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Winter liglht

Ralpk Gustafson is one of those rare poets
wkose every book gets better.
He turned 80 fhis year, and two recent collections
contain tke best poems he has written

IN THE opening scene of Donald Win-
Kkler's new N.F.B. film, Winter Prophe-
cies: The Poetry OT Ralph Gustafson.
Gustafson cites with a puzzled ar the re-
mark of afriend about needing no more
money. You always need more money,
he says at first. And then, thinking about
it, heis forced to agree. “You can edt,
travel. have music, a fireplace and poet-
r%/ he states: ‘there’ s nothing much |eft
that you need or want even.” The titles
follow. to the accompaniment of
Chopin's sombre and simple B-Prelude,
played by Gustafson himself.

Gustafson turned 80 on August 16 this
year. Over the last few years his poetrﬁ/
has been undergoing a process of simpli-
fication and refinement, as his remark in
the film might lead one to expeet. His
wife Betty mentions a serious ilinessin
1985 that led him to concentrate on
those fevr things that to Gustafson repre-
sent life livedin its essentials. poetry,
music, and the mutuality and domestici-
ty represented by that fireplace fo which
he refers.

This process of development, of re-
finement, in Gustafson’s poetry has been
%?i nﬂ on over the more than 50 years
that have passed since his first book,
The Golden Chalice, was published in
1935. One has to agree with the poet’s
own description of his early work as imi-
tative and derivative, and certainly there
are other reasons for the long gap be-
tween Flight into Darkness (1944) and
Gustafson's first books published in
Canada, Rocky Mountain Poems (1960)
and Rivers among Rocks (1960). He was,
for example. worki ng serioudly as a
short story writer and supporting him-
sdlf in New York as a freelancer. But one
suspects too that in those years of poetic
silence he was undergoing a reconsider-
ation of the kind of poetry he wanted to
write. He also married then (1958). and
following his return to Canada in 1963 to
teach at Bishop's University (his alma
mater) the flew of new collections has
been steady.

Steady, but not without changes, for

Gustafson is one of those rare poets
whose every book gets better; and re-
cent collections like Directives Of Ax-
tumn (1984) and Winter Prophecies
(1987) contain some of the best poems
he has written. Not surprisingly, they
are darker, more conscious of death, for
as he says in “The Question of Priority
for the Moment,”

| Ié:se doxbiful heaver and ambiguous
To seffle accounls with, exquisite ques-

tions
Aboxt the end of Us usiverse, decisions
Whether the stars are going anywhere
And who eares...

But the “joyful encrustration” as he once
named it in aletter to W. W, E. Ross, the
complicated tropes and self-conscious
technical flourishes have all gone, to be
replaced by a moving and frequently
flawless language of the kind found in
the poem “Winter Prophecies,” which
Winkler quite rightly chose for the title
of his filmy:;

Beyond al| wisdom is the lonely heart.
Beware of love. |t calls up winter
DProphecies.

T'Izel_%rewaod is piled, the chinney
solid. ..
ANd tka hours are counted that leave

Belief of her astonished still,
Tim IS a harsh consultant. | warn

You. Without that love there iS 1o hour.
With love are winter prophecies.

Notwithstanding Gustafson’s long ca-
reer — he wrote his first poem at seven
(“Not precocious — Mozart was writing
symphonies at that age,” ashe saysin
the film) — his place in Canadian litera-
ture is a curious one. Frank Davey's sav-
age dismissal of hiswork in From There
to Here has never properly been an-
swered, nor have the critics treated his
work with the sort of serious attention
deserved by a mgjor poet. But perhaps
the tide has begun to tura. The N.F.B.
film had its premiére last March 10 at
Bishop's University during an evening ia
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his honour; in April, the composer An-
drew MacDonald' s new work for string
orchestra and chorus. based on
Gustafson texts, was first performed,
also at Bishop's, The same month,
Gustafson was honoured among a small
gmup of writers at a QSPELL extrava-
ganza held at the Faculty Club of MeGill
University. So tbe poet who once sup-
ported himself by writing liner notes for
classical music recordings and cross-
word puzzles for the Spectator has cer-
tainly come a Ion? way. All the same, his
Collected Pam of 1987 — two volumes
in cloth — received very few reviews.
Robert Kroetsch’s call in his essay on
the Canadian long poem for a reconsid-
eration of Gustafson’s work has still to
be taken up.

