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lurcleles Vision
of Canada
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Kmnrelek’s Vision of Canada

William Kurelek and Joan Murray

A beautifully rej uced collection of Kurelek's finest paintings
highlighted by the artist’s own intripuing commentary on his work.
These fifty superb paintings, now on tour across Canada, represent
the most significant work of this beilliant Canadian artist. Kurelek's
luminous portmit of our country makesa wonderful gift book at an
exoeptionally low price. $19.95
Contemporary Canadian Art

David Burnett and Morilyn Schiff

Thishandsome, quality paperback authoritatively surveys over 200
Canadian artists active since 1940 including Borduas, Pellan.
RiopeN, Molinari, Tousignant, Bush, Chambers, and Colville. The
most up-to-date, comprehensive book on contemporary Canadizn
art with over 320 illustrations, 72 excellent full-colour
reproductions. $19.95 pb:$27.95 cl
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Modern Canadian Architecture

Leon Whiteson Foreword Raymond Moriyema
“It is in modern architecture that Canada has tryly achivved world-
class status,” says author Whiteson. The sixty outstanding buildi
described in the text and portrayed in over 400 illustrations ol
abundant evidence of this statement. A marvelous addition o the
library of anyone interested in the impressive accomplishments of
Canadlan architects. $50.00

You Can’t Print That!

Memoirs of A Political Voyeur

Charles Lynch

Uproariously funny and occasionally outrageous, the memoirs of
one of Canada’s best known journalists and media personalities
give an insider's view of many of the great public figures of our
time. Fast-paced and full of revealing detail about everyone from
Adolf Hitler to Plerre Elliott Trudeau. $16.95

The Adventure of Nature Photography
Tim Fitzharris

A basic, down-to-carth guide that unravels the complexities of
great nature photography. Clear, concise instructions on how to
take creative photographs of everything in the natural world by the
Canadizn photographer whose sensational phows iflustraie this

bookand appeared on the coversof Audubon and National
Geographic $19.95 pb: $27.95 cl

The Absolute Beginner’s Cookbook
{Or How Long Do I Cook a 3-Minute Egp?)

Jackie Eddy and Eleanor Clark

‘This cookbook is the answer for anyone who can read, find the
kitchen, [ocate the fridge and stove, and operate a can-opener, but
Is intimidated by the complexity of ordinary cookbooks. Simple,
step-by-step instructions for 160 quick, imaginative, and easy
recipes. $12.95

Available at your
favourite bookstore
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In Enemy Hands: Canadian Prisoners of
War, 1939-45 Daniel G. Dancocks

One hundred and sixty-five of the more than 9000 soldiers, airmen,
and sailors taken prisoner in WWII recall their remarkable
adventures behind enemy lines. $19.95

Life After Oil: A Renewable Energy Policy for
Canada RobertBott, David Brooks, John Robinson;
Preface by Amory B. & Hunter L. Lovins; Foreword
by Gov. Gen. Ed Schreyer

Shows how efliclency and renewables can revitalize the Canadian
economy from the bottom up in the post-oil future.
$12,95 ph; $24.95 cl

The Book of Canadians: An Miustrated
Guide to Who Did What Carlotte Hacker

The perfect giftbook for children— 1000 years of achicvement
from the early Norse explorers to the stars and champions of the
80s! Over 700 wonderfully illustrated biographies. $19.95

10560 - 105 Street, Edmonton, Alberta TSH 2W7
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The literary life in Leningrad: notes on an .

evening with Juvan Shestalov

White night
THE APARTMENT building where Juvan
Shestalov lives in Leningad is very near
the Winter Palace and was designed by
the same architect. It boasts one of the
beautiful and yet rather homogenous
facades that march across the 18th-
century part of the city. Its exterior rose
up blue and grey before us, with chips of
crumbling stucco at its base, but it was
its interfor I was most anxious to see. I
had been invited to the Soviet Union to
meet Soviet writers and members of
various writers’ unions, but this was the
first time I had been invited into
anyone’s home, My interview with
Shestalov was set for six o’clock, and my
translator Alex Lipovetsky and I were
ea:ly. We stared at the building before

Alex sighed. “You see how wnte:s
live in our country, writers from
national minorities, Russian writers, real
artists. I understand it is not the same
for poets in Cenada.’” He stopped
sighing and Jaughed gutturally, proudly.

It certainly is not the same in Canada
where, next to pensiopers living in
Sydney, N.S., writers and self-employed
artists are the lowest paid group. What
was especially unusual about Shestaloy
is that he was a Manci, a tribe of nor-
therners eguivalent to our native people.
Now Canada isn’t exactly turning out
native writers, and for Shesialov 1o live

where he lives is the equivalent, in this

country, of Duke Redbird inhabiting a
mansion in Toroato’s exclusive
Rosedale.

“We are very good to writers of onr
national minorities,”* Alex said. Then he
sighed again. I wondered if he sighed
becanse he wasn’t a prominent member
of a national minority in this country of
housing shortages. Alex lived with his
wife and son in a small Moscow flat. I
didn’t ask him about his sigh. 1 didn’t
want to hear about housing statistics:
for two weeks 1 had been hearing the
statistics of Soviet publishing, and that
was eaough. 1 knew, almost by heart,
that Sovremennik alone, the Moscow
house that deals primarily with national
minorities, had published 307 titles
translated from 44 languages, including
such tongues as Nivkh, Khanty, and
Shestaiov’s own Manci. The total
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Sovremennik output was 14 million
copies, a far cry from the small presses
or even the large publishers in Capada
where 2,000 copies of a book of poems is
a bestseller. At the moment all I wanted
was to get inside, out of the glaring, nor-
thern, late-afternoon sun, and I pushed
Alex toward the courtyard.

“Let’s find his place,”” I said.

We passed a walled-up fireplace with
two plaster griffins on each side that
shouid have been in a museum, and
entered an old-fashioned elevator, all
grille-work and mahogany, about the
size of a telephone booth. On the third
floor, hand-painted on a door with what
looked like nail polish, was Juvan
Shestalov’s apartment number,

Shestalov wasn’t home. The door was

opened by his wife, a Russian woman -

from Novograd, and we stood in a
vestibule full of coats, shoes, and boxes
under 2 lightbulb that, because of the
yellow walls and enclosed space, turned
everything the colour of tea, A babble of
Russien surrounded me.

“Has he forgotten us?** I asked A]ex

“Something like that,” he said.
“Come in; she says we can wait.”

We waited first in the living room, on
a couch that was covered with a rug. We
stared at mags — a Persian-style red rug
on the floor, 2 huge rug hung on a wall,
a smal] rug draped over z chair, Then 1
stared at 2 blank TV and looked up at
the high ceilings, which reminded me of
18th-century Edinburgh. The light was
dim, which 1 began to think of as
characteristic of all indoor life in the
Soviet Union. The brilliant sunlight out-
side was hinted at by a window
overlooking a courtyard. Alex didn't
talk, and after what seemed a very long
time Juvan®s wife reappeared and asked
us to move into his study.”

Again there was the high ceiling, but
every wall in this room was covered with
books. Alex and 1 sat down, prepared to
wait some more. Juvan's wife began
pulling out his books, and within 10
minutes the day-bed on which we sat and
the floor around our feet was covered
with books. Our shoes were bathed in

" books. We couldn’t move. Some of the

books were obviously quite old, first edi-
tions with sentimental value, and I wor-
ried about their spines as Alex opened
them and read.

<

“These are short stories translated
into Finnish,” he said, <“50,000 copies.
These are poems, Songs of the Last
Swan, first edition, 1969, 10,000 copies.
These are . . . "

I'm not sure how long this went on,
buit I’d had enough and I was getting so
tired I didn’t care.

Suddenly Shestalov appeared. He was
holding a little boy by the hand, his
grandson, but what P’ll always
remember is the way he took my hand.
F've never felt so welcomed by a hand-
shake. I stared into his creased, dark,
smiling face, noticed his horn-rimmed

- plasses, félt his soft grasp on my forearm

— by now he was shaking my arm —
and forgot my irritation.

““He’s sorry he’s late,”” Alex said.

1 realized Alex was laughing.
Shestalov was laughing, Everyone was
laughing. Alex is a wonderful transiator,
“He was at his dacha and got mixed up
about time, You know how time goes in
the country.’’

Our interview began with an introduc-
tory talk by Shestalov. This had hap-
pened to me pumercus times in the
Soviet Union — a few remarks by way
of introduction. Shestalov opeped con-
ventionally enough, but he surprised me
by his frankness.

“You kmow we have some problems

of development in our North. WhatItry .

to do is find a way to approach readers
to show how these problems are
solved.

I nodded. I'd heard that one before._

“I have access to 8 wide audience.
Luckily, ‘1 never have to worry about
readers. Here in the USSR we never fear
we won’t have readers.” .

“‘So this is a writer's paradise,’’ I said.

Shestalov’s wife brought in tea. It was
cold and pink and tasted faintly of
lemonade. The tea was made from a
herb that grew in his Manci homeland,
Shestalov said, It reminded him of the
North.

*I can be surrealistic in my work,”
Shestalov confinued. **In my selected
storles, for instance. Or 1 can be very
light, as in a book such as Pico. But 1
don’t suffer for it. We have the possibil-
ity, all of us, to be pure artists, but we
care about readers. But even with pure
art we never fear we won't bave readers.

But look, the problem with us writers”




and intellectuals is that we like to see
people like the Mancj in the past. Yet the
people want progress. Of course when
they go, ahead they realize, let us say, at
the moment of death, they should have
kept the past. The problem is a common
one, e¢h? Look, my grandfather was»a
shaman, he called up spirits. Sometimes
I want to go back to the past. We must
keep what is valuable.”

Suddenly Shestalov started tossing
books and papers about. *“My idess, the
way things are explained, the embryo of
my ideas is here, 'eh. My work is to
write!’’ He held up a book with a picture
of a sturgeon and an oil derrick on the
cover, surrounded by an embryo-shaped
line. Next he handed me a copy of
Pravda, The whole of the Politburean
was across the first page; inside was an
article by Shestalov. He signed it in red
ink: “*“We have a soul, we can see
something,*” Alex translated. Alex was
having a hard time Keeping up as he
explained the contents of Shestalov's
article.

**There is work! There is earth, metal,
stone, woodl But they are nothing
without a man! A man with reason and a
hot heart]™

Next a bottle of cognac showed up in
place of the tea, the Armenian cognac
that had alréady made so many of my
meetings in the Soviet Union delightful.
Iis appearance made me think that the
interview, a lively if fairly conventional
one, was over, We drank a toast. We
drank several. We smiled. I was told I
was to stay for dinner.

The table had been set in a corner of
the room with the rugs. Shestalov and
his wife sat down, as did Alex;
Shestalov’s mother-in-law, a babushka
from Novograd; Shestalov’s sister and
aunt, visitors from the North;
Shestalov’s daughter; his son-in-law, a
Polish student studying in Leningrad;
and the little grandson, who quickly left
his place and began moving from lap to.
lap, We started with a toast, then small,
boiled, mew potatoes, two kinds of
smoked fish — white and pink, a gift
from the northern relatives — tiny
tomatoes, a tomato-and-onion salad in
oil and vinegar, a cucumber salad, and
black bread. There were two kinds of
wine, white and red, more cognac, and
vodka.

Next came a recitation of Shestalov’s
poem “Snowstorm.” I have in my notes
that this poem won the Gorky Prize

eight times, but realize in retrospect that

eight was the number of toasts that led
up to the poem.
The way Shestalov looked at me, the

passion and rhythm and intensity with .

which he spoke, was exciting and
celebratory. Hearing Voznesensky read
this way in Toronto had led to my trip to

Russia, and here, in a different
language, was the same tradition of
poetry as absolutely central to existence.
Shestalov’s grandfather was a shaman,
and what Shestalov was doing now had
its roots in something religious. As I
Listened to and watched this man I was
overjoyed. How often in the West we

-hear the flat intoning of matters of the
heart. Here was something absolute,

vital. I swayed my glass to the incanta-
tion. Shestalov’s wife brought thé main
COUTSE.

As Juvan finished he nodded his head
and glared at me. ‘““We share
something,”” he said. He nodded
fiercely. **We share something.’”* Then
he began to_talk about lus life in Len-
ingrad.

“In a sense Leningrad was tired of
culture when I appeared, he'said, pass-

ing the meat, which was covered in sauce

and onions. **I created a storm of a kind
with my *Snowstorm,’ even though it is
not my favourite poem. I was accepted.
Qur people, the Manci, all people, share
many emotions, but the Manci do not
have a long history of, shall we say,
‘traditional’ culture. Yet I live . now
where the aristocracy once lived. We all ,
share what is common to all people. 1
am Manci, my wife Is Russian, it is a
bappy marriage.”"

After a dessert of harzelnut cake
Juvan’s daughter disappeared, and we
found her playing the piano in another
part of the apartment. The room was off
along; gloomy corridor, the spine of the
place, and it was very dark. The only
fllumination was a lamp lit over her
shoulder and trained on the music. Cur-
tains were drawn. It was near midnight

and seemed it, midnight in winter in
- Russia

The songs, music by Glinka, words
by Pushkin, spoke of love at first
gight,- a soul being plerced Alex
translated in loud, emphatic' prose,
adding, “It’s Russian, ¢h?** Juvan look-
ed as if he might cry, and I tried to
match his sincerity by saying, “That’s
the most beantiful music I’ve ever
heard.”” I meant-it.

Later in the evening Juvan's son

" appeared and played the guitar. Juvan

THE MAN WHO LIKED

Double Murder! Double Mystery!
vy K.C. Constantine

* Police Chlef Marlo Balzic returns

TO LOOK AT HIMSELF ATWAYS A BODY
and A FIX LIKE THIS o k
$11.50 Beaverbooks
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didn’t like it, and rolled on the floor like
a shaman. Alex had stopped translating.
Everyone said goodbye by smiling, and
Juvan’s wife and sister escorted us out-
side into Leningrad’s *“white night.”*
‘There was no darkmess hero, just air
infused by the sea, grey but somehow as
white as the stories describe it, and soft.
A gleam of red sun came off the bronze
steeple of the Peter and Paul Fortress.
““This man is a personality, eh?”’ Alex

1

said. “He can express himself.”’

“Oh yes,”” I said, thinking of the
music, of Pushkin who had died nearby,
of Juvan, his generosity; and the meal
his wife had made for us.

Alex and I walked to the Neva, away

from the shadow of the buildings, where '

the air was brighter, softer. The streets

were deserted, and midnight was just a

softening of the endless snmmer day.
— M.T. KELLY

ENGLISH, OUR ENGLISH ,
I 1

If grammarians would of been more specific
about the subjunctive mood, we
wouldn’t have to settle for compromises

By BOB BLACKBURN

THREE YEARS it’s been since this column

was introduced. That’s a long time to
avoid discussing the subjunctve. I was

severely distressed by a letter I received .

in January from a reader in Toronto,

Gilllan O’Reilly, who complained about -

the increasing use of would have instead
of had after the conjunction if. I have
spent most of 1983 shuffling that letter
to the bottom of the pile, but I suppose I
can’t put it off forever.

I think people who say, “If I would
have done this or that . . . * (or, worse,
“If 1 would of . .. ™) have misunder-
stoed speakers who said, *“If I were to
have done . ... " At any rate, they're
wrong. A simple “if I had"” or even
“had I'* would suffice."

Fowler (second edition) makes these
points about the subjunctive mood: (1)
It is moribund; (2) it probably never
would have been possible to draw up a
satisfactory table of its uses; (3) it’s no
longer worth trying to do that; and (4)
the only people who use it any more are
trying be either poetic or pretentious.
He's simply telling us to forget it, but he
then goes on for some six columns of

e.

Quirk ef al. devote but one of their
thousand-odd pages to the subjunctive,
beginning with the statement that ““The
subjunctive is not an important category
in contemporary English.”” This work,
A Grammar of Contemporary English,
may be definitive, but it doesn’t fall.into
the “ready-reference” category. If yon
nose around in it, you’ll find much more
about the subjunctive than there is in the
main article. But I don't suggest you do
that.

6 Baoks in Canada, October, 1983

Theodore Bernstein says that *‘most
authorities agree that the subjunctive as
a form evidenced by an identifiable verb
change is vanishing in modern English.**
He then goes on for two and a half

pages. _

If the subjunctive be dead, it refuses
to lie down. I think the truth is that it is
neither dead nor dying; it’s just that
these authorities wish it were. (You see,
now, how both wish and {f simply cry
out for it?) The authorities are being
lazy or defeatist in this matter. They are
frightened by the prospect of being

asked to be definitive about it but can-

not resist picking and poking at it.

I am fond of it. If it come(s) unbidden
to my pen or tongue, I do not turn it
away. If it seem(s) pretentions, as it does
to me in these examples, it will not come
unbidden. What | am advising is that
you play it by ear, since there gre.not
adequate rules to follow. Even Quirk

admits that it is not quite right to say *‘as
it was*’ when yon mean ‘‘so to speak,”
and Bernstein notes, despite the’
authorities he cites, that anyone who
says “if I was you"’ is going to be classed
as illiterate. Fowler allows: ““There are
no uses of the subjunciive to which
poets, and poetic writers, [my Italics]
may not resort if it svits [sic] them.”
Fowler here eschews the subjunctive
and, although no ordinary writer
himself, cautions us that “it is no
defence for the ordinary writer who uses
an antiquated subjunctive to plead that
he can parallel it in a good poet.”
Afier pausing to admire the manaer in
which the writer was sticking to his prin-
ciples, I gave myself-a few minutes to
thumb through the book, hoping my eye
would fall on some unnecessary or even,
grandiloguent use of the mood, but
what I found instead-was the tiny entry
under were: **For the subjunctive uses in
the singular, . ..some of which are
more inconsistent than others with the
writing of natural English, see SUBJUNC-
TIVES.”” Well, he is. consistent. But If
you’re going to go along with him, don’t
let me catch you saying “be it said™* or
“if need be** or “far be it from me.”
I'VE BEEN poring over the OED (not
pouring over it, as the younger jour-
nelists do) in search of some justification
of the common use these days by sports
writers of settle for. I couldn't find sertle
with for at all before my vision began to
blur, although the dictionary deals with
36 broad senses of the verb. However,
for the purpose of this argument, let’s
say that to settle for -something is to
reach a compromise: You owe me $10
but can only pay me $5; all right, I'll set-
tle for that. It’s better than nothing, .
That seems to me to be acceptable
idiomatic use. But I don’t know what to
make of the sports writer who says that
the Blue Jays took an early 3-1 lead, but
after so-and-so doubled with two on in
the ninth they had to seft/e for a tie, or
that the favourite in a horse race settled
for third place. I don’t Know what that
means, If seifle means anything in this
use, it means to agree to accept some-
thing less than that that was sought. If 2
baseball team seftles for a tie, surely that
can only mean that the game was fixed. -

- And if a horse settles for a third place,

surely that gives mew meaning to the
term horse sense.

No. This is egregions misuse of seitle.
However, who cares? The sports pages
contain some of the worst writing in the
paper for the same reason (permissive-
ness) that they also contain some of the
best, and if we have to put up with a lot
of stupid writing in order to encourage
the development of some fine writing,
well, maybe we should settle for that. T
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- BRIEF ENCOUNTERS

Six pertraits from the backyards

. of the poets and writers who live in the"
neighbourhood of Kingston, Ontario

-

By WAYNE GRADY )
Photographs by PAUL ORENSTEIN

“SECOND ROAD on the left past the schoolhouse,” Al Purdy
had said on the phone. *‘Large blue roof, big stand of cedars
in front. Can’t miss it.”

The roof was large; but the blue had faded over the years to
a kind of sky-grey, and the cedars were hidden from the road
by the house itself. Tall and thin as poplars, they stood silent
vigil over the calm sucface of Roblin Lake which, as George
Woodcock has prophesied, ““may some day become the

equivalent of Walden Pond.” Purdy came out to the car to.
greet us, a tall, gangling poplar himself in loose clothing and -

dark plasses. After a quick pass through the house, where
Eurithe was making lunch, he led us through the front door
out toward the lake.

“There were only two other houses on this lake when
Furithe and I came here from Montreal in 1957, Purdy says.
“We paid $800 for the property — put one-third down and
worked like slaves to pay off the rest, Now look at it,”* he says,
sweeping his arm at the tight circle of cottages that it around
the shoreline like bored children at a birthday partyl Across
Roblin Lake, two shores away, the bright metal spire of a

church rises above the trees. **They charged us by the foot of
water frontage, so that point next to ours would have jacked
up the price considerably. We bought this lot instead, and
Eurithe and I made this point by hand, shovel by. shovel,
wheelbarrow by wheelbarrow.”

The yard .is a pleasant mixture of green lawn and piles of
disused building materials — greying sheets of plywood,
frayed at the edges, "old two-by-fours, -2 stack of hardwood
flooring from a high-school gym in Belleville — that have
evidently been lying about for years. Purdy, too, is a pleasant
mixture of neatness and disorder, like a cluttered desk,
displaying s:gns of random activity of a secretly disciplined '
nature. Like, in fact, his carefully crafted yet dxsarmmgly
casual poems:

nm- tangential backyard universe

I inhabit with sidereal aplomb

During dinner Purdy talks precisely about the books he
likes, even jumping up from time to time to havl them to the
table: E.M. Forster’s Iittle-known Pharos and Pherillon,
which inspired a batch of recent poems; D:H. Lawrence’s Col-

lected Poems, part of Purdy’s

Al Purdy
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extensive Lawrence collection;
an advance copy of Purdy’s

. most recent book, Birdwatch-
ing at the Equator, written dur-
ing a trip he and Eurithe fook
to the Galapagos Islands in
1980. The title poem, he says,
““was read out in the House of
Commons by a Conservative
MP who was trying to make,
the Liberals admit they sup-
ported such nonsense through
the agency of the Canada
Council.”” The book,. with-’
photographs by Eurithe tipped
in — _Purdy boarding the
airplane in Guayaquil; Purdy,
hair tied back in a kerchief and
cipar jutting bellizerantly out
of his mouth, trying to out-
glare a bull séal — is one of a
limited edition of 100
published by the Paget Press in-
Santa Barbara.

-After dimmer we go for a row
4n. one of Purdy’s boats, a
dented metal affair with an
ancient motor, which <lie
removes, and a pair of
weathered oars, which I man.
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A slight breeze has come up, 50
that the shallow lzke is nattery
and the smoke from Purdy’s
cigar is whisked invisibly away.
Purdy, at the boav, talks expan-
sively about his autobiography !
(*“I’ve got it up to about age ]
10,"” he says), about quitting
the League of Canadian Poets, !
about how that has affected his !
income (he’s given only one |
reading this year, at Queen’s
University in Kingston).
Beneath the talk is & lake of
bitterness, a feeling of being
neglected. No magazine editor,
he says, seems very interested
in the chapters from his
autobiography, there have
been rumours about his having
arthritis and being unable to
write poems any more. ‘“The
career of a poet these days
seems to have become & thing
of fashion,* he says. “Either
you're in fashion and you get a
lot of readings, or you’re not
and you don’t.” But beneath
¢that is the knowledge that, star  Janette Turner Hospital
systems notwithstanding, a poet out of fashion is still a poet,
and good poets are never out of fashion for long.

