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From battiefields to @un]la]hlz the promises amd

pitfalls of adapting words to film

Eyes averted

WHEN WE SPEAE of film adaptations,
sooner or later someone always asks
whether a movie is *““faithful” to its
source. But whether we talk of adultery
OT Femarriage, most agree that the cine-
matic and literary muses are dissimilar
ladies.

Marital relations figured in “Eyes
Write,” a film series sponsored by
MicClelland & Stewart at the recent
Intevnational Festival of Festivals held in
Toronto. The eight Canadian films were
foliowed by authors® readings and panel
dizcussions in which the writer and
director often claimed that they had
Ioved, honoured, and cherished.

Greg Gatenby, the Harbourfront liter-
ary co-ordinator who programmed the
saries, said, “*Adaptations from book to
sereon are full of promises and rife with
pitfafls.” True. Rare is the film-maker
who trayn:forms a work — as a pleased
Julio Cortazar said of his story ‘““Blow-
Up™ at the hands of Michelangelo
Antonioni — into something ““rich and
strange.”

There were no Antonionis in
Gatenby’s series — no Cortazars either
— but it usually drew large and perhaps
unduly respectful crowds. And it was a
sianificant part of the Festival’s overall
emphasis on Canadian cinema (about-65
par cent of 400 films were Canadian, a
strategy vindicated by favourable
rcviews and increased ticket sales). 1
caught six films, skipping Le Crime
d'Ovide Plouffe (sans sous-titres

anglals) and Snowbirds, which wasn’tan |

adoptation anyway, but a TV script
hiargarer Atwood worked up from her
own scenario.

The series opener, Le Sang des Autres
{ The Blood of Others, 1984), came laden
with heavyweight promises: Claude
Chabrol (director), Simone de Beauvoir
{author), Brian Moore (screen-writer).
Viewers thus lured were treated to two
hours of prigeish morality and senti-
mental mush. De Beauvoir admitted,
hioore said, that her second novel “*was
" not very good.” Of course, bad books
have made good movies; not so with this
France-Canada production, which
mizht have been called, like the canned
spaghetti, Franco-American. So limp is
it that even the star, a plump and static
Jodie Foster, seemed dubbed. From the
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- Jugubrious voice-over that begins the

film (Paris, 1938: trouble brewing) we
trail behind a politically uncommitted
young Frenchwoman as she falls in Iove
with a Communist, is in turn loved by a
Mazi, and ends up a Resistancc heroine.
After her Nazi shoots himself she stands
over the body while the Communist
urges, *“Come on, let’s go.”” A heckler in
the audience justly commented, “Big
Mac attackl’

Moore wrote the adaptation (‘“‘an -

enjoyable experience for me’) during
four months as a writer-in-residence in
Toreato, making ““very large emenda-
tions’’ to de Beauvoir's book. Lament-
ably for the viewer, Chabrol didn’t
change much en route to the screen.
After the film, Moore read from “‘some-
thing completely different,” a novel
scheduled for spring publication in
which a 17th-century priest and a young
boy accompany Indians on a journey
from' Quebec to the Great Lakes — on
the scant evidence, a dull rehash of the
Jesuit Relations.

'We then marched to The Wars (1983).
The film is not as bad as some critics
have claimed: the occasional humour
works; the acting is often of high qual-
ity, though sometimes oppressively so;
there is Glenn Gould's music and much
visual beauty — an autumnal tone
poem. Yet there's no denying that it’s a
tedious two hours to sit through. The
narrative implausibilities that the
author’s eloquence makes credible in the
novel here become as clangorous as the
First-World-War battlefields on which
Lieutenant Robert Ross stumbles
through mud and makes an apocalyptic
dash on horseback. The fault seems less
with Timothy Findley’s script than in
Robin Phillips’s direction. It’s as if
Phillips lusted to freeze stage action at
crucial moments; equipped with a cam-
era, he is free relentlessly to frame close-
ups that turn movement into a geriatric
fugue. Each close-up quietly clamours:
This is a symbol; this minor character is
vitally important; look at this aclor's
face registering the entire range of
human emotion — wonderful, no?

No. Stll, writer and director were
pleased with each other. Phillips called
Findley ““a colossally important writer,"
his own task *‘to match courage for
courage,” When asked if he would con-
sent to someone else remaking The

Wars, Findley said, **This is the film it
is. As long as I was in control I would
say absolutely no.”

With The Apprenticeship of Duddy
Kravitz (1974) the equation seems sim-
ple: when a novclist and a film director
— experienced, talented artists who are
old fdends and former roommates —
get together, it virtually guarantees a
fine adaptation of a fine book. The rap-
port between Mordecai Richier and Ted
Kotcheff (taking time off from filming
Joshug Then and Now) was obvious
during the discussion, and they took
playful shots at each other. Kotcheff:
“Some people think that Duddy Kravitz
was a better film than a novel.”

At least parity: even the novel’s weak-
nesses are echoed. Richler has yet to
write a persuasively sympathetic female
character, and the film Yvette — despite
Micheline Lanctot's talent and beauty —
is no exception. Of course, Richard
Dreyfuss is physically very different
from the novel's dark, pimply, scrat-
ching Duddy, as Kotcheff explained, not
an Fastern European but a German
Jewish type (“blue-eyed and pear-
shaped’”). When Dreyfuss auditioned,
“he was totally wrong with the idea of
the character I’d had in my head for 15
years.”” But the director’s choice
triumphed in a personal force and
cascading energy that Dreyfuss has not
shown since. Which only goes to show
that in the translation of book to film,
wrong sometimes becomes right._

W.D. Valgardson’s involvement in
Gentle Sinners (1984), the CBC-TV film
made from his novel (to be aired in
January), was restricted to an 11-hour
consultation in the lobby of Victoria’s
Empress Hotel. Yet BEd Thomason's
adaptation and Eric Till’s direction satis-
fied the author: “I think in images.
Watching the film was like watching my
imagination work.”* Three years in the
writing, the book ‘“was written in many
layers like a piece of Greek pastry.” Till,
who first heard of the book in a Van-
couver newspaper review, retains the
layers, though not withcut some
mishaps in the bakery. For example,
there’s a bagd moment near the start
when the young hero, having run away
from fanatically religious parents, gets
tricked into parting with his money —
and clothes. This happens at a roadside
in bright daylight: cut to pitch darkness,
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and he's s#ll looking for his clothes, As
well, a silly scene in which the imapges of
the teznager’s parents spookily appear in
bottles he is using for target practice
provolied audience guffaws.

But it was the book’s central situation
that could have brought calamity.
Young Eric fetches up with his Uncle
Sigfus, and over a summer leams, in the
words of the CBC blurb, “‘the value of
friendship, common sense and compas-
sion and experiences for the first time
the freedom to Jove.”” What a recipe for
disaster! One expects anotlier of those
ghastly tutor-tyro arrangements with
which the reader and viewer are wearily
familiar: wise old chief instructs callow
young brave. Yet the film surmounts the
peril, thanks to discreet Christian sym-
bolism, an invigorating Manitoba land-
scape of prairie and lake, the freshness
of some new young actors, and the saga-
like quality of the story. I fear, though,
that the film’s virtues will vanish once it
reaches the small screen,

The Festival guide hilariously describ-
cd Back to Beulah (1974), a TV adapta-
tion of Y.0. Mitchell’s stage play, as “‘a
siory of a young boy’s passage to adult-
hood.” It is not, of course, but concerns
three mentally il women in a group
home who at Christmas fantasize that

the Christ-child doll is a baby and im-
prison their medical case worker. At the
film’s close, the doll is shattered and so
are viewers’ hopes. From the obtrusive
“Amazing Grace’’ theme music to the
coy, cloying dialogue and the lumpish
symbolism, this was a script to inspire
pity for the actors. (Presumably TV
watchers could switch off their sets.) In
the discussion the director, Eric Till,
remarked that the piece suffered in being
cut to less than half its stage length. But
even a valiant struggle by Erika Ritter
(who chaired the panel) to make Till and
Mitchell say something stimulating could
not disguise the fact that the play not only
suffered, it died, and the film we’d just
watched was the flickering Last Rites.

After Beulah, it was a relief to waich
the charmingly ingenuous Now That
April’s Here (1958), Norman Klenman’s
little-known dramatization of four
Morley Callaghan short stories: *Silk
Stockings,”* “The Rocking Chair,”
“The Rejected One,” and “A Sick
Call,”* Set in that Belfast of the spirit
that was 1950s Toronto, the film gave us
High Park, street signs, all the particn-
larities of place that Callaghan so as-
siduously avoided for fear of alienating
1.S. readers.

Despite — or perbaps because of —

the occasionally awkward acting and
stilted dialogue, the film oddly did
preserve Callaghan’s strengths, At the
time of the Papal visit, “A Sick Call””
had special resonance: a priest gains time
to administer Extreme Unction to a dy-
ing young woman by tricking her anti-
Catholic husband into leaving the sick
room. A simple, but moraily sophisti-
cated story, it was Callaghan and the
film-makers at their best. Afterwards,
the loguaciously name-dropping
Callaghan, accompanied by his son
Barry, displayed a memory dazzlingly
retentive of film options hinted at, taken
up, or dropped by such as Louis B.
Mayer and Sean Connery. (James Bond
in The Many Coloured Coat?) *““The
hardest thing in the world to get out of
the movie guy is an honest dollar,™
Callaghan cracked.

On that note, ‘“Eyes Write” ended,
Throughout, one conspicuous ghost
presided over it, that of a barrel-chested
alcoholic named Malcolm Lowry. The
adaptation of Lowry's Under the
Volcano had just been released. And
somewhere exists what is by all accounts
a magnificent film script of Scott Fitz-
gerald’s Tender is the Night. Lowry
wrote it; the film remains unproduced.

— FRASER SUTHERLAND

|

from the West.

community.”

community?

and again.”

Good

What a Story!
Sara Stambaungh’s first novel is intimate,

faithful and captivating. Turmoil in the
Mennocnite community. Death. And preachers

A simple yet eloguent evacation of life in a small Mennonite

— Publiskers Weekly

A lyric, gentle novel that digs to the hard bone of our silent
Mennonite past how can we truly love God, our jamily, our

“Sara Stambaugh has written a beautiful story, one to be read again

— Rudy Wiebe

“This novel gives access, like nothing before it into the human
experience of the decade of greatest change Lancaster County’s
Mennonites experienced . . . Those who care about spiritual
communities in general or the Mennonite one in particular, will find
this very readable story important.”

— John L. Ruth

Available at local boolcstores, or directly from the publisher.
Price $12.95 hardback ($17.95 Canada).

Books

Main Streelt, Intercourse, PA 17534 717/768-7171

4 Bool.: in Canada, Movember, 1984

T e - an

s O T i e

D V-2 et s PRV e P




PHOTQORAFH BY PAUL ORENSTEIN

PROFILE

IRV Y APl AP ] PN, hm vy et -]

BEY@ND T

= PALE

Whether writing about rural misfits or
confronting the plight of Diaspora Jews, Matt Cohen
ponders a world of epical good and evil

By JOYCE WAYNE

MATT COHEN is not the kind of writer who deseribes his fic-
tional characters as if they belong to anyone but him. They are
his, and his alone — as close to him as the lines of his own
palm. Simon Thomas, the main characier of The Disinherited,
which he published 10 years ago, is as fresh and alive within
him as is Avram Halevi, the protagonist of his latest novel, The
Spanish Doctor. For Cohen, and for those who are willing to
risl: the always surprising, always disconcerting leap of im-
agination into his fictional world, these characters are not
small people living small Lives; instead they live out their

Kingston?* Perhaps then, like Mordecai Richler, Morley Tor-
gov, or Adele Wiseman, he would find a more comfortable
place in the spectrum of Canadian writers. Instead, the oppo-
site seems Lo have happened. The Spanish Doctor rankled the
reviewers every bit as much as did Cohen’s Salem novels, The
Disinherited (1974), The Colours of War (1977), The Sweet
Second Summer of Kitty Malone (1979), and Flowers of Dark-
ness (1981).

The Spanish Doctor is Cohen’s lushest, most extravagant
novel to date, the story of a 14th-century Masrano Jew whose

dreams and nightmares on
a grand, baroque scale.
Simon Thomas, and Av-
ram Halevi force us into
the deeper, often more
frichtening sides of our
own natures.

The intense style of
Cohen’s work has, for the
most part, not stood him
in good stead with his
critics. With the exception
of frequent favourable
reviews by George Wood-
cock, Cohen has been
denigrated in the press. It
seams odd that his writing,
which explores the ques-
tions of the good and evil
in men"s hearts, has been
labelled formulaic and
even shallow. In a review
of The Spanish Doctor in
the Globe and Mail, Bron-
wyn Drainie’s kindest
comment vvas, **1 suppose
we should be grateful he
has broken away from the
dry and ironic Canadian
subject matter he has
usually chosen up to
now."” Having published
séven novels and four col-
lections of short stories in
the past 15 years, Cohen is
trying to be philosophical
about public response to

L.

Matt Cohen
his work. *I suppose,”” he says, ‘I haven’t hil upon the way to
be Jewish and be a writer in this country.”’

Clearly he believed that The Spanisk Doctor, his first novel
to deal exclusively with Jews, would put an end to the question
he has often been asked: **Why don’t you write about your
own background instead of a bunch of dirt farmers north of

[ife bridges the Middle
Apges and the Renaissance.
It follows the Jews of
Western Europe from the
beginning of the Spanish
Inquisition through their
expulsion from Spain,
France, and Iialy to their
final exile, in the 15th cen-
tury, in the impoverished

ghettos of Eastern
Burope.
Technically, Cohen

takes on enormous risks in
the novel. Not only does
he move the action
through almost a century
in time, but he manages to
make each centre of aclivi-
ty — Toledo, Montepel-
lier, Bologna, and Kiev —
come to life as he explores
the dilemma of the
Diaspora Jew. He agrees
that the mechanics of a
novel of this scope are ex-
traordinarily daunting,
and adds with unchar-
acleristic pride that few
novelists could handle it.
Throughout our inter-
view, it was ¢the only mo-
mient that Cohen defended
his own work.
We were talking in
_ Cohen’s one-room, shab-
by office in Markham
Village in Toronto. The office is furnished in 1968 student co-
op decor, remnants and rejects from other houses, other times.
Nothing matches or blends. The one huge, grimy window
opens onto an alley where stray cats and dogs wander among
heaps of garbage, and a pervasive fiurry of dust and exhaust
fumes permeates the air. But inside the room the surroundings
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Suddenly, unexpectedly, 36 infants
at Sick Kids Hospital died.
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NEVER

)
i
i

The Digoxin
Murders At
Sick Kids

By Ted Bissland
I

Ted Bissland is the anly reporter to have
followed the story of the deaths daily
since It began,

Death Shift ruumtrmrs
the dramatic evenes ar Sic
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and traces the web of sus
investigation that led to Il!L arrest of
Susatt Nelles and her subsequent relc

He examines the interplay of political,
medical, legal and institutional interests
within the framework of the unpre-
cedented Royal Commission of Inquiry
into the dL’ﬂtl'}b, and }')l‘ﬁ.\-'id a
fascinatity insight inte the ofren-
controversizl media coverage of this
ragie story.

$19.45

fade as Cohen discusses the ways and means of his craft. As we
drift from the Salem novels to his short stories to The Spanish
Doctor, we could be anywhere: on an old farm in rural On-
tario, in a café in Patis, even among the massacred Jews of
Toledo.

Quietly, and with some uncertainty, he ponders the realiza-
tion that yes, he is writing about Jews, about his own people,
his own faith. Yes, he is writing about a Jew, Halevi, who tries
desperately to escape the fate of his Jewishness. And yes, he
was raised in the west end of Ottawa, where he was often the
only Jew in his class or even his school. His parenis, both the
children of immigrants from Russia, provided him with a
typical Jewish education: Hebrew school, a Bar Mitzvah,
family services during the High Holidays. But Judaism was not
a driving force in his home. His father acquired a Ph.D. in
chemistry, and Cohen says that his father”s retreat into science
was probably a way of breaking free of the strict orthodoxy of
his devout grandfather,

Like most Jews of Cohen"s age who strayed from their com-
munity, his conneclion with it today is non-existent. But he is
still very much a Jew in spirit, and the dilemmas that Halevi
must deal with in The Spanish Doctor are often very modemn
questions. Although Halevi lives his life on a grand scale, he
resembles in many ways a2 German Jew of the 1930s. The com-
parisons are inescapable. Halevi considers himself a Spaniard
first and then a Jew, strangely unwilling to accept that signs
point directly to the disaster that the Jews will face. Even as he
moves from Spain to France, he remains the doctor, the ra-
tionalist, the early Renaissance man who will neither accept
the irrational evil perpetrated upon his people nor embrace
religious salvation in the Jewish God. He is waiting for the
great age of reason. But ultimately what he discovers and en-
dures during his long tragic life is not reason but its antithesis.
What he discovers is the 14th- and 15th-century equivalent to
Auschwitz. In the end what saves him is his own turning to
Judaism and his faith in the God of Abraham.

““I certainly haven’t found the light, if that’s what vou’'re
wondering,”” Cohen says. It is the day after his father’s
funeral, and the event alters every question and reply. The
funeral was held in the old Jewish synagogue in Lower Town
in Ottawa — Norman Levine country. Tomorrow Cohen will
return to Ottawa to sit shiva, the seven-day mourning ritual of
the Jewish father.

At the end of The Spanish Doctor, Avram Halevi dies. His
son, the child of Avram and his Christian wife, is by his side.
Joseph, Avram’s son, will be the Jew that Avram could never
be. Joseph will live by his faith.

COHEN 15 ambivalent about the ending of his novel, as he is
about most things. In fact, ambivalence seems to have both
propelled and plagued him throughout his life. As a student at
the University of Toronto in the 1960s, he studied political
economy, but completed his master’s thesis on the writings of
Camus, Sartre, and de Beauvoir; his thesis adviser was the
renowned Marxist critic C,B. MacPherson. At university
Cohen was one of the prime movers behind the Canadian Uni-
versities Campaign Against Nuclear Armament. He travelled
the country, giving speeches and writing articles to promote
the peace movement.

But he was becoming bored with liberal economic theory as
it was taught at U of T. He began writing short stories — an
activity, he says, of which his political friends disapproved.
(**It just wasn’t allowed.’”) Though he may still discuss in
elaborate, precise detail the similarities he sees between Adam
Smith and Karl Marx, he left university dissatisfied with strict~
Iy political answers to why the world is the way it is.

A career counsellor assured him that he would be perfectly
suited for employment in an insurance company. ‘1 weni for
an interview, and of course 1 was like I am — I haven't
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over 80 candid photographs ... 75 recipes ...
Tony Aspler’s wine tips ... and off-air
chatter and culinary clues to the likes and
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television personalities ... all served up
with the delicious humour of Allan Gould.
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1am of the theory that if it says two spoonfuls of
something, it will be better with four!”
— Louis Del Grande and Martha Gibson Seeing Things

| “I taught myself Italian 50 T can read any menu. I speak
i : ‘culinary Italian’.”
1 Johnny Wayne & Frank Shuster The Wayne & Shuster Show

The fact that my wife is a gourmet chef makes me
feel superfluous and inadequate.”
— Dave Broadfoot Royal Canadian’ Air Farce

“Mincemeat is handy in the North, when the frost
comes on August 17 and your garden fails and you
are left with lots of green tomatoes.”

— Arthur Black Basic Black
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CBC Enterprises
Les Entreprises Radio-Canada

P.O. Box 500, Station A, Toronto, Ont. MSW 1E6
Distributed to the trade by Macmfllan of Canada

*I used to be able to scramble eggs. But unlike
bicycling or swimming, you do forget!”
— Clyde Gilmour Gilmosr's Albums

“The French Embassy in Washington had the best
food always and the British always had the dullest.”
— Knowlton Nash The National

© network TV advertising © in-store display
materials © 20,000 copy first print-run © on air
national promotion with personalities © excerpts
and stories in consumer magazines.

$12.95 | 160 pages /7x10/80 black & white photos
2 colours | 75celebrity recipes /ISBN 0-88794-157-5
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The Yories grabbed fii.
How did fhe iLikerals
manage o lose it so badly?
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By Chayrles Lynch

In his typically witty and
incisive manner, Charles
Lynch examines the events
leading to the Liberal’s
resounding defeat. From
Trudeau’s long-awaited, yet
surprising, resignation
through the Liberal’s
leadership convention, to the
election itself, ““The Chin
That Walks Like a Man’’ had
an impact.