Gustafson has lived in London and
New Y ork, and has travelled throughout
much of the world. Most summers the
lure of the Old World finds hbu return-
ing to the south of France, to Venice,
and to Bayreuth for the annua homage
to Wagner. His wide travels are fre-
quently the subject of poems that focus
on aspects of European civilization
through a perceptive pair of Canadian
eyes. And he has done the reverse as
well. taking Canadian poetry to English-
speaking readers al over the world
through his editing of the Penguin Book
of Canadian Verse, an anthology that in
its earliest form Hrst appeared in 1942. It
has never been out of print since its first
major revision in 1958,

ut finally it is that two-by-four refuge
of hi own space, as he has called it, his

Qclober 1889, BOOKS IN GANADA 1
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backyard in the Eastern Townships of
Quebec, which isthe central influence
on his writing, The hills and |akes, the
sky and flowers around North Hatley
form together the sensuous ground of
his poetry, the stimulus for his deepest
poetic meditations. Sometimes his
poems fly into darkness, asthetitle of
that early book had it, but as often into

the light of adeep passion and a world
acutely observed. “ Poetry is a very won-
derful pleasure,” he says at the end of
the N.F.B. film. and that deceptively sim-
ple statement says a great deal about
Gustafson’s life as a poet. May he contin-
ue through many books to come to fed
and to make us feel the deep pleasure
that is poetry. = BRUCE WHITEMAN

A space for
argument

Ts it possible to be English in Quebec?

THERE WAS a joke going around Montre-
a awhile back that ran like this: On the
day the atom bomb is dropped on Cana
da, the Gazette’'s headline will read,
“More Anglos Flee Quebec.” So when
this dally paper, a bastion of English hy-
persensitivity in la befle province, de-
votes two full pages to an issue of
Liberté, a_Frgnch-Fanguage social and lit-
erary periodical whose criticism of Cana-
dlin confederation has often been fero-
cious, you know that something unusual
1s going on in the province of Quebec.
Strange bedfellows, indeed.

Ninety pages of Liberté's 172-page
June ‘issue were turned over to 16 En-
glish-speaking intellectuals, as Liberté
calls them, which tells you more about
the magazine’s projected audience than
about the contributors. The issue's title
isanot atogether successful pun invelw-
ing the words “strangers™ and étranglés

which means “strangled™): 5 in
radise/Etrangiés au Québec."Is it poa
sible to be English in Quebec?’ the in-
troduction asks, tongue in cheek. The
editors go on to speculate, “Are the En-
glish our blind spot7 Have we ever truly
seen them, our next-door nelghbours?’
In a spirit of good will, the editors
(Frangois Hébert and Yvon Rivard) add,
We wanted to build bridges of friend-
ship from both sides, and make a space
for reflection and even argument; we
wanted to complicate thll a little. ..
With such laudable intentions, how
could there possibly be any controversy?

THERE WOULD not have been any, it's
safe to say, had the New York Times not
run two short Ameces on July 4th on
pages four and five about what a re-
Eorter named Paul Lewis thought was

appening in Quebec after Premier
Bourassa used the notwithstanding
clause and bmught down Bill 178 on the

language-of-signs isste. One of Lewis's "
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two pleces was an error-filled discussion
of the Meech Lake accord the put the
lake in Ontario) and Quebec’ s reaction
to the striking down of Bill 101 (Lewis
called the 60,000-strong peaceful demon-
stration in support of the voided legisla-
tion a “rioté’j Eleven days later, the
Times printed a correction of the facts.
But the article that cast the Liberté issue
front and centre was the second one by
Lewis. featuring the magazine under the
head “Quebec’s English Speakers
Protesting Minority Status.” Suddenly,
because the New Y ork Times decided to
pay attention to the issue, Liberté, a mag-
azine read .usual.lf/ only by the academi-
caly and literarily inclined, became an
object of curiosity on both sides of the
border.

What attracted the most attention was
a polemic by Witold Rybezynski, an ar-
chitect and author who teaches at McGill
University. In his contribution, he de-
clared that “Montreal is in danger of be-
coming a linguistic Beirut” A week later,
Montrea’s daly Lo Presse responded to
that insult to the victims of the war in
Lebanon, under the headline: * * Quebec
IsNo Linguistic Beirut,” Replies Que-
bec’s New York Delegation to the
Times.” With atitlelike that, every other
newspaper and TV station in Quebec, as
well as Toronto’s Globe and Mail through
its Montreal correspondents, suddenly
rushed out to buy a copy of Liberté. The
litfle mag never had it so good.