A SIGN BESIDE the highway warns us: “The Wages of Sin Is
DBEATH!’* and we know we are enteting Matt Cohen country,
the same country that spawned the mad poet William C.
Thomas in The Disinherited (who wrote in his diary: **That is
what Death is, being purified by God & she wanted to know if
He had a liver*”) and the Reverend Finch in Flowers of
Darkness. The area that provided the locus for Cohen’s nural
novels is actually about 30 miles northeast of his present farm

near Verona, which itself is about 30 miles from Kingston .

where Matt was bomn in 1942. He bought this 180-acre farm

about two years ago, built his own house on it — like Purdy’s,

in a perpetual state of construction — and now spends almost
all summer here as well as much of the winter, whenever he
and Patsy Aldana and their son Daniel can get away from
‘Toroato.

I have a very personal relationship with this area,”. Matt
says when we have arranged ourselves on lawnchairs on &
small, grassy knoll behind the house. “My books are always
bestsellers in Kingston. The postman In Verona reads them,
the guy at the lumberyard reads them. It’s a much closer rela-
tionship with the community I write about than I éould ever
have in Toronto,”

Remembering the road sign I ask him if, like Alice Munro in
Huron County, he has ever had a censorship problem here in
Frontenac County. “No,”" he says, “not at all. For one thing
my books are not taught in high schools. For another, I'm a
man, and around here men are more or less expected to make
dirty jokes."

By now the sunlight on the hillside is so intense that when X
close my eyes I see bright red instead of black. 1 think of the
poem by Tom Marshall that begins:

Near Kingston

country heat

is hotier

than city heat,
and soon we are driven inside by the mosquitoes. The Pro-
gressive Conservative leadership convention is on television,

and as we talk through its interminable :'ielays, Matt says he’d
like to see John Crosbie win it. *‘Crosbiel™ exclaims Patsy,
who heads the Toronto arm of Douglas & Mclntyre, “If
Crosbie gets in neither of us would be able to make a Living.
Look at the budget he introduced when he was- finance
minister. He really slashed arts funding, Matt.**

#*0Oh well,” Cohen shrugs, ““maybe it would be beiter if

Clark won anyway; then this whole thing would have been just -

an expensive waste of time.™

This summer has been spent tidying up loose ends of two
new books — one a collection of stories called Cgfé le Dog, the
other a huge novel called The Jewish Docior, which takes
place in l4th-century Spain and is due out next spring. A
Kingston film company, Margin Productions, has purchased
the film rights to The Colours of War; The Sweet Second Sum-

mer of Kitty Malone is being turned iato a three-hour radio-

play by Michael Cook; and The Disinherited is being
translated into Italian, possibly to be out before March, when
Matt is to be writer-in-residence at the University of Padua.
As we walk back to the car we pass a deserted, overgrown
vegetable patch surrounded by a broken chickenwire fence.
“Qur garden last summer,’ Matt comments. “The fence was
to keep the rabbits out, but the deer got in.”” A little farther
on, huge maple and slender birch trees grow out of the founda-
tion of an old barn, the stonework barely discemnible through
the thick underbrush of wild raspberry canes and speckled
alder shrubs. The contrast with Roblin Lakeé is apparent —
Purdy's wild nature being inexdribly suburbanized, Cohen’s

‘neglected farmland returning to scrub bush and swamp — but

the similarities are there too. It was Purdy who wrote of
southern Ontario as a place

where failed farms sink back into earth

the clearings join and fences no longer divide

where the running animals gaﬂw thelr bodlies l'ogerher

and pour themselves upward . .

CHURCHILL CRESCENT is a quiet, residential street lined with
flaming copper maples and large. well-kept houses, the
embodiment of what Matt Cohen in The Disinherited calis
Kingston’s air of *“peace and propriety.” The driveway into
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OUR FALL LINE-UP——

‘Who was Hugh Hamblezon? ’

Until recendy, he was, to most people who knew of him at all, just a
quiet professor of economics at Laval University. But the RCMP, the CIA,
M15 and Mossad (the Isreali intelligence organization) knew didferemly.
They knew he was in the pay of the KGB.

HUGH
HAMBLETON:
SPY

Thirty Years with the KGB ‘When did his true activities become known to authorities? Why did the

. RCMP warn him nor to go to England in the summer of 19827 Why did he
By Leo Heaps go anyway, knowing that he faced almost certain arrest? Wh di! British
$19.95 cloth authorities offer him the chance to return to Canada before admiuing him
October to the country? '

Leo Heaps reconstwructs Hambelton's strange and corﬁpelling career
as one of the KGB's most highly valued agents. -

FOLK ART
Primitive and i
Naive Art in Canada

‘With public interest increasing each year in the field of antiques and
collectibles, it is.onlv natural that folk art should now receive the atention it
so richly deserves,

By Blake McKendry However, with this increased awareness various difficulties have arisen

Introduction & concerning terminology, classification and the use of descriptive 1erms o
I d describe and catalogue these beawtiful works. Even the term “Folk Art”
orewor itself has not been clearly identified. Until now. _ .

by Russell Harper FOLK ART is notonly an *artbook™ and collector’s guide; it serves  °
$39.95 cloth as a beautiful introduction to this fascinating field, and a

. Fully Hlustrated valuable part of the heritage of North America.
October 15

What Are The Runes? .

For a thousand years—and perhaps a great deal longer—Wesrern man
.possessed a system of divination and insight into the presentand futare: the
Runes. Used by the Vikings as an alphabetic script, théy were also
employed as an oracle, each symbol having a specific meaning and

THE BOOK
OF RUNES

A Handhook for the message.

Use of an Ancient Oracle: The last Rune Masters lived in 17th-century lceland; the traditional

The Viking Runes meanings of the ancient symbols had been passed orally only to initiates,
and their secrets had long been thought lost. Ralﬁh Blum has broken

By Ralph Blum through this historical barrier with research into history, philology, and

$24.95 cloth archaeology, and has combined scholarship with his own remarkable

e .r_,, * - insights 1o provide the first and onl’y understanding of the Runes as a
Yar? _.,é‘.;‘.r’-' - cantemporary oracle for the 1980° and beyond.
1‘:5\, &P (X~  THE BOOK OF RUNES is a handsome, beautifully designeéd and
_\:-‘"{ '( ,/-';-'--"F,_." iltustrated hardcover, and is boxed with a durable cloth drawsiring
. Bl Nt bag containing a complete ser of 25 ceramic Runes stones.

September 15

* Inis 1981 survey of the top 500 publicly-owned companies, Fortune
_ magazine placed only one Canadian firm in the top 40 — Canadtan Pacific
Enterprises. .

Created in the 1880s to build an impassible railway across Canada and

CANADIAN
PACIFIC

A Portrait in Power  virtually bankrupt at its completion, CP has in the last 100 years

_ transformed itsell into one of the most powerful economic giants in the
By Susan Goldenberg world today, with interest in ransporrations, hotels, real estate investment,
$24.95 cloth natural rescurces, telecommunications, finance, construction equipment,
October 15 food services and even fine china

CANADIAN PACIFIC is the most detailed account yet of the
fascinating world of the muld-narional corporation.

Hereretold is1he classic Hans Christian Anderson tale of the beautiful linle
mermaid who longs to become human so thar a handsome prince may
return the love she so deeply feels for him,

The inspiration for the faméd statue that graces Copenhagen harbour,
this touching story has lost none of its power to enchant and delight. And

THE LITTLE
MERMAID

Dlustrated by Lazlo Gal

. this beawtiful, lovingly illustrated volume will be sure to capture the hearts
g*f;oglg z};l\tﬁmt Maloney of readers of all agtgs) P .
Fully illustrated in full-colour
October '

= — METHUEN _PIUBI.ICATIONS
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Janette Turner Hospital’s house is also a crescent, and this
double crescent — street and driveway — seems appropriate
for a house filled, as hers is, with art and books and religious
artifacts from India. Janette lived with her husband and two
children in a remote province of India — the volatile Marxist
state of Kerala — in 1977-78 during her husband’s sabbatical
from Queen’s Theological College, where he now is principal.
Janette’s first novel, The Jrovy Swing, which won the 1981
Seal Award, takes place in Ind:a, and 1 asked her how winning
the $50,000 that accompanies the award has affected her
writing.

sivell,” she said, ‘I guess the most important thing was
that it made me feel part of a larger writing community. It got
me out of Kingston o do promotional tours, to give lectures
and attend conferences. Kingston is incredibly cut off from the
real world, you know, it's so smug and middle-class and
narrow-minded. I can’t stand it sometimes. I don’t know how
I’ve been able to live here for 13 years without going out of my
mind.”

We were sitting on a redwbod deck that juts out over her
backyard, and the view from fts raised level was of carefully
tended pardens, swimming pools, croquet lawns, and
geometrically manicured flower beds. Looking down its
foreshortened vista, Paul Orenstein remarked that it reminded
him of the film version of John Cheever's story *“The Swim--
mer.”* The whole atmosphere seemed oppressive and-
neighbowrly.

Janette put down the proof sheets for her new novel, The
Tiger in the Tiger Pit (*"1 was sure they’d want me to change
the title,”” she said, *but I"d have dug in my heels. It's from a
poem by T.S. Eliot, do you know it? “The tiger in the tiger
pit/is not more irritable than 1.’ **) and went jnside to change
for her photograph. She’d been wearing cut-offs and a white
Indian cotton blouse, and she came out wearing neatly pressed
jeans and a red Indian cotton blouse. *“I’d really like to have
my picture taken down at Bellevue House,’’ she told Paul.
“There’s a little gazebo in the vard there that reminds me very
much of India. Do you mind?*’

Bellevue House, the restored home of Sir John A. Mac-
donald, is a short walk from Churchill Crescent, but with all
Paul's equipment we decide to drive. The gazebo, a green and
white and yellow muffin in the shade of a giant twin oak, ““was
built to resemble the garden house that once stood on Bellevue
Terrace,” a plaque informed us. As P began to set up his
camera and lights, a young, large woman dressed in 19th-
century homespun and bonnet came out of the main house and
vralked toward us along the finely gravelled path. ““Are you a
professional photographer?”’ she asked Paul. “Are these

photographs going to be published anywhere? Well, I'm afraid -

you can’t take any pictures here. This is government property,
you know. You have to get permission from our publicity
director, and he isn’t here right now and can’t be reached. I'm
sorry, those are the rules.” )

As we packed up the equipment and walked toward another
location near the Iake, Janette was nearly speechless with fury.
“You secl' she hissed. “You see what I meant about this
bloody town!”

“SMUGH' EXCLAIMS David Helwig when we tell him about
Janette Hospital’s complaint. *I don’t find Kingston smug at
all »”

“God,” says Helwxg s wife Nancy, “for the first five yenrs
we lived here I think everyone we knew had been in jail at least
once.”

I think in those days we would have welcomed a bit of
middle-class smugness,” says Helwig. He and Nancy were
teaching drama and creative writing in the Kingston Peniten-
tiary, Iiving in the poorer part of Kingston — the part por-
trayed in Judith Thompson's play Crackwalker. Helwig wrote

a book in 1972 about the life of a convict-— A Book About
Billy — and in Helwig's Kingston quartet, though most of his
characters tend to be middle-class editors, writers, professors,
and law students, there are criminal elements such as Michael
Remmnant in A Sound Like Laughier who make Helw:g s
Kingston not quite as homogenous as Janette's.

Even now, standing on the second floor of Helwig's ,new
house (a former army building on Montreal Street that was
built in 1841 it has been gutted by Helwig, and he is still in the
process’ of putting it back fopether), we cam look’ down
through a back window into the neighbouring garden, where 2
large, somewhat sloppy-looking woman is tending a par-
ticularly eccentri¢ patch of flowers and weeds. She is, Helwig
proudly proclaims, one of Kingston’s most notorious pro-
stitutes, who used to ply her trade along the Macdonald-
‘Cartier Freeway between’ Cornwall and Belleville, Helwig
bought the house from Zal Yanofsky, the former member of
the Loving Spoonful who fell in love with a Kingston girl and
now owns Kingston’s most popular restaurant, Chez Piggy.
Yanofsky lives next door in a house identical to Helwig's, ex-
cept that above his front door is mounted a hnge, golden
unicomn’s head,

Helwig had said earlier that what he liked best about French
film directors was the way they used diffused light, and now,
as we stand amid the exposed joists and wiring of his unfinish-
ed bathroom, the Iate afternoon sun slants in through a dusty
window and bathes him in its soft, photometric haze. He is
using a sledgehammer to-reconstmct a two-inch floor out of
salvaged boards, and as he works he tells us an anecdote about
Gérard Bessette that he heard from Bessette’s translator, Glen
Shortliffe.

“There’s a character in Incubaﬂon,” Helwig says, *‘a
woman, and she thinks she's pregnant, and she gets so worried
about being pregnant that she misses her period. Well, when -

GLENN GOUL
VARIATIONS

A unique tribute to
Gould’s life and art.
Essays by

Ieonard Bernstein,
Yehudi Menuhin,

. Herbert von Karajan
and a dozen others.
Fifty photographs,
including portraits by 9
Karsh and Arnold Newman.¥
Articles from the New
Yorker, Vanity Fair and Esguire.

$28.00 October.
Doubleday Canada Limited
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The Monkey's Child

' Harry L. Little

The University of Alberta Press

450 Athabasca Hall, Edmonton, Alberta T6G 2E8

This true story about a North American family living in a
Maexican rain forest would be fascinating enough. Add the
adoption of the baby spider monkey Rima, whose develop-
ing personality is a wonder and delight to author and readers
alike, and you have a most unusnal and satisfying book.

Avzilable from bookstores cl. $14.95

An Intimate Storv
Of The KennedyYears

Ralph Gz Martin

The story of a dynasty — and of a marriage — revealed

more intimately than ever before.

“No one can really nndersiand John Kennedy without
reading A Hero For Our Time. It Is os If (here had been

no other books about him.”
— Merle Miller, author of Plain Speaking

Available in bookstores EHIIII’ MEEI

$24.95 aoross Canath
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Shortliffe sent his translation to Bessette’s English publisher
he got it back from a female editor who said in a note that such
a thing was physiologically impossible. Bessette heard about
this and was 50 incensed that he went to see a doctor in Mon-
treal, who turned ont to be Gabrielle Roy’s husband. Bessette
showed him the offending passage, and the doctor assured him
that what he had written was quiet possible. Bessette got up,
strode out of the consulting room and into the waiting room,
which was filled with pregnant women waiting to see the doc-
tor, and he turned to them and said: ‘Coitrage, mesdames!
Fausse alarmel” »’

THE WALLS in Gérard Bessette’s living room are also covered
with photographs: one of Bessette in Montreal taken by Kero,
another of him at the age of three, one of his father; taken in
the 1920s, standing beside a tiger cage in New York’s Central
Park Zoo. The tiger Is moving, slightly blurred, and thereis an
unidentified girl half-hidden behind the father’s ieft arm. But
the father seetns perfectly calm, regarding the camera with a
quiet composure. ‘““Was he stnct"" I ask Bessette.

“No, .not very,” Bessette replies, looking at the
photograph. “You know, another photographer was here,
and when he saw that photograph he said it was very, how do
you say it, oedipigue. Oedipal? But I do not think it is so
cedipigue, do you?"’

‘*Are you jealous of your mother?** I ask.

**No,"” he says, smllmg “not any more.””

Bessette has lived in Kingston since 1958, when he moved
there to teach at Royal Military College. In 1950 he began
teaching at Queen's, and stayed there until last year, when he
retired — *“in a manner of speaking,”” he says. ‘I have
reserved the right to go back to teach a course from time to
t.lme 1

He is contemplating a return to Montreal, but he is afraid
that it will prove too noisy there for him to work. “Kingston is
very quiet,” he says. ““I don’t like noise. In my study I put in
triple windows to keep the noise outside. Some noises I don’t
mind, motors, for example. But children — I hate children.”

When Paul asks him to step outside for a photograph
Bessette first turns on his television to check the weather on
one of the cable channels. On the front porch, dressed in a
grey track sult and slippers, he gazes toward the camera and
slightly above it, to a porch across the street where a group of
students are watching us. After a few shots Bessctte’s wife,
Irena, comes outside and chats. She is a lawyer, and when last
year the Biblioth#égue Nationale du Québec purchased Bes-

- sette’s papers, Irena advised him to take the money in five an-

oual instalments. Now she joips him for a series of
photographs, flirting with him before the camera, at one point
putting her arms around hiin and kissing his- cheek. I am
strongly reminded, suddenly, of the photograph of Bessette's
father: Bessette, calm, regarding the camera with a quiet com-
posure, but aware of love on one side of him and, at the same
time, of a caged, restless tiger on the other..

TOM MARSHALL is standing in front of his house on Victoria
Street beside a pair of twin juniper bushes — **The kind they
make gin from,"” he says, and it’s true: crush the tiny buds
between your teeth and your mouth js filled with the bitter,
green taste of gin. Like Purdy, Marshall whisks us quickly
through the house into the backyard — we catch glimpses of
newly upholstered antique sofas, a long coffee table covered
with so many small objects it looks like a kind of artistic Kim’s
Game. On the dining room wall i8 a blue-and-white abstract
landscape by Kimt Ondaatje, and an unframed poster in the
study, titled “Kingston Poets,” shows photographs of Mar-
shell, David Helwig, and Gail Fox. The kitchen is immaculate,
the tile floor polished, the counters barely used, the cipboards
and fridge almost empty -— a bachelor’s kitchen. -
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There is an enclosed back
porch that has been turned into
a writing room, a small table in
the middle with a portable
typewriter on it. A wooden
stoop gives out into a long,
narrow strip of grass sur-
rounded by low shrubs. Mar-
shall’s five-year-old neighbour,
Tony, comes over with his
baseball bat and ball and
demands a game, and for a
while Tom is entirely taken up
with either fending off or giv-
ing In to Tony’s insistent
shrieks for attention.

““He's a very bright kid,”
Marshall says ducing a full. “I
think given half a chance he
might turn out all right. But his
parents are useless, always on
welfare, you can hear them
screeching at each other a
block away. I think.the father
has taken off somewhere — he
does that from time to time —
and Tony iIs very disturbed and
angry just now.””

Tony has already squirmed
or snuggled his way into Mar-
shail’s poetry. One poem

-
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Trena and Gérard Bessette

published in Writer's Quarterly refers to Tony and to his next door, whams into garagedoor . . .
father, and in a recent tribute to the Jate George Whalley, who We make such impact on all the ages
died a few days before our visit, Tony reappears: This is an echo of something Marshall said in an interview
I think published by Jon Pearce in Twelve Voices (Borealis Press,
1980). Pearce asked Marshall how poets: became poets.
that we persist in subatomic memory “That’s so mysterious,”” Marshall replied, *‘that I don't-know

as five-year-old Tony starts the car : if I can answer it. I think it begins very early in childhood.
... There’s one theory that -all
children are artists and that
they gradually have it drum-
med out of them, and perhaps
that’s true. But the more in-
teresting question would be
why the ones that don’t get it.
drummed out of them survive
. as children, if you like, and I
think the artist does have a
child-like conscionsness in
some way."

Marshall’s gennine concern
is that Tony is having it drum-
med out of him daily. “It’s
depressing,”” he says as we
finish our drinks in the [iving
room, looking at Tory's nose
flattened against the front
windowpane, *‘to think of all
that energy and apparent intel-
ligence so negatively
‘deployed.”

As we left, Paul took a quick
Polaroid shot of Tony, and he
ran off home with it. A minute
later he came rumning back.
“Mom [ikes the picture,’” he
said breathlessly. *““She wants *

i you to take ome of my
Tom Marshall and Tony . brother.” O
\
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ESSAY

NET GAINS

What makes a brilliant goalie into a
successful writer? Perhaps it has something
to do with his position on the ice .

By RICK SALUTIN

BACK WHEN he was a goalie (the goalie of the 1970s, many
would say) Xen Dryden would occasionally phone and ask,
Hovw’s the book — or play, or article — going? Rotten, I'd
reply — or Lousy, or Shiity, or Don’t ask! He'd crack up. He
found it incredible that anyone could be so oppressed by the
mere process of writing that they’d explode the routine eti-
quette of a telephone conversation.

About two years ago, when he’d already spent I.Smonthson
his book about hockey, I called Dryden and inquired how it

was going. ‘"You don’t wanta know!"* he barked. **You don’t

even want to think about it!*’
The goalie had become a
writer.

WHILE HE WAS still with the
Montreal Canadiens, Dryden
already exhibited one of the
preliminary sympions of a
writer; he was a mnatural
observer. When we col-
laborated in 1976 on Les Cana-
diens, a play about hockey for
Montreal’s Centans Theatre,
he would call about once a
week, often from a road trip.
He'd always begin, “Some-
thing just happened, I don’t
know whether it’ll be of any
use to you...' I came to
take this a3 my cue to get down
every word he spoke.

Once it was about a visit to
the dressing room by a former
Canadien defenceman, and the
unwilled gulf that existed [
between him and the players of y
today. *“I don’t know what it was,”’ mused Dryden. “Well, I
do really — it's the money!*’ — referring to the stratospheric
hike in hockey salaries that occurred with the expansion of
1967.

Another time he reported the mood of fans and players dur-
ing a game on the night the Parti Québécois won its first elec-
tion victory. “We're not used to being ignored,’ he said, ““in
Montreal, in the Forum, when we’re winning!*!

His descriptions were pointed, dramatic in from, including
dialogue, and usually contained pithy conclusions about the
mezaning of the event. When he came to rehearsals of the play,
following practice at the Forum, his contributions were not
only *“The Rocket was a lefi-handed shot,”® but also, “*That
Iine will have more impact if Eric pauses first.”” He was already
making notes to himself on scraps of paper, often during the
early morning hours when he unwound after a game, and stor-
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ing them in his desk drawer for use sometime in the future.
.After the 1979 season, Dryden announced he was leaving
hockey. The silence of the sports press was deafening. No one
couid fignre it ont; it was nnprecedented. It was as if Trudean
had quit in, say, 1971, at the height of his popularity. (Dryden
had starred for the Canad:ens through four straight Stanley
Cups, never missing a playoff game, and had won the Vezina
trophyastop gosaltender each year.) In terms ofahockey life, ,
retirement made no sense. But as Dryden describes in the book

(which derives much of its drama from the fact that the week

- in his life recounted by Dryden
: was the ome in which he
reached this decision) the game
was no longer fun.
In terms of a human, as
* opposed to a hockey, life,
! evervthing was reversed. In
* hockey he had already
achieved a vast amount — like,
say, Picasso by 1920, He had
only to coast through the rest
of his career, maybe a decade,
then glide into coaching, or
management, or perhaps the
first chair of hockey at 2 Cana-
dian university. In any dif- -
ferent career, though, he was
far behind others his age, Even
' in his well-known persona as 2
- law student he had articled but
 not taken the bar admission
course. And he had a firm
sense that his life was to
involve more than hockey.

