banked Fires: An Anthology of Newnfound-
fand Poetry, edlled by Tom Dawe and Eliza-
beth Miller, Harry Cufl

Barefoot on the Prairic,
Western Producer Pralrie
Benjomin and the Pillow Sagm, by Stephane

Poulin, Annick.

The Becthuk of Newfoundiand;, A Vanlshed
People, by Inzeborg Marshall, Breakwaler.

The Bost of The Spitt of Cdoking. by Paul
Waruictc, The Splrit of Cooking Publizhing.

A Big City ABC, by Allan Moak, Tundm. .

Bill Muatard, Surgical Pioneer, by Marilyn
Dunlop, Dundurmn.

Bluencae Master: The Memoirs of Coptaln
Emest K. Hordig, Hounslow.

Casey’s Caronsel, by Laurel Dec Gugler, illus:

u{alo: by Veronkla Moctenova Charlea, Black

M

‘The Cat's Night Ouc, by Hanne Brundi, illua-
trated by Niels Bo Bolensen, Breakwaler.

The Celestial Corlacrew, by Ralph Gustaf:on,

Mosic,
Child of the Holocxust, by Jack Kuper, Seal.
Cold Blood I, edited by Peter Sellers, hlosaic.
A &ul::ﬁ“ﬂl of Memorics, by Jessie Mifften,

Harry

Commupication For and Agoinst
Demaocracy. ediled by Marc Raboy and Peter
A Bruck, Black Bnse.

Cry of the Eagle: Encounters with a Cree
Henler, by David Young etol, Uol T,

Eific's Bath, by R Thompson and E. Fermandes,

Annick.

Egg-Carton Zoo 11, by Rudl Haas et al,, Owford.

Familiar Amphlbians & Reptiles of Ontario.
by Bob Johnsop, Natural Heritage-

Feminfom: From Preasure to Poltics, edited
'Iéyu Angela Miles &nd Geraldine Finp, Black

pe
The Fine Art of Murder. by Anthony Quogan,

Harper & Collins,

Fnlknmcxu of New Brunswick, by Edward D.
Iver, Goose Lane.

Frecedom ond Authorlty. by Willlam R.
Mcl!mcher.&’uk Rose.

A Guihering’of Ghbosts, by Robin Skelton and
Jean Kozocari, Weslern Producer Prairie

e,
Geiting the Most Out of Your Child"s
by L John Gasson and E. Pavl Baxter,

McGraw-Hill Ryerson.

The Gilt of Love, by Gloria Guenther, Kindred.

God, Sccpiicism and Modernity. by Kai
Nieleen, University of Ottawa

Good-bye to the Sofar Refinery, by Patlence
Wheatey. Goose Lane.

Ferne Nelson,

The Great French Revelutlon, by Peler
Kropaolkin, Black Roze.

Green Woods and Bluo Waters, by Harold G-
Paddon, Breakwaler.

High Spirits; Strange and Unconoy Tales, by
Foben o c

Davies, in.

Highway Geology of the Howalion Islands.
edited by Robeht Michael Easton of al,, Basion
Enterprices.

The Honcy Drum: Seven Tales from Arab
Lands, by Gwendalyn MacEwen, Mosaic,

Houses of Snow, Skin ond Bones, by Bonnie
Shemie, Tundra.

I'il Do It Myself, by Jirlna Marton, Annick.

migrant, by Stepl i

Im hen Gill, Vesla,
Individual Pamily Communlty: Judeo-Pay-
;l{:::lﬁml Perspectives, by Reuven P. Bulka,
3

> T — o= -

v e
L e A B

I AT & o Tt i T L =

RECEIVED

Kesten, by Yves Theriault, Bibllotheque

L’Appelante, by Yves Theriault, Bibliotheque
Quebecoise. .

Le Sorcler d'Anticosti, by Robert Choquette,
Bibllcibeue Quebecolse.

A whgw' nnaire’s Jourmey, by Leske Apareary,

ﬁ;alggfnm Bolt, by Michael Bedard, ilius-

Regulo Rice, Oadord,

Mprtin Meeker and Panline Logmnde, by
Else Breen, iMusirated by Vivian Zahl Olsen,

Annick.