Just exactly what was In the issue, and
how were the conéributors Selected? En-
glish Quebec is no monalith: it has no
other common denominator than its use
of English, which is not much of ade-
nominator a al. Which of the factions of
Anglo Quebec were to be represented?
Overseeing that task, along with Hébert
and Rivard, was Shella Fischman, who
has trandated many Quebecois writers
into English. She did not choose all the
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contributors, but by her own account,
she wanted to cut aswath right down the
politicadl middle, avoiding the Anglo-
rights organization Alliance Quebec on
the “right,” and on the “left,” those En-
glish writers who have identified them-
selves too strongly with French %uebec.
Set the image projected by these 15 writ-
ers (and one photographér) is not ene of
modetation; above all, It is'one of frustra-
tion. The novelist Trevor Ferguson iS
among those who complain about the En-
dish community’s lack of visibility in
uebec and the rest of Canada Metrily
Weisbord insists on her Quebec mote;
her people are buried in Quebec SOil. she.
tellsus, and her maternal grandfather
wasthe chief rabbi of (Puebec City. Mr.
{iybczynski spesks of f efelng stouthward
0 ecape “narrowness of spirit.” Henry
Beissel, head of the E_nglisﬁp department
of Concordia Universty, rambles on for
nine pages, giving such opinions as, “Au-
thoritarianism is a dominant element in

the Québécois psyche,” and “French will*

never conquer the world, because its

grammatical structures are the frozen re-
flection of the rationdist eraand of neo-
classicism.” Thank goodness for Carlos
Ferrand, a Peruvian-born f§lmmaker, the
or;lg one to stick his tongue out at the
traditional French-English dichotomy

and give both groups the raspberry.
In'sum, the Léherté contributors reflect
the same old image of English Quebec
quarrelsome, closed, defensive, unin-
?uisiﬁve. E'em_:h-sli»ea]dng Québéeois will
Ind little to stimulate their curiogity in
thisissue. A shame, since the editorial
board missed an opportunity to break
new ground. Ironlcallly if 1t had not
dipped info the same old clichés (i Que-
bee. anyway) of English oppression, the
august” and’ mighty New York Times
would never have noticed it. But the role
of alittle magazine like Liberté, especial-
ly one with the important record it has
had sipce the Quiet Revolution, is to
frustrate expectations and challenge its
readers, wherever they are — not to de-

liver anyone’s party line,

-DAVID HOMEL

A Canadian
im JRome

Barry Callaghan’s experience seems to
prove the existence of an international tribe
of poets bonded by their art

BARRY CALLAGHAN — poOet, professor,
short story writer, trandator, Publlsher,
novelist — spent the spring of 1989 in
haly as writer-in-resdence tor tbe Cana-
dian studies orograms at the universities
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of Rome and Bologna. On a recent visit
to his Torento home, | asked him about
the overseas Canlit scene, as Callaghan,
a man of rumPIed mien and growly
voice, genidly Tought off tbe attentions
of Jive, his golden retriever. _
How to explain the interest in Canadi-
an literature in Bologna, of al places. at
some 900 years old the most venerable
ingtitutionin the West? “As with every-
thing €lse, these things get started sm-
Ply because some wacko — | use the
erm affectlonate]g — Qets interested.
The man responsible is Alfredo Rizzardi,
a distinguished professor who has been
interested in adian literature for
about a decade. Originally the focus was
on Irving Layton because Rizzardi was
devoted to Layton. There is a smal Irv-
ing Layton industry over there, which
comes’about Eartly through Rizzardi but
also because Layton has extended his
%oodwnl to them. That's very important
ut the whole thii has become bigger
than that. In Rome, Augustino Lombardo
— another very distinguished professor
— et up the huge American studies pro-

‘Generdl Richard Roluter
- veturns Witlo, -

B e e e

ARCTIC

An exciting, new docu-novel
of historical detection and real-
politik drama that explodes in
Canada’s High Arctic idands.

“Here is Richard Rohmer at
his best -- deseribing some
Juturistic high jinks in
iICanada’s arctic which, like
most Of his novels, ring all
itoo frue.” Peter C. Newman

Publication: October 12.