This did not mean he plan-
_ned to write for the rest of his
years; he had other projects in mind. But he had a writer's
double instinct: to use your writing as a means of ordering
your experience, reliving it and making sense of it. The first
task of the rest of his life became a book about hockey,

The year following his retirement he went to Cambridge, z
England, with his family. He started work with the expectation E
of transforming his notes into a book. A year later he returned
to Capnada with a book-length manuscript and realized it =
wasn’t 2 book. He rented a house in downtown Toronto that S
contained **The Room.'* *‘I can't believe how much time Ken 2
spends in The Room,”’ said Lynda Dryden that year, “Well, ;

" back to The Room,”* Dryden would intone dolefully at the end

of practicelly every conversation or meeting. He spoke its 3
name as if it was the Star Chamber or the Black Hole of
Calcutta, He sounded like the Count of Monte Cristo retum-
ing to his cell. He sometimes looked it. z



By the end of that year the book had found its form: the
classic shape of a journal. During the third year after his retire-
ment, in another rented house in Toronto, and another room,

Dryden discovered and developed those pedestrian techniques

of cutting, honing, and fiddling with words that turn good
ideas into effective prose. He also wrestled with and conquered

Athletes and politicians have
happy childhoods; writers
experience 2 youth of torment

those sections that became the most original contributions of
The Game: Heroes versus Celebrities, Experience of an
Average Game, and Why We Play the Way We Do.

Dryden once announced over the phone that he*d noticed
that athletes and politicians claim to have had happy
childhoods; writers on the other hand have experienced a
youth of torment. This arrangement appeared necessary, he
explained, so that each could fulfil his or her proper function.
Athletes, for instance, are accustomed to relatively speedy

resolutions of their conflicts. The game is over, the fesult is . -

known; though limited reflection may be useful, it is impor-
tant not to brood over what has been done. There is no way to
return to it and improve it — which is precisely what a writer
must do. Unhappiness and irresolution are just the things that
lead a writer to introspection and self-examinetion, which in
turn produce literary insight -and, theoretically, good books.
Since Dryden had a bappy childhood, by this‘schema the tran-
sition from athlete to writer would have amounted to having a
personality transplant, which he perfomed on himself. More
[ikely both d:spomuons existed in bhim; a hockey life em-
phasized one, writing drew out the other,

He was prnbably aided in the transition by his chosen posi-
tion on the ice. The job description of goaltender involves a
dense rubber disc, further hardened by freezing just before
game time, projected toward you at speeds up to 100 miles per
hour. Your task is to get in front of it — an unnatural response
to say the least. Goaltenders may have had happy childhoods,
but a trace of masochism crept in. They never have the oppor-
tunity for the near-orgasmic pleasure available to goal-scorers.
(“I could see the tension drain out of Rocket as the puck went

in the net,”" said Toe Blake once about the greatest scorer of -

all.)

Since they cannot score, goaltenders cannot win games; they
can, however, be blamed for losses. In theory the only result a
goalie can be responsible for is & 0-0 tie. They almost never
have the chance to relive their triumphs, since contemporary
history, in the form of sportscasts, replays goals, not saves.
Instead they savour their faflures. Dryden recently sat through
a film abonut the 1972 Russia-Canada series m which he watch-
ed himself scored on 19 times.

This kind of work experience naturally prompts some self-
questioning and even self-doubt — and goalies, it seems to me,
are the most introspective and articulate of hockey players.
Jacques Plante, a creative genius and bme of Dryden's
predecessors with Les Canadiens, once told me his
“philosophy’® was contained in his book, Goaltending (1975).
1 said I thought the book was just a manual on how to play
goal. He directed me to three or four pages near the beginning.
1 told him I found it moving, and that he’d obviously thought
intensely about being a goaltender. *‘It was my life,”* he said.
He had actually calenlated the percentage of his waking hours
since birth that had been spent in the net.

There is another way that goaltending, according to Dryden,’
contributes to vriting; it has to do with the isolation of the
position. Unlike everyone else, the goalie is al on the ice,
but also uniquely, he is set apart from the play, inside his
crease. For much of the time, he watches the game as it
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Children across the country have developed a taste for
Crackers, a new magazine full of special features,
profiles, stories, crafts, puzzles, learning games,
contests and much morel No other magazine
such a wide variety of subjects in every Issue — from
entertalnment to technology, sports, fiction and school
studies — all in a beautiful, colourful format kids love.
The subscription price of $9.95 Includes four
seasonal issues plus a bumper bonus Christmas
Crackers book, To order, cut out the coupon below
and send to:

Crackers Magazine .
123 Newkirk Rd.
Richmond Hill, Ont. L4C 3G5

Name Age
Address
Ciy -~
Province Code |
|__Paraatssignature {required for ‘Bl me") - __I
CBC-1

[ Payment enclosed (Cheque or MoneyOrder) [ Bl ma
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unfolds in front of him, some distance up the ice, ebbing from

and flowing to him. Ata certa.m hoint., 351 ck moves.,
“"‘”ﬁf"dﬂ‘iﬁm“"ﬂ&wfﬁgﬁs o I piaf!” cdilite 'ST tnis
interrupted quality in his parnclpatlon, he is never ““in’’ the
A goaltender is a kind of
T T i G e iditvry i ke
best kind of writer might -

be described in the same way
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occurs when the opposition carries the puck behind his net, a
la Gretzky. The jerky, frantic, almost spastic behaviodr of
goaltenders at such a time indicates how dependent they are on
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is a kind of involved observer, and the best kind of writer -

might be described in the same way. Dryden insists that this is
a Joose analogy: being a goalie is not the same as being a
writer, It i is, howéver, better preparamn for writing than play-
ing left wing.

These crossover traits of the goalie-cum-writer characterize
much of The Game. On the one hand, from iime to time there
is a moodiness and self-doubt, even the churlishness and
misanthropy of, say, a Billy Smith swinging his broad stick at
anyone who invades his territory. This book will chailenge
and, I think, disturb many people. It is not sensational i the
glib and commercial way of Jim Bouton’s Ball Four, which
smugly exposed the sexual peccadilloes of famous athletes.
Bouton scandalizes; Dryden undermines. He questions our
common attitudes toward our game: heroism, celebrity,
romance, wealth, competition. He picks at these things as if

* they were scabs. He wants to get undernsath.

On the other hand, there is the involved observer. In a four
dg_.ftym neatthe.and. of the hool,  DNedan. rpenpat:
eutire history of hockey — not in the manher of 3 Pierre Ber-
ton, telling an interesting tale from beginning through end
(which Jeaves us contentedly unmoved), but from that unique

vantage point at one end of the rink, watching the game unfold
|

vm— wmmw —— # s A wmes saswvASau b SRSIERE

Aslung and wondering: Why do the Russians use the ice so
much better than we do? Why didn’t-we dis¢over in 100 years
the things they Jearned in 30? Why can’t we exploit the most
useful of their discoveries in our plav? Then delvine, ﬁ|r‘l-|rr
aa frrendr s e piey' 61 118 2iine 1 order to unearth the
roots that still anchor our behaviour., Then analyzing the
psychology — even uncovering a sort of collective hockey un-
conscious —_of those who perpetuate 2 flawed style of play,

- ——g—— w

generatoa altter generation. All i aid of determining how and
where to insert oneself in this unfolding of hockey. history in
order to change things as they are and alter the future of the
game, It is the sort of imaginative recovery of history that
could probably have been done only by a goalie who had
become a writer.

‘ IF YOU AsK.Dryden how if fesls to be finished his book, ke

replies waspishly, *“That’s another thing about writing a book.
It never seems o end.”” Though the book is completed — it sits
there on his shelf — he continues to experience the writing of it
like a phantom limb, another experience known to writers.

It is a curiosity of sports literature that many fine books
have been written about baseball and virtually none on any
comparable sport, including hockey. The reasons are obscure.
Why has Dryden succeeded so well in The Game? Perhaps

because, as both goalie and writer, he knows how to watch,

and when to insert himself into the action. (0
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REVIEW

The boys
of winter

By JACK BATTEN

The Game, by Ken Dryden, Mac-
» 259 pages, $19.95 clot.h (ISBN O
715 9721 D

WITH HIS remarkably fine book, Ken
Diyden has nudged sports autobio-
graphy on to a third level. The first and
busiest level is occupied by the as-told-to
books. That’s where the athlete or coach
turns over his memories and pensées toa
writer who shapes them into a book that

deals in the first person. In cages where -

the athlete/coach is an especially percep-
tive observer and the writer is a par-
ticularly graceful stylist — for example,
Punch Imlach with Scott Young — the
book turns into a rewarding exercise. On
the second level of sports
autobiography, much skimpier than the

first, the athlete supplies both the °

reminiscences and the authorship. Easily
the best example up till now of this sort
of book is Life on the Run, the recollec-
tions of a few weeks in 1976 from the life
of the marvellous New York Knicks
basketball player, and now senator from
New Jersey, Bill Bradiey. His book,
every word written by Bradley, was
thoughtful and enliphtening and
altogether serious, and in a sense it
prepared readers for Dryden and- the

third level of sporis autobiography. The

Game is also thoughtful, enlightening,
and altogether serious, but what makes
it fresh and different is that it happens to
be beautifully written, Dryden may not
be a Scott Young in the stylistic depart-
ment — who i5? — but he writes better,
with more ease and precision, than any
athlete ought to and most sports wnters
are able to.

In form, the Ibouk is rather like .

Bradley's. Dryden has taken nine days
from near the end of the 1978-79 regular
season and crammed into them a blend

of impressions, character skeiches, .

remembrances, and reported incidents.
The period, by itself, held a special
significance. It marked Dryden’s last
season as the-Montreal Canadiens goal-
tender, and it signalled the decline of the
magnificent string of Canadiens teams,
the era when Savard and Gainey,
Lafleur and Lemaire and the others won
all those Stanley Cups. Thus, the book

has a built-<in sense of wistfulness, of
doors closing and adventures con-
cluding, and Dryden makes wonderful
use of the feclings that this series of tran-
sitions generates. He is tuned in with
complete fidelity to the immediate
events of the dressing room and the
arena, and he also has a faithful detector
that records the larger emotions. He
catches something that I’ve never notic-
ed in hockey’s lilerature, a curious and
somefimes awful sense of crisis and
sadness that may be as much a part of
the game as the more obvious joy.

The book is full of such revelatory
moments, and.-that explains its unique-
ness, Dryden tells us things that no out-
sider, not even the most diligent sports
writer, could get exactly right. He has
been there, and he has the willingness
and gifts to explain just where there is.
How does it feel to play goal? Why is
Scotty Bowman such a superior coach
and such a weird guy? What does
fighting mean for good or evil to the
game? How does- celebrity affect a
hockey player? And how do members of
a team sort themselves out by language,
friendship, talent, &nd personality?
Dryden doesn’t steer away from any of
the questions, and he takes a splendidly

* clear-eyed approach to all his answers.

-Forthe pure fan, perhaps Dryden’s
sketches of seven or cight of his team-
mates comes as the book’s most satisfy-
ing set pieces. Larry Robinson, Rejean
Houle, Bob Gainey - all of .them used
to be, at least for me, merely shadows on
the television screen and figures on the

Qardens ice, but with his concise and
gorgeously observed portraits, Dryden
has succeeded in moving them next door
to me, making them into men as imme-
diate and idiosyncratic as my friends.
Here he is on Pete Mahovlich:
« « » if I have one lasting image of him,
it is from off the ice — wearing a patch-
work sports jacket, the kind Heywood
Hale Broun might wear, a rough, tweed
. fedora on his head, pushed up and pun-
ched to Jook 2 certain way, a cigar in his
tecth, a day's growth of beard, a big, -
picket-fence grin, and saying in a volce
with a too-loud 1augh, ‘*Hey, who has
more fun than people?” ’

Very nice — and so’s the whole .
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Store
wars

By DANIEL FRANCIS

'The Company Store: James Bryson
McLachlan and the Cape Breton Coal
Miners, 1900-1925, by John Mellor,

Doubleday, illustrated, 362 pages, _'

$21,95 cloth (ISBN 0 385 12812 6).”

THE YEARS following the First World
War were years of unprecedented labour
strife in Canada, but nowhere was the

. war between labour and capital- as

férocious as in the mines and stee! mills

"of Cape Breton. Soldiers routinely

patrolled the streets of Sydney and Glace
Bay to pacify miners forced at gunpoint
to accept wage cuts in the face ¢f ram-

. pant inflation. Families deprived of fuel

froze in their homes, children starved,
property was smashed and burned — all
so that 2 huge conglomerate could main-
tain its profits. In The Company Store
John Mellor relates this story in compel-
ling detail.

He bemns in the 1890s, when a group
of small Cape Breton coal producers
amalgamated into a single company to
take advantage of American capital and

. markets and enjoy a period of rapid

growth, In turn the miners organized
unions, and the stage was set for a long

. serfes of confrontations. The first of
these occurred in 1909 when the com- -

pany’s campaign to keep out the

U.S.-based United Mineworkers of

America (UMWA) led to a vicious strike .

during which federal troops mounted a
machine gun on the steps of a church to
break up a peaceful protest march of
miners and their families. .
Divided between local and internas

_tional unfons, radical and moderate

leaders, the workers did mot uvsually
achieve the same unity'as -their
employer. One segment drifted leftward
and found its voice in James
McLachlan, who came to Canada in
1902 from his native Scotland, where he
was blacklisted for Iabour activities, and
emerged as one of the leaders of the

- UMWA during the 1909 strike. A com-

mitted soclalist, later a member of the
Communist Party, he was an eloquent,

- “uncompromising foe . of the coal

company.

In the 1920s attemptis to reduce wages B

lower than starvation level were met by
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more strikes. Leaders w jailed,
families were kicked out of their houses,
company property was destroyed, and
one striker was killed by police before
the exhausted miners were forced back
to work. Militant union leaders were
replaced by moderates who accepted the
logic of wage cuts, and an era of
violence and turmoil drew to a close.
Through this tale of oppression and
misery Mellor weaves a description of
daily life in the mining communities.
The company store, where most inhabi-
tants did their shopping, becomes sym-
bolic of the hold the company had over
its employvees. Unable to make ends
meet on meagre salaries, miners fell
deeper into debt. Then, during times of
conflict, credit was used to coerce or
punish the men. Similarly, housing,
health care, heating fuel, and so on —
all controlled by the company — were
weapons used to tame an unmly labour
force. Those who did not cooperate were
locked out of the company store.
Mellor's book can he read as a case
study of the relationship between busi-
ness and government in Canada.
According to liberal orthodoxy, in the
19205 as much as today, the state is an
impartial arbiter between contending
social forces. The hollowness of such a
claim was shown in Cape Breton. Dif-
ferent levels of government, friendly
with business interests and eager for coal
royalties, consistently intervened on the
side of the employers. The state was no
friend of the Cape Breton coal miner.
Mellor is not a detached historian. He
is plainly on the side of the miners and is
pleading their case. **Men, women and
children would be starved, beaten and
shot to allow international financiers to
receive bloated dividends on their
watered stock.” That pretty well sums
up his analysis of the situation. The
book gives a fine account of what it was
like to work in the mines and suffer at
the hands of the company. It does not
pay much attention to the larger pro-
blems of the industry and offers no con-
vincing discussion of the company’s
financial arrangements, In short this is
labour history, not businesss history.
More than that, it is labour history
that often verges on hagiography. We
arc meant to believe that James
McLachlan was a saint in miner's
lantern. -Other union leaders are
approved or dismissed according to
McLachlan’s ideology and tactics. The
miners were apparently fighting a losing
battle, Time after time McLachlan Jed
them into confromtations that brought
terrible hardship and few results. A
more even-handed appraisal of his role,
and a more charitable appraisal of his
union rivals, would seem to be in order.
However, Mellor’s sympathy for the
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miners and his clear sense of outrage at
what they endured are also the strengths
of his book. He is always opinionated,
never disinferested, and the result is a
spirited introduction to one of the most
shameful episodes in Ca.nadlan labour
history. [1 -

REVIEW

History’s
soldier

" "By DAVID STAFFORD

A Date with History: Memolrs of a
Canadisn Historian, by C.P. Stacey,
Deneau Publishers, 293 pages, $24.95

cloth (ISBN 0 38879 086 4).

BEHIND THE ANEMIC dust-wrapper of this
book lies a far from lifeless memoir,
Charles Stacey might be familiar to
Canadiens as the author of A Very
Double Life, the book that in 1976
revealed Mackenzie King's consortings
with ladies of the street, but to profes-
sional historians Colonel C.P. Stacey is
the doyen of Canadian military history.
He is responsible for the standard of-
ficial histories of the Canadian army in
the Second World War and of other
monographs dealing with military and
strategic history. During the war he was
historical officer at Canadian military
headquarters in London, and subse-
quently director of the historical section
of the general staff in Ottawa until 1959,
Under his aegis a generation of military
‘historians served their novitiate, as did
many of the war artists whose efforts he

" nounrished.

In his own way Stacey has had a

_double life, writing history for the

general reader and at the same time tak-
ing command of large and scholarly
research projects. In part this arose from
his determination to avoid the errors
that had occurred after the First World
War. Official histories' of the Canadian.
forces overseas were commissioned, but
only one of the eight projected volumes
ever appeared, and that was in 1938.
This lamentably failed to meet the de-
mand for a prompt and publicly accessi-
ble account of the war, Under Stacey’s
Ieadership, the historical section in Ot-
tawa did far better. Within threc years
of Germany's surrender, the first fruits

‘of its work appeared in g summary writ-
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ten for the general public under the title
The Canadiagh Army, 1939-1949, which
gave readers probably as full an account
as was needed of events on the bat-
tlefield in the war years. (It might be
noted, however, that the other services
did not fare nearly so well.) More
specialized volumes appeared in due
course, and the series was' completed in
1960. Within 15 years Stacey- had suc-
cessfully completed an operation that
satisfied both specialist and pgeneralist
needs. There -are other reasoms,
however, why Stacey is worthy of note. .
Military historians can be a dull and
tedious lot, and military history, except
to the dedicated buff, can seem as
delectable and gripping as the contents
Iist of a packet of dried soup. Stacey,
however, knows how to package his pro-
duct and make the contents palatable to
those whose tastes normally run to more
exotic fare. It is unlikely that he will be
remembered as a historian with & grand
theory such as Crelghton or Innes. But

- he should be recognized as a fine practi-

tioner of the craft of history. History
took him into militacy affairs rather
than the reverse, and he was trained in
the good old days when history was
regavded as a branch -of literature. He

* was educated at Toronto, Oxford, and

Princeton, and took the best they had to
offer. He began as a generalist, and read
widely in British, European, and
American as well as Canadian History.

" Early on, he learned the discipline of

writing. He insists more than once that a
researchreportmayhavenomentasa
book, and that he would have failed in
his public task had he written work that
was unreadable.

In the production of the ofﬁclal
histories he took on much of the writing -
himself. Many of his excellent research
assistants were simply mot. up to the
demands of writing good prose. Stacey
is a warrior in a battle he senses he is
losing. He delivers some well-aimed
blows at colleagues in the historical pro-
fession, some of whom he calls mute and
inglotious, and others, if not mnte, close
to semj-literate. Such views are not very
fashionable or popular in the historical
profession today. But unless it listens,
more and more of its research will be
read by fewer and fewer people; and
then indeed those now howling for the
blood of academics may have their way.

Stacey writes with style and wit, so
that we dre both entertained and
instructed, His account of battles with
various high prests of &ecrecy in.
London and Ottawa over access to
documents betrays much langhable
stupidity on the part of his superiors.
Those who had defied the mighty sword
of the Third Reich often showed inor-
dinate fear of the pens .of Stacey’s

e Byt g T e e e L e


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

ournal of Canadian Studies
evue d études canadiennes

If you have difficulty keep-  Because its editorial policy insists on

) ,!:\ . ing up with the many jargon-free prose of high quality and
f_(/ﬁ’ ) fields of study relating to favours articles which are likely to be of
Canada the dJournal of general as well as specialized scholarly
Canadian Studies is just’ interest, the Journal has become_ an ‘
what you are looking for. - exciting way to keep abreast of some

N of the best writing across the entire
- 1 »
The Joumal publishes a lively variety of range of studies relafing to Canada.

scholarly articles; critical comment and X

book reviews on Canadian history, Outstanding issues, now in preparation,
politics, economics, education, literature will explore such themes as Religion and-
and the arts, public policy, communica-  Canadian Literature, Native People, A M. |
tions, anthropology and sociology. It is Klein's Montreal, Canada’s Relations with
the senior academic quarterly devoted to  the Third World, Human Rights, the
interdisciplinary Canadian Studies and Intellectual Life of Ontario, the Economic
has established a solid reputation for Crisis.

excellence since its founding in 1966.

Write tdday to the Journal of Canadian Stucliles Trent University, Box 4800, Peterbt;mugh Ontario,- -
K9d 7B8, or telephone (705) 748-1409, Cheques should be made payable to Trent Umversxty

------------------------------------------------------------------------

Name _

Street Address
City Prov._ __._Postal Code

\

|1 Send me a subscription to the Journal of Canadian Studies

[ ] My cheque for $12.00 (one year) or $20.00 (two years) is enclosed
[] Please bill me

[ Please send me more information about the Journal

October 1983, Books in Canada. 19

T T ¥ Ry pac e o G0 T e e o PN e e ——
et W T e T R T T R T T Al T ¢ T e skl



—— e, D T s 2T AT = -

historical platoon, and his victories were

won only after a great deal of resistance -

on his part and to the accompaniment of
continued guerrilla skirmishing. Those
inclined to believe that official histories
are merely what officlaldom wishes us to
read should see what Stacey has to say
here about the genesis and evolution of
his major work. There are indeed pro-
blems with officinl histories, and Stacey
i3 not immune from the over-reverential
view they assume toward the contem-
porary written docuitent. He is a tradi-
tionalist in this area as in others. It is to
be expected that the historians writing

official histories are those least likely to*

dissent from the basic assumptions that
inform them. But that they are mere
puppets of their political superiors is
amply disproved by Stacey’s account.
He has a good eye for the telling anec-
dote about many of those with whom his
official duties brought him in contact.
‘We see Mackenzie King touring the bat-

tiefields of Normandy after liberation,
patently more interested in the plaudits
of the crowds than in the scenes of bat-
tle, and nervously fingering the increas-
ingly grubby piece of paper from which
he would read, in his excruciating
French, inappropriate phrases. to
bemused mayors and other- officials.
How, Stacey wonders, did King so
masterfully conceal the qualities he must
have possessed to be in power 50 long?

Perhaps he underestimates Mackenzie .

King’s loathing for the military, and the
crafty old man wag getting his own back
by embarrassing them all. .

" Of Qeneral Crerar, who commanded
Canadian forces during the liberation of
Europe, Stacey deploys one of his
favoured tactics, the backhanded com-
pliment. He was, he told an eager war-

time correspondent — and he répeats it

for us here — the sort of person who
would never make a bad mistake, Of
Brooke Claxton, King's post-war

FEATURE REVIEW

minister of defence whose cuts seriously
threatened Stacey’s project, we are told
he was “‘not one of the couther people I
bave met.” Of all those he did meet, he
remembers with greatest warmth Mac-
Naugliton, Crerar’s dismissed prede-
cessor. ‘*Meeting him was like shaking
hands with a dynamo,”” he recalls, and
some of that energy was obviously
transmitted to Stacey.-It was from Mac-

. Naughton, too, that he heard in London -

in 1940 what now has become the
authorized version among many of the
Stacey school: that the autonomy of,
Canada was worked out on.the -bat-"
tlefiekd, and that the test of sovereiznty
was control of the armed forces, .