The Race for the Rose
Election 1984

$18.95 Methuen
At better bookstores everywhere.
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changed much. My hair was too long, my clothes were
ridiculous. Everyone there was all in blue -— blue suits, blue
ties. Shaved to within a thin wedge of their lives. Of course, I
didn’t get the job.” )

After his fourth year at university, Cohen left for Europe,
where he began to write a novel. An English patron was willing
to support him and promised to get his novel published, but
Cohen turned the offer down. “I didn’t want to be so depen-
dent on anyone else, and I didn’t want to become a British
writer. Anyway, I wasn't sure | had anything to write.”

After returning to Canada, Cohen didn’t write fiction for
another five years. Instead he completed his master’s degree,
began a Ph.D., and by 1967 had a tenure-track position in
George Grant’s religion department at McMaster University.
Grant was impressed by Cohen’s intellect, and in Grant Cohen
found the kind of thinker — the iconoclast, the man of pure
moral convictions — that he had been searching for. Of all the
people Cohen mentions, it appears George Grant affected him
most profoundly. Although an academic, Grant allowed
Cohen to connect with his own fictional gift. *“T was very close
to Grant, He made me realize that what you think is important
to you is important, and that you are responsible for your
thoughts, What goes through your mind need not be out of
control.”

OUT OF CONTROL. He repeats these words several times. We
open a couple of beers — they taste warm and dusty, like the
[ate afternoon Light that filters through the alley window.
Cohen controls his own writing, I realize, but the one quality
all his major characters exhibit is how out of control they are.
Whether blocked by the forces of passion or of history, the
characters in Cohen’s novels do not .control their Iives,
although they often fall victim to the desire to do so.

During his year at McMaster, Cohen began to realize that he
had something to say as a writer. At the age of 26 he left the
university to write fiction full-time. Now, at 41, be says,
“Grant taught me that there was no separation between the
abstract and the personal, and so I knew the only way I was
going to write was if I was forced to write,”

At graduate school, Cohen believes, hig consciousness was
overtaken by intellectual concerns, *“1 was very good at it, but
it didn’t mean that much to me. I couldn’t see why philosophi-
cal questions couldn’t be explored in fiction — perhaps ex-
plored more fully.” In the last 15 years he has hardly taken a
day away from his work. He began in 1969 with Xorsonilaff, a
surrealistic tale about a neurotic philosophy teacher who is
caught between the cold reason of what he teaches and his own
amoral and destructive passion. This was followed by the ex-
perimental novel Johnny Crackle Sings and his first collection
of short stories, Columbus and the Fat Lady.

By 1970 he had not only discovered that he did indeed have
something to say, but he found a part of the couniry that
wotild become his own, both in personal and fictional terms.
Making his home in the rocky, marshy country north of King-
ston, Ont., he began the struggle of writing The Disinheriied,
the first of his Salem novels, all of which tell stories of an odd,
vanishing community of misfits — people as tough as the dis-
trict they inhabit and as soft and loving as the land at its most
beautiful.

‘While writing The Disinherited (a task he describes as one
that almost destroyed his sanity), Cohen unearthed his true im-
aginative world, one that does not rest on his surrealistic skills
but on the depth of his characters. The Salem inhabitants are
Old Testament characters, larger than life, biblical in the scope
of their loves and hates, joys and angers.

From the beginning of The Disinkerited, where a father and
son have sex with the same woman, passion becomes the centre
of Cohen’s novels. The wildness of their landscape dries their
skin and ages them, but inside his characters never become city
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people. They remain as unpredictable, frightening, and large
as the countryside they inhabit. All of Cohen’s writing is about
passion, he says, “*because it is at the centre of life, it is what
matters. People write about or live such minuscuie Tives. I
don't.”

In many vways, The Spanish Doctor is not so much, a depar-
ture from the Salem novels as a further opening of Cohen’s vi-
sion. He is facing his ovn Jewishness and exile from the Jewish
community, and he is confronting the larger-than-life quality
of his characters by placing them in an historical epoch that
matches their attributes. In a sense, history has replaced the
landscape, and it is history that now propels his work.

in the Salem novels good and evil revolve around the pas-
sion in his characters’ hearts. With The Spanish Doctor Cohen
is reaching for something larger: why evil afflicts a whole peo-

ple; why genocide occurs; why history shows barbarism
triumphing over good. In The Spanish Doctor Cohen asks why
the God of Abraham created the forces of darkness.

After leaving Cohen’s office, I remember that the Jewish
New Year is approaching: Rosh Hashanah and then Yom Kip-
pur, the day of atonement. Like most Jews who [ive outside
the Jewish community, I understand Cohen’s ambivalence
toward his faith. I wonder if he will find his answer in his fic-
tion; I wonder if he will help the rest of us. I know he will not
take the easy route. If he is searching for the ultimate leap of
imagination that removes one from the rational, will he find it
in religious faith? What I do know is that he will force us to
think about good and evil in our own lives. For us, as for the
characters in his fiction, the conclusions will be both beantiful
and painful. O
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Out in left field

Rick Salutin’s view of left-wing theoldgy as ‘a
way of looking at the world’ lets him
preach Marxism without having to practise it

Viarginal Notes: Challenges to the
Rialnstream, by Rick Salutin, Lester &
Orpen Dennys, 314 pages, $12.95 paper
(ISBN 0 25619 050 9).

RICK SALUTIN is an unusua! figure in
Canadian writing. In some ways, his
position in the world of Canadian letters
bears a vague resemblance to that which
George Orvell had in England. Like
Orwvell, Salutin is a left-wing outsider
and like Onvell his writing skills, at their
best, have gained him honour and recog-
nition in the mainstream. Les Cang-
diens, a play he wrote (*‘with an assist
from Ken Dryden’*) about Quebec and
the hiontreal Canadiens, was a genuine
hit and netted him a Chaliners Award
for the best Canadian play of 1978, and
another play, 1837: The Farmers'
Revaolt, created in collaboration with the
acrors of Theatre Passe Muraille, has
Justly become a classic in the canon of
modern Canadian drama. His regular
**Culture Vulture”’ column in This
Mugazine (vith which he has been close-
ly associated for more than a decade) af-
ford him the kind of forum for casnal,
critical commment on politics and the arts
that Orwell’s **As I Please” column for
the Tribune in the mid-1940s afforded
him. There are even times when

Salutin’s prose rises to the Orwellian

ideal of apparently effortless clarity.

By PAUL WILSON

But here the tenuous (some might say
absurd) parallel ends. Orwell was writing
in a different time and place. He belong-
ed to an intellectual community that had
a powerful sense of its own traditions,
one of which is public controversy, an
area where, to the detriment of writers
like Salutin, Canada is notoriously
weak. And his major theme was one of
the most important problems of this cen-
tury: how to salvage common decency,
which for Orwell was embodied in the
ideals of a humane, democratic
socialism, from the murderous clutches
of totalitarianism disguising itself as real
socialism. And that is a problem that
Salutin, along with many of his fellow
Canadian leftists, wilfully ignores.

The pieces gathered in Marginal Notes
— most of which originally appeared in
This Magazine — cover the range of
topics that have engaged Salutin’s in-
terest over the past 13 years. He is fond
of sports and writes with great feeling
about hockey and its relationship to
Canadian history and national char-
acter. He plunges into the thickets of
Canadian cultural politics and grapples,
gloves off, with the origins, trials, and
tribulations of the CBC and the Na-
tional Film Board. He castigates the
follies of Hollywood North, that in-
famous attempt, a few years ago, to
build a Canadian film industry by mak-

ing surrogate American movies in this
country. He writes with a keen sense of
malicious delight about the demise of
C-Channel. He profiles Canadian
working-class heroes like Kent Rowley
and Bob Gainey, and chronicles social
and political changes within the Cana-
dian Jewish community in which he grew
up. He launches fiery salvos at “main-
stream® media figures like Robert
Fulford and Barbara Amiel and deals
with a host of other minor topics, in-
cluding Joe Clark jokes, Marxism in
Margaret Atwood, the McKenzie
Brothers’ humour, and an intrdguing
piece on how fear of communism in
Stratford, Ont., led indirectly to the
establishment of the Shakespearean
Festival.

By his own confession, Salutin is a
preacher mangué, FHe says that in his
youth he was ‘‘a teenage existential
theologian,” and he spent part of his 10
years in the U.S. studying theology in
New York. He describes his discovery of
Canadian nationalism as a
“conversion,” and much of what he
writes is propelled by a strong tendency -
to sermonize. Too often, he yiclds to the
temptation to ruminate aloud on the
meaning of what he is describing, rather
than allowing the reader to come to his
own conclusions. His profile of Bob
Gainey, for example, has some wonder-
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fully entertaining and revealing
moments (Gainey is a frequent patron of
the Longhouse Book Shop in Toronto,
which carries only Canadian books, and
is avidly interested in the history of
Peterborough, his home town), but the
article is weakened by Salutin’s attempt
to turn one of the best defensive for-
wards in hockey into a symbol of “‘the
earnest, achieving English Canadian.”

A piece on the rise of the New Right,
“In Search of the Majority’” (which
originally appeared in Quest), begins
promisingly as Salutin introduces us to
two real people, one a rural housewife
and the other a worker and former NDP
supporter, both of whom espouse New
Right views because they are worried
about the state of the world. Salutin
finds much in them to admire as people,
but he quickly dismisses their views as
the product of an exploited ignorance
without really examining whether there
is any objective reason for their fears.
And when he starts examining another
outpost of the Right, the religious talk
show 100 Huntley Street, his argument
flounders in quasi-scientific speculation
about the sexual basis of mysticism. It is
maddening to see-a writer with Salutin’s
power of verbal clarity slipping so fre-
quently into explanations that only ap-
pear to explain,

At the centre of Salutin’s work is a
dogged search for a national identity he
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can embrace without feeling embar-
rassed and a concern for the abuses of
political and economic power in
Canada. His main sirength as a com-
mentator, I would suggest, is that he
never allows us to forget how closely our
culture is related to the facts of our
political and economic life.

The question of which comes first, of
course, is one of the great chicken-and-
egg debates of the century, and Salutin,
who Is a self-avowed Marxist, opts for
the standard Marxist view that eco-
nomics and politics determine culture.
Curiously enough, the emotional thrust
of his book is exactly the opposite, for
he seems to be arguing — and his work
in the theatre supports this — that if
Canadians could take themselves
seriously as a people {which is a cultural
act) they would be able to deal far more
independently with their political and
economic problems. The argument be-
tween these two positions, although
slightly out of focus, is contained in the
scene from his play Nathan Cohen: A
Review at the end of the book.

Salutin’s Marxism, however, presents
a serious problem, He defines it, rather
innocuously, as “‘a way of looking at the
world,” as opposed to the more stan-
dard definition of Marxism as a way of
changing it. In effect, this gets Salutin
off the hook. It allows him to treat
Marxism as a theology, to preach it
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without having to practise it. Like many
Marxist theologians, he is a creationist.
He rapes apainst evolutionism, the
“mingy and tentative solutions for
tinkering with things as they are” and
Jongs for a ready-made, global solution
to replace the “*system’* that has failed.
And because he steadfastly refuses to
look at the ways Marxism has been
abused, he has been able to erect his
demonology of the world on a single
pillar — anti-Americanism — while ut-
terly failing to take into account all the
dirty work done in the name of Marxism
by *the other side,” by China, the
Soviet Union, and their colonies.

The one-sided nature of Salutin’s un-
examined Marxism leads him furthest
astray in his ‘““Notes on a Week in Cabo
Delgado,” an account of a trip he made
to Mozambique in 1978 as a guest of the
ministry of information. Salutin was
taken around the country by Francisco,
& Soviet-trained party cadre who was in
the middle of a campaign to “‘restruc-
ture the party.” He was shown the
achievements of the revolution and in-
troduced to crowds of people to whom
Francisco, with Salutin’s approval,
passes on a comic-book version of Cana-
dian history.' (“*First the French ruled
Canada, then the British expelled the
French, then the British retired . . . leav-
ing deep roots that remained. Then came
the Americans. This people has lived
under colonial domination for four hun-
dred years.””) He even talks to a
Canadian-educated internee in one of
the couniry's ‘‘re-education camps,”
but implies that the fellow probably
deserves his fate. Salutin sees all this and
more, but because he has never bothered
io study the iechniques of Soviet im-
perialism, he can’t recognize the Soviet
handwriting when it"s staring him in the
face: party purges, the systematic, en-
forced elimination of potential oppo-
nents, from public life, the deliberate
distortion of history for immediate
political ends and, the most obvious of
all, the use of innocent foreign sym-
pathizers like himself, armed with a con-
venient double standard, to bolster a
regime’s legitimacy.

Ultimately, Salutin’s uncritical Marx-
ism is more like a sledgehammer than a
scalpel. It is all but useless for making
important distinctions. Or perhaps
Salutin is just being inconsistent. On the
matter of nationalism, for instance, he is
quiie willing to admit that there can be
good and bad varieties, He would prob-
ably even admit, if you pressed him, that
there can be good and bad socialism. He
is not, however, willing to extend the
same courtesy to notions like business or
government. In Salutin’s cosmology,
business is always bad; government,
especially when it intervenes on behalf
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of the arts, is generally good. But there
are, after all, good and bad ways of
using capital, good and bad ways of run-
nin? a business, good and bad legislation
and, to hit at the heart of one of
Salutin’s bugbears, good and bad ways
of applying business principles to the
arts. At their best, the small Canadian
theatres that have nurtured so much new
drama, including Salutin’s own work,
have managed to evolve a delicate mesh-
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ing of entreprencurial skills with artistic
vision, a tremendously important
development that should be encouraged.
Salutin’s Marxism, however, allows him
to see only the negative potential.

And this, in the end, is the real prob-
lem. Salutin doesn’t really have a positive
vision. You don’t sense that he is really
interested in the world becoming any bet-
ter than it is. His main belief, when yon
boil it down, is that real power i3 in the
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wrong hands and need only be transfer-
red to the right ones for justice to be done.

Obviously, the best that can be said
about Marginal Notes — and it is not a
small thing — is that it is a stimnlating
and provocative book. With a fine clari-
ty, Salutin embodies the best and the

worst of current left-wing opinion in this

country, confirming something I've felt
for a long time, that the most interesting
things usnally happen on the fringes. O

Apmayp

se then

Timothy Findley’s astonishing retelling of the story

of Noah sounds a timely warning

of the imminent destruction of our present world

Flot %Wanted on the Voyage, by
Timothy Findley, Penguin, 352 pages,
511295 cloth (ISBN 0 670 80305 7).

noOTHING IN Timothy Findley's distin-
asuished career — mnothing and every-
thing — prepares a reader for the
wonders of this new novel. Tn an amus-
ing introduction to the recent Penguin
collection of his stories, Dinrer Along
the Amazon, Findley speaks of his fic-
tional obsessions: *“Why are the roads
always dusty in this man’s work — why
is ir always 50 Jiof — why can’t it RAINT*
Not Woented on the Voyage, a quite
astanishing reinvention of the story of
™oah and the Flood, takes care of that
drought once and for all. But even as
Findley charts his newfound exotic ter-
rain and the walers that obliterate it, the
jondmarks, all his colours and con-
fizarations of human passion and
animal instinct, assume shapes that will
be recognizable to anyone who’s spent
vime with the earlier novels and tales.

In The Wars and Famous Last Words,
Findley showed that his imaginative
arasp hardly lacked for ambition. Here
he does not merely take history, as

before (that’s a pretty substantial

*merely™’), and build an impressive fic-
tional structure upon it; now he
reframes a myth and sails through and
bevond it, into a daring and sustained
flicht of timely philosophical signifi-
cance. Findley remarked last year, in an
intcrview, on the freedom available to a
vriter in reworking a story set so far in

Y T —

By DOUGLAS HILL

the past as Noah’s and yet so familiar.
The world’s vast store of mythic possi-
bilities notwithstanding, few writers of
any country or reputation have had the
nerve to attempt a book like this.

The bold outlines of the plot are ap-
proximately as we know them from
Genesis. Findley divides his version of
the story into four parts. In the first, a

weary and disconsolate God (Yaweh)

makes a visit to Noah (Doctor Noah
Noyes, believer in *“alchemy and
miracles™). Yaweh comes from the dis-
integrating cities, from ““the great world
.+« overcome with madness.”’ With
Noah’s help, Yaweh is restored to tem-
porary equanimity and hatches his plan
to cleanse the world of evil by destroying
it. :
Book Two details the building of the
Ark and the preparations for the
voyage. Three tells of the Flood itself,
and the trials of crew and cargo. The
final section, shortest of the four, pulls
Findley’s themes and tensions together
in 2 conclusion so full of surprise and
triumph it would be unfair to summarize
it. But to insist immediately that
throughout its length Not Wanied on
the Vovage is engrossingly readable is
certainly fair; it i3 filled with excitement
and suspense and elemental energies
even as it opens up its most powerful,
disturbing, and difficult meanings. It'sa
hard book to put aside, and once set
down, harder still to escape.

A number of sources account for the
story’s strength. Findley has always been

a novelist of striking characters. Here
he’s come into a new flexibility and

" mastery. He has never given the people

of his imagination so much room to live,
not got 50 much from them in return.
And a reader has no suspicion of any-
thing preconceived, no sense of for-
mulas applied or actors manipulated.
The believability, the sheer humanness
of these characters — minor and major
afike — is one of the pre-eminent
accomplishments of the novel.

Findley's Noah, with his wooden teeth
and his 600-odd years, is a complex man.
A sycophant of Yaweh from the start, he
is overwhelmed by the mission he has
been entrusted with and veers toward
megalomania, compulsive behaviour,
and finally madness. Initially honoured
at being chosen to assist in & djvine task,
he soon comes to consider himself
simply the Chosen One, and the trap-
pings and delusions of grandeur take
hold. He feels Adam’s responsibilities
are now his alone: *‘the survival of the
human race, the subjugation of nature,
the establishment of law and order.”
But he puts his trust in his own techno-
logical skill, not Yaweh’s omnipotent if
paradoxical love. When his calculations
and systems start to break down, when
his faith in Yaweh starts to waver, he
becomes a pathetic figure, 2 tyrant
whose plan and rule are demonstrably
not potent at all, a navigator of the
future without a moral compass. .

His wife (never called anything but
Mrs. Noyes) seems at first, with her soft-
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hearted irresolution and gin-tippling, to
be plaving a comic role in some pop-
nmedicval mystery play. But her strength
quiclly shows, and her ability to resist
Moah provides the primary balance of
human forces in the novel. A wilful,
rcsourceful, pragmatic pantheist, she
rcpeatedly confronts ker husband and
blacks his designs. Battered and scorn-
ed, but in each crisis borne up and pre-
vailing by virtue of the love she gives and
inspires, she is an original, but with reso-
pances everywhere in Western literature
and cultural tradition.

Then there's the rest of the family:
Shem the stolid, the Ox; Ham the
drecamer; Japeth the compulsive, the
younpest, damaged and dangerous.
Hannah is Shem’s wife; she becomes
Moah's lieutenant and chief prop.
Emma, barely a teenager, is married to
Japeth, bot with a child’s fear will not
vt him touch her. And Lucy, 732 feet
tafl, of mysterious ancestry and possess-
ed of deep Lknowledge and occasional
magic: she captivates and wins Ham,
and becomes Mrs. Noyes’s closest ally.
Each of these six has a distinct and fully
IMeshed personality, and the struggles
and shifts in domestic power that en-
tangle them Leep the novel’s action con-
stantly on a short fuse.

That leaves the animals, and the
Faeries. Findley achieves an empathy
vith his beasts and birds here that is
neither precions nor cloying, but simply
charming, often poignant, often pro-
found. 1t all seems perfectly natural that
the animals have an important part in
the story; the implication that their stake
in this strange venture of the Ark is no
tess ¢than that of the Noyes family, and
in the long run at least as valuable for
the survival of the world, makes good
sense. The Faeries are marvellous. No
one riafly can see them; they are a
**sheet of noise,’” ““ripples in the grass,””
a sound “‘[ilie crystals forming.” None
of this fecls exactly like fantasy or beast-
fable, but rather like a special wave-
frequency of awareness Findley has
tuned and amplified for himself and the
reader.

The novel’s prose is as rich in its ef-
f=cts as the characterization. Findley
employs a variety of idioms and
rhythins. In places the cadences are
biblical and stern, in others elegiac and
moving, But in the next paragraph
Yaweh may have to deal with a “horay”’
cat. Or his lightning bolts
‘*bamboozle™; or walking down the hill
from the Ark is a *“cinch™ for the
animals. Mrs. Noyes in the depths of her
bitterness Jooks up and cries to Yaweh:
“Why not drown them, too — you son-
of-a-bitch! Drown the starsl®”® This
seemingly unconcerned mixing of
classical and contemporary styles is com-
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plemented by the alternations in tone —
variously lyric, comic, tragic, heroic —
that Findley employs, and his several
levels of humour, from cynical to absurd
to whimsical to slapstick.