INational tour: October 16-20,
including Victoria, Vancouver,
JEdmonton, Calgary,Winnipeg,
Toronto, plus London, Ottawa,
Montreal, Halifax.

$24.95 cloth

Fitzhenry & Whiteside
Publishers of the
Funk & Wagnalls

Cunadian College Dictionary

Qeloter 1969, BOOKS IN CANADA 3

— . —



A WS B A e gy TR e aE T eE m oW e miam = o

gram there, and has now begun to seri-
ously set up the Canadian studies pro-
gram. |t' s still small, but Lombardo is a
slow-moving dynamo.”

Slov=moving or swift, the same ten”
could apply to Callaghan, who. in addi-
tionto histimein Italy, has assumed &’
independent role as liferary ambassador
to Yugodlavia. Why Yugodavia? Ten
years ago the doorbell rang at
Callaghan’s Toronto home and aman in-
troduced himself as Miodrag Pawtovic, in
town for a poetry reading, Callaghan re-
membered the name; both of them had
been trandlated by the French poet
Robert Marteau. “Wonderful. | said,
comein. have supper. When supper was
over. he asked meto look at the English
trandations of the Serhia’ poetry he was
to read. | read them. | told him it was im-
possible. people will wonder why they’ve
come to see you, why you're supposed to
he a great poet.”

Admittedly obsessed with bad transla-
tions, Callagha’ blames the “bands of
merry translators out there™ for serious,
plodding. unmusical renderings of good
poems. Sitting down with Pavlovic, a’
expert linguist. Callagha” used his
knowledge of the Cyrillic alphabet and
Russia’ to trandate the poems. |” 1982,
at Pavlovic's behest, Callaghan read at
the International Poetry Festival in Bel-

e —

by RAax Dublin
G IS an importants
beoliz as we look
o Bhe neis millemivmnd?
i =Wiargin Paraz, The Mow Rlepublic

A VikingiETrmsaBbok

From ({3;] -

Penguin Bedks\Cangdalimited

4 DBOCKS It CAADA, Oclober 1933

LT R T I RIS T

grade, where they finished the transla-
tion (Singing at the Whirlpool) together.

Cdllaghan got to know the Serbian
writers, he discovered a burgeoning
Canadian studies program in Belgrade
and another in Ljubljana and still anoth-
er in Zagreb. Callaghan's press. Exile
Editions, published more Pavlovic and
featured Croatia” writersaswell. Last
year in Zagreb Callaghan gave the inau-
gural talk in the Canadian studies pro-
gram, and lately has agreed to edit an
anthology of Canadian poetry, in hands
off fashion. Hell send them, for Instance,
dl P. K Page's poems, marking the ones
he thinks are the best, hut leaving the
final choice to the Yugoslav poets in
charge.

Does this mean that the fperipatetic
Callsghan speaks Serbian, if not Croat-
ian? Not at al. There is something mys-
tical and wonderful about trandation.”
Witness his English rendering of
Marteau’s French translation of another
Pavlovic book, The Voice Beneath the
Stone. Pavlovic was delighted — he told
Callaghan it even sounded like the Ser-
bian original, and was wonderfully accu-
rate in meaning. Thanks are due to
Raobert Marteau, replied the Canadian.
He, ofter all, knows Serbia’. “But Robert
does not speak Serbian!” came the
response.

Callaghan's experience seems to
prove the existence of aa internationa
tribe of poets bonded by their art. Thus
may we understand his bah-humbugatti-
tude to some of the most cherished be-
liefs of CanLiterit. ‘ There are some peo-
ple who have reputations abroad | thilk
areridiculous. and | don’t ‘mind saying
s0,” he states flatly. How does this hap
pen? “People are at the mercy of what
they're told. If awriter comes to Canada
to find out what’s going on. and runs into
somebody who says the focal point of
the Canadian experience is the prose
poem that explores the nature of Canada
through the Arctic, he'shad &’ unlucky
beginning. He'll get passed on to this
person’s friends and they’ |l confirm this
view-and hell go back and write abso-
lute nonsense. | do not think that Cana-
dians continue to define themselvesin
the north country. | think that what you
get in the north country is ‘bitten by
black flies. It is always a surprise for
people abroad to discover that we are 75
to 80 per cent &' urban culture. | also do
not draw the Jine at the Quebec border. |
see everything in this country as part of
tbe same experience. When | speak of
Canadian culture | speak of Quebec writ-
ers and English writers.” As one of the
few publishers in the country who pub
lishes trandations from Quebec, he can
testify that the market is nil. “The bloom

T e e

is Off the rose.”