On the whole, Stacey says of his
experiences as an historian in soldier’s
wmniform, Clio’s servants were well
treated in the Canadian army. Clio has
been well served by Stacey. Ignore the
cover. Read the book. You will smile,
and you will learn. OO

No excuses

' Despite occasional glimmers, in his new
novel Robert Kroetsch fails to live up to the

Albi, by Robert Kroetsch, Stoddart,
239 pages, $16.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7737
201486):

ONE OF THE few basic plots availabletoa
writer of fiction is that of the quest. The
purpose of the cmest may be hidden even
to the writer (in fact, the obscurity of the
. goal may be, as in Kafka, the purpose of
the story); the obstacles encountered
along the way become the story itself.
Robert Kroetsch’s past fiction explores a
number of such quests, We understand
that in the beginning something has been
lost, and that the characters set out in
search of that something. Whether they
achieve their goal or not is no longer
important: essential to the novel is the
quest itself. .
In Kroetsch’s first novel, But We Are
Exiles, which tells of a journey of deli-
verance along the Mackenzie River, the
characters are exiles in the sense in which

Homer's Ulysses is an exile — that is, -

20 Books in Canads, October, 1983

quality his intended story requires
By ALBERTO MANGUEL

!

someone banished from what is his by a
will other than his own. In a recent inter-
view in Labyrinths of Voice; Conversa-
fions with Robert Kroetsch, Kroetsch
admitted to being surprised when a critic
traced the structure of his first novel to
Coleridge’s ““Ancient Mariner,” but did
not disown the relationship. I think that
rather than Coleridge, Homer provides a
better source of reference: in both the
Mariner’s and Ulysses” voyages there is
an expiation to be accomplished, but
while the Mariner is a passive adventurer
("I could not draw my eyes from
theirs,/Nor turn them up to pray"),
Ulysses is a man of action (*‘tired and
worn out by perils”)— and Kroetsch’s
exiles are essentially men of action.
Badlands (1975) refers to the Odyssean
quest by opposition: on the second page
Amna Dawe needs to state: “I was not

* Penelope because no man wagered his

way towards me.” Badlands is an
Odyssey in which the hero/heroine never

quite Ieaves home. Between But We Are
Exiles and Badlands lies The Studhorse
Man, a splendid tour de force and a true
novel of quest: a man in search of his
sanity, a horse in search of its perfect
mare, a woman in search of herself.

In Badlands and The Studhorse Man
Kroetsch’s Aegean is the province of
Alberta. His new novel is also a quest,
but unlike the others it is not limited to
one pert of the world. In Alibi the
traveller has suddenly widened his
horizons: Alberta yes, but also England,

" Portugal, and above all Greece, where

the Ulysses theme is brought back to its
source. It also serves as contrast: Alberta
(vast, wintery, or green) set against
Greece (small, summery, and dry). This
time the quest is borrowed: it is not the
hero’s own, even though it does become

. his own in the end. We guess at the plot:

Kroetsch seems to be saying that
whatever we look for, in the end we find
only ourselves. We are the answer, no
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matter what the question might be.
Alibi is told through the voice of Billy
Billy Dorfendorf (Dorf for short), aman
in his 405 whose wife has been unfaithful
ard who is now employed by an invisible
millionaire called Deemer to scour the
world for all kinds of things that take
the millionaire’s fancy. Names have a

special significance in Kroetsch’s work. -

“Dorfendorf™ repeats the German word
for “village” (Kroetsch was brought up
in a bilingual household), and the idea
of travelling *“from village to village'’ is
imbedded in Dorf’s name. Deemer (Old
English for “judge’”) is 2 modern super-
power, infernally rich, with spies in
every country. He is that faceless,
voiceless god (Dorf speaks only to his
secretary) who spins his servant's
destiny. We can guess that, like Chester-
ton's Sunday in The Man Whko Was

Thursday, perhaps the finest example of -

a modern quest, Deemer becomes
anything his servant dreads or wishes, a
divinity fashioned by man’s prayers, an
ogre bred by man’s own nightmares.
‘The novel's title is of course Latin for
“*clsewhere’* — the exile’s home, and
also his excuse.

The novel begins when Deemer sends
Dorf on one of his wild quests: this time
in search of a spa (unbelievably, Dorf, a
well-travelled if not well-bred man who
drinks champagne at Max Ernst open-
ings, has no idea of what a ‘*spa® might
be). The first spa Dorf discovers is in the
Rockies, and he decides to visit it accom-
panied by a lady friend, Karen Strike, a
film-maker. As soon as they arrive

(barely five pages into the book) Dorf,-

in the spa’s stecaming pool, meets a
beautiful floating head: her name is Julie
Magnuson, and Dorf makes love to her
in the hot, vaporous waters. When Julie
unexpectedly blurts out **I'll kill you,”
Dorf begins to suspect that his life may
be in danger. After the pool, and before
jumping into bed with Karen, Dorf
decides to shower but, confusing the hot
tap with the cold, badly scalds his penis:
love-making with Karen must be
postponed,

Next day Dorf persuades Karen to
leave him on his own' in the spa (he
hopes to see Jolie again) and to come
back a few days later with a change of
his clothes. In a laundromat he comes
across his third woman, Estuary, and
Dorf’s pilgrimage begins. Fivst Bath, in

England {(on the plane Dorf meets his

elder sister Sylvia), then Portugal where,
as if by chance, he sees Julie again, this
time accompanied by a dwarf, a Por-
tuguese doctor called Manuel de
Medeiros. Dorf, Julie, and the small
doctor form a curiously shaped love-
triangle until Julie is killed in a car acci-
dent seemingly intended for Dorf. Dorf
leaves for Greece, Karen comes to join

e ——— e e LR LR NP Ly -1 Ll B e | 1PN u

: . .
~ him, and Dorf’s two teenage daughters

(in his former wife’s custody) drop in to
visit. In Greece he takes to mud-bathing,
which, he believes will cure him of all his
ailments (whatever they may be), and
while wallowing achieves the best
orgasm of his life in the capable hands of
a group of Greek women.

At last Dorf returns to Calgary, and
somewhere near  Banff he finds the
perfect spa. Mysteriously, all the
characters meet, including a speciral
Deemer and the ghostly voice of the
dead Julie. Why? How? The novel ends
with a few pages from Dorf’s journal (a
gift from Xaren) in which a few more
facts, mainly dealmg with ornithological
matters, are given, The final note seems
to read *‘to be contirlued,” but that is no
excuse: the book as it stands should
make sense in itself. Perhaps Kroetsch is
saying that after a long quest for a spa,
Dorf has discovered that whatever we
seek for (like Maeterlinck’s blue bird)
Iies at home.

Two important variations occur in
Alibi’s Odyssean plot (I might add that
in one of Dorf’s adventures he meets a
character who, like Ulysses, calls himself
Nobody). The first is a variation on the
fountain of eternal youth theme: spas,
health, youth, water, sex, and the
passage of time are traditionally linked.
Karen points out that Deemer may be
looking for just such a fountain, and in
drinking the waters from many spas
Dorf is more or less consciously (we
infer) looking for the miraculous one
that will cure all evil. The very notion of
its existence gives hope to the quest;
simply believing that a miracle may be
encountered tinges life with a sense of
the miraculous. Dorf, who has found so
many strange things for Deemer (Sicilian
dominoes, a collection of teeth, the
skeletons of every kind of sea-creature in
the world including a2 mermaid, a
showcase of rare eggs) does not question
Deemer’s demands: he acts on the
assumption that if it can be requested it
can be found, and furthers this belief by
supposing that if it can be looked for it
must exist. Dorf’s quest echoes Lan-
dolfi’s: **I know the unicorn lives in this
wood because it is here that I have
searched for it.”

The second variation, whether
deliberate or not, is a parody of the
James Bond films, and this unsuccessful
parodic style is, I believe, at the root-of
Alibi’s failure as a novel. Don Quixole
is, among many other things, a parody
of novels of chivalry, and as such it
works because books such as Amadis or
Tirant lo Blanc did not set out to outdo
themselves, to become their own
caricatures, The James Bond films, on
the other hand, intend to appear larger
than life (and twice as real); they are, so
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to speak, their own parody; it is impossi-
ble to carry the joke one step further.
even though Kroetsch may not have used
the James Bond theme intentionally, all
the elements that stereotype the genre
are there: the adventurous unattached
man, the beautiful, willing (but deadly)
women, the acrobatic love-making, the
invisible M-like boss, the money-is-no-
object attitude, the five-cities-in-three-
days seiting. )
Alibi can be defined as a parodic quest
in which neither the langnage, nor the
characters nor the story itself, is con-
Let us look first at the language. To
reach the plot, the reader must fight his
way through unbelievably uninteresting
dialogue that perhaps seeks to imitate
the James Bond’s jargon. For instance;
[Karea:] *“I’m touching myself.”
[Dorf:] ““What does it feel ke to
have a cunt?”
Another dialogue:
[Karen:] ““Have you seen Godard’s
Weekend?"*
[Dozf:) “Never heard of it . . .
movie, isn't it?"
Meaningless images abound: .
And when I inhaled ... I filled my
*head with the heat of her desire, rankly
sweet, like iron newly lifted from a bog.
Another:

The octopus fastened itself to my damp
body. It was unimagingbly cool, a cool
poem I later explained to the ignorant
student, not a study of a poem but the
poem itself, finding me. .
And another:
I was the torso of her rapacity.
There are examples of socio-
philosophical poetic phrases:
Is not the telephone its own version of
intimate need?
And further on:
We are all exiles, sometimes even from
our own hands. Even to strike back is to
seek.
(The meaning of these lines totally
€scapes me.)
Bad jokes:

. in threeyeuslhadn'tmadelove to
nnytlung—man. dog, beast, or woman
— not {0 anything but my right fist, and
that, infrequently.

Another:

Right there in Bath where Pr. William

Oliver invented the biscuit as part of the

CUre.

“This takes the biscuit,” I said.
Pedantic use of ““the right word"’:
The cocks, misremembering their time,
crowed in the further distance.

Peter Thomas, in his essay Robert
Kroetsch (1980), published in Douglas &
Meclntyres's Studies in Canadian
Literature series, says in his introduction
that “Kroetsch’s main affinities are with

It'sa
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. i
those writers whose work most
demonstrates [a] concern for the
aesthetics of narrative -— above all, Con-
rad, Faulkner, Beckett, Nabokov,
Borges.”” The above examples do oot
warrant the comparison.

The characterization is equally disap-
pointing: the characters never build up,
Dorf is unintelligible. We do not under-
stand why he moves, what pushes him
on, and once his goal of the perfect spa
is reached we do not understand Dorf’s
reactions. In The Studhorse Man, for
instance, Lepages's passion is clear: the
events, not the psychology, are surpris-
ing. We know and care for Lepage, and
we understand his ppotives even if we
cannot quite define them. Dorf’s
Weltschmerz is never clear, and pathos
for pathos’ sake does not move, Worse
are the female characters: Karen seems a
cut-out from “How to Be a Professional
Woman'" in Good Housekeeping; Iulie
is pure James Bond —. the sexy,
brainless puppet of a Higher Power.

In Labyrinths of Voice Kroetsch calls
Badlands a **male story,” and-perhaps
the term, in a pejorative sense, appliesto
Alibi. Alibi is “male’ in the sense of
being uni-sexual, of focusing entirely on

a stereotyped version of what a male’s -

fantasies and desires are supposed to be.
Only in a “*male’ novel would the word
“‘cunt” appear some 20 times; only in a
“male’? novel wounld the hero tie “‘the
string of my locker key around my
sturdy member."

“A story,” says Kroetsch in the same
Labyrinths interview, “has its own
energy which carries it along.” And yet
in Alibi Kroetsch prevents it from *‘car-
rying itself along.’* The story is stopped,
interfered with, clues are hidden and
never revealed — all part of a spy-story

technique, but useless if the spy story-

does not live up to the reader’s expecta-

- tions. It may be said that a novel can

dispense with an understandable plot
and understandable chatacters: it can
statm]ly portray, it can build and pro-
voke images, it can do any number of

. things. But whatever it sets out to do, it

must do them effectively. In Alibl the
notion of a plot and characters is obvi-

. ously there, the theme of the quest (dear

to Kroetsch) is there — an understan-

ding seems to be offered. And yet, in the .

end, the story makes no sense.

A wrter such as John Hawkes
(Kroetsch in Badiands and The
Studhorse Man is close to the Hawkes of
The Lime Twig and Second Skin) uses
language to create an artificial mood in
which a contrived story becomes credi-
ble through the sheer baroqueness of the
language itself, convoluted and
marvellously intricate short sentences
that convey a convoluted and
marvellously intricate story. Kroetsch’s

Alibi fails in that the language, the
characters, the visible plot, are not up to
the quality the Intended story requires,
the story one dimly sees behind the dregs
of the story presented. Given the rest of
Kroetsch’s work, one cannot but suspect
the existence of a better idea behind
Alibi. Here and there along the 239
pages are intimations of immortality, as
when Dorf reflects on Calgary’s
cemetery, and his thoughts lead on to
other ““great cities of the New World",
and Calgary itself sees the fate of the
““great Mayan places . . . as sun-scarred
and ambitious and intent as this one”
(every one of these three adjectives -is
perfectly chosen and necessary), or as
when Dorf meets Nobody in the cavern.
Unforiunately, these are just glimmers
that heighten the peneral sensation of
fogginess.

‘The reasons why a good writer f:uls
and produces a bad novel are as
mysterious as.the reasons for his success.
Outside any critical judgement, a good
novelist’s failure arouses in the reader a

. kind of blind anger: blind anger, and a .

sense of betrayal, and an irrational feel-
ing of wasted talent and time. OJ

. REVIEW
~ Judas
Priest

By L M. OWEN

A Time for Judas, by Morley
Callaghan, ‘Macmillan, 256 pages,
$18.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7715 9772 X).

MORLEY CALLAGHAN'S new novel may or
may not be the best he has written; all I
know is that it’s the one I've enjoyed
most. In theme, A Fime for Judos is
close to his his best-known pre-war
novels, Strange Fugitive, Such Is My
Beloved, and More Joy in Heaven; in
setting, it's almost as far removed from
them as it could be — instead of 20th-
century Toronto, it takes place in fixst-
century Judea. In style, it is certainly his
best work. He has always been good at -
landscape, and a book set in Judea gives.

him more scope for this talent than his
urban novels did. And his dialogue, for
once, is mostly satisfactory; the speech-
of the characters isn’t archaized at all;
but somechow the subject-matter pre-
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serves them from what George Wood-
cock has called the *‘peculiar
Callaghanese way of speaking”— except
in one place, which I'll quote shortly.

‘The heroes of those three early books
were two crooks, Harry Trotter the
bootlegger in Strange Fugitive and Kip
Caley the bank-robber in More Joy in
Heaven, and one priest, Stephen Dow-
ling in Such Is My Beloved. The hero of
the new book is none, other than Judas
Iscariot, and as Callaghan interprets him
he inevitably reminds us of Father Dowl-
jng — intellectually superior to those
around him, but done in at last by his
own obsession.

The nasrator, Philo of Crete, puts his
finger on the weakness in the gospel ver-
sion of Judas's betrayal of Jesus,
**Bverybody knew the Galilean, and
what he looked like. No one had to
point him out. He wasn’t in hiding, was
he? No one had to be led to the hiding
place.” It"s in the stress of this moment
that Philo blurts out, in the authentic
accents of Kip Celey: *“What’s going on
around here, Ezekiel?**

If it weren’t for that sudden intrusion
of unmistakable Callaghanese, we might
almost be taken in by Callaghan’s pro-
logue, in which he represents the novel
as the work of a deceased Welsh friend
of his named Owen Spencer Davies (I
enjoyed speculating on the association
of ideas behind that particular combins-
tion of names) who had read the authen-

tic manuscript of Philo of Crete, since

supprﬁsed by the Vatican.

Philo s a representative Callaghan
character; amiable, intelligent, and
moderately crooked. Normally he is
business agent for a corrupt Roman
senator, the father of his late wife; but
just at present he is living obscurely in
Jerusalem as scribe to Pontius Pilate
while he waits for a profiteering scandal
to blow over.

Chancing to meke the acquamtance of
Judas, Philo becomes interested in the
doings and teachings of Jesus. Judas is
portrayed as a sophisticated intellectual,
in marked contrast to the simple
Galileans who form the bulk of the

disciples, He even introduces Philo to a _

young Samaritan harlot, Mary, whom
Philo sets up in a house just outside the
city wall. This Mary eventually joins
Jesus, and we learn that the stories told
of Mary Magdalene were really about
Mary of Samaria. Mary Magdalene, it
seems, was never a harlot, but was the
faithful Jover of Jesus — in a discreetly
put but striking departure from the
teachmgs of Callaghan’s Church.

Early in the book Philo is captured by
an Edomite bandit chief named Simon.
‘They become friends, and Philo acts for
a time as Simon’s spy within Jerusalem,
telling him when rich caravans are leav-

ing the city, and where.they are going.
Simon, 2 Robin Hood figure and the
most vivid character in the book, is

destined to be one of the two thieves.

crucified beside Jesus, It is Philo’s
affection for him more than his interest
in Jesus that leads him ¢to become a
witness of the Crucifixion.

Afterwards, a desperate Judas comes

to Philo and tells him the whole story of
his association with Jesus, and the truth
about the ““betrayal® — that Jesus chose
him for this role, necessary for the fulfil-
ment of biblical prophecy. He was
chosen as the most intelligent of the
disciples, the most capable of under-
standing what Jesus was up to; but he is
tormented by the thought that perhaps
he was chosen also because of a flaw in
his nature — that Jesus saw him as the
only one who could play the part of a
traitor. Later, he is tormented by the
réalization thet in telling the truth to
Philo he has fatled in his duty; it is this,
perhaps, that makes his suicide inevita-

_ ble.

It would be-unfair to reveal in a review
Callaghan’s explanation of the Resurrec-

* tion. It's ingenious and — quite properly

— not fully rationalized. Jesus does die,
does return, and briefly appears to
Philo. What he sces is not a ghost, he

* knows, but a palpable physical presence.

-
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But Philo also knows, literally, where
the body is bured. Callaghan here
adopts the orthodox Pauline doctrine of
physical resurrection, from that passage
in First Corinthians that always makes
me want to giggle during funeral ser-
vices, as Paul struggles to reconcile irre-
concilables and explains the inexplicable
~— at last shrugging his shoulders and
saying, ‘‘Behold, I show you a
mystery,”

By a happy coincidence Robert
Graves's 1946 nov_el King Jesus has been
reissued this year in a handsome new
paperback. It deals with the whole life of
Jesus, but the treatment of Judas in the
two books has remarkable similarities as
well as differences. The authors
approach the subject from drastically

- different religious points of view.

Callaghan is a cradle Catholic, whereas
Graves is an adopted son of an okder
Trinity: the Triple Goddess (Virgin,
Nymph, and Mother) who ruled the

. Mediterranean world before the arrival
. of Zeus,

Jehovah, and all that
masculinist crowd. In two novels (the
other is Hercules My Shipmate, also
reissued this year, with its title changed
to The Golden Fleece) Graves shows the
Goddess coping with this incursion.

In Graves's novel, as in Callaghan’s,
Judas is' the most intelligent of the

COMING UP
IN THE
NOVEMBER ISSUE OF
BOOKS INCANADA
' . WORDS AND PICTURES
A roundup of the season’s art-and gift books

QUESTIONS FROM LIMBO
Mark Abley on Brian Moore’s perplexing new novel

. LEVIATHAN
Douglas Hill reviews Greg Gatenby’s W{zales

Plus reviews of new books by Milton Acorn,
Dionne Brand, Marian Fowler, and A.M. Klein
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LAST FALL'S DYNAMIC BESTSELLER —
NOW AVAILABLE IN QUALITY PAPERBACK!

GRITS
An Intimate Portrait of the Liberal Party
Christina McCall-Newman
The classic political book of the decade — acclaimed by critics,
historians, politicians and genéral readers. A new standard for
political writing in this country has been set by this No. 1
National Bestseller which is now available to an even wider
audience in quality paperback. “First-rate political writing,
tough yet fair.” — J.L. Granatstein Illustrated,

$9.95 paperback

KOREA

Canada’s Forgotten War

John Melady

The first, and only, popularly written account of Canada’s con-
tribution to the Korean War, published to coincide with the
30th anniversary of the war’s end. From its account of the
war's first days through the heroic battles and off-beat anec-
dotes, this is an intensely human story. “John Melady has
made an important contribution to Canadian history. This
book is long overdue.” — Pierre Berfon

Book of the Month Clubk Canada and Literary Guild Canda

Jne Man's Life in Businessand
Lhe ArtyinCanada

THE REAL STORY OF THE BETRAYAL?

A TIME FOR JUDAS

Morley Callaghan , .

The Canadian novel of the year, by a master craftsman at the
peak of his form. Callaghan’s new novel is nothing less than a
dramatic new version of the story of Christ's trial, crucifixion
and resurrection. Philo, secretary to Pontius Pilate and friend

.of Judas, narrates this fascinating and most controversial '

account, . .
Book of the Month Club Canada selection.

WORDS FOR SALE

Revised and Updated Edition

Eve Drobot and Hal Tennant for the Periodical Writers
Association of Canada '

The only book on marketing non-fiction writing in Canada
that is endorsed by professional journalists. More than two
dozen of Canada’s most successful freelance writers and editors
reveal their trade secrels in an amusing yet practical style. It .
has become essential reading for all would-be and veteran

writers. $10.95 paperback
BOTH SIDES OF THE STREET

One Man's Life in Business and the Arts in Canada
Floyd S. Chalmers

Floyd Chalmers, former president of the Maclean-Hunter
publishing empire and creator of the Chalmers Foundation,
gives us a first-hand account of many of the major events and
personalities of history in this century. Looking back over a life
crowded with incidents, he writes about his experiences with

selection. $19.95 cloth insight and dry humour. $24.95 cloth
24 Books in Canada, October, 1983
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FROM MACMILLAN OF CANADA

DOME

THERISEAND FALL

Mavis Gallant

THE WAR OF 1812 )
The Land Operations - ?
George F.G. Stanley

This perceptive, elegant and exciting history offers the layman

and historian alike a fresh understanding of the event that has .

shaped the course of relations between Canada and the United
States to this day. Stanley's smooth style and authoritative
research make this book, commissioned by the National
Museumn of Man, an invaluable contribution to adian
history, Iustrated with 111 black & white photographs and

26 maps. $24.95 cloth

THE MOST EXPLOSIVE BUSINESS STORY
OF THE DECADE!