The novel’s use of colour is lavish and
brilliant. The story beging in sunlight,

endures the 40 days and nights of storm -

and rain, then breaks again, at the last,
into clear skies and stars. There is scene
after scene of horrific violence and
improbable beauty in the book. Japeth’s
encounter with a band of ruffians is so
strongly written as to be nearly nauseat-
ing; the efforts of the Faeries to breach
the Ark ends limpidly when “the last
few strands of brightness fell — and
were extioguished — silenced and re-
moved from life and all that lives
forever.”

One would have to say that Timothy
Findley’s vision is apocalyptic. The end
of the Winslow family in The Last of the
Crazy People, the devastation of sanity
and reason in The Waers, the collapse of
an epoch in Famous Las! Words — and
now the end of civilization itself. Not
Wanted on the Voyage, by revivifying
the myth of the Flood so extravagantly,
turns the deliberate destruction, by
Yaweh, of that ancient death-wish world
into an illuminating metaphor for the
likely accidental buf all to imaginable
destruction, by us, of this present one.
The perceptions and images of beanty in
the novel — the evocations of what must

always be lost and left behind — give
Findley’s story an authority and an in-
sight into our shared predicament that
transcends all the statistics of doom. Do
we dare hope (one more time) that art
can succeed where science seems deter-
mined to fail? O

REVIEW

Paradise
upended

By DOUGLAS GLOVER

Sing Me No Love Songs I'll Say You
No Prayers: Selected Stories, by Leon
Rooke, General Publishing, 220 pages,

IN THIS VOLUME of 16 selected stories,
the créme de la créme skimmed from
Leon Rooke's numerous previous collec-
tions, the reader is presented with about
as harrowing a black comic vision of the
world as I have ever come across.

In the first story, ““Friendship and
Property,”” we meet Leopold, a malig-
nant con-artist, a blackmailer, a bully, a
pariah shunned and feared by friend and
foe alike. Everything Leopold touches is
tainted; he has an almost preternatural
knowledge of the sins, vices, and foibles
of his acquaintances. Only Aimée (the
beloved), his friend Rodin’s recently
deceased wife, has ever bested him,
Leopold despises her saintliness; he
sneers at Rodin's grief. And at the close
of the story, he sets out to destroy the
distraught widower’s very memory of
idyllic love,

“Friendship and Property’ has all the
Leon Rooke trademarks: a colloguial
and breezy style, a grim gallows
humour, a hint of the magical or surreal,
a despicable protagonist, and a complete
reversal of traditional values. (“Rodin
would do anything once he was con-
vinced it was the moral, honourable
thing to do, the jerk.’”) It has a fabulistic
feel to it. Leopold is evil incarnate (not
Satanic but banal, venal, conscience-
less); Aimée is a saint. But the world is
the playground of the devil; goodness is
at a disadvantage. Love (Aimée) is dead,
and we are in the process of corrupting
even the dream of love.

There are two stories about children,
those eternal symbols of frailty and
innocence. But in the world of Leon
Rooke, in the world of “*‘Some People
Will Tell You the Situation at Henny
Penny Nursery Is Getting Intolerable™
and “The Shut-In Situation,” the pro-
tagonists rather cheerfully kidoap,
enslave, beat, and starve youngsters.

You’'re going to hate the darlin’ little

rascals. You're golng to learn that these

little brats, up to and including your
own, are the upliest, rottenest,
stupidest, noisiest, most venal, selfish,
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hurtful, darngerous sonsofbitches ever

put on this planct since God was himself

and apz. And you're going to want to

Turt them, to menace them, o wreck

the little bastards while they’re still in

linea pants. . ..
This Is the voice of a contemporary
insanity, the calmly reasonable mass
murderer. (These stories have a2 remark-
able timeliness about them when one
considers the recent rash of day-care
centre exposés in the United States. And
James Huberty, the mass killer who
rampaged through a California
MeDonald's, is the quintessential Rooke
hero.) It is pure vitriol distilled from
impotent anger.

Likewise, there are two grace stories,
both somewhat reminiscent of Flannery
OConnor. But for Leon Rooke there is
no God, and grace comes in the form of
an infusion of evil energy (“‘Mama
‘Tuddi Done Over') or a vision of terri-
ble sorrow (*“In the Garden" — yes, the
Garden of Eden turned inside out).

Harold’s music . . . had put the Garden .

of Eden into her mind. A kind of

dreamy, springtime garden. Yet now
several hundred men, po larger than
baas, were crecting a barbed-wire fence
around the place. . . Men with rifles
were up sniping from their towers.
Piuni; plunk plunk! Bullets stirred up

soft puffs of dust in the arid soil. . . .
Off in the corner, darkened, the Tree of
Knowledge hunkered down, like 2 rat
gone fat from too much wine and
cheese. . , . Two or three hundred of the
small bes people bepan to fall. They
rolled down into the grass, kicked and
lay still, or they screamed and went
Hmp, snagged on the wire,
This is Rooke’s universe. Black is white.
Good is evil. Humanity was never
expelled from the Garden of Eden; we're
still in it, and it's a concentration camp.
To my mind there is enough evidence
in this book to show that Rooke takes a
profoundly religious view of life on
earth. The world is evil, corrupt, frag-
mented. Man is sinful and his chief sin is
vanity (the explicit theme of ‘“‘Mama
Tuddi Done Over”” and “Narcissus Con-
sulted’”). Obsessed with self, he is
unable to commune with nature or spirit
(**The Woman Who Talked to Horses'”)
or to love other people. We are all solip-
sists; the atmosphere in these stories is
amazingly claustrophobic. That Rooke
loathes the state of contemporary
culture is obvious — his response is
vituperation and laughter. He makes a
specialty of the splenetic epithet. And he
reminds me of those self-disgusted
satirists of antiquity: Petronius, Lucian,
and Menippus.
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If you read stories for escape, for
humour, for realistic preservations of
everyday life, for romance, for sad or
happy endings, then reading this book
will be a little like getting hit on the head
a few times with a board. It’s an
acquired taste. Rooke's humour, his
talky style, cannot make up for the
unrelenting bleakness of his theme. He
hasn’t the lightness of touch of some
other postmodernists like Coover and
Barthelme. (I am talking about Rooke’s
stories here — in Shakespeare’s Dog, his
much-praised novel, the canine hero is
vouchsafed a form of redemption that
Iifts him out of the rut of eynicism and
rage. Also, I would be unjust not to
mention that his title story “Sing Me No
Love Songs” — really a novella — is
much different in tone from the rest of
the book. The devil threatens but love
and fidelity triumph.)

There is no doubt that, when he wants
to, Leon Rooke can lay down a fine line
of prose. And I am convinced that he is
a writer with a singular and consistent vi-
sion, It is the paradox of the cynic, the
black comedian, that he or she is the per-
son who loved the most, expected the
most, hoped the most, and wanted the
most. It is this idealism that stands
behind and informs these stories. O

Siawie

Queenrs University

Fellowships
in the Humanities

@
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From funding generously provided by the
Webster Foundation, Queen’s University offers

ICEBERG

el D AT o Pl W

two Fellowships in the Humanities to begin

1 September, 1985. The purpose of the Fellowship Is
to support younger scholars engaged in humanistic
studies that demonstrate originality and imagina-
tion, a breadth of perspective and a concern to
situate ‘specialized’ enguiry within a larger intellec-
tual or cultural context. While some applicants will
have completed or be about to complete doctoral
studies, the University also encourages applications
from candidates of outstanding merit who lack a
Ph.D. and from those whose educational background
is unconventional, The Fellowships are tenable for
two years and carry a stipend for the first year of
$28,000. An expense allowance of $2,000 will also
be payable, Fellows will be expected to reside in the
Kingston area, Inquiries and applications should be
addressed to:

Dr A.H.Jeeves, Associate Dean
Faculty of Arts and Science, Queen's University
I{ingston, Ontario, Canada K71.3Ns

GUIDE

We thought we'd drop you a line to tell you about an essential
guide to Canadian Colleges and Universities that will make you
belterinformed and help your students win!

lceberg Guide: Canadian Colleges and Universities
1984-1985 Is the onily book that glves you — in 400 easy-to-
read and up-to-date pages — the nafional educational picture,
« Every Program of Study available!

- Costs of Tuition and Residence.

« Scholarship addresses and deadlines.

« Answers on: Student Aid and Loans!

All you need to know. . .at your desk! Convenient. . .
fast. . .and only $8.95!

ICEBERG PUBLISHERS,
« 3537 PINESMOKE CRESCENT, MISSISSAUGA,

ONTARIO, LAY 314, CANADA, (416)279-2000

Each applicant should submit a curriculum vitae and
an essay, not exceeding 1,000 words, outlining his
or her objectives in seeking this Fellowship. Three
referees should be asked to send supporting letters
directly to the same address. The deadline for com-
pleted applications is 21 December, 1984, Les fran-
cophones, ainsi que les anglophones, sont invité(e)s
& poser leur candidature.

TRAVEL TO 200 SCHOOLS FOR $8.95.
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GIFT BOOKS'

The far snde

The season’s art and picture books carry
readers from the raging Nahanni to Gull Harbour, N.S.,

THERE IS MORE traffic between illustra-
tions and text in books than the old saw
“*A. picture is worth a thousand words”*
suggests. A photograph may be mean-
ingless to the reader without a caption to
explain it or place it in context. Illustra-
tions can flesh out a reader’s mental
image of fictional characters, creating a
greater whole. Winnie-the-Pooh might
not have become such an enduring clas-
sic without Ernest Shepard’s sketches of
the characters; Mervyn Peake’s Gor-
menghast fantasies create an interdepen-
dence of art and word.

In esperirental worl:, the illus¢rations
can spin parzallel but separate narratives
of their own, as Greg Curnoe’s drawings
do beside David McFadden’s words in
The Great Canadian Sonnel. They can
ignore or even contradict the text. But in
gift and art books, usually one medium
is subordinate to the other. Many showy
boolis either present a well-known
literary work with splashy but derivative
art to fllustrate the words or concentrate
on visual images with a token leavening
of language.

The boolks reviewed here fit into many
places on that continuum, Two names
olready well-known to book collectors
for visual excellence, Glen Loates and
Lorraine Monk, weigh in with heavy-
vweight contenders for the Christmas
sales ficht. A Brush with Life (Prentice-
Hall, 192 pages, $50 cloth) is the third
collection of nature paintings by the
37-year-old artist who vies with Robert
Bateman for the title of Canada’s best
wildlife artist. Loates generally works in
watercolour, but this compilation of his
production between 1977 and 1983 in-
cludes sketches, etchings, and even a few
commissioned pewter sculptures.

Physically, the book is sumptuous.
Glen Warner’s texi on Loates’s career
and art s printed on blue paper with a
laid pattern, distinguishing it from the
section of colour plates on white semi-
plossy stock. Words and plates alike are
enclosed by box rules. The reproduc-
tions are faithful to'the delicacy of
colouring and attention to detail of the
originals.
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by way of Toronto the Good

By JOHN OUGHTON

The artist’'s work is sufficiently
familiar — thanks to its reproduction in
The Canadian, postage stamps, prints,
and greeting cards — to need little
description. Loates usually finds the
balance between scientific accuracy and
artistic impression, conveying both the
body and the spirit of anything from a
trillium to a grizzly bear. He avoids
striving for the illusion of photographic
realism by softening or even ignoring a
detailed background.

QOlen Warner writes engagingly, and
retails some surprising facts about
Loates in his text (important early in-
fluences ranged from Walt Disney to
Oriental painters, and Loates, at the age
of 12, designed the plastic daffodil pin
that the Canadian Cancer Society still
sells) but at times ventures close to
hyperbole. He argues that *“by the age of
22, Glen Loates had created a body of
work comparable in quality 1o anything
produced by the very best of his contem-
poraries — indeed, to the very best
nature art of all time.”” That depends on

how *“nature art’® is defined; the claim
may be accurate if we consider only ar-
tists who specialize in wildlife, but
Loates’s early work hardly stands
beside, say, Durer’s etching of the
rhinoceros or Monet's water-lilies for
originality and intensity of vision. Some
of the arlist’s very early work (circa
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1961) is included, which does show how
far Loates has progressed.

Canada’s bast-known editor of photo-
graphy, Lorraine Monk, has produced
Ontario: A Loving Look (McClelland &
Stewart, unpaginated, $39.95 cloth) to
commemorate the province’s bicenten-
nial and to show how far it has come. In-
triguingly, the accompanying texis are
largely from pre-20th-century writers
such as Susannah Moodie. Selected by
the ubiquitous John Robert Colombo,
these are placed beside contemporary
photographs of the same, or similar,
subjects. The colour photographs are
chosen from work by both renowned
professionals and unknown amatears.

This combination of word and image
resonates in unexpected ways: a snap-
shot of joyful children pirouetting under
a sprinkler is captioned by John
Howison’s stately and ornate descrip-
tion of the ““sanguine temperament™ of
Upper Canadians. The occasional acid
comment, such as Rupert Brooke’s note
on Toronto (*“It will always be what is,
only larger®®), is met only by beauty and
light in the photographs. After all,
images of downtown derelicts can hardly
expect a place in a book with a message
from Premier Bill Davis.

Given that restriction, Monk’s eye for
telling images that evoke the people and
space of this country is as sharp as ever.
There are stunning shots of downtown
cities and pure wilderness, flowers and
faces. Appropriately, this book (unlike
Loates’s) was entirely produced in On-
tario, and generally exhibits excellent
colour reproduction. Occasional minor
press problems — veértical streaks and
“hickeys* — showed in my copy, but
didn"t detract much from the book’s
elegance.

Other parts of Canada are featured in
books by two photographic teams:
Adventures in Wild Canada, by John
and Janel Foster, and The Gulf of St.
Lawrence, by Wayne Barrett and Anne
MacKay, with text by Harry Bruce. Of
the iwo, Wild Canada (McClelland &
Stewart, 160 pages, $29.95 cloth) is the
more memorable, perhaps because the
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St. Lawrence is easier for most of us to
visit than the Nahanni River or Elles-
mere Island.

The Fosters make documentary
nature films, so their still photography is
in a sense a sideline during their jour-
neys. But they are both expert photo-
graphers, Whether capturing the frozen,
fluted curves of an iceberg or the rage of
a charging bull muskox, the images of
untamed nature are strong.

The text conveys the exhilaration and
danger of travelling through places like
the white-water parad:se of the Nahan-
ni, Thanks to companions experienced
in canceing, the Fosters made it down
the river that roars past such cheerful
places as Headless Range, Deadman
Valley, and Hell's Gate, Another visitor
wasn’t 50 lucky; all the park rangers
found of him was a bent cance and a
rifle. This book reawakens one’s hunger
for the wild spaces of Canada and gives
some good advice on getting and surviv-
ing there, including equipment lists and
a recipe for bannock.

Water from the St. Lawrence flows
past five of our provinces. The Gulf
drew in Canada’s earliest explorers, and
still borders some of the nation’s most
beauntiful spots. Send The Guif of Si.
Lawrence {Oxford, 100 pages, $19.95
cloth) ‘to exiled Maritimers to tempt
them home for Christmas. Barrett and
Macliay, who live in Charlottetown,
have a native's love of the area, as does
Nova Scotia writer Harry Broce. The
photographs of land and waterscapes,
wildlife, and people have the deep-
toned, saturated colours achieved by
slight underexposure, and the book’s
reproductions are particularly pood at
holding detail in the deep shadows
created by this technique.

Bruce’s captions are at once chatty
and factual. A lot of history — on both
the human and the national scale — has
happened in the St. Lawrence, and he
does his best to convey it. Concerning
lonely Bird Rock, a precipitous six-acre
island off the Magdalen Islands, Bruce
relates: “The first Hghthouse keeper
went mad. The second, with his son, was
Iost on the ice. The third, with 4isson in
turn, was killed when a keg of gun-
powder exploded. The fourth was nearly
Lilled by the fog gun. One of their suc-
cessors remarked of his own eleven-year
stay, ‘T didn't miss it when I left. Not
one bit.* ™

A more intimate view of life in the
Maritimes informs a strange and enter-
taining little book, Far Qut Isn't Far
Enongh (Methuen, 176 pages, $19.95
cloth), by artist and children’s author
Tomi Ungerer. Ungerer has led a
wandering existence, ranging from his
birthplace in Alsace-Lorraine to New
York City and, now, a farm in Ireland.

NOT WANTED ON
THE VOYAGE
L mothy Fmdley

“This marvelloucly fantastic fable ... is abundant
in implications and guestionis for ony own hurting
and threatened world.”

— Maorgaret Laurence
A dazzling journey through time and biblical
mythology, this brilliant retelling of a story as old
as mankind weaves an unforgettable spell.

A Viking Canada Bool: $18.25
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Far Our is a journal and sketchbook
from several years he and his wife spent
on a farm near tiny Gull Harbour, N.S.

Immediately, Ungerer dispels any
thought that a children’s writer might
have a sentimental approach to his
neighbours and surroundings. Ungerer
takes pride in his rifle collection (useful
for potting at sheep-killing dogs and
trespassing goose-hunters), and he and
his wife boast of their ability to kill, but-
cher, and cook the farm animals they
raise as pets. Yet they also admire the
beauty of the ocean and landscape.

The vignettes of his neighbours catch
their individuality and contradictions.
One is quotled as saying: *‘I hate them
goddamn niggers. Of course I only know
Tom Brown here in town, and he is all
right.” Or take this description: “Slinky
iMcWire looks like Donald Duck. Skin-
ny, wispy, cross-eyed. He holds his nose
up in the air to keep a pair of bottle-
bottom glasses in balance. He works
hard and drinks even harder to make life
vorth living.”

The illustrations run from guick, sure
slzetches to full-fledged paintings. They
are well integrated with the words. Asan
outsider’s view of a comner of Canada,
this offbeat book has considerable in-
terest.

Another foreign-born artist with a
much ditferent approach is Maocko Mat-
subara, a master of Japanese woodcut
technigne now [iving in Qakville. In
Pmice of Trees (Mosaic, 90 pages,
$14.95 paper) takes poetic statements
about trees from many different authors
and illustrates them with powerful
monochrome prints.

To make the poems visnal, Matsubara
works with texture as much as Jines and
mass, using such unlikely implemenis as
pastry cutters and nails to get the finish
she wants on her blocks. Working in a
single colour, she conveys the feeling of
a spring tree bursting with buds, a grove
of supple bamboo leaning in the wind, a
stark trunk with snow howling around
it. This well-designed book should
delight poetry and art lovers alike.

The life and art of the aboriginal in-
habitants of Canada’s West Coast, who
respected each tree so much they would
speak to it before cutting it down, oc-
cupy the next five books.

‘The strong design and fine craftsman-
ship of Kwakiutl and Haida masks,
totems, and implements have become
world-famous. Less familiar is the com-
plexity and sophistication of the tradi-
tional cultures of the tribes that seitled
along the southern B.C. coast and Van-
couver Island. Their ancestors arrived
here more than 7,000 years ago, and
developed societies with complex status
relationships, intricate mythologies, and
effective ways of living on the rich
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natural resources around them without
destroying them. To our shame, *“civi-
fized" Canadians have largely destroyed
that culture, taken the tribe's lands, and
have almost eradicated the forests that
once stood there too.

The most comprehensive of these
books is Sliammon Life, Sllammon
Lands (Talonbooks, 176 pages, $14.95

we can’t match today, and the masks
combine horror and humocur in a style
from which Steven Spielberg could af-
ford to learn. Holm includes essays on
specific art forms by five other scholars.
This is a good gift for collectors of
native arts, or aspiring artists.

The same is true of Smoky-Top: The
Art and Times of Willic Seaweed

“a

. .J"'_ e -,
LS Y R

£PIAT O

LSS SRR ¢ P ... -‘.
/‘-I”;-i'. £, T
LS I
f -

1
i "THE LFINTIT
! ) SCHOOL F ART

M At wa feu B

ATy
(2}
T
. a
[
forom e =

From The Winnipeg School of Art: The Barly Years, by Marilyn Baker, University of Manitoba
Press, 535.00 cloth (ISBN 0 88755 135 1) and $16.50 paper (ISBN 0 88755 613 2).

paper), by anthropologists Dorothy
Kennedy and Randy Bouchard, The
Sliammon are a group of Salish Indians
who live in the northern Strait of
Georgia area. The authors detail every-
thing from their diet and lanpuage to
their folklore. Several delightful myths
are included, as are records of early con-
tact with Europeans and a photographic
essay on how to prepare dog salmon for
smoke-drying. Maps, historical photo-
graphs, and a bibliography supplement
the somewhat academic text,

The Box of Daylight: Northwest
Coast Indian Art (Douglas & McIntyre:
184 pages, $24.95 paper) is one of two
annotated catalogues by Bill Holm, a
U.S. authority on the subject. Box of
Daylight celebrates an exhibition that he
organized to bring together pieces by all
the major tribes of the Pacific North-
west from many private and public col-
lections.