Callaghan’s mood darkens, but onl
briefly. This is one of the wonderfu
thiigs about trandlation — if you are in-
terested in trandation you are interested
in the experiences of others. Trandation
is an enlarging experience, &' extension
of thesdf. It iswhat | think lies at the
heart of all great poetry: generosity.”

So Callaghan is not a cultural national-
ist? “A dead end. In Quebec & impor-
tant journal for thefirst time bothered to
ask English Canadian writers how they
fed about living in Quebec — they didn’t
eve” know who to ask. And | think En-
glish Canada has gone into a kind of
sullen snit.

“All that matters is real writing. It
doesn’t matter that Mavis Gallant is sit-
ting in Pearis and does not participate in
the cultural debate in tbls country. What
matters is that she writes those extraor-
dinary stories.

“This time when | went back to Za-
greb | arranged that certain writers —
Sedn Virgo, Patrick Lane. Lorna Crozier
— went with me. | discovered that in
Rome and Bologna Patrick Lane is un-
known. In Rome they’re busy giving
courses on Sinclair Ross and Frederick
Philip Grove. Not, of course, that there's
anything wrong with that, but it's hardly
enough. With al the boompf and
brouhaha that you've read about the
boom in Canadian literature in Italy,
you'd think that they’d know a let, but
they don’t. By and large what they know
about is Jack McClelland’s list. He took
the trouble to promote those writers
over there. But they desperately want to
know more. Pm going to continue to try
and tell them. It's no trick for a best& |-
er in Canada to be trandated and end up
in the book stores in Italy: what you teal-
ly want is to have the important poets,
novelists, and 1prose writersin Italy fedl
some sense of a bond with the culture
that's going on here.”

So in Rome, Callaghan kled to widen
the range of Canadian poetry aready
know” to Italians. The response? “|-here
was a good deal of surprise, | suppose, at
what our poets are doing.” He grows
humble. “Honest to God, I’'m not the
only person who has ever said this, or
who has been a writer-in-residence in
Rome. I'm simply saying what | did
when | was there.”

And the proposed Italian anthology he
means to edit -due to replace the pre-
sent one in three years or s0? Sweeping
humility aside, he mentions the names
of four poets alone “who’'ll make their
heads spin.” Glowing with the |dea of it,
Barry Callaghan sounds for a minute
like the most passionate nationalist of
them all. — NANCY WIGSTON




Bronwemn

VE BEEN thinking about why Bron-
ren Wallace’s death has affected many
f us SO much. Certainly we are begin-
ing to feel that the poetry community
as been marked by early death —
lobert Billings, Gwendolyn MacEwen,
pNichel, Caroline Heath, and now
ironwen Wallace. Certainly also we
0w experience a sense of future
mptiness where once wonderful new
Vallace poems might have been. Cer-
ainly, for those of us who knew Bron-
ren personally, we suffer the |oss of a
wod and loving friend. But there is
aore about the effect of Bronwen Wal-
ace's death than these things. Even
eople who did not know her well, who
rere not well acquainted with her
rork, seem stunned. |n part, perhaps,
hey are shocked by a sense of their
wn mortality — the postwar genera-
ion is beginning to die. But their reac-
ion goes deeper. What people fed is
he loss of a guide, of a shaman, of
omeone Who was teaching us some-
hing very important that we had not
et quite got the hang of. For example,
n the poem called ‘Bones,” Wallace
aught us how to use the terrible expe-
iences of life by conveying what she
earned as she told afriend about her
vork at Interval House, a crisis centre
or abused women and children:

Evcrywhere I went, my work experience
drcw site through confessions I couldn’t

stop,
aiid I conlds’t stop talking about them
so you had io listen
bert, being you, in that way that listening
caii be artive, when the listener
re-cnlers
the conniry of her own damage
Jroin a siew divection

This poem show us not only how her
iicnd used Bronwen's experiences to
teal hersdlf, but something we can all
earn: “how the mind, like the body,
nakes shape/of what's left, the terrib
mowledge/it labours through, slowly
egaining itself.” Here and in poems
ikc it, Bronwen Wallace was for Cana-
lian readers and writers, and particu-
arly for women poets of her genera-
ion. a Wise Woman. She spoke the
ruth — unembellished. She told us
hings we were not yet able to sec. She
pened up her life to let us learn about
yurselves.