DOME

The Rise and Fall of the House that Jack Built

Jim Lyon _

An absorbing, perceptive insight into the most dramatic
business story of the decade. DOME puts Canada’s most
exciling oil company under an investigative reporter’s micro-
scope. After years of meticulous research and hundreds of per-
sonal interviews with Gaflagher, Richards and other senior
Dome executives, Jim Lyon, a Financial Post editor, has pro-
duced an up-to-the-minute portrait of the embattled giant, *
Iustrated with black & white photographs. $19.95 cloth

GOBLINS

Brian Froud )

A wonderfully imaginative, brilliant fufl-colour pop-up book
from the acclaimed illustrator of Faeries and The Dark Crystal.
Adults and children alike will enjoy the scary, weird creatures
that come Ieaping out of their hiding places at each turn of the
page or pull of a tab, $12.95 cloth

AL cAr

. NEW ADDITIONS TO LAURENTIAN

LIBRARY:

BY MORLEY CALLAGHAN

THE LOVED AND THE LOST

and- .

A FINE AND PRIVATE PLACE

These two fine novels explore the powerful theme of the rela-
tion of the individual to society — a theme which has always

fascinate«:l Callaghan and his many devoted readers,

$6.95 paperback each

BY MAVIS GALLANT

A FAIRLY GOOD TIME ,

and

GREEN WATER, GREEN SKY

First time in paperbackl The original appearance of these
brilliant novels signalled the emergence of a major new novelist
in North America. “(Mavis Gallant) Has Dickens' gift for
characters...(her) feminine sensibility is remjniscent of Virginia
Woolf.” — New York Times Book Review

AFAIRLY GOOD TEME $9.95 paperback
GREEN'WATER, GREEN SKY $6.95 paperback

AVAILABLE AT BOOKSTORES ACROS5
CANADA

M Macmillan of Canada
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disciples, and the closest to Jesus. His .

motivation in the betrayal is similar, but
subtler and more complex. Graves is
equipped for historical fiction both with
enormous scholarship and with colossal

nerve in inventing, deadpan, where
scholarship fails to provide the answers
he wants. Callaghan, I should think,
wouldn’t claim much scholarship. in
first-century history, but he has the skill

FEATURE REVIEW

and sense to keep his narrative pared .
down to avoid the traps into which a
lack of specialized knowledge might
have led him. He's clearly cut out for a
fine new career as a historical novelist, [1

The thin man - within
Although one cannot exactly /ike Paul Nolan, the hero

* of Robert Harlow’s new novel, one can enter the inner life
that gives a tragi-comic flavour to his predicament

Paul Nolan, by Robert Harlow,|-

McClelland & Stewart, 400 pages,
$18.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7710 4006 7).

AS I WaS reading Pgul Nolan 1 naturally
thought about Robert Harlow’s earlier
novels and realized that, except for the
first two, Royal Murdoch (1962) and A
Gift of Echoes (1965), they have
appeared at longish intervals-—seven
vears between A Gift of Echoes and
Scann (1972), six years between Scann
and Making Arrangements (1978), and
now five years since Making Arrange-
ments. This Ted me to the interesting
question of the periods of gestation that
writers need. There seems to be almost
as much difference as between elephants
and cats. Some novelists, despite being
dedicated, continuing writers, never
seem to increase their facility of writing;
the process is always difficult and at
times agonizing, and books tend to
emerge as much out of long subterra-
nean developments as out of conscious
choices. Margaret Laurence is, of
course, & prime example of the writer
who operates by such rhythms, and so, I
suspect, is Robert Harlow. Such writers
tend to produce books that get more
massive in content as well as volume, as
time goes on. .
I"m not playing games of evaluation at
this point, denigrating the other type of
novelist, like Margaret Atwood or
Robertson Davies, who can be relied on
to produce a fine, well-crafted novel
every vear or 50 without great ups or
downs of quality. Nor-am I edging
myself onto thin ice by suggesting
that The Diviners and Paul Nolan are
equals, except perhaps in the ironic
Orwellian sense. But I am talking about

26 Books In Caneda, October, 1983
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By GEORGE WOODCOCK

kinds of writers, and I do find it inter-
esting that there is a much more pro-
nounced sense of history among the
writers who build up over the years, and
through long hard labours, to novels
that are big in size and also in texture
and feeling. ;

Perhaps the reason is that only a clear
historic structure can hold a big novel
together and prevent its disintegration
into a perilous marsh of words and feel-
ings like the appalling prolixities that
Thomas Wolfe once tried to pass off as
novels. The successful big novels have
always been either openly historical
novels, like War and Peace and Le
Rouge el Le Noir and Middlemarch, or
they have been novels in which time and
memory, operating within a clearly
defined and limited social structure, pro-
vide the moving force, like Ulysses or A
la recherche du temps perdu. In its own
modified way, I would say_that Famous
Last Words is an example of the first
kind, the novel propelled by history, and
The Diviners an example of the second
— time driving through a single life
which memory: places within a richly
evolved social continnum.

Where does all that place Paul Nolan?
In terms of development, I would say
that Harlow has followed the kind of
course I sketch out in my first para-
graph. His instinct has always told him
that stark economy, in the early
Hemingway or the late Gide manner, is
not his way, and, having a feel for
words, be has rightly followed, at the
cost of a good deal of early verbosity, a
taste for rich rather than spare prose, for
the full canvas rather than the window
pane. He has also, as W.H. New once
remarked, felt the ‘‘urge to write a big

-

novel, sprawling through space and
generations,”’ and in Royal Murdoch he
made his first attempt, refining the
chronicle form 'with more elaborate
devices aimed at verisimilitude in Scann. -
Paul Nolan will, from the look of the set
of galleys I have been working with,
perhaps be the biggest of all Harlow’s
novels in terms of length — more than
160,000 words on a rough calculation.

In terms of kind, Paul Nolan stands
somewhere between the historical cate-
gory, to which Royal Murdoch mostly
belonged, and the time-and-memory
category, to which A Gjft of Echoes’
belonged. It is in a way a family and
generation novel, since Paul Nolan .in
the present is shown in the heart of his
disintegrating family of wife and
children, and in the past in the heart, not
of his own natural family, but of the
family of his closest friend, Matthew’
Donatis, to whom he is tied by bonds of
affinity and guilt.

Paul is, on the surface, almost a type
of I'homme moyen sensuel, who wants
all the satisfactions, respectable (decent
wife, wholesome children, conspicuous
means) and unrespectable (covert sexual
adventures especially) that his mobhey
and his social standing among the West
Coast nouveau riche can bring him.
One’s first reaction is dislike, of Paul .
and of the world- in which he and his
enamelled fittle power maniac of a wife
are struggling to excel. Why should one
read about the West Vancouver
achievers whom in real life one despises
and — as a fellow West Coaster —
avoids?

Yet by the end one has come not
exactly to like Paul, who in most of his
actions remains a cad not even good at
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BookNews: an advertising feature

The Return of Martin Guerre

Natalie Zemon Davis

Two new bt;loks for young readers

from

RAGWEED PRESS *

The Witch of Port Lajoye

by Joyce Barkhouse \

with 7 iorgeous watercolour llustrations
Daphne Irving .

ISBN 0-920304-26-5

6" x 9" softbound, 56 pages vorens 38,95
A haunting tale of the bum;gg as a witch of a youns girl

" BY THOMAS G. LYNCH

". I3 'l

= . o |

This is the fascinating story of the building of the Jet-Age
ship HMCS Bras D*0Or from the carliest days of hydrofoil
experiments through to her ““Mothballing™ ten years ago.
For the first time, 'The Fiying 400 chronicles the development
of hydrofoil craft in Canada. Highlighted with photographs,
charts and techpical plans, this book tells where the
go:emnent doliars went — to what fate of hydrofoil craft”
today. .

PRICE 51295
NimBus PusLisHING LimMITED

in 1723 at Port , based on the Micmac | s of
!'La BeII: Marie‘l"aja?l‘:ie"T h: Stone of Milnga."ese " -
" The Private Adventures of Brupp
by Deirdre Kessler
acclaimed film of the same name, this is “A relaxed, fast- }}'2’.‘4 lg%g%lf;; ?Y Ken Shelton
Paced. and cham'ling ni.l'rati.ve." —Kl'fkus RWiews 4 1 Izﬂ' x 6" sn&b;)uﬂd, au- pawi o [ 4.95
An adventuresome cat named Brupp sets out from his
Asbockstores now. peaceful‘faém hbr'r_;l;eh 1o see the world, liiﬁ wﬁtsl in h?;
ro— i | imaginary diary: “There’s no cat quite like me. I'm sly as
Harvcard] Ig:;:ﬁtgm l . :::ld oo'g, an:'i‘:;ulte handsome, lgo."
THE FLYING 400 .
CANADA’S HYDROFOIL PROJECT Courageously critical insighils
into this era of affluence

and high technology.

T

Fer

AR ECE

A book for young and old — for
shaping your own future now.

CARR
Now available in University, Coliege .

and City Bookstores; or from the
publisher:

HUMAN PROGRESS PRESS

Box 4838, Station E.
OTTAWA, K18 5J1

CANADIAN SPORTS
HISTORY

CHEERING FOR

THE HOME TEAM: -

The Story of Baseball in Canada

Traces Canadian baseball in every province, from
its Canadian beginnings in the 1840s,
through to the birth of the Expos &
Blue Jays. Superbly illustrated.
8% x 11, hardbound -
152 pp., over 100 photos  $24.95

s i - Telephone: (519) 833-2407
._-

Canadian Writers a'nd Their Works

Send for our complete brochure.

“A vast critical history of Canadian literature.” -
_ ~— University of Taronto Quarterly
Volume One {fiction series);
Covers Brooke, Moodie, Traill, Richardson,
. and Other 1gth-Century Writers.

Volume Two (poetry series):
Covers Campbell, Carman, Lampman,
Roberts, and Scott.

FOW PRESS

. 3
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NICHOLAS
CHASE

$ocksley

THE TRUE STORY OF
RODBIN HOOD

IFilled with sounds of bhattie,
ul pageantry of court, and a brilliani
cast of characters inc ludlll o Little John,
goentie Marian, and Richard the
Lionheart, Locksicoy gives us the
Ages as they were — and a great hero
as he must have been,

the colour-

Ii ANALLEN LANE BOOK

$16.95

Micldle

the game, but to enter the inner life that
gives a tragi-comic flavour to his
predicament, and to recognize him, in
fictional terms, as a complex and rather
interesting creation. George Orwell once
remarked — and Paul’s friend Matthew
repeats him without acknowledgment —
that within the thin self of rectitude that
most of us display there is a fat man,
sensual, sly, and totally ,amoml. But
whatever f'gure he may cut in his three-
piece suit, in Paul it is always the fat
mar who comes td the surface when he
canuot resist the imperative demands of
his penis and commits such follies as
having sex with two whores, one after
another, in the Botel suite he shares with
his pnggush elder son, and being sexually
used on his own lawn, with his wife in
the house, by his Younger son’s girl
friend. Paul is 49, in what used to be
called *the dangerons age,” the so-
called male menopause, and he certainly
plays the part, so that in the end
everything comes out, everyone tells on
him, and the existence out of Western

Living he put so much effort into con~

structing collapses about his ears as his

wife makes her final assertion of power
by locking him out.

Paul’s thin man is within, and that is
his downfall:

. Mostly he lived in his head — a den full
of temptations, good and bad dreams,
fears, hopes for survival, panjcs. There
was chaos all of his own, which he knew
came from being indulgent — of
himsslf, but of others tao, so that there
was not much control over his life.

He is the rare type whose existence seems
to be phallically — but is in fact cere-
brally — motivated. For decades his
relationship with Matthew — the person

. nearest to him — has been carried on in

letters, with their never meeting until the
death of mother Donatis, which is one
of the book’s catalytic points. In his
thought Paul continually carries on the
dialogue sustained in the Ietters, which

provides an easy novelistic device for -

bringing in'the past without flashbacks,
In all hi5 relationships that restless mind
is ticking, and fantasy becomes a substi-
tute for feeling, so that when he is
caught in 2 situation with no time for
calculation, he fumbles it and reveals to
the other characters, all of whom seem
more immediately perceptive than he,
his emotional inadequacy. Nobedy in
the end comes to trust his love or his
loyalty.

But in the process of showing up Paul
the others show themselves up, and

one’s sympathy builds for this subterra- -

£ nean rebel, this intellectual grafted on to
Ny natural man, this homme dzspamble
His hard, self-righteous wife, his prig-
gish elder son, his- daughter who will
. grow up the spitting image of her
28 Books in Canada, October, 1583 .
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mother, his street-wise younger son and
the wandering girl friend who is that
male nightmare, the professional victim
turned predator, and even his friend
Matthew, good for a letter but no help in
a crisis: all of them turn against him and
in so doing reveal their own failure of
feeling. And, as Paul sets off on the Iast
page for the ferra incognita of Hong
Kong, it i5 with him that our interest
goes, not with those who stay behind.
They will never change, Paul may.

So what in its conventions is realistic
fiction, even giving a new life to the old
epistolary devices of the 18th century in
the Paul-Matthew correspondence,
turns out to be a moralistic novel of
some strength, exposing, through the
triumphs and final tribulations of a man
who never comfortably fits, thg ways in
which social orders, whether those of
respectable society or those of the
counter-culture with its own rigid con-
ventions, close against the individual
who refuses or cannot make a final com-

mitment. The price of such freedom is

solitucte. O

REVIEW

How the East
was won

By ERIN MICHIE

"Fortune & La Tour: Fhe Civil War in
Acadia, by M.A. MacDonald, Methuen,
228 pages, $16.95 cloth (ISBN 0 458
95800 X). -

S0 MucH Canadian history taught in
school pales beside the colourful heroes
and heroines of an American school-
child’s heritage. Yet it is not because of a
lack of pative pigment that Canadian
children suffer; any Canadian historian
will tell you that there are numerous
figures in our archives that could be

presented more vividly., Charles de-

Saint-Etienne, Sieur de Ia Tour, an
animated Frenchman who came to
Acadia in the early 17th century to be
inextricably bound to the future of the
region, is one of these little-known yet
vibrant characters. -

Through M.A. MacDonpald’s eyes, La
Tour’s early years in Port Royal were
spent with a handful of other French-
men and Micmacs who led an adven-
turous, roving existence following the
fur trade. The vast fur resources of the

area were the principal reason for the
existence of New France, but political
turbulence on the European continent
seldom allowed the attention of France
to be directed to its colonial holdings.
Cardinal Richelieu’s-political advent saw
renewed interest in the region, however,
and after a series of appeals to France

for financial suppert by La Tour -

* resources were sent by the Company of

New France to build a few forts, and the
commission of lieutenant-general —
including a mandate to establish posts

- and encourage’settiement — was given

to La Tour.

MacDonald delireates the immense
potential of Acadia as a French colony
and the promise of La Tour’s career
there. It is depicted as a small but auspi-
cious area of settlement, perhaps rivall-
ing Quebec as the future stronghold of
the French presence in the New World.

Shortly after La Tour's commission

the other leading character acrived on
the scene: Charles de Menoun, Sieur:

d'Aulnay, commander of the [argest
ship in a fleet that was the last great
expedition of the Company of New
France. D’Aulnay remained in Acadia
and began to acquire power and
influence. It is not known exactly when
or why La Tour and d’Aulnay first
clashed, but they began a bitter contest
that would cost many lives, much
money, and prevent Acadia from attain-
ing whatever prominence it ¢ould have
achieved.

“MacDonald’s adroit characterization
of the two men is enlivened by her
unorthodox use of handwriting analysis:
D’Aulnay emerges on the side of
villainy; La Tour, by contrast, is seen as
the underdog. D"Aulnay was a member
of high standing in the French establish-
ment; La Tour’s father was a mason’s

son in Paris. The two enemies are not,

however, fixed in these roles.
MacDonald represents within her prota-
gonists the mixture of. eomﬂe:nty and

contradiction inberent in any person-

ality.

D’Aulnay cunaingly twisted the
actions of his rival in-his reports and
visits 10 France, undermining La Tour’s
position in Acadia, and eventually La
Tour was outlawed. D'Aulnay pursued
him with more zeal than necessary,
destroying French property and interests
in the process. La Tour and his family,

"along with a few loyal followers, were

forced to retreat to Fort La Tour, near
Saint John, where the last few years of
La Tour’s resistance were based.

. MacDonald vividly describes these
last, desperate years in the civil war and
the increasing futility of La Tour’s situa-
tion. Forced to appeal to the New
Englanders for help, La Tour made the
first of many visits to Boston and found
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the contrast between the two colonies
startling. The English settlement was
prosperous, already home to thousands
of people, while Acadia’s scattered
population of a few hundred eked out a
meagré existence after almost 10 years of
warfare between their two strongest
leaders.

During these difficult years La Tour’s

.wife, Frangoise Jacquelin, emerges as an.

attractive and courageous figure. Com-
ing to Acadia as the wife of a governor,
she soon found her expectations dashed
as d’Aulnay skilfully stalked her hus-
band. Nevertheless, she remained loyal
10 La Tour, braved aifliction and in-
Justice, travelled back to France twice in
attempts to regain support for her has-
band, and, having been stranded in
Boston, fought a long, arduous court
case there in order to rejoin him. This
eminently capable and steadfast woman
died three weeks after Jeading the.final
defense of Fort La Tour, which

d’Aulnay seized during one of her hus- .

band’s absences. Breaking hi§ promise
of quarter to the survivors of the siege,
d’Auvlnay hanged the remaining men
before her eyes.

But even d’ Aulnay proved capable of
a change of heart. He spent the Iast few
months of his life repenting his misdeeds
and, too late, decided to devote his
energy in.earnest to the development of
Port Royal before he was drowned.

It is easy for the reader to become
entangled in the fortunes of these people
and the spectacle of history as unfplded
in Fortune & La Tour. La Tour himself
is manifesfly the most intriguing char-
acter in the tale. Indomitable and
protean, -he survived his enemy and
managed to get himself reinstated in
Acadia, with all rights and privileges. He
then carrfed off one of the most remark-
able coups of his career: he persuaded
d’Avinay's widow to marry him, in
order to *“‘promote peace between their
families amd in Acadia.” But New
England by this time was rapidly gaining
strength. Acadia’s time had passed. As
MacDonald says: ‘‘From the time of de
Monts and Poutrincourt, and for hun-
dreds of years to come, no one who pur-
sued that will-o-the-wisp would
prosper.”*

Fortune & La Tour is the first ina

series of historical publications spon-

. sored by the Saint John Bicentennial,

Inc. in order to make their city’s *‘rich
past more available to. . .citizens and

good friends everywhere.” MacDonald -

accomplishes this admirably; forgoing

an academic approach, she presents the

brief but critical penod of the civil war
in Acadija in an engagmg and unpreten-
tious manner. Her interpretation of
primary sources, often cited, appears
sound and plausible, and the passages in
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la Borealis Press
9 Ashburn Drive, Oftawa K2E 6N4

Canadian Novelists and the Novel,
eds, Douglas Daymond and Leslie
Monkman. Statements on the theory
and practice of fiction by 32
English-Canadian novelists of the
past two centusies, 1981, 290 pp,
pa. $15.95; cl. $23.95.

The Gl{:en Gables I!.:tltgers firom
L.M. Mon ery phraim
Weher 190?-‘1,;]9, ed. Wilfrid
Eggleston. Fascinating views of the
author of Anne of Green Gables, in
a new reprint, 1981, cl. $14.95.
Seated with the Mighty: A
Biography of Sir Gilbert Parker,
Joll;llioc. :fyams; with zglaotos,
bibliography, index, 260 pp, pa.
$13.95; cl. $21.95.

Women in Canadian Literature,
ed, M.G. Hesse; an anthology of
selections from well-known authors,
287 pp, 1976, pa. $12.95.

The Halton Boys, Isabetla Valancy
Crawford, ed. with Introduction,
Notes, and Bibliography by Frank
Tierney; a first edition of the novel,
250 pp, pa- $15.95; cl. $23.95.

b

First People, First Voices
Edited by Penny Petrone

At every stage.in its evolution,
Indian literature has drawn on its
heritage of myths, songs, and tales
passed down through generations,
on its rich imagery and habit of
metaphorical thought, and on a
reverence for mother earth and

a belief in the sacredness of life.
This unique collection of the
writings of Canadian Indians
from the seventeenth century to
the present vividly reflects their
humanity, powers of vision, and
eloquence. Mlustrated. $19.95

University of Toronto Press
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which she candidly speculates on the
seitings, motivations, moods, and
manoeuvres of the characters in her
Acadian drama substantiaily enhance
the ‘chronicle for the general reader. O

REVIEW

Behind the
facade

By HELEN PORTER

ark decre

y eronmica  Koss,
Oberon Press, 101 pages, $19.95 clot
[TSBN 0 88750 473 §) and $9.95 pap
[ISBN 0 88750 474 4).

SEVERAL YEARS AGO, when I began
teaching a creative writing class, I gave
Sinclair Ross’s
Killed Him" as an example of an excel-
lent short story. I'll always remember
the reaction of one of my students, a
man in his late 60s: ‘I read it, but I
wished afterwards I hadn’t. I didnt like
the way it made me feel.”

Veronica Ross, in this her second col-
lection of short stories (the first, Good-
bye Summer, was published by Oberon
in 1980), has more in common with
Sinclair Ross than a surname. The feel-
ing of desolation that swept over me

| after I’d finished reading *‘Dreams and

Sleep*’ and the title story was similar to
the way I felt after my first encounter
with Sinclair Ross’s work. Stll quite a
young woman, Veronica, Ross has not
yet achieved the mastery of her name-
sake in the short-story form, but she’s
getting there. Like him, she has an eje
for the teiling detail; like him, without
being at all sentimental or obtrusive, she
can almost break the reader’s heari.
Although she still lacks Ross’s superb
skill &t creating atmosphere, there's the
same suggestion of dread and doom
hanging over most of her work as can be
found in ““The Lamp at Noon" and
*The Painted Door.”” Her evocation of
rural and small-town Nova Scotia has
the same tone as Sinclair Ross's evoca-
tion of the Prairies.