‘Whether such humble implements as
halibut hooks or magnificent ceremonial
masks, the seclections are uniformly
striking and painstakingly made. Jron
daggers made before contact with Euro-
peans show metal-working techniques
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(Douglas & Mclntyre, 184 pages, $29.95
cloth). This is unusual among collections
of West Coast Indian art since it concen-
trates on the work of a single carver,
Willie Seaweed, whose surname is an
Anglicization of Siwid (*“‘paddling
owner'’ in Kwakiutl), and who was also
known as ““Smoky Top.”

Since native artists early in this cen-
tury seldom signed their works, which in
turn were sold {0 many different collec-
tors, it is usually difficult to identify a
major collection of work by one of
them. But Holm finds Seaweed’s varia-
tions on tradition, developed during the
most extreme period of cultural change
his people have known, distinctive
enough to serve as a signature: ““His ap-
proach to his art was an intellectual one.
No carved or painted line was ever ran-
dom. Each was planned, with a drafis-
man’s accuracy, so that each form took
jts perfect shape and held a precise,
balanced relationship to its brother
shapes and to the space around and be-
tween them.”

Seaweed, who died in 1967 at the age
of 89, was a chief as well as an innova-
tive and valued artist to his people. His

R
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versions of such traditional masks as
Thunderbird and Crooked-Beak are
haunting carvings that convey both
mythic power and an individual vision.
The biggast ones, lilke the totem poles,
dwarf the rotund man that wrounght
thenl. The only shortcoming of this
ool is the relatively small number of
colour plates — 21 — among the 150
illustrations.

Minstints (University of British Col-
umbia Press, 63 pages, $8.95 paper) isa
auidebeol: to a deserted Haida village at
th2 southern end of the Queen Charlotte
Islands, declared a World Heritage Site
by UNESCO in 1981. A treasure trove
of totems, longhouse ruins, and
archaeolozical information, Ninstints
vas once the residence of the Kunghit
(the southernmost tribe of Haida). Two
thirds of the tribe were killed by small-
po:: and other imparted diseases.

As author George F. MacDonald
writes, INinstints was one of the *“places
where the struggle between nature and
culture i3 locked In a suspended state,
where it is hard to say whether man or
nature prevails.** Since the last Kunghit
left, nature began to prevail again, erod-
ing the totems and levelling the houses.
With increased archeological attention
culminating in the UNESCO declara-
tion. efforts are now being made to pre-
serve the site from further decay. For
those unable to visit the Queen Charlot-
tes, this bool: is a good introduction to a
melancholy and impressive place.

Instead of the past. artist and photo-
srapher Dorothy Haegert concentrates

on the future in Children of the First

Peuple (Tillacum/Pulp Press, 128 pages,
%15.95 paper), a collection of black-and-
white photos of West Coast Indian
children. She is skilful at finding the mo-
ment that reveals a child’s emotions, so
vhai even such a hackneyed subject as a
vute kid with a puppy holds the eye. Her
technique is not always faultless; some
of the piciures seem uninteniionally
fur:y, and the exposures are not always
bancz-on. But she exhibits a sensitive,
unobtrusive presence as a photographer.
She also has the grace to let the
children®s elders describe in their own
words their lives and the culture that the
children are now learning. Ten of these
give their thoughts in interviews printed
without Interpolations, as straightfor-
ward statements about life and the pro-
cess of maturing, “We grew up in an
area where things were really changing
and vet when I look back, I can pick out
the good that happened too. It can’t be
all negative,” says Ruth Cook, with an
wisdom the others seem to share.
Another West Coast Iook at the past
has more limited interest. Antiques
Afloat: From the Golden Age of
Bouting In British Columbia (Panorama

Publications, 116 pages, $14.95 paper)
features some of the larger motor yachts
built during 1900 to 1940 and still in use
today. Author Peter Vassilopoulos, a
powerboat owner, has evident love for
these slow but graceful teak-and-brass
toys of the rich, and follows their history
through changes of name, owner, super-
structure, and engines.

A few of them have served as
something other than floating pleasure
palaces, having been fishing boats,
government vessels, and even a floating
hardware store, There are bits of human
interest here: the owners of L’Tilaway
(I'll away — get it?) took acrulse in 1914
and kept the logs in awful verse: *“The
weather remained all we could wish. We
swam and we shot though little we got,
except Harry who landed some fish.”

Polished wood and brass also gleam in
another book about entertainments of
the past: John C, Lindsay’s Turn Out
the Stars Before Leaving: The Story of
Canada’s Theatres (Boston Mills Press,
176 pages, $35 cloth). Lindsay's subject
is movie theatres during the golden age
of Hollywood, and he has assembled a
marvelous compendium of photo-
graphs, old showbills, interviews, and
trivia, accompanied by notes from Mary
Pickford and her husband Buddy
Rogers.

The grandiose architecture and art
nouveau or rococo appointments of
these monuments to moviedom were
lush, and put today’s austere mini-
theatres to shame. A few, such as Mon-
treal’s Outremont and Toronto's
University Theatre, are still in service,
but most have disappeared or been
remodeled. Incidentally, the title is
taken from a sign at Toronto’s old
Runnymede Theatre, referring Lo
machines that projected moving stars
and clouds on the ceiling.

Lindsay spends considerable time on
Toronto’s Wintergarden Theatre, which
slept in silence for 50 years and now is
being renovated, Generally, his research
is extensive, The book does show evi-
dence of being largely a one-man effort.
Better editing, design, and photo
reproduction would have helped. Given-
the subtitle, there’s rather extensive
coverage of American movie palaces.
But there’s plenty here to entertain older
movie fans and devotees of the days
when movie stars were larger-than-life,
and live orchestras, or Wurlitzer organs
on hydraulic lifts, accompanied every
throb of their Hollywood hearts.

The most unusual book in this bunch
deals with another bygone entertainment
(although the industrious Japanese still
practise it). Yce Palaces (Macmillan, 132
pages, $39.95 cloth, $22.95 paper) is a
study of a special winter mania that at-
tacks inhabitants of cold climates.
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Before television and aerobics classes
drained the energy of the populace,
people in Montreal, Quebec, Ottawa,
and St. Paul, Minnesota, spent a lot of
time and money building palaces with
dimensions as large as 217 by 194 feet
and towers up to 140 feet high — entire-
Iy of clear ice cut in blocks from rivers or
lakes. These shimmering, magical, won-
derfuily impractical edifices, lit from in-
side, became the centerpiece of winter
festivals 100 years ago.

As authors Fred Anderes and Ann
Agranoff reveal, the first recorded ice
palace was part of an extensive — and
cruel — practical joke in 1839 by the
Czarist Empress Anna. To [further
humiliate an unfortunate nobleman who
was already a court jester, she forced
him to marry her ugliest serving woman
and sent them to spend their honeymoon
in a magnificently detailed three-room
fce palace on the River Neva, Birds
roosted in trees outside, carved from ice
as were the beds, pillows, and dishes.
Somehow the couple survived this frigid
joke.

North Americans had more whole-
some fon with the idea. The first ice
palace on the continent was built for the
1883 Montreal Winter Festival. Specta-
tors watched with fascination as blocks
were cut into shape by masons, hoisted

Award-winning author Biil
Freeman continues his young
adult adventure series about
the Bains children. The story
is set in the Toronto of 1875.
Meg and Jamie Bains start out
selling newspapers on the
street, but they fall in with a
lawless gang of street kids.

$5.95 paper
James Lorimer & Company
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René Lévesque and the Parki
Québsicois in Povver
Graliam Fraser
A revealing, behind-the-headlines
lool: at one of the most exciting
governments in Canada’s history,
from the idealism of its founding,
through the euphoria of its election,
to the humiliation of its defeat at the
constitutional bargaining table. Fraser
scrutinizes the controversial policies,
the method of governing, René
Lévesque and the key party members
of this country’s most dynamic pro-
vincial government. llustrated.
$29.95 cloth

JEAM LESAGE AND

THE QUIET REVOLUTION

Dale C, Thomson

From the author of the successful
LOUIS ST. LAURENT: CANADIAN
comes this definitive study of Lesage
and the government he led. More
than a biography, it is a fascinating
examination of Quebec between the
years 1960 and 1970 that delves into
its political, economic and cultural
affairs, Illustrated. $34.95 cloth

1% Books in Canada, November, 1984

THE
: !5‘?{ HOGY
- JT OG}

&THE

SINCE DAISY CREEK
A Novel

W.O. Mitchell

From the beloved author of WHO
HAS SEEN THE WIND and HOW ]
SPENT MY SUMMER HOLIDAYS
comes this exciting new novel whose
hero, a salty-tongued, irreverent
Engllsh Professo:;, has a strange obses-
sion — to acquire at any cost the hide
of the grizzly that mauled him. The
central issues emerge as Mitchell
reveals the deep disappointments —
as a divorced man, a blocked writer,
and a disillusioned professor — that
led to this unusual quest. $19.95 cloth

THE TWELFTH TRANSFORMING
Pauline Gedge

Gedge has written a rich and drama-
tic novel of Ancient Egypt that is cer-
tain to rival her dassic, CHILD OF
THE MORNING. In her uncannily
evocative prose she tells the story of
the turbulent reign of Akhenaten, the
mysterious Pharaoh of the Eighteenth
Dynasty, who took his country to the
brink of disaster. $22.95 cloth
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Richard B. Wright |
An hilarious satire that playsonthe
fears of every vacationer of being

thrust into the company of obnoxious
fellow tourists. The author of THE
WEEKEND MAN and THE TEA-
CHER'’S DAUGHTER has again
shown his amazing versatility by re-
turning to the comic style that made
his FARTHING'S FORTUNES such a
delight. $16.95 cloth

THE ANTHOLOGY ANTHOLOGY
Robert Weaver, Editor

This superb collection of short stories
and poetry that first appeared on An-
thology, CBC's flagship literary radio
program, is being published to coin-
cide with the program’s 30th anniver-
sary. It is a tribute to the program, to
Robert Weaver, and to the diverse
talents of such writers as Margaret
Atwood, Alice Munro, Jack Hodgins
and Matt Cohen. ' $17.95 cloth

THE GOLDEN AGE HOTEL

David Lewis Stein

A bawdy, exuberant comic novel
about a senior citizens’ hotel with all
the facilities of a summer resort.
Behind the stories of this bizarre col-
lection of guests including a former
prostitute, a one-legged sailor, an im-
perious Duchess, and a former Com-
munist, is the story of the owners of
the hotel who are krying to make their
dream of a Golden Age Hotel a
$19.95 cloth

success,




CASH FROM YOUR KITCHEN

A Complete Guide to Catering

From Your Home

Catherinz Harris

The essential guide for anyone who
has considered catering on a small
scale. Harris gives practical, down-to-
earth advice on how to set up and rurt
a catering business, and how to avoid
the pitfalls. Suggested menus and

NOW AVAILABLE IN PAPERBACK!
THE NATIONAL DEAL
The Fight For a -
Canadian Constitution

Robert Sheppard and Michael Valpy
In this comprehensive and exciting
account of the constitutional struggle,
two Globe & Mail reporters bring an
important chapter in our recent his-
tory to dramatic life, “The recon-
struction of the private meetings of
politicians and bureaucrats appears to
be so exact... it amounts to 2 legi-
timate buggmg of the whole process.”
— Globe & Mail  $9.95 paperback

TRIALS

Canada I and the 1983 America’s Cup
Jeff Boyd and

Doug Hunter

The first book to tell the dramatic
story of the 1983 America’s Cup from
the Canadian point of view| This
blow-by-blow description of Canada
1’s struggle captures the excitement of
racing and the emotions of the sailors
involved. Canada 1’s tactician, Jeff
Boyd, and Doug Hunter, author of
AGAINST THE ODDS, give us the
inside story on the months of plan-
ning, training, and hard sailing that
culminated in that summer in New-
port. Hustrated. $34.95 doth

MEMOIRS OF A MOUNTAIN MAN
Andy Russell

This unusual autobiography of the
author of GRIZZLY COUNTRY and
THE ROCKIES has the flavour of 2
19th-century adventure story. Born in
1916 on a ranch in Alberta, Russell
grew up to become a cowboy, trail
guide, hunter, film-maker and envi-
ronmentalist, In his inimitable style
the book is a blend of hilarious and
hair-raising anecdotes with moving ™.,

tributes to the beauty of the moun- . ™.

tains he Ioves, Hlustrated.

over 150 delicious recipes complete :
the bool:. $14.95 paparback $24.95 cloth
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WHO KILLED JANET SMITH?

The 1924 Vancouver Killing That
Remains Canada’s Most Intriguing
Unsolved Murder

Edward Starkins

The fascinating story of a murder
scandal that rocked a nation — and
remains unsolved to this day. The an-
nouncement that the death of Janet
Smith, a British nursemaid in the
household of a prominent Vancouver
businessman, was considered murder
led to months of courtroom drama,
political corruption, and a nightmare
of kidnapping and torture that rivaled
the drama of the murder itself.
Hlustrated. $24.95 cloth

VOICE OF THE PIONEER

Volume Twvo

More First-Person Accounts From
CBC'’s Best-Loved Radio Program

Bill McNeil

This all-new collection of stories from
Canadian pioneers of every province
and every walk of life draws on Bill
McNeil's interviews for his popular
CBC radio program. Through the
anecdotes and memories of these pi-
oneers run a common strength, a de-
terminaton to succeed, and a sense of
pride. This fascinating book is a
valuable and engrossing record of
Canada’s recent past — and her
future. $19.95 cloth

DEBUNK’S ILLUSTRATED GUIDE
TO THE CANADIAN
ESTABLISHMENT

Editor-in-Chief, Valerie Rosedale
Foreword by Charlie Farquharson
Whritten by Don Harron

Hlustrated by Graham Pilsworth

In this guide to the Canadian Esta-
blishment, Valerie Rosedale chronicles
the real power players of Canada’s
elite — the Old Girls” Network. The
best and bawdiest satire of the season
is complemented by the “loose render-
ings” of the well-known cartoonist,
Graham Pilsworth. It is guaranteed to
change your view of the nation’s elite
foreverl $19.95 cloth

Available at bookstores across
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onto the walls, and mortared io place
with water. (Ice is almost as strong as
concrete as a building material, as long
as cold weather holds.) The highlight of
the festival came with the “storming” of
the palace by somowshoe clubs apd In-
dians armed with fireworks, who were
answered by colourful cascades from the
palace. This became a ritual with the
many other North American ice palaces
built in the next years.

Unfortunately, cost factors and the
seduction of new entertainments, such
as movies, largely ended the Canadian
jce paface tradition by the 1940s. But
Sapporo, the capital of Japan’s north-
emmest island, still produces exquisite
ice pafaces each year — and perhaps this
well-illustrated study of frozen folly will
inspire some new efforts over here.

The last three books are of interest to
present or former Toronto residents,
Toronto In 1918, by J.M.S. Careless
(James Lorimer/Mational Museum of
Man, 224 pages, $26.95 cloth), is a
scholarly account of Canada’s largest
metropolis  which 200 years ago had
only one permanent resident, a fur
dealer named Rousseau. Although not
quite as much a bargain as the island of
Nanhatean, the Toronto Land Purchase
of 1787 was a pretty good deal, obtain-
ing a [4-by-28-mile section of land for
£1,700 in cash and goods.

Careless points out the strategic and
geographic reasons for Toronto’s early
growth, and includes copies of many
maps and historical documents to but-
tress his story of how Muddy York
became Toronto the Good. This is a
comprehensive study, with attention
givea to political, industrial, military,
social, and cultural factors. Careless
writes well, although his footnoting
system might have been streamlined a bit
for the general reader. Some chapters
boast up to 130 of the little devils for
readers to look up in the back of the
book.

Queen City (Oberon, unpaginated,
$27.95 cioth) is a poetry and photo-
graphy approach to Toronto by Ray-
mond Souster and Bill Brooks. Souster's
reflective, sensitive poetry has always
had a strong local flavour, so he is the
appropriate poet for this assighment.
Yet although he recalls childhood
hockey games under the Old Milk
Bridge, not all the poems are nostalgic;
many capture the sense of loss of a
middle-aged office worker today.

Brooks takes a contrasty and grainy
tack with his black-and-white photo-
graphs. Many are powerful statements
that accompany Sousters words without
subordinating themselves. Those words,
incidentally, are in white on a black
bacl:ground, a fittle hard on the reader's
2ycs. For a modestly produced black-
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and-white book, the price is high.

Obviously aimed at proud alumni and
recent grads is The University of Toron-
to: A Souvenir (Oxford, 106 pages,
$19.95 cloth). Ian Montapnes’s text is
brief; the book’s main appeal lies in
Ruodi Christl’s crisp colour photography
and the archival pictures assembled in its
early pages. Christl does work some
wonders with U of T’s architecture: fie
makes the massive Robarts Library
(known to students as Forl Book) into a
slender, golden-hued tower of learning,
and adds a twist to the biank walls of
New Coflege with an extreme wide-angle
tens. He is also sensitive to the harmony
of the university’s oldest corners, such
as the Trinity Chapel. This is a reason-
able graduation gift. O

VIE'

Pith and
vinegar
By RACHEL WYATT

_ Urban Scrawl, by Erika Ritter, Mac-
millan, 182 pages, 317.95 cloth (ISBN 0
7715 9310 6).

I WAS BAGER to read Erika Ritter's Ur-
ban Scraw! to find out whether much
has changed since I used to write and
broadcast essays, vignettes, and com-
ment for the CBC 20 years ago. Those
were the days when we got excited
because very soon the CBC was going to
build a huge place to house all its depart-
ments and studios.. Jarvis Street,
however, is still the home of radio pro-
grams like Slereo Morning, to which
Ritter is a contributor. .
' Almost everything else is different, in-
cluding the language, but the use of
“us” and **we' remains the same, In
Ritter's book, much use is made of the
plural pronoun, as though to embrace
all the world. Yet it tends to have a
special and local application.
Twenty years ago *“‘we’” were leading
a dark-age life. “We*’ lived in Don Mills
on the outskirts of Toronto. At age 33.3
all of “us’ had 1.75 children, with a
promise of making it four or five in that
fertile breeding ground. We worried a
lot abont hot and cold wars and having
no future, aud on weekends we drank
whisky and barbecued red, raw flesh. If

Poon TR el G
A

';‘.-‘.-‘f*rfi':ﬂ‘:ﬁ:"‘,,;' ;
e

we had known that time was leading us
toward spritzerdom and a veggle heaven -
we might have stayed put.

So what has become of “‘us”'? We
have moved into the city, into high-rise
buildings or shared houses in Toroatc’s
Beaches district. We cycle abont looking
for love or listening attentively to the
beeps of our friends’ answering
machines, We are a rootless lot, we pre-
middle-aged, middling folk. We lie there
in society wedged between the powerful
rich and the interesting poor like a
jurassic layer in the rocks of time. We
lack connection.

Put this book in a time capsule to be
brought out in-the year 3000 by the sur-
vivors. What will they make of *‘us*?
When they have deciphered the glyphs,
will they praise our courage and admire
our ability to concentrate on burnishing
our bodies or on purse-gazing as chaos
closes in on us? Will they hold up our
society as an example of perfect living;
“everybody’’ equal, nicely off, and
eating 7.5 meals out a week?

The picture that Erika Ritter paints is
clear and detailed if not totally desirable.
We can run for cover and shout that
“‘we' are not like that. But the book is
shot through with moments of recogni-
tion.

Writing for the unsighted, capturing
the listening ear fast, is an art that Ritter
understands well. (The dreaded switch-
ofT is ever present In the minds of radio
and TV writers.) It is those tricks of
beginning in the middle, of creating an
instant picture, of employing a relaxed,
chatting-to-friends style, of moving on
quickly and occasionally stariling people
out of their socks that mark the real
radic writer and modern essayist.
Nobody will sit still long enough
nowadays to listen to reams of pith on
matters of moment. That demanding
andience out there wants instant
gratification. -And that is what, in Urban
Scrawl, it gets.

The shorter pieces are the best.
*Bicycles” and *‘“The Invasion of the
Airline Stewardesses’® are good exam-
ples of the cock-eyed look at this tiny
segment of the world that we are promis-
ed on the book jacket. In some of the
longer essays the humour and the ideas
are stretched thin, and occasionally
there are touches of the whimsical and
the cute. But readers will argue about
this book, each making a case for his or
her favourite plece. .