Memoirs of a Rovolutlonist, by Peter
Kropotkin, Black Rose.

Moans and Waves and Other Poems, by
Stephea Gill, Vesla, "

Monsters, Ho Mumbled, by scan o hulgin,
lustrated by John Fraser and Scott Hoghes,

Black Moss.
Muotunl Aid: A Faclor of Evolation, by Peter
Kropotkln, Black Rose.

My Cow Boasle, by Gabrielle Roy, translated by
Aln Brown, M & 5.
The Mysterious Nonh: Encounters with the
Canadian Frunter, 1947-1954, by Flemre

Berian, M & S,

A New House, by Cecile Gagnon and Darcla
lh.’nzrg-sse. transialed by Pawicla Claxton,

No Greater Love, by Sheila Martindale, Moco-
wone
No Hay Fever & A Rallway. Willa Walker,

Nonbook Materials: The Organlzation of
Integrated Collections, by Jean Weihs. Cana-

fian Library Associatlon.
Norman's Snowball, by Hazel Huiching, Tllue-
trated by Ruth Ohi, Annick.

A Northern Alphabet, by Ted Harrlson,

Tundra.

Nothing Too Good for a Cowhoy, by Rich-
mond P. Hobson Jr., M & 5.

Now Back to You Pick: Tao Lifetimes In
Hockey, by Dick Irvin, M & 5.

Oscor Wildez The Double Image, by Gearge
Woodcnck, Black Rose. -

The (xdord Book of Codadlan Military Anec-
dotes. ediled by Victor Suthren, Oxford.

Pale as Real Ladies: Poems for Pauline
Johnson, by Joan Ceate, Bricke

Partmers io Enterprise: The Worker Owner-
ship Phenomenon, edited by Jack Quarier

George Melnyk, Black Rose. -
Peas Plense. by Andrea Wayne-van Konigslow,

Black Moss.

Planet. Harbor, by Brian Bartleit, Goose Lane.

Rediscovered Sheep, by Jobhn B. Lee,
Brick/Coldstream.

Riding on tho Roar of the Crowd: A Hockoy
mllmloﬂr. edited by David Gowdey. Macmil-

River Rats: The People of the Thousand
Islands, by Shawn Thompsoa, Genesal Store.
Rooms: Milongas for Prince Arthur Street,
by Renato Trajillo, Goose Lane.

The Sand Horse. by Ann Tumbult. Sllustrated
by Michael Foreman, M & 5.

S“In?. Janes, by Katie Gillmor Ellls, Prentice-

al

A Short Walk in the Rain, by Hugh Hood, Por-
cupine’s QuilL

Simon and the Wind, by Gilles Tibo, Timdra

So Much to Tell You. . .. by Joho Marsden,
Western Frodocer Praife

A Story of Jean. by Susan Gailskell, Dlustrated

Laurle Lafrance, O:dond

Stralght No Chaser, by Jack Batten, Macmillin.

Ten Big Bables, by Robert Priest, fiustrated by
Eatherice Helmer, Black Moss.

‘To Asmara, by Thomas Keneally, Lester &

Orpen Dennys. .

Tralta of the Avalon: Hiking In Eostern Neow
foundland, by Peler Gard and Bridget Neame,
Gallows Cave.

Trze Poery: Traditi and Verse

in 0_:.nrio. by Pauline Greenhill, McGHI-

Queen
Twelve Kids One Cow, by Ren Ward, Annick.
The Two histrles: The Transformation
of Paychintrlc Work in Saskatchewan
I805-1984, by Hatey D. Diddnsen. Canadi
an Phins Research Cenler.
Unexpecied Fictlons: New Leelmadic Conadi-
an Wrlting, edited by Kristlana Genaars,

stone.
Ug:r Cape Poems. by Douglas Lochead,
ye Lane.

Women Married to Alcobolics, by Mormis
Kokin, AMacenillzn.

Women ond Countor Power, edited by
Yolande Cohen. Black Rose.

‘Wonder Struck K, by Bob McDopald and Eric
Gruce, CBC.

Writing Saskatchewan: 20 Critienl Essays,
ediled by Kenpeth G. Probert, Canadian Plaing

Resexrch Center.
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CanLit aCroStic N0. 24 aywery . maier

A. Water nymph

Football cup named after
this Govarnor Generat:
2 vrds.