Bronwen Wallace' s revealing of her
wwn experience was not what we often
ind these da%s: self-indulgent confes-
sion, an act that thinks itself validated
3y documenting the writer's every
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Bromysn Waltaca
emotion and activity. She chose very
carefully what she told us about. What
makes Wallace's work different lies in
the “stories’ her poems tell about her-
sdf and those whom she knew and
loved. Because they are stories, and
not chronicles, they also — and thisis
abii “also” — fell us what their author
thought about her experiences. Wallace
didn't just relate what happened. She
dared to draw conclusions. Writin

that attempts conclusion often winds
up didactic and moralistic. the writer
reading out of her life ‘ et tales,” rigid
codes of behaviour that usually seem

imposed and inadequate. We do not

have this fedling when we read Wal-
lace' s work, because she always avoid-
ed this kind of absolute closure. We
learn from her poems about how diffi-
cult and essentia it is to draw conclu-
sions, t0 ghink about one' s life.

In this poetry, Bronwen \Wallace re-
jected easy ‘truths” and she aso
doubted the efficacy of a completely
“rational” reality, in which things are
seen as unrelated and random or as fit-
ting into a sanitized perspective. She
found suspect a society based on ob-
servation alone, trying to live by “polls’
and the segmented proof of ‘data.” For
Bronwen, observation was not enough,
even though it was always a point of
departure. She grounded her work on
the “objects’ she possessed: a Mickey
Mouse T-shirt, a jack-knife, the exis-
tence of KoKo, a family grace. All these
and more were the ‘treasures’ that en-
abled her to tell us her stories.
Through these stories of her own life
and those of the people she knew, she
provided a way *To begin to see, a lit-
tle/ what they taught me/ of them-
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selves their place/ among the living.
and the dead/ thanksgiving and the
praetical/ particulars of grace.” Within

her words. everyday experience pro-
vided “the stubborn argument of the
particular.” For Wallace then, living
and writing were inextricable: writing
is a necessity, even aduly, for itisa
means of enabling. Through her writ-
ing she found a way of teaching us how
to live intelligently, how to approach
the ambiguities of experience. In one

of her last — and not yet published —
poems she told us. even, how to under-
stand our limitations. There, talking
about how she couldn’t carry a tune,
she concluded:

What if some tuneless wonder's al| we've
got to sayfor ourselves? off

kéy, our failings held out, at last,
t0 ezch other. What efse have we

got te offer, really? What else
do we think they're for?

Reading and rereading Bronwen's
ﬁoems as | have been this summer, |
ave been struck by how much of her
writing deals with dying and death.
These poems |et me continue to hear
her voice and to feel the touch of her
mind and spirit, but more than that
they also have taught me alot about
how | could and should respond while
my friend’s life was ending. Today we
have so few codes, so few s gnpo_sts to
guide us in our fedlings and actions.
Reading Bronwen Wallace's work ean
show us what it is that we can or
should do: it may even help us deal
with the complicity that we the living
aways feel in loss of the dead. Try “An-
niversary” or “Testimonies.” They are
Bronwen's offerings to us. This is what
they're for. — DONNA BENNEIT

Broawen \Nallace is known chiefly for her
boetry, but her first and only collection of
short fiction was accepted for publication
by McClelland & Stewart last summer and
Will be pubished next year. Shortly before
her death, she requested that an anrual
sward be made in her name fo a younger
Miter (under the age of 35) for achieve-
ment i short fiction or poetry. 10 this ad,
a fund as a bosis for this award is belng set
up under the auspices of the Writers” De
velopment Trust, and these who wish to
conlyibute are invited to do so row. Flease
specify that your donation is to go to the
Bronwen Wallace Memorial Award, and
whether or not you require a chariigble do-
nations receipt. Chegues are t0 be made
out to tha Writers’ Development Trusi and
mailed to: 24 Ryerson Avenue, Suite 201,
Toronto, Ostarie MST 2W2.
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Neither rhyme
NOr reasomn

The Canadian word tuque

comes from the French toque,

but it acquired its owsn form and meaning carly in our history.
It should be preserved, and pronounced to rhyme with Uke

By I. M. Owen

FAMILIARITY BREEDS CONFUSION:
Some familiar phrases get converted 2?/
carelessness into unfamiliar and less ef-
fective ones. For instance, | wonder what
impels writers who want to use the
phrase fift the bill (which is useful. ex-
pressive, and easy to remember because
of its rhyme, though stigmatized in dic-
tionaries as “informa” or “dang”) to
change it to fit the bll. A didike of
rhyme? No: | find that the same writers
will bungle the very clear phrase thin
end of the wedge by putting edge for end,
as if they fed the need for rhyme at the
expense of meaning. A wedge by defini-
tion has awide end and a thii end; the
relative thicknesses of its edges have
nothing to do with its function.