1 will stand wp for “*Club Dread.”” I
think Pve been there. I was a little wor-
ried when it changed course in
midstream and took on heavy, almost
Conradian overtones. Then I began to
recognize those put-upon holiday-
makers, playing their awful games to
win approval, eternally seeking love. On
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the other hard, I couildn’t make myself
care what happened to Holden Caulfield
in **Catcher in the rve-and-water.”” The
essay called "*GUILT" has much that is
pertinent to say about our my-guilt-is-
heavier-than-yours society, with its
backeround cries of mea culpa. 1 was a
little disappointed when it came to the
essay’s section on beavers and geese
(“*‘Guilt in Mature: A Special Considera-
tion'") but know that this is entirely my
fault.

I didn’t hear much music in this book,
or poetry, or love of any kind. What I
could hear was the plaintive voice of the
time asking, *What have we done to
deserve this?"' And the answer is there
on those pages.

I vonder what *“‘we’* shall be doing 20
yvears from now and who will be putting
together the electronic chronicle of those
times. That remains to be seen. From
Don Mills to Downtown to where?

Meanvrhile, we all need mirrors, even
distorting ones. [ hope that Erika Ritter
vill continue to cast her beady eye over
the world she lives in, and tell us what
she sees. At the same time, I hope that if
there is another edition the publishers
will do something about the last line on
the back cover and change that Wind-
sorish **we* to “some of us.”” O

REVIEW
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Honey from
old poisons
By HR. PERCY

Wil Ve Let the Lummers In?: Storles
by Alden Nowlan, Irwin Publishing, 164
paces, $14.95 cloth (ISBN 0 7720 1451 5)

and $3.95 paper (ISBN 0 7720 1407 8).

THIS VOLUME confirms an ancient asser-
tion of mine, that the short story at its
best is more closely akin to poetry than
to the novel or to other prose forms. It is
not merely a matter of language,
although compression is obviously
essential, and a little lyricism always
helps. Rather, it is 2 matter of congep-
tion and process, the mental stance of
the vrriter as he explores the possibifities
of the germinal idea and then nudges it
along to its implicit, ineluctable conclu-
sion. As for the reader, it leaves him
with the same sense of rightness and
inevitability. In many of these pos-
thumously published stories of Alden
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Nowian the posture of the poet is clearly
discernible. Some of them, indeed,
might easily have emerged as poems.

“One Cold Bright Afternoon” tells,
in less than threec pages, of the surprise
of a young man who “‘considers himself
to be a very harmless person’ at the
discovery that two aging women in the
neighbourhood are afraid of him. There
is a poet’s precision, too, in the way
Nowlan pins down his people. The two
women ““waddle onward, their bodies
. » - Reutered by the years.” The young
man has ‘‘allowed himself to be elected’*
secretary of the Junior Chamber of
Commerce. And in this, as in several
other stories, the closing words might
well be the ending of a poem of the same
name: *“*But he is not really angry,
except at himself for being so absurdly
ashamed.,”

In “Cynthia Loves You'’ with
thoughtless cruelty a group of teen-age
boys persuade a retarded vouth that a
certain girl is in love with him. Skilfully,
through this brief compassionate glimp-
se into the mind of the youth, Nowlan
reveals the character of the tormentors
and at the same time fills the reader with
apprehension of potential violence and
tragedy as ‘““He laughed and went over
to her, intending to touch her gently,
wishing she would speak to him.”

The collection, for all it is superficially
“regional” in setting, covers an ex-
tremely wide range of human insight and
experience, from the anguish of child-
hood’s disillusion in “The Fall of a
City" to the obsessive desire of an old
man to return to his birthplace o die, in
““The Persistence of Theodore Roose-
velt.” (Echoes, here, of Nowlan’s poem
“Remembrance of Things Past.’®) There
is, too, the aching isolation of the man
in “Hello Out There,’” who, because
“the people I knew, I knew too well,”
found solace in late-night conversations
with telephone operators across the con-
tinent, and for whom “‘what was said
didn’t seem important . . . because the
words aren’t part of a message, but only
another kind of touching.”

Much of the experience is clearly and
unabashedly the author’s own, as in the
operating-room close encounter with
tdeath in “Walking on the Ceiling.”
Once again, it is the poet’s voice that
lingers when the last word is sald. Learn-
ing anew to walk, ““As soon as he can
breathe without gasping, he turns to
look out at the grass.”

A compassionate irony pervades the
whole book, as it does almost all of
Nowlan’s work. Both the compassion
and the irony stem from the rigours and
constraints of life lived, and later
shrewdly observed, in the depressed
small-town environment of the
Maritimes. The stories throw light from

many sometimes surprising angles, not
only upon that environment and the
people it produced but upon what
Robert Weaver in his preface calls ““the
sophisticated, well read, quirky, inde-
pendent, and stubborn mind” of
Nowlan himself. It was no small triumph
to have dropped out of grade school
from economic necessity and, throigh
guis and dogged persisience, to have
developed and exploited such a mind to
attain the front rank of Canadian
Iiterary achievement. The story “Skip-
per” is a poignant glimpse of what might
s0 easily have happened to the young
Alden, Skipper, a sensitive, potentially
creative boy, given to day-dreams, is his
mother’s last hope -of seeing one of her
five sons rise above the tyranny of brute
Jabour and booze, At first he “‘entered
into a wordless pact of mutual defence®

" with her, not only against the father but

apainst the pressures of environment
and example. But the pressures triumph.
For her there is “only the unptiness of
defeat.”

These are the stories of a man for
whom life seldom came easy. Even at
their most purely imaginative, portray-
ing characters far removed from
Nowlan’s own, they in some sepse mir-
ror that life and the lives of the less for-
tunate around him. But although they
depict loneliness, servitude, and some-
times wretchedness, they ate never
depressing. Through humour and com-
passion they transcend all that, distil

Y

.Priwate Realms
of Light
edited by Lllly Koltun

Collection, a division of the
Archives, and record the fasdnatlng
hsloryofCanadaaMCanadians
&grhmseandbumyaaﬂmugh%dd

A Literory Gulld Altemate

320 pages. 35 colowr, 180 duotone, and
100 b & w Hhustrations.
$50.00

ISENO88902:44.7
S Fitzhenry & Whiteside

November 1984, Books in Canada 21

R T e B L e i WY ey B RSy g W e =, PP T N W ————————


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

from it the satisfying stuff of literature.
One detects that, looking back upon
his origins, Alden Nowlan wrote with a
sense of privilege, that it was no mere
whim that prompted him a few years
ago, to adapt in English Tudor
Arghezi's poem *“‘Legacy,” which con-
tains the lines:
So that I could change a spade inio a
pen,
our ancestors syffered together with
their oxen,
and gathered the sweat of a hundred
years 1o give me ink.
I kneaded the words that they spoke to
their cattle
uniil they vere trunsformed into visions
and icons.
Out of their rags I made wreaths; and
Jrom oid polsons
I made honey, O

REVIEW

Critical
conditions
By B.W. POWE

Clearing the Ground: English-
Canadion Literature Afler Survival, by
Paul Stuewe, Proper Tales Press, 110
pages, $5.95 paper (ISBN 09690381 9 4).

FIRST ADMISSION: “I never read a book
before reviewing it: it prejudices a man
s0." Thus spoke Bishop Berkeley (sup-
posedly), and I've often found this to be
pood advice. However, I had mixed feel-
ings when approaching Paul Stuewe’s
little book, since it deals with a subject I
am not unbiased toward. Stuewe’s work
is a critical revaluation of the CanLit
taste for Northrop Frye and thematic
criticism, and a polemic on behalf of
sharper critical methods. 1 read the
boolk, agreed with almost everything he
says, liked his spirit. This cannot make
me objective. Stuewe’s efforts are
directed toward creating a more
vigorous, tough-minded, truly conscious
culture in Canada. This I found agree-
able. I feel, then, as if I have been asked
to judge a fellow misfit.

SECOND ADAISSION: That said, I did
find things in Clearing the Ground to
recommend and that are worthy of dis-
cussion. Stuewe’s argument is a straight-
forward plea for common sense,
intelligence, and wide reading; he is
arguing in favour of cosmopolitanism in

22 Bool< in Canada, November, 1984

Canadian writing and thinking. In this
middle part of the 1980s, you might as
well be pleading for Ronald Reagan to
turn socialist. Faulty education, incom-
petent editing, criticism that isn’t criti-
cism at all, apathetic readers, and
publishers interested in — well, who
knows what publishers are interested in
— do nol a vital scene make.

Stuewe's rather mild tone exudes
intelligence. He is concerned. He seems
{almost) angry. He is consistent, orderly,
factual, reasonable; he offers some valid
pointers on how to improve our percep-
tion of the literary enterprise. He begins
with an assault on Frye in “Northrop
Frye and the Perils of Literary Trans-
position.”* He immediately addresses the
problem of Frye’s influence on thematic
criticism and on the suspension of value
judgements. Various proponents of the
CanlLit thematic approach are skewered,
most notably D.G. Jones's Buiferfly on
Rock and John Moss’s Patterns of Isola-
tion.

In Part Two, “Critical Reputations,’”
Stuewe encounters the reputations, in-
flated or otherwise, of certain well-
known authors. He attacks Morley
Callaghan, defends Ernest Buckler, at-
tacks Frederick Philip Grove, defends
Hugh MacLennan and Sinclalr Ross,
His primary complaini against Calla-
ghan and Grove Bies in their dullness and
their lack of attention to such things as
words, sense, verbal energy. Stuewe gets
properly stewed up over all those literary
theoretical methods (minor point: they
are systems, because based on theories,
not methods, which are usually open-
ended, and based on perception), which
promote Canadian cultural propoganda
over literary excellence.

The question, that is begged here is just
what, precisely, constitutes literary ex-
cellence, What is literature? Language
charged to maximum intensity (Pound).
It is words moving. Stuewe of course
knows this, for it is the hidden assump-
tion behind his book. A Canadian
ideology or identity doesn’t matter to
him — [iterature only!

In Part Three, “Critical Issues,’” he
moves into other suggestive areas:
readers, subsidized literature, book-
selling, and the role of writing today are
examined. The essay concludes with a
ringing endorsement of the craft of
writing in our semi-literate times.

THIRD ADMisSION: How closely does
Clearing the Ground live up to its own
standards?

Let’s take a look. Average sentence
length per paragraph is three to four
lines. His sentences are long, seldom
with any variation. A sample:

‘The preceding discussion of thematic
criticism and its effects upon Canadian
literature has necessarily been somewhat

c——m mra r s, ———

abstract and generalized, although 1
trust that the specific examples provided
in conjunction with the reader’s applied
experience have supplled suificient
grounds upon which 1o estimate its
degree of accuracy. The major points in
this analysis can be equally well dis-
cerned in critical writing about oar two
more prominent authors, and ah exami-
nation of several such literary reputa-
lions demonsirates the influence of the
thematic approach as well as other
singular qualities of the Canadian
milieu.

Repetition creates monotony: the ex-
tended sentences tend to blunt their own
message. Alfter a while, the voice
becomes ‘‘somewhat” (to use a
favourite word of Stuewe’s) monoto-
nous. He also has a penchant for ramb-
ling self-referential intros and exits, (See
above.) He summarizes and introduces
every thought or example at the begin-
ning and end of each chapter with
dependable regularity: **As indicated at
the beginning of the last chapter” ...
I think that this conclusion wilf be rein-
forced in the following chapter” ...
“The preceding mass of evidence and
argument had as its purpose . . . .”* And
S0 ON.

Stuewe’s tone carries a hint of gentle
condescension in those repeated self-
referring passages. It is as if he cannot
trust the reader to get the point. He
seems to think we are a very dull Jot in-
deed. Sample:

The effects of a debilitating critical
theory, severe structural weaknesses and
a general absence of understanding and
sympathy among writers, critics, and
readers have produced a situation in
which only the most radical proposals
are likely to achieve even modest ef-
fects, and it is in this spirit that the
preceding analysis has been ofTered.

‘The remarkable thing about Clearing
the Ground is that Stuewe’s style
generally tends to resemble that master
of steady dialectical prose in Canada:
Northrop Frye. How could this be? Pet-
haps the source for this troubling para-
dox can be found early on in the book,
where Stuewe is busy frying Frye, as it
were, and goes on to say: . .. if we
turn to examples of Frye’s practical criti-

cism . . .”* Now, unless Stuewe has been
reading a different I.A. Richards, I have
always understood Practical Criticism as
the study of audience response to verbal
energy. Frye seldom refers to readers at
all. His Anatomy of Criticisin exists in
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an idealist void. Frye is interested in
themes, genres, conventions, structures
in wests: he examines connections within
vorls, not responses in his readers. This
is why those influenced by his brand of
myth eriticism seldom take into account
existential friction.

But these are minor quibbles, especial-
Iy when you consider how much courage
it must have talen for Stuewe to break
out of the tradition-bound intellectual
milicu in Canada.

FOURTH ADMISSION: Clearing the
Gromnd actually does not exist in a
critical void. John Metcalf’s Kicking
Against the Pricks goes after some of the
sane targets. Both books are attempts (0
Jost cause!) o make Canadian readers
and writers better critics and a better
audience for each other. Stuewe's work
is planted firmly in the ground of the

tradition of dialectical opposition. He -

has many hidden assumptions: he seems
to be a populist, fond of unions and
public protest, and certainly does not
want to see literature (or “‘Literature®)
become the property of the few.

Still, he does not push far enough to
se¢ why the [iterary milieu is as it is.
Ultimately, it is the language that must
arrest and address the reader and make
him-her alert. It is of no use at all to be
dull when attacking dullness, and of
little use to sound sober and solemn
when attacking solemnity and thickness.
Yhen you have a lterary scene that
finds a Samuel Beckett every day, a
Pouand every week, and allows one well-
Enown novelist to say that he is
Canada’s Tolstoy, Proust, and Joyce all
rolled into one, new strategies must be
found 10 gain back the attention of shell-
shocked readers. The unfortunate fact is
that provocative ideas and intellectual
encrcy can be generated from sources
that are neither commonsensical nor
even the faintest bit sympathetic. I cite
the examples of Chesterton, Pound, and
Orwell. The usefulness of a piece of
writing is often found in the degree of
oppusition and debate it engenders. My
criticism of Frye rests in the charge that
he has taught a generation of writers and
critics to avoid in literature that thing
which makes it essential to our condi-
tion: its unfettered humanity expressed
through vital language. The point is in
the contact and friction with the words
on the page in the book. When there is 2
brealidovm of the intricate matrix of
writer-reader-editor-publisher-critic,
then the result must jnevitably be bad,
boring, and predictable books.

FIFTH ADAISSION: The preceding para-
graph was not meant to sound testy
about a work whose spirit I do admire.
I'm certain Clearing the Ground will
have a salutary effect on those readers
who manage to find it. Like Richard

Kostelanetz’s The End of Intelligent
Writing, Stuewe’s essay atiempis to cor-
rect an imbalance and to criticize a
milieu badly out of touch. This short
book should be, 1 hope, yet another
salvo in the war against the smug com-
placency, dullness, and timidity of the
Canadian scene. (*‘I never go to literary
parties, It interferes with my brutality™
— George Orwell.) Perhaps Clearing the
Ground will inspire what Stuewe so
Iucidly refers to as “‘a good deal of
nerve.” ]

REVIEW

Three hits
and a miss
By LESLEY CHOYCE

The Thrill of the Grass, by W.P, Kin-
sefla, Penguin, 196 pages, §5.95 paper

(ISBN 0 14 007386 8). .

Melm:mhnly Elephants, by Spider

paper (ISBN 0 14 (07427 9).
Champagne Barn, by Norman Levine,
[Penguin, 253 pages, $6.95 paper (ISBN

0 14 007255 1).

The Pool in the Desert, by Sara Jean-

nette Duncan, Penguin, 189 pages, $5.95

paper (ISBN 0 14 007457 0).

W.P. KINSELLAS Shoeless Joe performed
one of the rarest accomplishments in my
reading history: it successfully sucked
me into one man's private modern vision
of ecstasy, and that vision wrapped itsell
like soft calf leather around the sport of
baseball. Tke Thrill of the Grass promis-
ed to do it all over again, this time with
11 short stories, each knitting a revised
vision of the universe as potential but
never fully realized no-hitter.

Penguin wisely allowed three of these
foor writers to provide their own jntro-
ductions (S.J. Duncan not being around
for the revival of her work), and
Kinsella's pitch is this:

Someone once said, ““Those who never

attempt the absurd never achieve the im-

possible.' I like to keep attempting the

impossible. I like to do audacious
things. 1 kike to weave fact and fantasy.

I like to alter history.

Kinsella is at his best when he lets the
fantasy overtake the facts. In *“The Last
Pennant Before Armageddon,’” for ex-
ample, Chicago Cubs manager Al Tiller
has been informed from on high that his
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team will finally win a pennant but that
when it wins (according to some inex-
plicable holy design) it will signal the end
of the world by nuclear war. For Tiller,
it's a conflict of interests. For the reader,
this unlikely ploi works like pure magic.

TV baseball always bores me stiff, yet
here’s this West Coast Canadian writer,
former Edmontonian, ex-life insurance
salesman, and retired pizza parlour man-
ager successfully selling me his personal
euphoria over baseball. Even in the title
story, I genuinely care about the absurd
conspiracy to plant paiches of real grass,
tuft by tuft, back into a big-time ball-
park, replacing the synthetic turf and
thereby making a stand against the creep-
ing artificiality in contemporary life.

Behind the ecstasy and the magic,
however, lies an undercurrent of sadness
whenever the real world takes a big
enough chunk out of "‘the game.** **The
Baseball Spur,” ““Barefoot and Preg-
nant in Des Moines,”" and “Nursie’* ex-
hibj¢ the melancholy of professional
(public) players trying to live out private
lives with minimal success, *Driving
Toward the Moon,” the only story ac-
tually set in Canada, does a masterful
job of conveying the angst of a rookie
leaguer willing to sacrifice the game fora
woman he falls in love with. These are the
sort of trade-offs Kinsella worries about
when he keeps his fiction down to earth.

Kinsella’s baseball world is populated
by few genuine winners, and he makes
little use of any Howard Cosell play-by-
play narrative. He admits in his intro-
duction that stories about athletic
heroics bore him. *“Ultimately, a fiction
writer can be anything except boring,”
he states, and since The Thrilf of the
Grass packs many surprises, it is
freighted with no boredom.

Another adventurous move in this
new series is Spider Robinson’s Melan-
choly Elephants. 1’ve always had a soft
spot in my heart for those editors who
let slip into print Robinson’s quirky
puns, eccentric revelations, and his
slightly paranoid yet optimistic visions
of the future.

I don’t fully understand his defensive-
ness, however, as he takes pot-shots in
his introduction at folks who still see SF
as Sci-Fi — that js, ‘“rocket ships and
ray guns and cute [i’l robots.”” He right-
fully insists that “"SF examines fictions
which are imaginary but viable’’ and
goes so far as to point out that it
““mediates between the sciéntist and the
poet.** But he seems to lose his footing
when he goes further to argue that SF is
even more legitimate than small-press
literary publishing.

Speaking of the benighted, high-pay-
ing SF mags, he reminds his readers that
““they pay cash on the barrel — none of
this ‘free copies and vegetables when in
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season’ nonsense found elsewhere.”” 1
think that’s hitting below the zucchini.
Besides, whether he likes it or not,
Robinson is quite a literary writer. He
fiddles around with the fine tuning of
the language until he makes it do what
he wants, and that’s probably why
Penguin wanted him in the flock.

“Satan’s Children’ is a teasing
reminder that we might someday hit on a
really good drug — one that makes any-
one who takes it tell the truth. (The kids
learn quickly that straightening out the
world is never easy, but they get to work
as best they can turning on Haligonians, a
judge in Saint John “with more wrinkles
than a William Goldman novel,”” a Con-
servative MP from Montreal, mayors, a
car salesman, and even *“‘the aging Peter
Gzowski.’") ““It's a Sunny Day” feeds off
Robinson’s idealistic if not quite idyllic
days living in rural Nova Scotia. The
planet of *“New Home" is modelled after
the Annapolis Valley.

Beware of the didactic in the book. In
one of the least appealing stories, “‘In
the Olden Days,”” a near-future grand-
father explains to his grandkids how the
world got to be in such shambles:

Between the anti-teckers and the no-
nukers and the stdp-fusion jerks and the
small-is-beautiful 1ypes and the appro-
priate technology folks and the back-to-
the Ianders they managed to pull the
plug, to throw away the whole goddam
solar system,
Such a simplistic view toward those who
worry about technology will probably
offend most serious SF readers who
don’t necessarily always read science
with a capital §.