. Comedy team: 3 wds.

. Tasty marine aquacullure
products -

B.C. site of annual world
class airshowr

CGBC's nevr TV channel
. Tennis star; 2 wds.

. Eighth part of a circle

I. Insuranca compan
formed in 1870s: 2y vids.

This company plagued
Alberta inveslors: 2 vids.

. Long river rising in the
Columbia fcefield

. Transparent acid
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When properly filled in, the letters in the b

mwr

g o

..l
|
d

] o
o o

ox form a quotation from a Canadian book. Find the letters by solving the clues below
and vriting the answers in the numbered spaces provided. Then transfer the letters from the spaces to the appropriate squares in
the box. The first letters of each answered clue form the name of the author and the title of the book. (Solution next month.)
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5. 3 H 44
g 8 9 3
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M. Genus of plants in the

Illy famlly w
N. Sinple T
0. Summer’80 Mantoha

disasters: 2 wids, u“
P. LSD user T
0. Stirmed abortion

caniroversy 6
R. Governor General

1921-26: 2 wids. AL
S. Energize -
T. Goods & Services Tae ___

2 vds. a2
U. Monk =
V. Resolvs, disentangle -
W. Set right -
X. Watched sharply -
Y. Take quickly and secretly,

especially vithout W

permisston: 3 wds.
Z. Rabbit: 2 wds.

)

" T o
O

T Ow §
T O% 0
T W
WO W
™\ W
WA B
W O 0
B W T
T W =
o THT W™
o wm R
W o 7
W e
T w O
7 T A
= )
w W e

ii[} GJs K|5 oﬁs E[7 Ze J]g 8|10 1-|11 Az W13 B
] J0|21H22\' aq V|25 1|26 Fler Sfz8 X|28 Z 30 Oj31 P
aac-wwﬂ-n G[sz T[3 A[agee|4d O[5 P[4 2[a7 Clas L) H[S ¥
53 C|50 G|ev wiel- H|ez B & K|6a V[e5 X €8 167 mijed &
75 Y|76 F|77 E|78 T|7¢ Y[60 L{&1 G a2 Jjas E % W[85 R
a2 S|o3 A|9d Y|95 J|96 F|97 C|eB P % A 1000|101 Y|12 R
1nsomn1murm iz a|TiEze ﬁ T4 V|15 o116 Q[Ti7wi|1%8 F[1® L[120 I[121C
1zzamlmwsu.1aszm.o_':ﬁfms 130 Y| 131 G| 132 A| 133 J[133 C 135 £|188 D137 1133 K[ 139.Q
[T c[1a1 G T2z 1123 1) 1MP.145-ET4_BO 147.1;435 1498 ' 150 D151 H|152W| 163 T| 153 J|155 Q156 L|157 Z
158G|159 |[160 F[161 {162 E|165 Y164 R 185 F| 168 3 i 167 {168 U 168 T|170@ 171—E| T2 F| 7 K|1/4 P
175 E{ 1760|177 G {JRalk| 176 J{179 N 160 U[1B1 C|182 2] 163 K TEAO[185 | [186 G187 0188 B[ 183 F 790 U]
191 T|192 G| 163 Y| 184 V[185 X| 195 1]107 Z|188 B|152 L{Z00A1 201 J|202 R|203 Z|204 U|235 J|206 C 207 G|208 T
z"uﬁ:'l. 510 DIZ31 F|21aw(2i@ 1|214 K[215 D) 316 $|217 O|218 H| 219 P| 220 H|221 T,

=)

#]

e

o

g

#

|

y

ﬂ

aa]
(-]
o)

40 BOOKS IT CALIADA, November 1923

T TR i

= af ey,

e T e

— ——

T e



Blmlis i
10 Psde\'.{\de
guie ARl
TOton\o . Omaf\o
el Y

R
=

bm“‘&s

—T
" ok
'-'I'-}r_

§r———
e



The Pleasures
uf Pulilishin Booo

MORDECA
RICHLER

SOLOMON

S A Viking Canada Book from (j}
w2 Penguin Boeoks Canada Limited  \!-