Dark Secrets is an .appropriate title,

"" both for the collection itself and for.the

title story, in which a young couple
named Lyle and Nancy Jerome hide

. something dreadful behind the cheerful

fagade of a happy marriage. This story

“The Flowers That

and some of the others, especially “‘An
Understated Look’” and ‘*That
Summer,’” are told in such a straightfor-
ward, matter-of-fact style that one is not

 totally prepared for what emerges at or

near the end, although on looking back
one can pick out hints and clues almost
too subtle to have been noticed earlier.
Veronica Ross spargs neither her char-
acters nor the reader. Her people are as
they are; she makes no attempt to doll
them-up. -

. When I started to read “Thanks-
giving,”* which begins: *“The year she
was fifteen, Leslic hated her mother
Geneva,” I thought, “‘Oh no, not

, another cliché-filled story about the fric-

ticn between a teenager and her divorced
mother. As I read on, however, I real-
ized there was more depth here than I
had expected. Slowly, skilfully,.
Veronica Ross builds on that shaky
foundation until, by the end of the
story, she has a solid structore,
*“Thanksgiving” ends on a more positive
note than most of the other stories, but
it is very far from being pat. .
Veronica Ross deals with ordinary
people and commonplace situations in a
way that makes them unique. In this she
reminds me not only of Sinclair Ross but
of another fine writer, Norman Levine,
She has a way of lulling the reader along
and then, when it’s least. expected, hit-
ting out with a sentence that’s truly
shocking. ““That Summer*” is about the
Nova Scotian summer of some thor-
oughly modern visitors and Eunice, the
teenage girl they hire as a, babysitter. A
small child drowns, and in a chillingly
ordinary few paragraphs Ross tells what
later happens to the adults. Then, right
at the end of the story, we have this one-
sentence paragraph: “None- of them -
knew what happened to Eunice.” And
there the story is, forever jelled in the
memory. . '
*The Girls,” the story of three sisiers,
is told from the point of view of their
aging but still very perceptive mother,
Even the youngest daughter Angié is on
the verge of middle age; the other two
are well into it. The mother listens,
observes, and remembers as Aungie, now
a successful lawyer, tries her best to

resume a long-ago love affair with a
local, now married, man. “I caunot
look at Augie,” she thinks near the end
of the story. ““Her face is so gentle, so
beautiful, so happy. But so mistaken.
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David is fidgety, anxious to be off, to go
home to his wife. So guilty, too, and yet
there is the same smugness I witnessed
from my window-. It is Aim I look at, and
1 hope the look I give him is not a preity
one.” The old mother’s anguish on a
daughter’s behalf will be famillar to any
parent who has sat helplessly by while a
grown child, supposedly mature and
sophisticated, makes the mistakes that
are common to every generation.

The collection is a unified one, with
each story having its own secret or
secrets. Readers who prefer cheerful,
uplifiing material will not find it here. In
a recent interview Rudy Wiebe was
critical of some of the greatest contem-
porary novels, which he describes as
works of “‘massive hopelessness.”” He
would probably put Dark Secrets in that
category. I would like to have seen more
humour in the book; in real life funny
things have a way of happening at even
the most sombre times. Apart from that
I have little criticism. Veronica Ross has
taken us inside the minds and lives of
men and women, teenagers and
children, and has shown us what she
found there. She is a realist who does
not paint pretty pictures, but her eyes
and ears are clear and discerning. I look
forward to reading her first novel, which
she has ajready completed. 0

" REVIEW

Unraping
the world

BY ROBERT BRINGHURST

Birding, or Desire, by Don McKay
cClelland & Stewart, 128 pages $12.9
per (ISBN 0 7710 5761 X).

WHAT IS LOVELY in these poems is their

sidewise lope — their lithe, eccentric .

movement — their freedom from self-
interest, and their sensuous love of the
living world in all its intimate, quick
detail. What is loveliest in them, in sum,
‘is the unobtrusive, almost self-effacing
service of their theme, which is en-
crypted in the title. It means: pay close
attention to the world, as birders learn

to do; the human heart is rooted there,

Wordsworth’s vision of the natural
world was full of rapture instead of
detail. He said “‘tree’” and *“bird”’ where
McKay will say white pine, red pine,

loon, or Blackburpnian warbler. That
‘Wordsworthjan vision of nafure is still
very much with us, and because it runs
on generalized rapture instead of
granualar, fecund detail, its appeal is
strongest among those writers, readers,
and tourists who are content with a state
of perpetual adolescence. The kind of
atiention Doa McKay, in these poems,
pays to the natural world demands a dif-
ferent kind of concentration. The intelli-
gence perceptible in this book Is an adult
intelligence in the best tense: compas-
siondte, curious, and knowing; learned
and out to learn. In their precise atten-
tiveness, these poems have less, in
common with the poems of Wordsworth
than with the novels of Flaubert. -

Two of the finest poems in the book
are, not surprisingly, small portraits of
the author. For the book’s most for-
tunate readers, they may be portraits of
the reader too. As a piece called *‘Field
Mazks™ tells us, :

kis mind
DoKes out his edrs the way an Irish
Setter's nose

pokes out g stalion wagon windaw. . . .
In “Field Marks (2)"’ we proceed to
greater detail:

Distinguished from the twerp,

which he resembles, by his off-speed

concentration. . . .
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And there is a third poem, “The Bellies

of Fallen Breathing Sparmws." which 1
quote in full:

Some things can’i be praised enough,

among them

breasts and birds

who have cohabited so long in

melaphor

most folks think of them as married.

Not only that, but

when you slide your shirt (the striped

one) off

the inside of my head is lined with down

like a Blackburnian warbler’s nest,

the exterior of which is aften rough and

IWigEy

in appearance.

Ang as the shirt snags, hmmres, and

then

lets go, I know exactly why he warbles

as he does,

which is zip zip zip zip zeee

chickely chickety cfiickely chick.

The man who wrote “twin alabasier

mounds"™

showld have spent more lime outdoors

insteqd of browsing in that musty old

musewm where

he pissed away his youth.

Watch closely, the poems say, and
gomething dissolves. That something is
the wall we bujld between us and the
world, Suppose, to take another exam-
ple, that what you're watching is not the

woman you love pulling her shirt off,
but the landing of a whistling swan:
Gliding in that long caress the last
half mile to the pond
the Whistling Swan films high poinis
of my life dissolves .
the sweet arc of my jump shol to the
smooth
glissando of your body on the hlilside
-sliding
braking down the long back of the air
he brings
imaginatlon brimming to its edge

before,

with startling black feet braced, -

our ache .dissolm 1o water.
Birding, and desire. We do and do not,
the poems remind ws, share in that
grace;- we rest and keep forgetting how
to rest in the hammocky web of that
unpeopled world. Watch a sharp-
shinned bhawk, and

Suddenly, if you're not careful,
everything

goes cellulold and siow

and thrextens to burn through and you

+ must focus quickly on the simple

meial band around her leg

by which she's marrled .'o our need
1o kngw.

Or watch a sparrow hawk, a kestrel (not
an accipter like the sharp-shin, but a tiny
falcon, one of those birds which, as
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McKay says, “have a repertoire of
moves 50 clean their edge is/the frontier
of nothing™}):
plump familiar pods gg
pop In your mind you learn riot
principles of flight but how 1o fall,
Yyou learn

pity for that paraplegic bird, the heart.

Such two-eyed, lithe, affectionate
attention to the world is far rarer than it

-should be in our wntmg Wehavealong

tradition, beginning in Bnglish in 1500
with John Skelton, in which the poet as
ornithologist puts words in the mouths
of parrots and lists winged creatures he
has never seen. The view that poetry is
merely vocabulary and imagination is,
in fact, so strong that living writers such
as Guy Davenport or the American poet
Ronald Johnson, who are presocratically
attentive to the world, are seen in Cana-
dian universities chiefly as freaks of the
avant-garde.

The basic force of Canadian culture

remains as Northrop Frye 20 years ago -

described it; ““the conquest of naturebya
mind that does not love it.”” In other
words, the rape of the world. The

counterforce that might have been

offered by Canadian art has been gener-
ally vmqted by a grandiose and inept
romanticism _or, more recently, by a
grandiose and incapacitating egotism.

Our literature, like our industry, has
often taken mindless refuge in vastness.
But behind these small, almost weight-
[ess poems of McKay's is the simul-
taneously carnal and intellectual love 'of
the world by a mind that knows it can
never be wholly united with or separate
from that world, and can never know
enough gbout it. In other words, the
love of the world,

It is as Matthew Arnold remarked 120
years ago: the poetry of Wordsworth
and his contemporaries is disappointing
because **it did not kmow enough.”
Much Canadian poetry of the present
day also does not know enough, and
shows no wish to know. Iis practitiohers
are in great numbers content to play in
the fenced garden of language, or are
busy (understandably enough) with
merely human and political themes. The
result, no matter how often it mouths
the names of places, is a literature of
rootlessness. Neither language nor
politics is a place in which myths can
coagulate or a living being come to be.

Don McKay knows — if not enough,
at least more nearly encugh. He knows,
in these poems, a good deal, and is not
(like Wordsworth) prevented by his
oddly circumscribed notions of poetry
from steadily learning more. In short,
his is a kind of poetry in which a poet, a

"literature, and even a couniry, can

mature. This country, for instance, and
this literature. ]




e rm”T s S mEeh e St st .St mlis @ e S

-—

REVIEW

Cries from
the heart

By KEITH GAREBIAN

No Birds or Flowers, by Diane
Keatmg. E:ule Edmons, 62 pages. $7.95

~The Phases of by Dorothy
[ w&cay. Coach I-Iouse Press. 112 pages,

Press, 56 pages, $17.95 cloth (ISBN 0
87750 461 2) and $8.95 paper (ISBN 0
88750 462 0). .

" Houses of God by Gall Fo. Oberon]

IN HIS BLURB for Diane Keating’s book
of verse, Robin Skelton claims he is
tempted to call her lyricism “‘pure
poetry” for its lovely, magical delicacy’
and humour that are far removed from
anecdotal social criticism or autobio-
graphical confessions. Keating’s verse,
strangely fantastical and melodious, is
airily free from thematic smog, although
its lightness can also signify a deficiency
of thought. It manifests the poet’s relish
for metamorphic turns (*‘In the thick
stillness/ clouds gather./My body
becomes a cocoon,/my heart, writhing

wings?®), although these transformations -

are not always charmingly innocent. En-
trancing reveries can wound: “It is
always the same./When I close my
eyes/my body becomes a castle./
Through the frosted glass/I watch the
throw of dice/and thrusting swords./I
call to my mouth for help/but it chatters
/like a magpie./I send out my hands,/a
pair of golden ponies./They return
maimed.”” There are blood and violence

even at the core of fairy-tale enchant-
ment and fantasy: a rainbow garroties a
swan; stars are ‘““‘wounded geese/under a
hunter’s sky’’; the poet dreams of
canaries warming and singing in her
palm as she presses needles into their
eyes.

The most appealing aspect of
Keating’s verse is its graceful Iyricism,
whether in chant (*Mad Apples®) or in
description (““Twilight Tapestry’’).
Keating is first and foremost a dreamer

whose dreams are masks or transfigura-
tions. Often her dreams do not seem to
lead much beyond their vivid images,
but when they become the landscape of
love, they are alive with revelations.
Dorothy Livesay is no mean lyricist
herself. It has always seemed: to me that
her purest poetry has been her lyrics on
love or related passions — not her
socially conscious didactic verse. In The
Phases of Love, a gathering of poems
from the past six decades, she sounds the
female heart right from adolescence,
and the fire or frost of youth and
maturity, to the sibylline wisdom of old
age. There are numerous miniatures
(“Cinquaine," A Tale"u "AIIH.I.YSES,"
“Primitive’”), and there is a preponder-
ance of short lines, but the song is clear
and strong as she makes music of love as
a sickness (““When my breath’s seized
with such arrest/l shake and tremble/
cannot withhold my eyes from your bent
look/and, in the words that stumble/out
of my mouth,/cannot dissemble®’), or as
a fire that envelops her being in one
flame so tall that *‘it can unshape the
shaping clouds/unearthly- move the
sphere.” The pitch and balance can be
impeccable as in ‘‘Aubade,” which
displays a very fine music of corporeal
passion and metaphysical ingennity.
Livesay can be so unrelentingly single-

-

minded that sometimes her lyrics are
merely facile or thin. But at their bést
they crowd her book with the notations
of love. In contrast to Keating’s verse,
Livesay’s is candidly confessional, occa-
sionally perplexed (“*If we are two- halves
/of the same fruit/why must we fight/
over the stone?’’), pulsatingly sensual,
and charged with the anxieties, frustra-
tions, and ecstasies of womanhood.

" What is issing is the mind of woman,

although at the end Livesay assumes a
sibyl’s voice appealing for knowledge:
*“Q do not put-me down/teach me to be
more human/and to leam/in the clutch
of loving/how small miracles/shatter the
facts —/explode!’’ Is this a special plea
or simply a small wisdom for living each’
moment concretely and without any pre-
disposition toward absolutes?

Gail Fox begins, like Livesay, with the
body and love. Like Livesay, she fre-
quently indulges in short-lined verse that
appears to emphasize emotion rather
than -technique. But where her earflier
poetry (as in God’s Odd Look) often
had a dully prosaic, banal, or jargoned
texture, her most recent verse is lyrically
compressed, sensitive, musical, and
acutely contemplative. Always a seeker
of harmonies, she now appears to have
travelled from the spaces of mind and
heart inio the divine cosmos where joy

A NOVEL

' ROBERT KROETSCH

LAWRENC l' GARBER

"f there's one novelist who has succeed-
¢d in fashioning a Canadian mystique —
something that compels the mind and
the gut, something mythic, yet rooted in
a familiar reality - it’s Roberr Kroetsch”
— Roy MacSkimming, The Toronto Star.
7737-20146 $16.95

“Larry Garber is & natural, with his
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Where land and water come together a secret
world exists that, in terms of life forms, is truly
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The brilliant, bestszlling author of Daniel Martin
here takes yet ancther dramatic new turm, truly
warthy of his repttation as the supreme
master of surprise.

Miles Grean wakes in hospital, not sure of who or
where he is. Neither does he recognise his wile. A
case of amnesin? A kind of sex therapy is
recommended . . .a therapy which develops into an
eye-opening male-female confrontation.

“A dazzling experiment in form & variation",
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and pain become effulgent with a
questing faith. Houses of God is an
implicitly Christian book — a question-
ing of human and divine love. Alive with

. doubt, misery, and pain, it reaches into

the poet’s wounded heart and cleanses it

 of grief. The suffusion of melancholy in

both sexual passion and meditativeness
{*“I am slowly dying to the intense timed
/sequence of the leaves®) is scored to
music (*“The light twists like music in a/
string quartet’; “‘I dance the intricate
steps of the/music, listening to myself
sing’*) which is forsaken only when she
becomes didactic.

The most Impressive music is com-
posed for her contemplation. It becomes
gorgeously intense and apocalyptic:
“'Look, the sparrows hop, as/though
the world were on fire./And glints of
light are forcing/through the trees™; “I
tell you iruly that now I know the shape/
of goldenrod, that God, the fireball,

.against/a backdrop of deep pines, s

sinking into my/head at the velocity of
dark light*’; "*Lord of the Dance, how

the/rhythm of the stones lets the/purple -

blossoms through.”” This is not simply

o T T s = -

vividly striking imagery or sound. This is
metaphysical poetry that transcends the
mere pictorial beauty of trivial things.
With her contemplation, Gdil Fox
sharpens perception and moves in the
direction of Margaret Avison (to whom
one of the pieces is dedicated). Her arti-
fice reaches its apex in the final, title-
poem, which is at once a magnificent
memoriam for her deceased sister, a cry
of a lonely heart, a spiritual purgation,
and a dlscovery of the *“artifice of eter-
nity.'*

From the body, one type of house, to
the soul, a house for God; from easth’s
dweiling to ‘“the pieces of the sky,”” Gail
Fox inhabits the spaces that art makes.
She arises refreshed from questions,
doubts, and fears about God, Jove, and
life, and finds a resting-place for her
alert imagination and quick sounl. Her
words “‘merge from the/dark interior of
things,” but where buildings and bodies
do not endure, her words usher us into
an in-dwelling for redeeming grace.
Houses af God has the sort of poetry to
which we can ever return without dimin-
ished admiration. (1 .

INTERVIEW _

‘One of the concerns we have in the urban world,” says

Robert Kroetsch,

‘is a recovery of the natural

world. We have a different sense of it from our ancestors’

ROBERT KROETSCH was born in 1927 in
Heisler, Alberta. After graduating from
the Unijversity of Alberta and McGill
University, he taught English at the
State University of New York before
returning to Canada to live in Winnipeg,
where he now teaches at the University
of Manitoba. His first novels — But We
Are Exiles (1965) and The Words of My
Roaring (1966) — were received enthusi-
astically by the critics, but it was The
Studhorse Man (1969) that received
national acclaim. His other novels
include Badiands (1975), which is being
made into a film script by Michael
Ondaatje, and What the Crow Seid
(1978). Fleld Notes, Kroetsch’s collected
poems, was published in 1981, followed
this fall by his most ambitious novel,
Alibi (reviewed on page 20). On a recent
visii to Toronto he spoke to Geoff Han-
cock about the conception and intention
of this multi-layered undertaking: .

By GEOFF HANCOCK

Books in Canada: Could you tell me
about Alibl? Is it part of a projecied
novel cycle?

Robeit Xroetsch: I think of it as a flower
that keeps elaborating itself, or a cab-
bage that keeps growing. It’s not realiya
cycle. I'm not Wagnerian about this. I
like to.think, though, that I'Il be free
after four titles. A good magic number.
Some of the characters will be in all
four. An expanding cast of characters as
the series goes on.

BiC:; Is Alibi number one in the series?
Hroetsch: You wouldn’t have to read
them in any order. But it’s the place
where I had to begin. The crucial
moment takes place in Portugal when
the lady dies. Or vanishes. Depending on
how you read the alibi.

BiC: Why Alibi?

Kroetsch: An alibi might be your explan-
ation of where you were, or it might be
your cover-up story when you dom’t
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want to tell where you were, The reader
has the pleasant task of deciding how to
read the story. How to read the alibi. In
a larger sense we all have alibis that we
tell ourselves.

P S

Robert Kroetsch

BiC: Is Alibi a departure for you, or is it
linked with your other work?

Kroetsch: I felt it was a departure
because it was a consequence of my
returning to Canada after a long
absence, my attempt to deal with a
Canada that for me had become very
urban. Characters like Dorf and Deemer
have an urban world to explain, to talk
about, to find a story for. What interests
me right now is that task of speaking our
version of urban. It's amazing how
many novels and stories are still about
the small town. Two out of three on this
year's Qovernor General’s list were
about small-tovm places.

BiC: Is that why Alibi moves about the
world?

Kroetsch: That’s one of the reasons.
Also, we are people who travel. We take
travel as absolutely natural and so our
sense of place is a consequence of all this
travel. It’s just natural for one of us to
be in London, England, or on Van-
couver Island. We are very easy with this
new sense of place.

BiC: Each place your characters go to in
Alibi has a spa, a natural opening in the
earth. Not a city.

Kroetsch: One of the concerns we have *

in the urban world is a discovery of, a
recovery of, that natural world. We have
a quite different sense of it from our
ancestors of even two generations ago.
If we go to the Upper Hot Springs and
., 5tay at the Banff Springs Hotel, we get a
E wonderful combination of high urban,
the natural world, the make-believe
world, and real experience. I"m writing
3 transformational stories, as you suggest;
< I'm Fascinated by the kinds of transfor-
; mations we g0 through as individuals.
E BiC: Yer Alibi is ¢ more traditional
3 novel. It’s less innovative, in many ways.
2 Kroetsch: It's different in some ways.
g The journal in Albi is a revritten ;our—
E nal, so two kinds of story are operating.

The first is the kind you make as a
keeper of a journal, where you respond
to the immediate. The second is the kind
of story we make as rewriters when we
try to organize all those days to make
some kind of continuum. That’s why
Dorf’s journal is appended.

BIC: The fantastic elements of Alibi
occur naturally. You’re not siraining for

s the fanmtastic as you did in What the

Crow Said, The mudman in Alibi is just
a man emerging from mud.

Kroetsch: I went to a mudbath in
Greece. Right into the mud up to my
neck, wondering what the hell I was do-
ing there. I had that experience in a place
where people use mud as a healing
agent. Alibi is less fantastic than What
the Crow Said. That’s part of my return-
ing to the material. I'm having to deal
with the natural and urban worlds that
go along with our language.

BIC: In doing so you've touched the
eroticism of the earth. Every rock witha
crevice offers possibilities. The earth asa
sensual experience.

Kroetsch: My sense of the erotic goes
beyond the mere sexual parts to a sense
of how we feel and perceive the world.
Alibi has a different sense of the erotic.
BIC: Are women seen as both threats
and seductive lures?

Xroetsch: The narrator has had a rather

calamitous experience with his previous
wife, and he is trying to work out the

. implications of that experience. But

that’s what I would say. You hawe to
read his alibi.

BiC: Why the spas? What atiracted the
story-teller in you io them?

Kroetsch; The idea of healing is
everywhere in my work. It may be as
radical as the sky sometimes, bat the.
jdea of healing we have to have in our
world is everywhere. 1 think spas are
fascinating as magic places. It's stronger
in Europe, but even in our culture we
have a strong sense of the spa as a magic
place. I got the idea when I was thinking
about Banff and the people who go pad-
diing around who at once knew and
didn’t know where they were.

BiC: You've snid, “In the absence is
always a presence.’’ The structural motif,
of Alibi is In the negatives. Seven
negative chapters. The book that is not
there. Chapters in which nothing hap-
pens.. The main character, Deemer, is
not present, and when he finolly appears
You can't see him.

Kraetsch: I'm fascinated by desire. One
of the curious things about desire is that
it is often based on an absence. Some of
otr best sexual fantasies, our most-pain-
ful longings, are in times of absence

rather than in times of presence. It's a

Classic Thrillers

Blind Corner

by Dornford Yates
Castle Gay

by John Buchan
Bulldog Drummond
by “Sapper”

by Edgar Wallace
Ask for them

A new paperback series that brings back the best of the British

Ready now or coming soons

The Mind of Mr. J.G. Reeder

at your favourite bookstore.

Enter the Saint

by Leslie Charteris

The Courts of the Mormng
by John Buchan

The. Black Gang
bY usapp er”

$6.95 each

Fitzhenry & Whiteside
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puzzling, frightening aspect of huméan
beings, how that absence generates so
many things! Our actions, our dreams,
our despairs, I like to deal with the
notion of absence, as a photographer
doss, in the negative.

BiC: Are the names of characters clues
to who they are?

Kroeisch; Only marginally. Less so than
in some of my other books. Words mean
and don’t mean. I’m always tempted by
that double thing. There seem to be 2 lot
of Karens in the world right now. A
character named Deemer might be a
loaded name. But his first name, Jack, is
ordinary.

BiC: Can we Jook at Alibi as a post-
modern work? In Labyrinths of Voice, ¢
book length interview, and your col-

lected interviews and essays in Open Let-
ter magazine, you like fo remind us that
a narrator makes things up.

Kroetsch: What [ hear myself doing is
going back to the idea of story-telling
narrative. The chapter heading has been
one of the principal devices in the novel
since the 18th century. I Like to go back
to story prior to everything else. In im-
agining a novel, | have to deal first of all
with the idea of story. It’s one of the
basic human ways to think about our-
selves and relate ‘to the world. T don’t

know if yon can call that post-modemn,

or post-post-modern.

" BICt Or prehistorlc.

Kroetsch: That fits with the ideas of
spas. Our longings when we go into the
spa. Prehistoric in the basic sense. L]

IN TRANSLATION

High on sophistication and low on
assimilation, Canada’s Ch\ilean writers have
much io offer and much to learn

By PAUL STUEWE

THE POST-1973 exodus of Chilean
refugees to Canada included a number
of prominent Lterary figures, and the
Ottawa-based Ediciones Cordillera has
been introducing them to us in styrdy
bilingual editions. Chilean Literatore in
Canada/Literature Chilena en Canada
(57.00 paper), an anthology edited by
Nain Némez, contzins some very fine
writing about the experience of exile,
and also suggests that this experience has
been a bitter and often traumatic one for
many Chilean writers.