Yet, if you’ll forgive him his weak-
nesses, this author will charm the socks
off you with a story about the resurrec-
tion of John Lennon (*‘Rubber Souf”), a
few serious karma-twisters, and my per-
sonal favourite, “‘High Infidelity,"
wherein an over-sexed female pro-
tagonist, married ¢o a brain-transplant
specialist, finds herself enjoying sex more
while fantasizing about her hubby’s close
colleague, Sam Hamill. Come anniver-
sary time, the unsuspecting wife allows
herself to be seduced by her object of
desire and somewhere near the crucial
moment of consummation *““she clutched
at the top of his head and felt where the
scalp flap had been resutured.”

Champagne Barn pulls together ‘‘a
retrospective of Norman Levine's finest
work”® written between 1958 and 1978.
If Robinson’s concern is the future and
Kinsella’s the magical alteration of the
present, Levine is more occupied with
what happens ‘““when the present, unex-
pectedly, confronts the past.”” His
fiction works in quiet, subtle ways,
focusing on the beneath-the-skin, minor
revolutions that direct our lives. His sim-
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ple stories are unexpectedly readable and
moving simply because he is {or con-
vincingly appears to be) so intimate and
honest with himself.

Levine almost always writes close {o
home, beginning “In Lower Town,"" set
in the QOttawa of his childhood, and
moving on to his expatriate life on the
Cornish coast and visits home to Cana-
dian soil. The preoccupation with the
subject of writing suggests in itself that
Levine prefers to write more about the
life fived than the life imagined.

‘“We All Begin in a Little Magazine™
dips into the subculture of anxious poets
and fiction writers finding (or failing to
find) a publisher and an audience. *‘Bya
Frozen River' and ““Thin Ice'’ are pro-
bably already Canadian classics worthy
of another read here. If you’ve been
reading Levine all along, there will pro-
bably be few surprises, but Champagne
Barn is a valuable distillation of work by
a writer whose persistently uncompli-
cated style allows him to reveal so much
by saying so little,

Sara Jeannette Duncan’s The Pool in
the Desert was first published in 1903. In
an excellent introduction to this some-
what difficult reissued volume, Rose-
mary Sullivan explains that, “As a
feminist, Duncan was neither a suf-
fragette nor a political activist believing
that women would achieve equality
through individual effort and
education.” She avoided the advice of
an elder who had told her that *“Novel-
making women always come to some
bad end,’” and instead carved out a suc-
cessful career as both a journalist and a
fiction writer.

Sullivan also points out that this
pivotal Canadian woman writer ‘“was an
elitist and a monarchist.” The stories in
this volume, all set in British-occupied
India, examine women engaged in per-
sonal struggles for emancipation in a
very claustrophobic world of colonial
social fimpediments. While Duncan ex-
hibits almost no sensitivity to the plight
of impoverished Indians, she does ex-
plore rather convincingly white women’s
attempts to break free, if only briefly
from the constraints set upon their emo-
tional and intellectual development.

In ““The Pool in the Desert,”” perhaps
the most eloguent story in the book,
Judy, a 37-year-old married woman,
becomes emotionally entangled with her
friend’s 26-year-old son. The potential
for emotional release and fulfilment is
examined by the narrator, but for Judy
the struggle must ultimately be abandon-
ed. When a globe-irotting traveller
suggests to Judy, *“1 think you Anglo-
Indians live in a kind of little paradise,”
she sums up the plight of the captive
British women of India by adding,
*“‘with everything but the essentials.”” O
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INTERVIEW

John Ballem

‘Richard Rohmer makes no secret of the fact
that he is writing fiction to convey a message. I'm

FIcTION 1S a sideline [or John Ballem,
but that hasn’t stopped him from pro-
ducina six thrillers in the past decade.
The Devil’s Lighter (1973), The Dirty
Scenario (197%), The Judas Conspiracy
{1976), The Moon Poof (1978), Sacrifice
Plgy (1981), and The Marigo! Run
{1932) were all written around a busy
career in oil and gas law, Several, includ-
ing his current work, Oil Patch Empire,
drav: on his experiences in the
enercy field, and he is the
author of a standard Taw text,
The Oil and Gas Lease in
Canada (1973). Bom in New
Glasaow, MN.S., and educated
at Dalhousie and Harvard
universities, Ballem now lives
with his wife and three children
in Calgary, where he is 2 senior
partner in the faw firm of
Ballema, MeDill, and Mac-
innes. On aracent promotional
tour to Toronto he was inter-
viewed by Mark Gerson:

Dooks in Canada: What's a
well-l:nown energy lawyer
doing writing novels?

John Ballem: It's just some-
thing that appeals to me, some-
thinz 1 enjoy doing. I don’t
think the two are tmutually
exclusive. In fact, io some
degree, they've supported each
other. While my last two books
had nothing to do with the oil
industry, some of my previous
novels — notably The Devils
Lighter and The Moon Pool —
are very much involved with
that industry and rose out of
my ¢xperiences in it.

BiC: Do you consider yourself
to he u lawver who writes
novels or a novelist who hap-
pens to practise law?

Ballcm: 1 think I"'m still a lawyer who
writes novels. I've structured my life so
that the law comes first. It has absolute
demands and deadlines. When you’re in-
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trying to tell a story, nothing else’

By MARK GERSON

volved in a hearing about a pipeline, for
example, it requires all your energy and
dedication. ['ve learned to put the book
down for a while and know that 1 can go
back to it without too much frustration.
In some ways, it’s not a bad thing,
because it gives me some distance from
the manuscript.

BiC: Do you often find yourself com-
pared to that other successful lawyer/

John Ballem

novelist, Richard Rohmer?

Ballem: I’ve.run into it quite a bit and
I'm sure Rohiner has as well. I think our
objectives are a little different, though.

Rohmer makes no secret of the fact that
he is using fiction to convey a message.
I'm trying to write fiction because I want
to tell a story, nothing else,
BiC: Yet your books convey distinct
points of view. For example, you pre-
dicted the Naiional Energy Policy and
warned of lis conseguences, And The
Marigot Run makes some clear stale-
menis about less developed countries.
Are these accidental?
Ballem: Oh no, they're all in-
. tentional, and I want them to
be picked up. But I don't want
them to become the raison
d’étre of the books. The mess-
age is there, but that’s not the
reason I’m writing the book.
BiC: As a busy lawyer, you
must find it difficult to main-
tdin a regular writing routine.
Ballem: I write on weekendy
and two nights a 'week if it’s
possible. Quite often neither is
possible, but when I have the
time that’s what I like to do. 1
write for four or five hoursat a
stretch, which is all I find 1 can
hack. Years ago, I was very
much involved in horses —
showing them, jumping, and
s0 on — and I think I’m using
just about the same block of
time for writing as I used to de-
vote to horses.
BiC: When you sit down to
write, are things fairly clear in -
your mind or are you strug-
gling with a blank page?
Ballem: It depends on the stage
I’'m at. Once I’'m well jnto a
book, T have a pretty good idea
of what's going to happen.
Sometimes, when I have a
mental block about how a cer-
tain situation is going to be
resolved, I've found it useful to
Just let the characters spill out on the
page. It’s astonishing what they can do
and how things will come together,
sometimes in ways that you haven’t
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predicted or thought possible. Usually
what 1 have before I stari a book is an
idea of the setting, pretty good descrip-
tions of three or four of the main char-
acters — three or four pages of descrip-
tions — and some idea of the plot
machinery. And with that in hand I’ve
cot enough (o get started. But I never
Eknow the ending, never.

BiC: How long does it take you from the
dayv vou begin until you have a manu-
seript with which you're satisfied?
Ballem: Oil Patch Empire was starled in
June of 1952 and finished in April, 1984.
But that's longer than average. I would
say that my books take me 12 to 14 mon-
ths to write, but bear in mind that I'm
not at it all the time.

BiC: i¥hen did you start writing fiction?
Eallema: I started sometime in the late
1960s. Although I'd thought about it
several times, what probably got me
staried on fiction was a job doing the
narration for a CBC film shot in Africa.
YYhen I came back from Africa and
worlied with some of the professional
scriptwriters who were putting the thing
together, I realized that there wasn’t a
great deal to it and that I could probably
write just as well. The first story I
selected was one that had been on my
mind for years and goes back to what T
was saying aboul my two careers, As a
result of practising oil and gas law, I had
becn on the site of two wild wells, wells
that were out of control. The memory of
that was unforgettable and led to the set-
ting and central theme of The Devil's
Lizhter. 1 embellished it with all sorts of
chicanery. but the central theme relates
back to those experiences.

Wil Why, when you started writing, did
Yyoit choose the thriller?

Ballem: I'm interested in things that
happen and not terribly interested in in-
terior landscapes. I like stories of adven-
ture and just find them easier to cope
vith. I'm at ease v7ith the thriller genre.
'For what I wanted to say, for the au-
dience 1 wanted to reach, it seemed
natural. But I’ve just finished a manu-
script that departs from that. 1t*s what 1
vsould like to think of as a mainstream
commercial novel. This one also involves
the oil industry, but instead of using
violence to resolve the plot, there's a lot
of normal [ife in it.

EiT: How would you define *‘main-
stremn commercial novel’’?

Eallem: I don’t want to flatter myself,
but this book might be compared with
something Arthur Halley would do,
where you're not in the thriller genre,
but where there’s still a lot of action in
it. This book is about the oil industry in
that golden era that may never return
again. The sky was the limit then and
there were very fascinating doers and
achievers out loose.
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BiC: Are all your books based on some-
thing you've done or somewhere you've
been?
Ballem: Yes. You take situations and
change them around, then you take
some characteristics from certain people
and you mix them up. But the inspira-
tion is usually fairly close to something
you know about. As I said, The Devil’s
Lighter came from the experiences with
the wild wells. The Moon Pool, which
involves drilling in the Arctic and native
rights, came from a long experience I
had with the Berger conumission and
other tribunals that were agonizing over
whether a northern pipeline should be
built. I had the opportunity to spend a
lot of time in the Arctic, listening to
these native people talk about their life.
The last two books, Sacrifice Play and
The Marigot Run, result from my ex-
treme interest in the Caribbean. Over the
years, I've spent a lot of time there, but
I’ve done more than lie on the beach. I
became curious about the plight of the

FIRST NOVELS

= ea¥ akl Wyl Y e s v e e el e 1) it a2 e B nma’ T

people and talked to many of them.
They see all this tourist money coming
in; they know they have to have it, but
they resent it. And you can’t blame them
for their ambivalence toward the whole
thing. Another aspect I used in The
Marigot Run is the idea that these little
islands are their-own little republics. 1
remember talking to John Compton,
who was about to become the prime
minister of St. Lucia, just before in-
dependence, and he said that the only
thing he really worrfed about was that
they were vulnerable. Anybody could
organize a bunch of desperadoes to go
down there and take it ovcr.

BiC: Are you interested in brenching
into any other kinds of writing?
Ballem: Well I already do a fair amount
of on-camera TV work, which involves a
certain amount of writing. And just for
fun, I recently started writing short
stories, which 1 like because you can do
them quickly. A novel is a marathon
run. You're in it for a long time.O]
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A fine madness: from a hilarious
post-hippie picaresque to the unforgiving
vengeance of a jealous God

By ALBERTO MANGUEL

JOHN GRAY's Dazzled (Irwin, 224 pages,
$18.95 cloth) begins not in the 1960s —
that great New Romantic Age — but 10
years later, when the characters have
had time to be embarrassed out of their
Indian shirts and Kahlil Gibran paper-
backs. *“I was an asshole in 1974," is
how Gray's modern hero, Willard,
defines himself in the book’s first sen-
tence — and no one contradicts him.
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Willard is a kept man: kept by his wife
Wanda, a dentist’s assistant. Willaed is
also an idler because Willard is a child of
the *60s, and in the *60s ““idleness was a
non-act of great moral courage.” Of-
fended by one of Wanda’s remarks,
Willard threatens her with going out to
work; Wanda calls his bluff 2nd he finds
himself launched in a career as a sales-
man, The. fates who rule our lives (even
those of down-and-out hippies) have
made Willard fall into a trap. But the
fates are also kind: the job Willard lands
is not just any job. In the midst of
Chuck Queasy’s Men's Wear (“‘Clothes
for the Discriminating Male’*) Willard is
hit by The Revelation. Like
Teufelsdrockh in Carlyle's Sarfor Resar-
tus, Willard discovers that life is but a
corollary to fashion: that everything
hinges on what we believe we must wear,
or on what others make us believe we
must wear.

This secret kingdom has almost
mythical inhabitants: Queasy, the
Schopenhauer of men’s clothes, who has
theorized every aspect of the business
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and come up with startling conclusions
such as, **A good salesman turns dogshit
into caviar, Bill. A good salesman is like
a good Roman Catholic. priest.”” And
Jale, wwhose smile can charm flies off the
wall, but whose nose operation {the one
he had to improve his appearance) turns
him into a dangerous weapon when he
snores, 50 no woman will sleep with him.
And above all, Ogden Oliver Opp, the
tailor-poet, the Alexander Pope of the
sweatshop, whose inspiration is our se-
cond skin:

Lost duys, lost ways devour the heart,

Demean the haberdasher’s art;

Lapels gronw narrow, tles prow thin:

Leave shirt out or tuck it in?

Breusicd double, tles grow fai:

The Fedora or the Homburg har?

In time we weave with shaking hand

The rap-tap-fapestry of Man,

But even this state of affairs does not
last. Wanda, sick with Willard’s trans-
formation into a super-salesman, has a
fling with her dentist. (Somebody should
write an essay on the dentist as villain in
Anglo-Saxon literature.) The dentist,
after driving Wanda home, has an acci-
dent: his car leaps off the road and he
goes — in Gray's poetic phrase — *‘to
fill his last cavity.” Wanda decides that
Willard must leave and Willard, after
resipning his post in the empire of
clothing, turns to a friend from the hip-
pie days.

The hairy creature is called The Scrap-
per — ““born ugly and legally deaf and
blind, . . . a freak, long before freaks
were fashionable and cute’” — who
swilches off his hearing aid when he
wants to switch on to his artificial para-
dise. The Scrapper’s hoyse is crawling
with other bizarre creatures: the Trash-
man, whose eating habits would have
disgusted John Belushi; Ethereal, who
makes Willard mad with love and yoga;
Terra Firma, a huge old widow and her
thug cat. In this house Willard and The
Scrapper plan a revolution.

It is impossible to sum up all the
advcntures in this hugely enjoyable
novel. Tt belongs to the tradition of the
picaresque, with its worthless hero and
his ghastly deeds; it is also a Bildungs-
roman (to give it a grand title), a novel
of trial and learning in modern-age
Canada; it is rooted in the history of
social satire, as serious in its comedy as
Oscar Wilde's comedies were serious.

Dazzled achieves the almost impossi-
ble: it is consistently funny over more
than 200 pages: 1 found myself giggling
over the first chapter, stifling with
laughter toward the middle, and almost
choking to death when 1, got to the last
page. It is difficult to imagine how this
book will age, whether its references to
the plastic world around us will, in 50
years, be as dead as Alice’s Dodo, and

mourning and guilt.

' Acvetby (Hark Blaise

Haunted by her past, unable to deal with the banality of society, a
brilliant post commits suicide, leaving her husband and a legacy of

“This Is fiction doing what it should do.” — Alice Munro

A Penguin Book
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whether we shall still be able to read it
for the sake of its more enduring quali-
ties: the richness of its imagination,
tender understanding of its characters’
fine madness. I think we shall. A good
humorous novel is perhaps the rarest of
good novels, and Dazzled will, in all
probability, outlive the memory of the
times it sets out to map.

MAN'S READING of God's acts is at best
shaky: the signs are too ambiguoys, the
intentions too uncertain. Sara Stam-
baugh's I Hear the Reaper’s Song (Rain-
coast, 222 pages, $12.95 paper) attempts
one such reading. In a small Mennonite
communily — Pennsylvania, 1896 — an
accident occurs: a young unmarried
couple, returning home from a party, is
hit by a train at a dangerous crossing.
For the church elders, the meaning of
the accident is clear: God, that unfor-
givingly just Father, has crushed with
His finger those who have chosen to dis-
regard His commandments. The com-
munity is shaken. Never overwhelmingly
zealous, they now tumn to the church to
seek quick atonement for their sins. In
the eyes of the Church, the youngsters’
death was a warning to 2ll: God wanis
faithful obedience because He is a
jealous God. But to the bereaved
families, to the girl’s life-loving mother
and skeptical father, God's act is an im-
mense injustice, incomprehensible and
revolting.

Sara Stambaugh has chosen to tell the
story in the words of Silas Hershey, the
dead girl’s brother. The starting point is
an old people’s home where Silas, look-
ing back on the past, finds himself
unable to talk to anyone about that acci-
dent of long ago, not even to his cousin
Biney, “just down the hall.” ‘“Biney
and I don’t talk about the accident,” he
says to himself. *Nobody does, but it’s
still with me, even if 1 was only fifteen
back in 1896 when it happened.”

Silas begins the chronicle of his life in
Mennonite country: the wonderful
fields, the difficult Sundays (“*Pap
didn’t approve of Sunday schools™), the
locust trees that signalled the moment to
go barefoot because ‘*when those white
flowers started hanging in the rows of
spiny trees, it was summer.”” Then the
accident happens and the invisible God
presents Himself to Silas, incomprehen-
sible and heartless. But, as time goes on,
Silas learns that there are other versions
of the truth, of the Reaper who is both
the bread-maker and Death.

Sara Stambatigh is a careful, unpre-
tentious writer: her prose, like that of
Lauric Lee or Jean Giono, flows
throngh a perfectly structured plot that

s almost imperceptible in its subtlety. At

times one wishes that her characters had
a little more depth; one wanis a glimpse




at the shadier moments that their lives
must have and which the author seems
to shun. What moves the bishop, for in-
stance, that man whose desire is to lead
souls “*by the hand to heaven'? Or what
are Nammy"s thoughts when she is left
alone? Where is the source of her
strength?

But these requests for more do not
spoil the pleasure of what is already
there: the exploration of the Mennonite
world, that almost undiscovered coun-
try. I Hear the Reaper's Song is a quiet
ochievement, a pastoral novel that rings
true.

Downwind, by Lesley Choyce (Creative
Publishers, 140 pages, $9.95 paper), can
ke read as a thriller. The Americans are
trying to set up a nuclear reactor in Nova
Scatia: a young teacher-cum-journalist,
Warren Chandler, almost single-
handedly opposes the project. Politi-
cians, bureaucrats, the rich and the
powerful ery to stop Warren from fulfi)l-
ing what he sees as his mission — but
Warren, convinced of the rightfulness of
his cause, battles on.

At first Warren is concerned, but not
fully convinced of the danger. A hippie
fdend from the *60s, Roger, while smok-
ing *‘some real nice Lebanese stuff
recently come through,” tells Warren
about the American plans. “You know
they wanna plant a few CANDUS here in
beloved old Nova Scotia. Got a lot of
money tied up in the Ontario nuclear in-
dustry and we send our boys off to Ot-
tava to sit around in Parliament and
find out how to bring a few back home
for the wife and kiddies.” Warren
reacts: “Roger, what do you think we
could do about it?”’ Quite a bit, as it
turns outl.

Unfortunately, in spite of the novel’s
earnestness, the result is unconvineing,
The thrller plot is not suspeaseful
enough; the characters are forseeable or
trite; the political reality it describes
reads like an anti-nuke pamphlet.
Throughout Downwind the message dis-
turbs the telling of the story, becomes
too blatant. From the blurb onwards,
the reader is preached at, and a novel
with a message preaches only to the con-
verted. A political stand alone cannot
sustain a piece of fiction: anger can serve
as a point of depariure, to investigate
broader, more secret realities, but left on
its own jt is meaningless; it ends up being

simply a convention of the times, a °

clichs.

Downwind is disappointing because
Choyce can certainly write: the first half
of the opening chapter sets a mood and
scenery with concise effectiveness; later
in the book, Warren’s dream, after he
seclis refuge in Roanie’s house, is
beautifully crafied and does more to ex-
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plain Warren’s character than many of
the previous pages full of conventional
dialogue, perhaps because it allows a
certain breathing space between the
author’s own thoughts and those of his
creatures.