Chilean Literature in Exile woukibe a
more accurate title, since most of the
collection's contributors are still
employing Chilean contexts as the basis
of their literary art, and seem to be
largely uninfluenced by any identifiably
Canadian realities. Editor Némez_ and

Jorge Etcheverry earned rave reviews in’

this column for their 1981 ftitles Stories
of e Guarded Kingdom end The Escape
Artist, and their contributions here are
of a simifarly high standard: Némez’s
poems are consistently successful in
articulating complex, thoughtful
responses to new cultural stimuli, while
Eicheverry's demonstrate that surreal-
jstic visions and radical politics can
make for some very exciting — if at
times irritatingly simplistic — verse.
Ludwig Zeller ‘operates along more
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traditional surrealist lines in work taken
‘from his two Mosaic Press/Valley Edi-
ticns books, and Ramén Sepilveda’s
short story, “‘Grey Suede Shoes,”” an
engrossing shice-of-life from the urban
multicultural mosaic, demonstrates that
hard-edged social realism can be an

" equally effective mode of expression.

The generally high level of quality is
momentarily let down by the conven-
tional images and forced associations
rampant in Erik Martinez’s poetry, but
on the whole Chilean Lilerature in

Canada is a successful exhibition froma -

group of writers who certainly constitute
2 welcome addition to the Canadian
literary scene. Time and the processes of

-societal assimilation will bring themtoa

more knowledgeable and more stimula-
ting relationship with their new milieu;
in the meantime, their sophisticated use
of techniques often poorly handled by
Canadian writers shows that they have
much to offer as well as much to learn.

Pablo Urbanyi is an Argentinian exile

_whose novel The.Nowhere Idea (trans-

lated by Nigel Dennis, Willlams-Wallace,
$9.95 paper) takes a lighthearted romp
through the groves of academe. Unfor-
tunately, it’s also something of a light-
headed one, since its amusing burlesques
of scholarly pomposities are unsup-
ported by anything resembling a
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coherent plot. The ‘“nowhere idea’ of
the title is a secret, supposedly innova-
tive, revelation that ultimately proves to
be a double-edged device: concealing its
character does generate some suspense,
but when the idea turns oui to be liter-
ally nowhere the reader can’t help but
feel cheated. Those nostalgic for the
humorously esoteric footnote, as done
to probably. inimitable perfection in
Nabokov’s Pale Fire, may want to sam-
ple Urbanyi’s much less adroit variations
on the theme; those who view the phrase
“academic humour'* as an oxymoron,
conversely, will want to steer clear.
Montreal’s Guernica Editions has
been issuing some noteworthy titles in ifs
Essential Poets series, and recent bilin-
gual editions of -verse by Juan Garcia

" and Claude Beausoleil keep up the good

work. QGarcia’s The Alchemy of the
Body and Other Poems (translated by
Marc Plourde, $15.00 cloth, $6.95
paper) was originally published in
English translation by Fiddlehead in
1974, although that edition has been out
of print since the late *70s. This “revised
and expanded’ version once again
presents a title poem that feverishly
invokes - the - gods and remorselessly

examines the author’s body for evidence -

of salvation. At times the results are

rather close to the sort of neurotic.

prayers produced by adolescent religious
crises, and one feels that Garcia is Iux-
uriating in a self-pitying mood rather
than striving for ‘latemt, but as yet
unexpressed, insight. But these periodic
clouds of emotional rhetoric are usually
dispelled by passages of hard, vivid
imagery, “‘where the horizon strikes
with its thythm and cruelty,”

and deep in the blood the silence of
Jresh water

holds the old gossip af a stream among

the leaves :

when the steadlest forks stir m!h moss

and from an open heart like the

beginning of a sea

flow islands of words by the thousands

that slip inta the smell ond penetraie the

skin.
Although it isn’t. pure gold, The
Alchemy of the Body and Other Poems
often glitters with the sparkling itelli-
gence and evocative langnape of authen-
tically high-grade verse.

Claude Beausoleil’s Concrete City:
Selected Poems 1972-1932 (translated by
Ray Chamberlain, $20.00 cloth, $10.95
paper) takes a deconstructionist
approach to writing poetry — one in
which *“the text'’ is the locus of concen-
tration, and it is the author’s tasks to
decode, rearrange, and “unread" it.
Fortunately, those of us who merely
read will still be able to enjoy Beau-
soleil’s work, which uses deconstruc-
tionist techniques as a means of
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generating interesting linguistic relation-
ships and disjunctions rather than as the
universal antidote to basic philosophical
problems. Since it’s difficult to avoid
sounding pretentious when discussing
deconstructionism — by no means the
least of its faults — here’s an example of
how it works out in practice:

Pause(s)

write myself in words. lose myself.
Jlowdown/words.

on overcoming (digressions)

Jirst slen of prints evil;

resldiie

text-specire by the lake
the object show of the subject
s spectacle night:

dinopinionfing)s lead to' disapp "tment

citycomplainis

{merely) ike blzarre as {merely) lighter

{merely) .

the lie takes afarm .

Although there’s clearly a substantial
amonnt of intellection behind and amid
the words on the page, they still work as
poetry regardless of how one feels about
them as elements of a deconstructive
process. Concrefe City is an unusnal and
often exciting collection that does
deserve to be called *‘essential.” It has
the additional merit of offering us a
painless introduction to deconstruc-
tionist thinking, while sparing us the
barbarous prose emitted by the move-
ment’s heavy thinkers. [J

POETRY

Resurrecting the long poem: from
Robin Skelton’s old Cornish ballads to the
pornography of. winter in Montreal

By DOUG FETHERLING

ONE CANNOT help but continue to watch
the spreading popularity of the long
poem and the influence it js having.
Until Michael Ondaatje’s Long Poem
Anthology in 1979, there seemed
nothing fashionable or unfashionable
about the long poem — those simply
weren’t working considerations. Nor
was there much 1deologlcal connective
tissue linking the various examples,
which seemed to have mainly a technical
outlook in common, But now one even
sees growing reaction against the short
poem, particularly the Iyric poem, as a
medivm of amateurs. (There are good
thoughts bn this in Descant's Festschrift
for Dennis Lee last vear, in the cor-
respondence between Lee and George
Bowering.) Everyone seems to hold

views but it took Christopher Levenson, -

two issues back in his fine magazine Are,
to inject some much-needed definitions.
The long poem, he concluded, must be
_ seen **more in terms of organization and
of characteristic theme or subject mat-
ter, than of Iength.”” The aim, one could
almost say, is to relate poetry more
closely to music, as though it exists con-
stantly in an unplayed state and is
created only when we eavesdrop by
writing it down. Meanwhile, though, all

sorts of long poems have been resur-,

rected and resuscitated, and it is only a
question of time, it frequently seems,

before someone finds mew technical

relevance in E.J. Pratt’s Jong epics,
Some of this activity has been

welcome, " of course. For instance, in

"Wordsong (Sono Nis, 64 pages, $5.95

paper} Robin Skelton publishes or
tepublishes a dozen ballads he’s written

- over the years, half of them relating to

old Comnish folk tales. Among the
others is one that was deemed too bawdy

by the standards of Oxford University -

Press for inclusion in an earlier Skelton
volume in the U.K, There"s nothing par-
ticularly contemporary here, of course,

but it is good to believe that interest in .

the Iong poem, the revival or new respec-
tability if the phenomenon can be given
either name, brings a book ke Word-
Songunder its umbrella, 1t is commoner,
though, for the poem sequence to grow
into something more complex in its
arrangement.

Surely one of the most polyphomc'
such sequences, and yet one nakedly -

accessible, is Rosalind MacPhee’s What
Place Is This? (Coach House, 136 pages,
$8.50 paper), which amounts to a sort of
interior screenplay or even a kind of

" multi-media affair, though 1t is closely
bound up with narrative in the way long .

poemas of the sort anthologized by

Ondaatje or defined by Levenson are

not uspally supposed to be.

MacPhee’s book is one long sequence
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concerning a theatre company’s journey
from Alaska to the Yukon to take part
in the opening of the Palace Grand
Theatre in Dawson City during the gold

- rush. One becomes a spectator oneself,

watching as MacPhee juggles 2 number
of elements and personas. It’s quite
remarkable how she gives new breath to
the old black-and-white photos that
accompany the poems. (We still think of .
history as black-and-white still photos.
Imagination will be much different when
colour video constitutes history.)’

Some of the information on which
certain parts of the sequence is based
came from a descendant of one of the
participants about whom MacPhee
writes, and the author herself made the
joumey from Skagway to Dawson in
ordeér to reconstruct the experience that
informs some of her characters. There’s
really mothing discontinuous about the
sequence; the poems are distinct and
individual and self-supporting yet have a
cumulative power arid purpose. There
are enough of them to let the work
assume its own pace.

It's interesting to compare What Place -
Is This? with at the one extreme, Don
Gutteridge and, at the ol'.her, Judith
F1tzgerald Guttendge s impressive

series of prose-and-poetry works entitled

Time is the Melaphor, of which God’s -

. Geography: (Bncl: Books, 116 pages,

$7.50 paper) is the most recent part, is&
whirling amalgam of descriptive prose,
scraps of newspaper articles,
photographs, advertisements and the
like, different from MacPhee’s book or
even from Ondaatje’s Billy the Kid in.
that the sum of these diverse elements is
an environment in which the poems .
themselves exist.

For her part, Fitzgerald in her new
collection Split Levels (Coach House, 95
pages, $6.95 paper) includes two indivi-
dual sequences that could stand alone
conscisely and with great intensity. From
the first group one can take as typical a
poem “‘future progressive’’: :

that's a tense’

I aspire towards, betiér

than pofltics, thdn partles

@ menber of the fiture progressive

spawned from the past regressive

a dangerous proposition

but nof entirely futile.

There’s a lot of barely suppressed
power here, some wp!ent energy and cer-

. tainly some cunning, and much skilfuol

playmg with language. The second
sequetice, a more formal one that lies at
the heart of Split Levels, is ““Past
Cards,”” which uses various addresses in
the author’s personal history as an
organizing device. A long succession of
such addresses is also 2 feature of
Dionne Brand’s book Winter Epigrams
& Epigmms to Ermesto Cardenal in
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Defense of Clandia (Williams-Wallace,
38 pages, $4.95 paper), a book in which
epigrams have the same cumulative
wallop as Fitzgerald's imaginative postal
cards,
Brand’s name is a new one to me, and
1 know only what the little blurb reveals,
that she *is 2 Toronto Black poet”
who's published three easlier titles, one
of them poetry for children; and reading
her I got guite a lietle thrill of discovery.
Her form is sometimes epigrammic and
. sometimes more that of short notation,
seldom meore than a few lines, appar-
ently in the manner of the aforesaid

Cardenal, the Nicaraguan poet and

priest.

herel

Iake these epigrams, Toronio,

I stole them jrom Ernesto Cardenal,

ke deserves a better thief

but you deserve these epigrams.

One senses, though, that the drift
toward the long poem is what ailows
Brand — instead of being forced to
build short poems around these single
images or *“‘good lines,” as would have
been the case a few years ago perhaps —
to make long poems composed of

nothing else. It's also interesting to get -

her perceptions of certain stock images.
To this West Indian poet, the winter is

-not the stuff of the Gilles Vigneault song

nor a Calvipist visitation meant to test
people; it’s a strange and terrible ordeal
that allows her to say that,“any poem
about Montreal in the winter is por-
nography' or ‘“‘Montreal is so
beautiful;/winter is so unfortunate,’” or

. lets her utter the single line ““coffin of a

winter]** — a graffito of a poem.

The second set of epigrams relates”

more directly to the work of Cardenal
and is more political in a direct sense, to
wit: *“. . . I needed no talking/after that

man told me that he liked my poems/but -

not my politics (as if they are
different).” A point well taken, of

- course; and the epigram form, giving the

appearance of a hasty poetic scrawl, is
appropriate to paranoia, anger, and
other frequently political emotions. But
the point is that each change in taste br-
ings freedom to some whose turn it is to
efijoy such a development and restrain
to others who weren’t finished with the

. previous convention. Brand is another

unconscious benefie:ary of the new fiex-
ibility that comes in tandem with the
10ng poem. 0.

GIFT BOOKS .
|

Six books about the Canadian wilderness
remind us that, despite our recent urban sprawl,
Canada is still ‘a country of the larger air’

By JOHN OUGHTON

CANADA HAS MORE wilderness than any
other developed country. Although set-
tlers and civilization have made dramatic
changes to much of the landscape, we

still have more nature than people. It’s
quite possible to Live a totally urban life
in any of our large cities, never venturing
out of the range of urban transit, but,
like a sleeping bear outside the cabin
door, the endiess reach of wilderness is
still out there, influencing the subcon-
scious of the denizens of high-rise

jungles. Take a night flight across the.

country and soak up all that black space;
the cities and towns that glow briefly
underneath are Iess frequent than the
galaxies you can see in the other black-
ness overhead.

In one of his most arguable but stimu-
lating generalizations Northrop Frye
wrote; “‘Everything that is central in
Canadian writing seems to be marketed
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by the imminence of the natural world."
If that is the case, our culture should by
now have produced a distinctively Cana-
dian way of regarding the wealth of
forest, plain, mountain, and water that

. Surrounds ps, But there’s a problem: the

bear at the door is so big that few of us
can see around it, or see ourselves clearly

in relation to it. It fills space.

OQur most literdry governor general,
Lord Tweedsmuir (John Buchan),
recognized the problem. Although he
coined a memorable epithet for the
nation — **a country of the larger air”
-— he cautioned: ‘*It is impossible to
describe the country, for it is built on a
scale cutside that of humanity.” Admit-

- . tedly, Buchan was speaking from the
viewpoint of the European, where

nature has been tamed, surrounded, and
written about for centuries. Visitors

from more populated countries, Eke

Japan, find much of Canada not only
Jindescribable but also intimidating. To
natives of a country where virtually
every corner has been inhabited, fought
over, painted, apostrophized in a haiku
or ballad, the nninhabited sweep of the
Rockies or a prairie sky is disturbigg,
obliterating.

Yet any Canadijan who has the sense
to get outside cities cannot deny the
beauty of the land. We live here; we '
should have enongh room in our minds
to comprehend what is around us. The
Group of Seven, although borrowing its
basic techmique from the European
Impressionists, had that breadth of
vision, and what they painted has -
framed the way we see nature now. It's
hard to witness a stark Lake Superior
island without thinking of Lawren

+ Harrig’s brilliantly isolated images, or

paddle past a wind-torn granite island in
the Muskokas without seeing through
the borrowed eyes of Varley. or Tom
Thomson. Take away the sting of our
insect squadrons, and Canada’s wilder-
ness in summer can be the next thing to
paradise. One of the most moving com-
ments on that-theme, not surprisingly,
was made by & native Canadian, a.
Yellowknife brave named Saltatha.
After patiently listening to a
missionary’s description of the Joys of
Christian heaven, he rephed° “You have
told me that Heaven is very beautiful;
tell me now one thing more. Is it more

. beantiful than the country of the musk-

ox in summer, when sometimes the mist
blows over the lakes, and sometimes the

'water is blue, and the loons cry very
often?"’

The books reviewed here have one
thing in common: appreciation’ of the
beauty of wild Canada. Whether they
display anything in their response that is
itself uniquely Canadian is debatable. As
one expects in “coffee-table** books, the

" colour photography is generally of a

high calibre but rarely shows a distinc-
tive style. Canada’s wilds appear to be
awaiting” their Ansel Adams still. The
imminence that Frye speaks of seems too
often just outside the frame; the in-
describableness that perplexed Buchan
does not let itself be easily photographed
either.

First, two* books that consxdel;
Canada’s national parks: one an attempt
at a monument, the other an unpreten-
tious handbook. The first such park was
founded in Banff in 1885, so these are
pre-centennial efforts. Each book covers
all of the 29 parks, but in very different
styles. Unfortunately, they have the
same main title: Cahada’s Natlonal
Parks. ¢

The big ome (Collins, 296 pages
$44.95 cloth) Is in a sense & variation on
the joke about a Canadian being some-
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one who drives a Swedish car, watches _

American TV, and listens to a Sonay
‘Walkman. Here we have a text by R.D.
Lawrence, who moved here from
England 20 years ago; photos by two
young Englishmen, Nick Meers and Will
Curwen; type set in Bngland; and colour
separations and printing done in Spain.
Certainly it's expensive to produce
books here in Canada, but it seems
strange to import the photographers.
Are we that incapable of seeing our own
treasures? .

The international entente seems also
to have fallen down in printing quality

control. Some of the plates are as .

beautiful as they should be, but too
many show hickeys, hairs, smears, or
poor contrast to justify the price of the
book. Its saving grace is Lawrence’s
literate text, and hig obvious care for the
Canadian wilderness he has so often
explored. Details on the attractions,
accessibility, and activities at each park
are included, as is an index of wild
raammals. :
The second parks book, subtitled “A
Visitor’s Guide' (Prentice Hall, 308
pages, $15.95 paper), is a far more
modest and useful efiort, though also
overpriced. It gives more detail about
each park, particularly from the point of
view of the avid hiker or canoeist —
Marylee Stephenson is good on facts and
figures in the realms of geology, geo-
graphy, and biology. This is a book to
give someone who really intends to visit
some of the parks; it even offers maps
" and advice on where to get food and gas
on the way to the more far-flung parks.
There are a fewv drawbacks, however.
Stephenson is 2 Ph.D. in sociology as
well as an amateur natnralist, and her
editors haven’t always kept the academic
prase out., While strolling along the
beaches of Prince Edward Island’s
National Park, you’re unlikely to be
bumming this sentence to yourself:
**Frequently held beach walks with
interpreters will enhance your awareness
of the dune-beach environment.” Her
own black-and-white photos also suffer
from poor reproduction, so that the

delicacy of nature disappears in over- .

sized dots.

Tim Fitzharris’s The Island: A
Natural History of Vancouver Island
{Oxford, 134 pages, $24.95 cloth) cele-
brates an island that often suggests a
giant park or garden to visitors. But the
impact of humanity on the place has
been considerable, as Fitzharris relates
in his introduction, and this book is for
him something of & conservation effort:
¢ Certainly it will not be quite the same
ten years from now,” he writes.

Fitzharris is a gifted photographer,
sensitive to the nuances of West Coast
mist and fog as well as sunlight. He is

especially good at capturing waterfowl,
and his work is well reproduced here. An
hour spent with this book in Toronto
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makes it hard to resist buying a one-way
ticket to Victoria. Those who operate
mines and massive logging operations on
the island should take a look at it before
they flaiten more of the landscape that
supports these marvellous creatures of
the land, air, and water.

Another international effort, Alaska
and the Yukom (Collins, 160 pages,
$39.95 cloth), at least has a good excuse.
In fact more than half of this book
focuses on Alaska, and a couple of pic-
tures of Alaska get worked into the sec-
tion on the Yukon. The photography
features the work of Canadian Brian
Milne and American Myron Wright.
Thé colour plates are generally excellent,
although (understandably) they show a
disproportionate number of summer
scenes. ..

But the best part of this book i5 the
text., Jirgen Boden, credited as ‘“pro-

ducer,’* asked writers livilig in the two
regions to contribute text. The result is
an entertaining combination’ of anec-
dotes, reportage, and local' pride. There
are wonderful stories of heros who
pulled themselves ont of crevasses with
ice axes, fought off bears and ava-
lanches, and of one resourceful Cana-
dian pilot who, after a erash, carved a
new propeller out of a log and took off
agam. .
The photos generally celebrate natur:
grandeur, but the words remind us of
human achievement — native as well as
-white — in a fierce climate, Thanks to
Pierre Berton, most Canadians at least
have some mental picture of the Yukon;
the variety of scenery and weather in
Alaska described here may come as 4

surprise. .
Finally, two books that concenirate
on bird and animal fife: A Little Wilder-
ness: The Natural History of Toronto
(Oxford, unpaginated, $24.95 cloth) and
Western Wildlife (Oxford, 104 pages,
“$24.95 cloth). A Little Wilderness is
primarily of interest to Torontonians,
but should open the eyes of anyone who
Tives in a large Canadian city. Bifl Ivy’s
brilliant colour pictures display the wild-
ness hidden in Toronto’s ravines, parks,
and shoreline. Most Hogtowners have
encountered a Rosedale raccoon and a

- A UNIQUE AND
CONPULSIVELY
FASCINATING STUDY.
400 pictures.

(@ CANADA

ACADEMIC PRESS CANADA

What will you be like in ten
years' time? Dr. Desmond
Morris examines the facls
and the quirks of being

every age from nought to
100, and gives fascinating
examples of famous people
who have broken all the :
trends. $19.95 Cloth

A true story of 2 man and
woman who spent a year
together on an uninhabited
South Sea Island.

This stunning book
describes their struggle to
survive, their difficult
relationship and their
extraordinary Robinson
Crusoe existence. Colour
photographs. $19.95 Cloth
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High Park hare, but are toc busy argu-
ing over whether a pig, squirrel, or pink
flamingo should be the city’s sesquicen-
tennial mascot to notice the red foxes,
blue herons, or red-spotted newts near-
by. This charming book merits its
Toronto Sesquicentennial Board selec-
tion as one of the best bopks about
Toronto in 1983-84,

Western Wildlife js charming for a
different’ reason. Dehnis and Esther
Schmidt are a Western Canadian couple
who decided to devote their retirement
to nature photography. Their work
shows not oaly the fruits of patience —
lfong hours of walting for a bird to return
to fts mest or & deer to stand in the
sunlight — but also a real love for the
animals. The birds and mammals in
these pictures often gaze unafraid at the
lense, mirroring the - photographers”
curiosity with their own. As the intro-
duction says, “‘it’s n marvellous feeling

of freedom to b; alone with nature.’’

‘Through their work, the reader is for a -

moment privileged to share that inti-
macy.

Books like this half-dozen are not
meant for those who live in the wilder~
ness. Their fate is an urban bookshelf or
library, But their intent is to remind ns
of the imminence that awaits us beyond,
and sometimes within, the city limits,
the tremendous wealth of space and life
out there. To conclude with another
quote from a native, here's some’ excel-
lent advice from a Stoney Chief named
‘Walking Buffalo: “[The white man} is a
smart fcllow but he should not lose his
sanity about money, and he should not
allow himself to become a stranger in
Nature’s community.” If each of the
books persuades a handful of Canadians

to foresake the sofa and TV for a week -

in a ¢anoe or on a hiking trail, they're
worth publishing, [

- COOKBOOKS

.-.I I : :

Escape from the convent: dream cooking
for Canadian kitchens, from nasturtium salad
to the prolific, but dull, zucchini

By DuBARRY CAMPAU

CANADIANS SEEM to bz spending an
incrensing amourit ¢f tirme over their hot
stoves - or elbow deep in their freezers
— judging from the spate of recipes and
menus that continue to pop up from all
over the country. Happily, our home.
grovn chefs are becoming less quirky —
there’s not a single volume currently on
my desk that suggests 1,001 Uses for
Nutmeg, nor do I have any new advice
on what to do with mouldy bread, tips
on re-claiming tainted fish or how to
improve your sex life by eating parsnips.

Instead, I have seven attractive, spiral
bound, glossy-covered bools that are, in
the main, filled with practical, occa-
sionally original, and often both deli-
¢ious and elegant vays 1o prepare food
that is readily availablc in every pro-
vince.

Favourlie Recipes from Old New
Brunswick Kitchens (Hounslow Press,
177 pages, $13.95) is a charmer. It is
compiled by Mildred Trueman, and her

husband Stuart has added a collection of

*nostrums, old cures and medications"
and illustrated it wittily. Imevitably,
there is great emphasis on fish, and the
chowders are excellent — especially the

ished me is made with nasturtiums — a
flower that turned out, surprisingly, to
be much more pleasing to the palate
than to the eye, '

A mixed seafood casserole and a sea-

food bake with curry can both be made

with a variety of fish, fresh, frozen, or
tinned, and are piquantly seasoned, and
the directions for cod fish balls — the
best breakfast known to men — is a
classic. The corn bread iz also infallible
and the blueberry grunt is wonderful
and easy.

But beyond its culinary value, this is
an entertaining book just to browse
through. The medications may make
you retch a bit and provocke you to
wonder how the people who swallowed
them lived long enough to become our

ancestors. There is enough whisky in-

most of them to revive a three-day
corpse.

More good news from the Maritimes
comes in Seafood Cookery from Prince
Edward Island, by Julie Watson (Rag-
weed Press, 192 pages, $8.95). This isn’t
for those who .fancy a smelly fish-fry
but, instead, for the inereasing number
of would-be gourmets who are realizing

ones made, as they should be, with  that fish is a blissful blessing.

crisped salt pork. A salad that aston- Consider the possibilities of mackerel
&0 Books in Canada, Qatcher, 1983
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stuffed with clams; smelts baked with

. mint; trout baked with lime, onion, and

curry; sole with asparagus, lemon,
shallots, and mustard; cod stuffed with
crumbs, salt pork, herbs, and onions;
crusty and spicy crab casserole; scallops
mornay; and, for kids, white fish with
pizza topping. A brillfant variation for
snails includes mushroom caps, bacon
and parmesan cheese. The special sec-
tion on sauces and stuffings will liven
your culinary vocabulary for years to
come,

Still on the waterfront: The Georgian
Bay Gourmet Summer Entertaining, by
Anne Connell, Helen DeCarli, Mary
Hunt, and Joan Leavens (Musson, 197
pages, $15.95). The Kitchens that are
clustered around these rocky shores are
singularly well-equipped — gas barbecue
grills, rotisseries, microwave ovens, and
food processors seem to be as standard
as sinks — but most of the recipes can he
converted for those of us who have

‘nothing that. rolls over, slices and

kneads, or even waves at us.

Although menus are the big feature of
this book, it is easy to pluck out an item
or two from them without following the
whole plot. Tipsy tomato soup, for
instance, would be a merry stacter for
any meal as it includes not only the
tomatoes but also garlic, mushrooms,
bacon, and gin. A Scotch paté is also a
good beginning — chicken livers, an-
chovy paste, baeon, pistachios, and
herbs.

There's a lively Italian potato salad
with garlic, parsiey, and tarragon dress-
ing, and an easy and delicious lemon
soup with rice, eggs, and chicken broth,
as well as a brightly seasoned meat loaf
— and if 8 meat loaf is done right (apd
this is) it is a joy eithei hot or cold.

However, one can only hope that the
waters of Georgian Bay are packed with
fluoride, as there is a terrible tendency in
this book toward sweets. At one Iunch
two desserts are offered — an orange-
peach flan made with malted milk candy
bars and something called clafout,
which Includes sweet cherries, pears,
cherry-almond saunce, and is awash with
Amaretto. Whipped cream and cream
cheese also are called for in abundance
— and someone’s Alnt Vin makes her
mayonnaise with a half cup of flour-and
two cups of sugarl Perhaps a dash of
nouvelle cujsine is needed at the Bay.

As 1 attended a convent boarding
schoo! whose refectory meals still
blacken my nightmeares (we knew they
bought the paper-thin, leather-tough
steak at the cobbler’s shop, and when we
caught a whiff of curry in the air it was
our own fault for not having eaten up
the stew before it went ““off™), a cook-~
book written by a nun d:dn’t exactly
turn me on. But the name of it Is. Cook-
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ing with Yogourt (McClelland &
Stewart, 27 pages, $12.95), whichIdoa
lot of, and after reading it I would trust
its author, Sister Berthe, to cook with
anything. You can assume that there Is
yogurt in all of the following dishes, and
you can also take for granted that they,
es well as many, many more of the
recipes, are Fantastically good.,

Can you help but fancy chicken legs
with pears, wine, and mace? How about
hamburgers with onions and cognac? Or
noodles with cottage cheese, garlic,
onion, horseradish, bacon, -and
parmesan? Chicken, avocado, cognac,
and mushrooms is elepant, asis good old
braccoli with cashews, poppy seeds,
onion and paprika, Haddock with fen-
nel is a glorious combination. Best of all,
I was delighted to see her recipe for
lobster crépes (don’t brood about the
pricey lobster — and you can wrap

anything in them). The important thing

is the yogurt in the crépes — they're like
velvetl

The Getaway Chef, by Jane Rodmell
and Kate Bush (Key Porter Books, 224
pages, $12.95), is an enormously
valuable adjunct for a cottage or camp-
ing holiday. It tells you what food and
equipment to take with you; what you
can count on getting at a village store;

how to wrap and transport frozen foods; .

how to cope with a charcoal barbecue —
right down to how many briquets you
need for a variety of meats. The authors
assume you don't want to spend any
more time in the kitchen or over the
campfire than necessary, so most of the
recipes are far from fussy — but they
can turn out as well as if yon had
ordered them at your favourite
restaurant.

Their fish and re-fried chips are first-
rate (naturally, they recommend wrap-
ping them in newspaper), brought to
perfection with plenty of salt and
vinegar. The sour cream cucumbers,
made a day ahead of time, go as well in
your penthouse as in the woods. There's
a classic recipe for mayonnaise, as well
as directions for saving its life. Roasted
lemon potatoes will improve any meal,
and the crab supper ple is a meal in
jtself, as is the pasta primavera with
crisp veggies, onions, garlic, chicken
stock, cream, and cheese. And they tell
you how simple it is to make beef and
beer (the best of all) stews.

Rose Murray’s Vegetable Cookbook
(James Lorimer, 151 pages, $12.95)
brings a happy vitality and more than a
bit of sparkling flavour to all of those
things that are Good For You. I'm really
not mad for most vegetables, and I really
don’t like them at all when they are
cooked so briefly they snap back at me.
When I do eat them I tend to disguise
them by tucking tomatoes into sand-

wiches and slathering hollandaise sauce
over: almost any of the others. But Rose
Murray’s knack for doing something
with a green bean— such as sautéing it
in oil, garlic, lemon juice, and savory —
gave me confidence in her, and I plucked
up my courage and tried some more of
her creations.

Making a broccoli soufflé seems really
too much trouble when you could be
making one with cheese or Grand Mar-
nier instead, but sesame Brussels sprouts
are no fuss at all and so good I could
scarcely believe it. Red cabbage turns
into a really interesting dish when put
together with her mustard sauce (the
sauce would be good with almost any-
thing, actually), and her carrots in ginger
cream make a cheerful combination.
The recipe for red pepper- mousse is
completely new to me and utterly
Iuscious, too good be overcome by the
tomato sauce she recommends to serve
with it: yogurt or mayonnaise make the
sweetness and flavour of the peppers
sing through. Her baked rum squash is
so rich as to be lethal — but don’t miss
it. The tomato ice with lemon junice and
dry vermouth is excellent with scafood,
but skimp on the suggested amount of
sugar.

About zucchini she is endearingly-

honest: ““It is often a challenge to find

. ways of using this prolific vegetable that

seems to come from nowhere over-
night.’* To her credit, she tries hard with
this dullest of all garden produce, but
like almost all other cooks she usesitasa
prop for a sauce that is interesting in
itself, or as a filler in batters, The most
elaborate recipe in the book is the vege-
table platter, Scaramouche style, from
the Toronto restaurant of that name, It
can, and should, look as beauvtiful as a
still life and is just as difficult and time-
consuming to prepare,

Come 'n’ Get It, by Beulah Barss
(Western Producer Prairie Books, 160
pages, $12.95), is based on good old
ranch house cooking, but its greatest
value is its recapitulation of Canada’s
frontier days, both in text and pictures.
Letters and reminiscences bring the
pleasures and pains of the pioneers
between its pages and make fascinating
reading even if you skip the recipes.

But you would be mistaken to do that,
because most of them are great. Her
directions for corning beef are dead on
— with the minor quibble that instead of
using real garlic and onion she opts for
the powders. Even so, the difference
between this and what you get at even
the best deli is immeasureable. The

Rough Puff Pastry, intended here for -

sausage rolls,. be used for many
other purposes as it is a remarkably close
approximation to the infinitely more
complicated if slightly more delicate real

Forty-six drawing, writing,
colouring and designing
activities that allow the
imagination to take flight
and provide hours of fun
for creative kids aged six
to ten.

$5.95 paper
James Lorimer & Company

Coming Soon Frem NG Prass ...

.. and the author of the controversial
S Protrait of a Spy

IANADAMS

D
FAITH

A compelling novel about a journalist
who uncovers a vast conspiracy to
protect a mass murderer and his con-
nections with govemment and es-
pionage networks. $16.95.

NG Prass, 31 Portland Street, Tomnto M5V 2v9
{416) 563-6284, .
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r
stuff. And bless her for including an
elegant method for preparing that
woefully neglected and marvellous meat,
tongue. It's done with fruit juice and

-white wine or beer — completely new to

me, a tongue devotee, and wonderfully
good. O

THE EDITORS RECOMMEND .
e ————

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

FICTION

Sirens and Gmces, by Lawrence Garber,
Stoddart. A comic moral fable in which
Garber’s vision is as excremental as ever,
.Sirens and Graces won’t convert many of
those who hated his first novel, Tales from
the Quarter (1969), but after 14 years those
reviewers will no doubt represent a smaller

proportion of Canadian readers.

NON-FICTION

Lonisbourg Portraits, by Christopher Moore,
Macmillan, Moore won the Governor
Geperal’s Award for this magical re-
creation, now available in paperback, of
the lives of five residents of 19th-century
Louisbousg. Not the great lives, as he
virites in the preface, for “instead of shap-
ing their t.Imes" these people lived them.

POETRY

The Beauty of the Weapons: Selected Poem:
1972-1982, by Robert Bringhurst, McClel-
land & Stewart. Though a modern poet,
Bringhurst is deeply rooted in tradition and
mythology. His ‘‘panning for the bones of
existence™ brings us “‘not a catalogue of
the animals he has named, but a festival of
those who are still speaking.”

CLASSIFIED

Classifled rates: $8 per line (40

.characters to the ling). Deadline: first of

the month for Issus dated following
month. Address: Books in Canada Class-
ifled, 366 Adelalde Strest East, Toronto
M5A 3X9. Phone: (416) 363-5426.

OLDP AND RARE BOOKS. Canadiana
Catalogues. Herltage Books, -866
Palmerstan Ave., Toronto, Ontarlo M6G
252

USED LAW BOOKS. 30 day free’exam-
Ination. Write J.L. Heath, 66 Isabella St.
#105, Toronto M4X 1N3, 9220849,

W.P.KINSELLA bibliography — neasly

600 cltations. For frag detalls sand SASE
to KNIGHT, Box 400, White Rock, Bc
V4B 5G3.
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CANWIT NO. 86.

There was an old man of St. Bees

Who was stung on the erm by a wasp.

When asked, "*Does It hurt?"’

He replled, “No, It doesn’t,

I'm so glad it wasnt a hornet.”
W.S. GILBERT'S witty parody. (quoted
above) seems to us a splendid example of
how that usually humorous verse form,
the limerick, may be made even funnier
by intentionally making the lines not

- thyme. We'll pay $25 for the best new
non-rhyming limericks that we receive |,

before November 1. Address: CanWit
No. 86, Books in Canada, 366 Adelaide
Street Bast; Toronto M5A 3X9.

Results of CanWit No. 84
PERHAPS IT WAS the fine summer, or
perhaps everybody was outside waving
placards. Whatever the case, our request
for protest-group acronyms failed fo
provoke the usual landslide of entries.
The winner is Diane M. Stuart of Van;
couver for a list that includes:

O CULPABLE: Concerned Union of Liberal
Playwrights Against Betty Lambert's
Excesses |

[0 MALIGNANT: Margaret Laurence Iilus-
trates Gross Natural Acts:-Nix That!

[0 SANCTIMONIOUS: Society Against Non-
Conforming Thinkers and Intelligentsia:
Michael Ondnatje Is One Unfavourable
Sample

O BARF:

_ Fulford

Hourable mention: ,
[0 STAMMER: Small Towns Against More
of Munro's Embarrassing Revelations
. «— Carol Buck, London, Ont.

Broadcasters Against - Robert

BOOKS RECEIVED
)

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

The m of STD A Gulde do Smnll: ‘Transmitied
Disegses, by Alan 5. Melrzer, Eden Press,
A Hard Art to Follow: Not unnoual'l Schiool Law,
n:_tlnpedsdlméﬂa . by V.K. Gilbert, BLA. Mla'dnh'u'n.:
Slmeh:u:. dance Centre, Facully of Education,
University of Toronlo.
Al;lmuhuﬂwﬂn.wsllabﬂh Brewseer, Oberon

M ood lheYlan. ‘The Layi Wilderness, by Lamry Beck

Amrnq for lh: Frontsr: Enos Sinlsman, by Dale Gibson
ef al., Unlversity .of Manitoba Press.

BINMS‘NIII Incinded, by Peter Hews, Bverest Publlstlng.

Binds. Don't Fiy At N'lghl. by John Benson, - Highway

Book Sho)
“The Birth l!q:orl. by Valmal Howe Elkins, Lester & Orpea

Mdmmmnﬂm.bynmmd
J Brm Prenice-Hall
‘Bulld Your Own CN Towen Tbe Tallsst Free-Standing
;ioo ln the \;I“nﬂll.hby Anthony Leaning hnd Robert
m,

Connda
o gy o A Moo, o

Polices und Guldellnes: Developed

e s

The m"h&-:hm Tour, by Robert Jeffrey and Pzl

Carlyle's mwrmpmdmdwm.xcoum
and J.P, Seigdl, Canadian on for the Humanites.
‘The Chaper: Wlinnl’llh.
Aulld'lhu.byndrdrem Rmud?rus.
Meoﬂhlut.n\lﬂnlnr:oﬂh!dhhu&mmlﬂuo!
wm&;mwm . Anderson ¢t al.,

Baol
Ommdmo In Siallane, by Rossana Marinl, Centennial
Onmlng Aumﬂous. edited by David Helwig and Sandra
cnum Rnlslnblnn und 1l|= l:louns of Dishes, by David
Johnstone,

Culiaral thons In cnuh SlmGobamn. Tnsti-
tute for h an Public
Cut and Run: The Assault ancnm:'.rm by Jamis

Swift, Between the Lines.
Dandd Milne and the Modern Tradilon of Palnting, by John

0'Brian, Coach Hause Press.

The Dlnbu!:(-:hnd n.leounthll by Dr. Miml M.
Belmonte, Eden

Eeonomic lnlen;smlenw. Autonomy, snd Cana-
dlan/Amerieon tlons, by Charles F. Insthiute
far Research’o

nPu’bI.IePoI:z

83; Best Conadian Sto ted by David Helwig and
Suanamn.Obm

mmnhmnpmm edited by George Hibbard,

D. Meany.
m  Estoblshment Mln. by Peler

Peler C. Newman, Seal Books.
Evwcrson at ty: Poerns by B.G. Everson, Oberon Press.
mmm e, edited by Jullann E. Fleenor, Bden

Press,
The I-'ke, (7] s:rnrd. and the Denfl, by Janet Rosensiock,
Dennis Adalr, PaperJacks.
'l'll_ll.ul’llghtnl‘ﬂle&ﬂnlllm' , by Lorralne McKay, Three

“The Geateral, by Frank Eth

Ghost Tovms of Ontarlo, |2, by -Ren  Brown,
books.

Cannoenl
Goveraments Under Sizess, by Colln Campbell, U of T Press.
Hearts That We Broke Long Ago, by Merle Shain, M & S.
In Enemy Hands: Conadian Prisoners of War 193945, by
Danlel (. Dancocks, Burtis.
Inside Qut, Cathy Matyas, Piracus Press.
Incocations: The Poetry 2nd Prose of Gwrendolyn MocEwen,

Ba.rr.lﬁ UBC Press.
n?nma&\ ainral History of Yancouver, by Tim Fitz-
n:mmmmgmwmucmmnﬂ.

.luq nu\n by J.F. Jansen In de Wal, Annick Press.
Hmm Cannda’s Forgoften War, by John Melady, Mac-

The l.ldglg;m Why Women Smoke, by Bobbie Jacobson,
Mn&:hnﬂn.hcnﬂulhn oli‘nh-y'.l'n!uludmihn
fldren, Peter Baltensperger, Thres Trees

Mlllﬂ’slidper by Wence Horai, Three Trees Press.

Miisenms Mllm.edlkudWAAﬂmn!onlndPum
Glle.AnMeuopole

mﬂmhmﬂemcnhnn.bymv Jardan,

Nlrll'hu 1] Vkll. by Hugh Garner,
Nnne is Too Mn
byanzAhdlaandHlml ‘Troper, Lester

DngR.SHll.ﬁﬁldb{'SuduDjnandR.SL.l Mac-
Press,

Onllu On Adullig , by David oﬁw. John Wiley & Sond.
'll'.lge Avigtion Arl of Don Comolly,
'l ‘Wings, lnc.
for Ounlmmllr aed
Technical College Libraries, complled h‘
Davidson-Arnon, cnn:dun M
Portralt of War, 1939-1943, by Richard 5. Malnn:. ColEns.
Prevention of Intcllecitinl mnﬂw John B. I-‘oths\-
lnnhlm e« al, for 1the Menl

mrm::‘mnum Dictlonory, byslmmeﬁmrdn.nd
Book S o 1ed by M B

mmh%un-rmm the Coltecilons ol Disne
Dolnm. Virginls Oswell, Am Rn‘l:lieq. and Jeonfs

Rob Nixo II'FMOH Wmﬁw by W. 1.6. Kingston,
D, e "

University of Alberta. Press P

Eablcon Oxue, by Dennls Jonss, General.

Sclence, God and Nature In Victorian Canndn, by Cerl

, U of T Press.
of the Former Tensnt, by Bronwen Willacs, Oberon

I’oun'l‘mmﬁnnuw Pritchard, Nyron. *
Spperior: '.l.'ll:l'e Hnmlm’ﬁm by Bruce Liteljohn and

Pl R

Jacks., -
ny: Canndo anmd mﬁ of Dn'opg
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ILLUSTRATED GUIDE TO
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PETER C. NEWMAN
General Editor
Foreword by Sir [ain Moncreiffe

Peter C.Newman's THE CANADIAN
ESTABLISHMENT., THE ACQUISITORS
and more recenily his prolile of Conrad
Black. THE ESTABLISHMENT MAN, have
shown convincingly thar Canada does have
an Establishment - an elite that through its
connections, wealth and power expens an
immense influence on this countny’'s decision
making process. And the success of New-
man's books demaonstrates the fascination
this Establishment holds for hundred of
thousands ol readers.

Debrett's Illustrated Guide tw the Canadian Esmblishment is divided mio three $45.00 cloth
Secrions. . O

In Section I, Newman looks at the term™Establishment™ - who is imvolved, 1he October 22
connections ameng its members, the criteria lor admission. He discusses the rise of Fully ustrated

institutions and dynasiic families that have become a signilicant lorce regionally or
nationally, and he looks into families that were once powerful but have drilted into relaiive
obscuriry.

Sectigln II looks at the “*Roots of the Esiablishment™, “The Dvnasties™, “Tules and
Orders” and “The Establishment at Play.” Photo essays show major figures and events of
earlier days- the estates, pastimes and lifestyles of the rich and powerful. gnany of whose
descendants are stll influential 1oday.

Section III consists of a detailed listings ol 400 of the most influentiial, accomplished and
notable living people in all fields - business, the prolessions, government, the ans, the
military, religious life, science, academia, and so on. Chosen with the aid of expen
consultants, these biographical listings provide a valuable jand probably comrovenial,
guide to the powerful in Canadian society inday. Manv ol those listed are shown m
phor.oﬁ-raphs. G}

Without doubt Debrett’s Illustrated Guide To The Canadjan Establishment will
become the definitive guide ro our elite class. The bouk offers arelling insglt imo a sector ol

Canadian sociery that influences the life of evervone. METHUEN PUBLICATIONS
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McClelland and Stewart’s | 7k,
JFall line-up of Bestselling "
Authors and Books |

PTEMBE PETER GZOWSKI,
SE. R An Unbroken Line
ROLOFF BENY AND | DOUGLAS HARVEY,
gﬁ%mums, The Tumblig Mirth

The Gods of Gresce SHERMAN HINES,

O e HoraaLvers D DAVID KENDALL,
JANE BUCHAN,

Under the Moon ROBERT LACEY,
WLLIAM DEVERELL, GARY LAUTENS,
ROBERT HARLOW, Do Sex Please...
JANEI'I‘EI M"’TU' RNER BRIAN McFARLANE,
HOSPITAL NHL Hockey

Ths Tiger in the Tiger Pit PE%EI}V‘C,!&;‘!EWMAN
BRIAN MOORE, Not Swong and Free
KURT PALKA, ESCOTT REID,

The Chaperon On Duty: A Canadian

a1 the Making of the U.N.
RICE-BRYDONE, BORIS SPREMD,
guﬁmﬂ Bventy Years of
CHRIS SCOT'T, Phowjournalism

Hisler's Bomb CARSTEN STROUD,
MERLE SHAIN The Blue Woll:

H Broke Sireet Cops in Canada

eacts Thas We Brake Long Ago CHARLES TEMPLETON
NICHOLAS STAHL ed., Charles Templaton: »

Best Canadiom Puliical An Ansedotal Memoir
JIM WHITE STEPHEN VIZINCZEY,

The Toronio Star Cookbook: An Innocent Millionaire

Dogs
OCTOBER
MARGARET ATWOOD, NOVEMBER

Biueheard’ Egg CHRISTOPHER DEWDNEY,
PIERRE BERTON, Predators of the Adorazion

The Klondike Quest DAVID DONNELL,
DAVID BOSANQUET, ettlements

Escape Through China IRVING LAYTON,

MAX BRAITHWAITE The Gucci Bag

Max: The Bes: of Braithwaite MORDECAI RICHLER ed.,
MATT COHEN, The Best of Modern Flumour

Caft Le Dog

Look for these titles

DA e ¥

g A

at good bookstores everywhere.

McClelland and Stewart
The Canadian Publishers

The Best of
raithwaite

LT T TR e -y T R . % £ R e S L)