1 FOUND no such redeeming qualities in
Fisherwoman, by Veronika Ross (Pot-
tersfield Press, 96 pages, $6.95 paper),
which reads like Dallas among the work-
ing classes, The mother, Margaret
Campbell, is seemingly in love with her
son Norman and hates her daughter-in-
law Mona; it is rumoured that Mona got
herself’ pregnant just to marry Norman;
Margaret is an orphan whose adoptive
parents, Hiram and Adelaide, would not
alfow her to date until she rebelled at the
age of 23; Margaret got herself pregnant
by Lew so she couid marry into the

" proud Campbell family; an old girl-

friend, Molly, who has just left her hus-
band, entices Norman away from Mona;
Mona is shattered but decides to leave;
Norman tepents, leaves Molly, comes

back and finds Mona gone; Margaret, in
spite of her hatred for Mona, convinces
her to return to Norman; Mona reveals
that her child is not Norman’s; Margaret
embraces the baby and whispers “my
bastard child.”

In spite of the convoluted, improbable
plot, nothing scems to happen in this
novel: the characters are limp, static,
Bven Margaret, the narrator, the
“fisherwoman,” skips from tongue-in-
cheek humour to distress and back, in
barely 10 lines, without any credible
evolution or change. Here is one exam-
ple of the staccato narration: “He had a
red beard like a pirate and posed his
devil-may-care attitude before his
friends. On the beach he whimpered and
moaned in my ear. I wrapped my strong
legs around his back and forced his
sperm to stay inside of me. I became
pregnant.” Fisherwoman provides the
reader with no sense of Nova Scotia, no -
psychological or historical background
for its characters: simply a soap-opera
intrigue, [
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Between the lines: beyond the details
of bibliography, two new studies provide some infimate
reflections of the lives of the poets

By DOUG FETHERLING

THE POET Bruce Whiteman, who works
as a librarian at McMaster University,
published a short article in the Giobe
and Mail not long ago concerning his
third role, that of bibliographer. He
wrote in defence of the tradition of the
authored bibliography, citing the pri-
mary function of such books as “‘the
writer’s memory and the critic’s or stu-
dent’s guide’” (he might have also said
the collector’s or dealer"s Bible). He was
speaking of the sort of bibliography that
in some quarters it now is fashionable to
call a checklist, as though to illustrate
how the form has been corrupted. A gen-
uine bibliography, annotated and with
as much detail as possible about edi-
tions, states, and first appearances, is a
thing of beauty in itself and often a
revealing mirror of to the person whose
works are being serutinized. This is cer-
tainly the case with Whiteman’s own
Collected Poems of Raymond Souster:
Bibliography (Oberon Press, 208 pages,
$35 cloth) and Fraser Sutherland’s John
Glassco: An Essay and a Bibliography
(ECW, 121 pages, $8.95 paper). Both

have significant value as reference works
but offer more than that. The Souster
one can be read as a partial biography of
its subject, the Glassco one as a revi-
sionist criticism.

To use the Souster bibliagraphy as a
narrative one needs only remember a
few basic facts: that Souster was born in
Toronto in 1921 and that he fzl in with
Canadian and foreigh modemnists not
too long after joining one of the major
banks where, except for time out during
the Second World War, he has Iaboured
since 1939. The pattern of his literary
career is quite bankerly in that the power
of his verse lies in the decades-long pro-
cess of accnmulation and the ledger-like
neatness with which the poems are
tallied in book form at regular intervals.
But it pleases many to see the fact that
he's a poet and a bank worker as some-
how indicative of contrary strains. Any-
way, in 1935 Souster began publishing
verse in both the Toronto Star and the
Mail and Empire, papers diametrically
opposed in everything, it would seem,
except their willingness to accept his
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work. He appeared more often in the
Star than in the Mail and Empire. He
also published in the Globe, where he
<igned himself Sappho, possibly because
it sounded [literary to the l4-year-old
wmind.

The sort of poetic career that could
flourich perversely on a life in banking
found =10 obstacle in the armed forces.
Quite the contrary, to judge from a let-
ter Whiteman quotes. Souster is in the
RCAF, stationed in Nova Scotia, and
writes 10 a friend, “Since ['ve been
posted here at Sydney I’ve had plenty of
time on my hands for writing — more
cven than [ had in civilian life. I've
started a novel and the poems come now
and then — altogether it keeps me
busy.” Bibliographies often reveal how
vwriters in one form crave renown in
some other, and Souster wrote two
novels about which Whiteman gives all
the tantalizing details. The first, in 1950,
was The Winter af Time, published
under the name Raymond Holmes by 2
sleazy Toronto paperback house that
also brought out pseudonymous work
by Hugh Garner and Brian Moore. The
second, in 1973, was a starkly realistic
RCAF novel called Or Target, this time
as Jofin Holmes. It was done by Martin
Ahvenus, the Toronto bookseller, in a
trade edition and a limited edition, the
[atter signed not as Holmes but as
Souster. For Souster of course had long

since gained some popular acceptance
after 20 years as a fixture of the small
presses.

His first book publication was Unit of -

Five (Ryerson Press, 1944) in which he
shared space with Louis Dudek, Ronald
Hambleton, P.K. Page, and James Wre-
ford, Whiteman quotes from Lorne
Pierce’s correspondence to show that the
grouping was not necessarily inspired by
poetic compatability. As aa editor,
Pierce had been receiving manuscripts
from a new geperation of poets and for
some reason felt he couldn’t publish
them separately in the Ryerson Chap-
book series, Further -correspondence
suggests that the book sold very poorly
jndeed. Also, it seems to have been
reviewed in, of all places, the Toronto
Board of Trade Journal. Various other
small books and booklets followed. One
of them was New Poems (1948) of which
only one copy could be located.

It seems that in 1947 Souster started
up a little business called the Enterprise
Apgency to distribute literary magazines
and small press publications, including
some he himself planned to mimeo.
These were the “forerunner of the Con-
tact Press mimeographed books of the
1950s,”” before that press graduated to
properly printed books with Dudek’s
edition of The Selected Poems of Ray-
mond Souster. The Enterprise Agency
was run in connection with a newsletter

John Topham et al
192 pp., ISBN 0 905743 30 X, full-colour, $50.00 cloth

Though the Bedouin of Saudi Arabia are well known, their arts
and crafts have been unaccountably neglected. This
profusely illustrated volume presents a collection encompassing
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called Enterprise: A Monilily Review, a
more obscure one than either his later
Combustion or Contact, and it seems
not to have lasted Iong. Whiteman
believes that the Enterprise publications
were ‘‘intended more for friends and
colleagues than for the public.”” Souster
himself, in a letter to Irving Layton, sees
such methods as ““one way of getting
your stuff around to the other half a
hundred people or so who are
interested.” But he published some of
his work in an edition of only 25, feeling
that number sufficient to satisfy the
market. Through this bibliography
emerges a clear pictyre of Souster com-
ing home every day, retreating to some
basement or back room, scratching
away at his poems and then bucking the
world®s indifference as to whether or not
the flame was kept alive. It is a timely
picture.

A bibliography such as this is impor-
tant for its confirmations of what's
already known but also for its fresh tid-
bits and new connections, since all snch
information together shows the pattern
of a writing career. It’s interesting to
learn, for example, that in 1946 Souster
should have appeared in‘a Communist
anthology entitled Spirit of Canadian
Democracy. Or to see proof of the ex-
tent to which by the early 1950s he was
in touch with, and in league with, the
international poetry underground as
typified by Robert Creeley and, especial-
ly, Cid Corman. )

Throughout this period he would
seem 1o have received mainly intramural
or local notice. Some of his books were
being reviewed in a journal called The
Deer and Dachshund, and as late as 1962
one of his important collections, Place
of Meeting, was published by the Isaacs
Gallery in Toronto rather than by any
remotely mainsiream publisher. But all
that changed when Ryerson brought out
The Colour aof the Times in 1964 and
followed up with Zen Elephanis on
Yonge Streetin 1965, Then he began get-
ting reviews in newspapers outside
Toronto and in Maclean’s and Saturday
Night. He began getting a non-profes-
sional audience, and the books were re-
printed more than once. When its
church masters sokl Ryerson Press, in
what seemed the most cold-hearted
assauli on the arts since the dissolution
of the monasteries, Souster was luckier
than most. He had already found a
steady publisher in Oberon Press, which
has made a tremendous commitment to
publishing his work, a commitment now
rounded out with this fine bibliography,
which is certainly no less than such a
selfless and good mapn deserves.

The Glassco biblipgraphy is of a dif-
ferent order and has a different lesson to
teach. The first part of the book is a bio-
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graphical sketch of Glassco, an appreci-
ation of him as a stylist, and an argu-
ment for higher rank. It is a credible job,
written with great affection for the work
and the person. Sutherland avoids
controversy in dealing with someone
who was a pornographer as well as a
poet, albzit 2 pornographer of the fin de
siécle literary Lind. The bibliography
comprising the second portion of the
book, including an inventory of the
Glassco papers at McGill and other re-
positories, cannot escape some implied
controversy, though it is presented with-
out comment.

Glassco’s most famous work, of
course, is Memoirs of Moniparnasse,
the on-the-spot autobiography he began
writing in Paris in 1928. Fragments were
published at the time but the work was
not comapleted, Glassco claimed later,
until 1932. The whole manuscript was
not published until 1970, At that time,
many suspected it was of more recent
vintage than he suggested, as it was writ-
ten in a fully mature style; Louis Dudek
took the trouble to compare the original-
Iy published fragment with the same sec-
tion in the completed book and found
them almost wholly dissimilar. But that
v:as only one chapter. Sutherland’s work
in the Glassco papers, however, does
tend to show that Glassco was perhaps
less than candid in not suggesting that
Nemoirs vras, to a good extent, a work
of the 12605 inspired by something
older.

Of course, that detracts from the
book not at all. But it does speak to the
central critical notion that seeps up be-
tveeen the lines of this bibliography: the
fact that pan of Glassco’s art was his
playing with text, his playing with the
very idea of a text. There 15 some ques-
tion whether what he maintained were
his first two books, Conan’s Fig (1928)
and Contes en crinofine (1929), ever ac-
tually existed; no copies are known to
have survived. But this is fitting for
somcone who practised pornography in
a certain environment and at a certain
periad and mixed it with literature, It
was subterfuge as much as style perhaps
that links Glassco the writer of poems
and translations to Glassco the writer of
dirty books. Glassco might even have
found that deception was the greater
part of prurience.

It was typical of underground wriling
and publishing generally that he should
have found it necessary to describe
Temple of Pederasty as a translation
from the Yapanese when in fact it was his
original work. But it was typical of him
particularly, with what now seems his
pronounced bump of impishness, that
he should have published something
called Ferish Girl under the pseadonym
Sylvia Bayer while dedicating it to one

John Glassco, It does not seem that he
shared any impulse with Frederick Philip
Grove in such matters, and to do further
detective work is probably to miss the
point. The point is only that the poet
and pornographer was also sort of —
what could the term be? — a self-
inflicted forger. Readers knew this was
an obvious piece of his equipment as a
stylist; that’s what made it possible for
him to finish Beardsley’s unfinished
Under the Hill. But it was also, we know
now thanks to this bibliography, a more
important part of his outlook and his
art.

BROWSER

- ———

Fraser Sutherland synopsises reviews
of some of Glassco’s books. OF the
poems in A Point of Sky, he quotes a
1966 review by bill bisseii in which
bissett states, ““They all look like bad
trips to q:le," advising Glassco to f'get
the air thru yr windew no english litera-
ture its du you/feel good.” Certainly
Glassco seems just as well anchored to
“english literature® as ever (that is his
strength, surely). But he now also ap-
pears to have been more of an antiquary
and, in his almost post-modern relation-
ship to text, more of an experimenter,
too. O

Strange bedfellows: the life of Igor Gouzenko,
the death of Herbert Norman, and
things that go ‘wok wok wok’ in the night

By MORRIS WOLFE

OCTOBER 19 was the 30th anniversary of
Robert Weaver’s literary program An-
thology on CBC-Radio. In honour of
that event Macmillan has published The
Anthology Anthology (224 pages,
$17.95 cloth), a selection of poetry and
prose broadcast on the show. Weaver
had begun work at the CBC in 1948, but
even before that he was already leaving
his mark. In a recent essay ““Has Any-
one Here Heard of Marjorie Pickthall?”
Henry Kreisel describes how Weaver
introduced him to modern Canadian fic-
tion when they met at the University of
Toronto in 1943. A year later, Weaver,
James Reaney, Robert Sawyer, and
Kreisel organized The Modern Letters
Club, which met once or twice 4 month
to discuss modern literature. ‘“Weaver
arranged for places where we could hold
our meetings . . . . It was all very infor-
mal .... Word got around and we
usually had twenty or thirty people at
our gatherings. These were always Lively.
People could read anything they liked —
poetry, fiction, dramatic sketches, or
critical articles. Some professors showed
up, too; Norman Endicott quite fre-
quently, Northrop Frye and Barker
Fairley occasionally, but they never im-
posed their presence on us.”” Weaver’s
Anthology, in a sense, became a con-
tinuation of the Modern Letters Club.

THIRTY-NINE YBARS afier its original
publication, The University of Waterloo
has produced a Concordance to
Gabrielle Roy's Bonheur d’occasion
(The Tin Fhite). The Concordance by

Paul Socken, the first ever undertaken
for a Canadian prose work, runs 1,136
pages and sells for $85. According to the
publisher’s catalogue, *“This concor-
dance uses the Key Word in Context
(KWIC) format. The concorded words
are listed down the centre of the page,
with the immediate context given on
either side. For easy reference, each list-
ing is preceded by the headword, and the
total number of occurrences is also
shown. On the extreme right side of the
page, the user of the concordance will
find the listing of the chapter, page, and
line of the novel from which the con-
corded line was taken.’” Terrific. But
could someone please explain to me who
will use this book and why?

MY SON recently retumed from living
and working in a remote village in Indo-
nesia under the auspices of Canada
World Youth. While there he spent long
hours learning the local dialect. He tells
of walking through the jungle toward
the end of his stay and being startled by
a loud “*wok wok wok’ sound coming
from the trees ahead. “What’s that?” he
asked. ““Binatang wok wok itu,”” replied
one of the villagers. (Translation:
“That’s the animal that goes ‘wok
wok.” *') Sometimes, it turns out, know-
ing the language isn’t enough.

GEORGE SADOUL'S Dictionary of Films
and Dictiorary of Film Makers are
essential reference books for anyone
seriously interested in movies. Both
these dictionaries exist in English-
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language editions translated, edited, and
updated by Queen’s University pro-
fessor Peter Morris. As might be ex-
pected, Canadian film receives almost
no atiention in these two volumes, Now
Morris has made up for this omission by
producing The Film Companion, a com-
prehensive guide to more than 650 Cana-
dian films and f{ilm-makers. The Fiim
Companion {Irwin Publishing, 352
pages, $16.95 paper) immediately
becomes ¢he first aid to which one turas
for basic information about Canadian
film. No Canadian library, no one
setiously interested in Canadian Ffilm,
should be without it. OF less value is the
simultaneously published Take Two, a
collection of essays on Canadian film
edited by Seth Feldman (Irwin Publish-
ing, 320 pages, $14.95 paper). Unfortu-
nately, Take Two, unlike the earlier
anthology, Canadian Film Reader,
edited by Feldman and Joyce Nelson, is
less than the sum of its parts. Although I
teach a course in Canadian film, I would
not require my students to buy this
book. It’s too diffuse. And, in any case,
all the articles in Take Two are listed in
The Film Companion and readily avail-
able. So why buy it?

ACCORDING to the Russian embassy the
most popular Canadian writer in the
USSR is Ernest Thompson Seton. A
Russian translation of his animal stories
sold 500,000 copies in 1983. A 1984
translation into the Kazakh language is
expected to sell more than 400,000
copies. The illustrated, 319-page hard-
cover edition sells for two roubles or
about $3 Canadian.

THE TROUBLE with Gouzenko: The Un-
told Story, by John Sawatsky (Macmil-
Ian, 352 pages, $19.95 cloth), is that its
author hasn’t so much written a book as
shown us his research. This callection of
interviews with people who knew Igor
Gouzenko, or who have made a study of
him, is not without interest. But Sawal-
sky owed it to his readers to shape this
material into the kind of narrative he
provided us with in his excellent Men in
the Shadows and For Services Rendered.
His failure to do so here, and his failure
to draw obvious conclusions, is puzz-
ling. One such conclusion, as James
Eayrs puts it, is that the great irony of
Gouzenko “*was how completely he had
sold out to the worst aspects of the socie~
ty he had defected to.”

NO ONE who reads the essays in E.H.
MNorman: His Life and Scholarship,
edited by Roger W. Bowen (University
of Toronto Press, 206 pages, 324,95
cloth), or who has read Charles Taylor"s
chapter on Herbert Norman in Six
Journevs: A4 Canadian, Pattern, can
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doubt that a full-length biography of
this fascinating man is needed. There are
no jronies in this story as in that of
QGouzenko; there’s only tragedy. Herbert
Norman was a Canadian diplomat who
had been a Communist in the 1930s.
Norman was hounded by American Mc-
Carthyites until he committed suicide in
Egypt in April, 1957. It seems clear that
without Norman’s efforts in the months
preceding his death Lester Pearson
wouldn’t have won his Nobel Peace
Prize. What the McCarthyites failed to
realize is that people can change. Bowen
writes that during his short life, Norman
“changed from a classics student into a
published Japanologist, from a graduate
researcher into a provocative scholar,
from a language officer into a skilled
ambassador, from a doctrinaire Marxist
into a Jeffersonian [iberal, from an
ideologue into a philosopher, from a

hopeful lover of life into a
suicide . . . .* O

LETTERS
[~ g e S |

Letters from
the editors

AS A FORMER editor of Grain, I read with
interest Cary Fagan’s article on literary
magazines in Canada (“‘Small begin-
nings,”’ August/September), One of
Fagan’s conclusions — “‘a literary
review with greater prominence than the
current offerings would be a valuable
addition to the scene’® — will receive lit-
tle disagreement. But Fagan's grasp of
the literary scene in Canada, how it
works and how it might be improved,
seems to me to be about as wrong-
headed as it is thin.

Fagan can’t make up his mind about
the impact that literary magazines have.
His major criterion of impact seems to
be that publication in literary magazines
lead to publication of a book by a major
publisher; a minor criterion is that it lead
to ““almost instant recognition®” for the
writer, The example he gives of the'latter
is one, and foreign; the examples he con-
siders with respect to the former are
ambivalent at best. To be sure, such a
notion of impact as Fagan has might
have been used to measure the “‘effect”
of literary magazines; but the lack of
rigour with which Fagan conducted his
research could lead only to his vapid
conclusions. No attempt has been made
to survey the relationship between
publication in a literary magazine and
either publication of a book or public

recognition. More tellingly, given that
very few writers reach the top, however
“top* js defined, no literary magazine
can have any significant impact at all by
Fagan’s criteria. Perhaps the concept as
well as its use lack rigour.

The raison d’étre of the literary maga-
zine is neither the offer of instant recog-
nition nor the possibility of book
publication {though both may follow
naturally, if infrequently). Literary
magazines exist to publish new writing,
by new and established writers, for an
audience that (one assumes) is interested
in learning to read it. That is, literary
magazines serve the cause of writing
first, not the causes of recognition or
book publishing.

Despite its thinness and wrong-
headedness, Fagan’s article does serve
one function: it raises, by begging, the
question of how to increase the reader-
ship of new writing in Canada. It is time
for the literary community to address
this question, and I make the suggestion
because I believe that a great deal of the
new writing, as it appears in the
literaries, is good enough to appeal to a
popular (not just literary) audience. The
interests of writers, readers, magazines,
and book publishers would be well-
served by a regular, national showcase
of new writing drawn from the existing
literaries.

How might this be accomplished?
Would a “‘high profile’ or
““prominent*” literary magazine do it? I
think not, but the question requires
serious study, Is it time for a natiopal
literary supplement? Such an idea has
been discussed by a group of editors of
literary magazines associated with the
Canadian Periodical Publishers Associa-
tion. It deserves further study and, no
doubt, refinement, Above all,
something needs to be done: the writers
are there, the literaries are (by and large)
doing their job, and only faint-
heartedness by the literary community
prevents us from testing our new writing
on the Iarger public. What are we trying
to hide?

One last comment on Fagan's article:
some of John Steffler’s fine poems have
been published in at least one literary
magazine — Gruin (August, 1981). Do
tell McClelland & Stewart, in case they
read Books in Canadal .

E.F. Dyck

Saskatoon

IF .CARY FAGAN had taken a cursory
glance at the magazine racks, then he
would've been better equipped to write
his article. Perhaps he should have
spoken to more than one local magazine
editor. If he had, he might have learned
of Wynne Francis’s comprehensive
study, entitled *The Expanding Spec-
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trum.” in which she delineates the pro-
literation of small magazine production
from the early *60s onward (Canadian
Literature, No. 57). Francis's article
could've provided essential historical
background to a subject that Fagan is
apparently unacquainted with.

Faran’s light-footed opinions on the
role of the so-called small magazine in
this country may have blundered along a
well-lrown boulevard or two, but even-
tually his myopic meanderings led to
commonplace cul-de-sacs. According to
Fagzan, there are no Canadian magazines
that are considered *‘essential reading
for the best and riskicst in new writing.”'
I agree that there is a great diversity of
small magazines in Canada, but let’s not
pretend that the grass roots hold no in-
fluence. Fagan seems blithely unaware
of publications that have served as a
suppori structure to the careers of the
suppesed “magic circle” of writers to
which he alludes. Perhaps Pierre Berton
and Peter C. Mewman never appeared
on the pages of Tish or La Barre du
Jour. But then Berton and Newman
aren”t known for producing “‘the best
and the riskiiest in new writing.”*

1 won’t bother to list the superb talent
that originally appeared in Canadian

literary magazines. I won’t object to
Fagan’s argument that the small maga-
zine is not a particularly great influence
on the nation's more conservative book
publishers. It’s beside the point whether
or not a magazine can launch a writer
into some kind of ““magic circle™ if that
circle is determined by publishers who,
understandably, are as interested in
making a dollar as in contributing to the
culture of this nation. Fagan’s argument
ignores the fact that the raison d’étre of
the little magazine is not the same as the
motive governing Maclean Hunter or
McClelland & Stewart. He also ignores
quality alternate presses that are very
much in tune with new developrents in
writing and that are now an important
part of the Canadian mainstream like
House of Anansi and Oberon Press.
These presses have traditionally drafted
their best writers from the small maga-
zine circuit. It is well-known that the
larger, more established presses draw
talent from the aliernate press group.

I don’t mean to disparage the work of
the more established presses in the coun-
try, for they’ve done much to make
Canadian writing available to the world.
Nor do 1 mean to iake away from more
conventional magazines like Tamarack,

A% THE YEAR slides toward its close,
the end also approaches both for
Toronto's 150th anniversary and (if
we are 1o believe the government's
.hvpe) Ontario’s bicentennial. Natur-
ally, a number of books have been
published to celebrate the virtues of
the province and jts capital, but we
wonder how the rest of Canada feels
about all this self-congratulation.
Mon-centrist readers are invited to
compose commemorative verses that
put Ontario or Toronto in their
place. The prize is $25. Deadline:
December 1. Address: CanWit No.
97, Bools in Canada, 366 Adelaide
Strect East, Toronto M35A 3X9.

Reculis of CanWit No. 85
OUR REQUEST for expurgated book
titles produced an orgy of double
citendre, dutifully rendered tame.
The winner is Stephen Elliott of
Peterborough, Ont., for the follow-
ing titles and their censored transla-
tions:

[0 The Swinging Flesh: The Pendulum
O Balls For a One-Armed Juggler:
Objeccts for a One-Armed Juggler

8 A Gume of Touch: Tag
O Pat oof Silver Bush: Pat Who Lives by

CanWit

No. 97

the Lighi-Coloured Hedge
O Roughing It in the Bush: Country Life
O Cocksure: Overconfidence

Honourable mentlons:
O Death of a Lady’s Man;: Death of a
Feminist
O The Unquiet Bed: The Restless Pailet
D Sowing Seeds in Danny: Planting
Spuds in Danny
— James Larsen, Vancouver

1 Fruits of the Earth: A View from the
Closet

— James C. Read, Halifax

O The Fat Woman Next Door Is Prez-
nanf: The Fat Woman Next Door is
Getting Fatter

— Nicky Hood, Vancouver

O The Marriage Bed: A Guide 10 Anti-
que Furniture
— Yrjo Rikkonen, Iowa City, Iowa

O Private Parts: Theatre Without an
Audience

O A4 House Full of Women: The Con-
vent

— W.P. Kinsella, White Rock, B.C.

O Pandora’s Box: Pandora’s Container
— Wayne Grady
Chaffey's Locks, Ont.

which served a useful function in their
time. In fact, I could be dead wrong
about all of this. It could also be that
George Woodcock never edited nor
lifted pen, and it could be that Harle-
quin Books are planning to launch a
“‘post-modern’’ nouveau roman series.
On the other hand, if Cary Fagan /s on
the right track, then we may soon be
reading about ‘‘meta-fiction™ in the
‘‘*Canadian” edition of Reader’s Digest.

Karl Jirgens
Editor, Rampike Magazine
Toronto

Missing the hoat

JOHN GODDARD's biographical article on
Edith Iglauer {(August/September} is the
best piece of writing I've read in Books
in Canada; perhaps the most interesting
biographical sketch I’ve read in any
magazine. So absorbing, in fact, that
when I began to reread the descriptions
of Iglauer, I missed the ferry to retum
home and had the pleasure of poring

over the entire article again.
Susan Yates
Gabrioloa, B.C.

HARBOUR PUBLISHING, near Pender Har-

bour, B.C., is run by Howard White,

known to his friends as Howie. 1 inad-

vertently called him Harold in my profile
of Edith Iglauer. Sorry, Howie.

John Goddard

Toronto

THANK YOU for your wonderful article
on Edith Iglaver. It was greatly enjoyed,
save for one omission. You failed to
mention that Douglas & McIntyre is the
publisher of that *‘important book™
Inuit Journey; or that Denison’s Ice
Road, ““which was published in part by
the New Yorker,” was published in full
by Douglas & McIniyre. We know that it
is easy to ignore the West Coa’st but we
are here and we continue to publish ex-
cellent books.
Rick Antonson
General Manager
Douglas & McIntyre

Vancouver

TVornotTV

1 HAVE T0 take exception to Morris
Wolfe’s slap at The Journal
{August/September) for its aris
documentaries. The poor CBC; they
can’t win for losing. The Journal has a
huge andience; these documentaries are
intended to show that there is a living,
unique individual behind the books, and
to pique interest of readers and would-
be readers.

Halya Kuchmij’s entertaining and ac-
curate documentary on me sold ““the siz-
zle not the steak®’ and in eight minutes
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accomplished far more than a two-hour
Jdocumentary of ““talking heads™
mumbling about magic realism and
relipious symbolism in Shoeless Joe,
which would not sell a single book, and
be of interest to no one but the *“300”°
on the inside of CanLit.

The Journal’s documentaries on
writers are good for book stores, pub-
lishers, and especially for writers like
me, significantly increasing sales, allow-
ing me to eke out a living as a full-time
story-reller.

W.P. Kinsella
Iowa City, lowa

Classlfled rates: $8 per line (40
characters to the line). Deadline: first of
the month for Issue dated following
month, Address: Books In Canada Class-
ifled, 386 Adelalde Street East, Toronto
M54 3%9. Phone: {(416) 363-5426.

CASH PAID FOR PENGUIN paperbacks:
good condition. Gall Wilson Bookseller,
192 Quean W., Toronto. 588-2024.

“CRAZY” VIAY TO LOSE WEIGHT. May-
be It's crazy, but It viorks! No drugs. No
counting calories. Mall only $2. to: ARVY
Box 160-L, Barrington, N.J. 08007-0160

EUROQPEANM PUBLISHER seeks to buy
small to medlum Canadlan publishing
firm of practical, “how to™ books. Write
enclosing catalog to Box 15, Books In
Canada.

RILLION DOLLAR HEALTH SECRET
Become an exclting, Sansual, new youl
Full instructions only $1.00 — Mall now
to ERVY Box 160-H, Barrington, N.J.
08007-0160

OLD AMD RARE BOOKS. Canadiana
Catalogues. Heritage Books, 866
Pglmerston Ave., Toronto, Ontario M&G
282

RARE, O/F CANADIAN BOOKS. Descrip-
tiva catalogues sent. C&E Books, Box
2744 Kitchener, Ontarlo N2H 6N3

SELL BY PHOME uith netwr automatic
system. New solid state electronic
system makes salling by telephone blg
business. Speads up calling many times,
cuts costs, invaluable for getting sales
leads, direct sslling, fund ralsing,
polltical canvassing. As automatic as a
computer, as personal as the human
volce. Simple to operate. For detalls con-
tact: Box 160-M, Barrington, N.J.,
08007-0106

USED LAY BOOIKS. 30 day free exam-
Ination. Write J.L. Heath, 66 Isabella St.
#105, Toronto M4X 1N, 922-0848.

13 Bnoks ik Camada, November, 1983
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THE EDI TORS RECOMMEND
. m—— )|

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

FICTION

Since Daisy Creek, by W.0. Mitchell, Mac-
millan. Mitchell takes some severe chances
in his latest novel, but compared to its
strengths, its weaknesses are minor. Ir-
reverant, touching, life-affiring, it is
cverything we have come to expect of a con-
summate story-teller.

POETRY

Mountain Tea, by Peter van Toorn, Me-
Clelland & Stewart, Admiring, moved,
greedy readers, haunted by the burden
poetry sometimes bears for van Toom, can
only hope that his typewriter — his ““bell-
twanging letter and ink box" — sings,
rings, and lwangs out more books as ex-
traordinary as this one.

BOOKS RECEIVED

THE FOLLOWING Canadian books have

- been received by Books in Canada in re-

cent weeks. Inclusion in this list does not
preclude a review or notice in a future
issue:

Agalust the Tide, by Kenneth Mchllllnn. Image.
Amarzoth, by Nefla Benson, Avon.
Anpastasia Morlll tor ond the Crysial Buiterfly, by H.J.
Hutchins, Al
Angl In Bnb;lon. by Fll Downle, Paperfacks.
'l'h: Bequest & Other Siories, by Jerry Wexdler, Vihicule

Press.
Betvreen Two Worlds: The Cunmll:m lmrnlsnnl Experlence
cdiied by Milly Charon, Quad '
ad::y. Illnslrnud by Heather

e Bl

nnc°{|'r- it A"E"km' 1" Dayal Kaur Khalsa, Tond

n Voynge, Bashee, ur andra.
‘The Book of Matthesr, by Beity Jane Wylne. M&S.
Bound by the Heard, by Marsha Canham, Am
Baurgeols I'lmuru. by Ken SIIIIE 3
Brendn and Edward, by iy
Calgory  Archltecture: TI:: Boom _Years, 191'!-1981. h;'

Prerre Gulmond and Brian Sinclair, Deuenltllg.
Ca(llwdl“::a I-‘nﬂ&y Talis, by Eva Mantin and Laszlo Gal,
Canadian Folk Ast, by Michael Bird, Oxford.
TheOnn:adI:n Praixies: A Hislory, b}'Gemld Fricser, UefT

her Cartler of Hnuhut. glto known Bs B:nr. by
Anl ns Malllel. translated by Wayne Grady, Methuen.
Pocms of Roymond Souster, Volume §: 1977-83,

OI:
Cohr;ll Alal:cllm 1, edited by David Helwig and Sandra
A Oomnlun 1] Umkr ho an:uln by Chiis Ackerley and
Lawrence J. Cl . UBC P
Cnnl'sslom of a nrvard Mnn, by Harold Stearns, Poget

Cnnsemnr Libernl Looks ot His Party, by Roy
MacLaren, Mosalc.

The Crime of Osvide Plaaffe, by Roger Lemelln, transiated
by Alan Brown, M & 5.

Curing Norlear Madness, by Frank G. Sommus. Medluen..

Dance of the Pariicles, by Tom Marshall,

Denedeh: A Dene Celebrtion, The Dens wn 1 &.SJ

Ditiicall M’nﬂc. by Martin on, Wolsak and Wynn.

Farthea Vessels, by Ann Copeland, Oberon.

Educotionsl Adminlstration jn Canada Gnl edition), by
T.E. Glies and A.). Proudfaot, Detselip.

84: Best Conadion Stozies, cdited by D.'wld Helwlg and
Sandra Marin, Oberon,

E..{l. Pll_nil- The Trunnt \'enn. 1832-1927, by David G. Pitut,

o
Emerpency Ald. Chlldren and Houschold Materinls, by
V. Tester and Clem B. Tesier, Detsellz.

Entering Space: An Astronoot’s Odyssey, by Soscph P.

Allen, Stoddart.
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Eye on America, by Michas ltuelz. ME&S,

A Fair Shakes Auhblarllplﬂﬂl McGiN Wonten,
edited by Margaret Gillett and Ka I¥: Eden Press.

Fnanr Essler, Volomes T and i1, by Frederick Philip Grove,

Fatal Beauly, by John Godey, Irwia.
hilng Back: Tax Evasion and the Greal Conadlan Tax
Lﬂ:ﬂ. by Paul Malvem and George Vandenberg.
uen.

A Friend Like You, by Roger Pare, Annlck.
mm"::d of a Feather, by Allan Siration, Playwrights
X

Fredesick H. Varley, by Peter \F:rlq. Key Porler.

Fury, by David Watmough, O

Gentlemen-Bishops and Factlon l-'lﬂmn. edited by Cyrll J.
Byrne, Jesperson Press.

Golling to Kaow the General, by Oraham Greens, Lester &

Orpen Dmm
en Age Holel, by David Lewis Steln, Macmillan.
"""ﬁ' nlnm,. Basbée, by T Kour Khalsa, Tundra,
arbour,

Press.
A Hard M:I to '!'nllm otes on Ontarie School Law, by
}'al:. Glibert ef al., Guldance Centre, Faculty of Educa-

UolT.
Harvestln, IheNnﬂhernWlld,lgMali]:m Walker, Oulcrop.
Heaxtla
'I'Im Heroln erﬂnni:. Iur Vic Phillips, Methuen.
'Hadngr Sweater, by &ﬂlu-. Mnstrated by
don Cohen, translated by Shl‘ll.l man, Tundrm.
Th;algim That We Are, by John P. Dourley, Lnmer City
s,
An Ionoceat Milllopaire, by Siephen Vizinczey, Seal.
1¢'s Late, And Al The Girls Have Gone: An Annesley Diary,
19071910, by Kathlesn Cowan, Childe Thursiay Fress.
Jenny Greenleeth, by Ml'q- Allce Downle, lllusirated by
Barbara Reld, Kids Can P
lug l(;Im: More Huog, by I.ynn .Iolmslon, Andrews, Mcheel

ker (U.S.)
John Grierson and the NFB, ECW Press.
Just Watch Me: Remembering Pierre Trodean, by Lamy
Zolf, James Lorimer.
Last Message to Berlln, by thl"l.p'linm ndt, Stoddart.
Law and Anurchism, edited hy Holterman & Henc
Van Maarseveen, Black Rose
‘.l.'lle Lie, by Marion Mineau, Black Mnss Prus.
fe Cycle, by Gearge Whipple, Hounslow Press,
Mnll.llew n.nd the Midoight Tow Trudk, b;' Allen Morgan,
illustrated by Ml:lll:l Martchenko, Annic
Memorial Day, by Karen Brwml:ln. Pnper.la:l:s.
Merry Christmas, Banbee, by Dayal Kaur Khalsa, Tundra.
Milicent nnd the Wind, by Rnlleﬂ Munsdl. llustrated by
Suzanne Durancean, Annlck.
The Molsnn Saga, 1763-1953, by Shidey E. Woods, Jr.,

Avo

Mom and Dad mn'l Live Topether Any More, bx Kallly
Stinson, illustral byw ‘Nancy Lou Reynolds, Ann

The Money Labyrinth, by W.E. Woods, Dnutld:w

The New Witd Hos Wiops: Pocms from Cnmlh.lmpiled
by Mary Alice Downle and Barbara Robertsen, Hustrated
? Elizabeth Cleaver, Oxford.

Nol ngi , by Medualdo Zola and Angeln Dereume, Hlustrated

Wolsak, Pemmican Publications.
An Onl-i'nshlonnl Myaters, by Runa Fahielgh, A
Only Ooe I.Ile ‘The Siocy of Dr. .'lm:k Scott, by Amoltl

Dallimo

ortf, 27 Dm g'nd o Snarkell), by Beity Watertom, illus-
traled by n Kulyk, Anl

Panopiloon, by Steve McCndfery, “Blewolnment Press.

Plrnies & Ontlaws of Canada, 1610-1932, by Harold Hor

Playl .?&%1‘ mI::r!'TMh all, Ob

ng w re, om mn.

Polychronicon, by Polly Fleck, Wolrak ard lyl:n

Publishlog: Advice From Thnu ‘Whe've Done Ttl, edited by
M.K. Williams, Abmene Publications

'l'h'f1 Rﬂflnurnnl Book, by Richard Ware and Jemes Rudnlck,

llldnkl;ell!ellnns. by G. Clars Churchill, 1,000 islands

ers

Russlan Spring, by Dennis Jones, Stoddan,

Seculor Socinlists: The OCI-‘INDP fn Ontwio, by J.T.
Morley, McGul-Queen's University Prest.

Selected Tales of Jacques l-'emn. transiated by Betty
Bednarskl, AnansL

Somelimes o Great Nallon: A Photo Album of Canada,
1850-1925, by Edward Cavell, Ahitude Publishing.

As plder Danced n Cosy Jig, by Irving u,vtnn. Uustrated by

Miro Mallsh, Stoddarn.
The Square Roo of Female, by Gillean Chase,” Ragwesd

Press.
Summer Tsland, by Phil Murphy, Obera
The Sunday Before Winter, I:‘hilnl,vn Bowulng. General
Tobing Car "'rli'!:h' by et Siommion, Musteated by
al re of Cra aunton, illustra
'ﬁ:g Holderoft, lt.lds%.n
Toolle, by Johan S:lrrl:u:. Jlustrated b Alllln. Tundm.
TI'I.IIihEd ton Into Fictlon, by Clale

Ittans,
Unele Jacob's Ghost Story,
Wolter §renll. “The Making of

u Press.

Welcome, Tylos, by Dayal Xaur Khalsz, Tundre.

Who Goes to the Fork, by Wambe Aska, Timdra.

Wi the Bouniy Eadl: The Uncertaln Future of Canada's
Food Snnpl:r. by Garry Lawrence Faltbalm, Western
Producer ooks.

WRI!: de Wil 'l'lle Lard of the Ring, by Michael Bsaudin,

VO
Wlnm and Wheat, by Joan Davies, Western Producer Prairie
W{;nen. by Mary-Ellen Lang Collura, Western Producer

Books.
Wiater Joumey, by Allan Browa, %Iﬂﬂ'! Press,
Your Money and How 1o Keep kt, by Brlan Cosicllo, Stod-

Poan Kushner, Macmillan.
Novelist, by Jane MBigate,




Put Books in Canada unaerr a friend’s tree

Don’t you know someone who’d love ten times a year, at such a low price:

to receive a subscription to Books in our special Christmas gift subscription
Canada this Christmas? Someone who rate is only $10.00. Come to think of it,
likes to keep up with the latest develop- now may be a good time to treat yourself
ments in Canadian literature, who enjoys  to a subscription, at this same special
good writing, incisive criticism, snappy rate. Give Books in Canada to your
interviews, and informative columns? friends or to yourself: you’ll find us a

Only Books in Canada provides all that, very pleasant surprise — ten times & year!

Please send one-year gift subscription at $10.00 each to
the persons listed below:

Name Name

Address Address

Postal code Postal code
I would like you to send notice before Christmas of
my gift signed from

Make cheques payable to: Canadian Review of
Books Ltd., 366 Adelaide St. E., Toronto M5A 3X9

e .
My name is
Address
Postal code
O Itoo want to subscribe for
$10.00

0O My cheque is enclosed.
O Please bill me.
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The Promised Land $24.95} .-

Deluxe Edition $35.00 "x,_-,..,—

1 DOUGLAS HARVEY - ¢
JOHN and JANET FOSTER
Adventures in Wild Canada  $29.95 Laughter-Sitvered Wings ~$19.95
IVAN GANTSCHEV MARGARET LAURENCE
The Christmas Train $14.95 The Christmas Birthday
ALISON GORDON Story $7.95pb
Foul Balls!  $19.95 BRUCE LITTELJOHN
WALTER GRETZKY and JIMTAYLOR  and WAYLAND DREW
Gretzky: From Backyard Rink A Sea Within: The Gulf

to the Stanley Cup $17.95 of St. Lawrence $39.95

The Private L o m.a.! $34. 95

L: TAN MACDONALD
~- sMulroney $21.95

FARLEY MOWAT
Sea of Slaughter $24.95

KNOWLTON NASH
History on the Run  $19.95

CHARLES TAYLOR, Ed.
China Hands: The Globe and
Mail in Peking $16.95pb

SCOTT YOUNG
Neil and Me $19.95

_From McClelland and Stewart/The Canadian Dublishers