This one may be a pure typographical
error, but it's worth recording that a col-
umn by George Oake in the Toronto Star
recently said that Roy Romanow once
seemed to be a shoe-is for the federa
NDP |eadership. And in the same col-
umn Oake recalled the constitutional
collaboration between Romanow and
Jean Chrétien as the Uke and Toque
Show. This misspelling of #xque is often
found, but it's especially glari ng here
since it spoils the rhyme with Vke (for
Ukrainian), which was ‘ the point It's de
pressing that the most familiar and char-
acteristic Canadian headgear can be con-
fused with a teque, which is either “a
small brimless, close-fitting woman's
hat” or ‘aplumed velvet hat with a full
crown and smdll rolled brim, worn by
men and women in 16th-century
France.” Of course fuque is derived from
this, but it acquired its own form and
meaning very early in our history. It
should be preserved. and pronounced ei-
ther teewk (to rhyme with Uke) or as
French.

GEOGRAPHICAL MUDDLES: When the

fires started in northern Manitoba | ast
July, the first news of them came to me
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from a television-network anchorman
who-said Major forest fires have broken
out on the prairies. As a prairie is a flat
treeless plain, he was stating an impossi-
bility, and must have strengthened the
western part of his audience in their be-
lief that we in Toronto are plumb igno-
rant of the West. Manitoba, Saskatche-
wan, and Alberta are called the Prairie
Provinces, and that's all right because
they all contain prairie and it's on the
prairie that most of their people live. But
most of Manitoba, over a third of
Saskatchewan, and a substantial corner
of Albertaarein the Canadian Shield,
and Alberta has alot of Rocky Moun-
tains too. It's in these parts that the
forests are. So never write the prairies,
or even the Prairies, if you mean the
Prairie Provinces.

A kind of geographical misconception
that's still more widespread arises from
the convention whereby map6 are gener-
aly drawn and printed with north at the
top of the page. This leads people to
speak, write. and even think asif in the
real world, too, north were up and south
were down. They will write of going up
the Mackenzie River to the Arctic
Ocean, wheresas rivers aways obey |saac
Newton and flow down to the ecean. You
often hear down the coast for soxth along
the eoast; yet coasts by definition have no
ups or downs: they're dl at sea-level.

| once edited a geography textbook in
which the author, a trained geographer
and not a member of the Flat Earth Soci-
ety, wrote above the Arctic Circle, | want-
ed to change it toénside the Arctic Circle,

““imperious’ or

but he wouldn’t have it. We compro-
mised on sorth of the Arclic Cirele, which
was correct enough but in my view
missed an opportunity to %et 12-year-
olds tbii of the earth as the globe it
is, and of the Arctic Circle as literally a
cirele going right mund the world, and
not just as an arbitrarily named thin line
crossing Canada near the too of the

Page.

?gﬁd theh there's the very common
use of the phrase below the 49th parallel
to mean the United States. Even if you
make it south of the 49th parallel it's still
wrong —evenif you live inthe Wedt,
where that famous parallel actualy is the
southern boundary; the fact remains that
the most denseltﬁ/ populated region of
Canada lies-south of it. | was born. and
still live, about halfway between the 43rd
and 44th paralels, some 340 miles south
of the 49th -and, incidentally, on about
the. same latitude as Nice and Genoa,
which puts our claim to be the True
North Strong and Free in an oddlight.

MASTERFUL, MASTERLY: |n the earl
days of the language these two words
were interchangeable, meaning either
ighly skilled.” Gradual-
ly the two were sorted out, so that mas-
terful was confined to the first meaning,
masterI?/ to the second. In 1926 Fowler
said boldly, “The differentiation is now
complete... Disregard of it is S0 obvi-
oudly inconvenient that it can only be put
down to ignorance.” And Gowers repro-
duced tbis article unchanged in his 1966
revision of Fowler. Unfortunately, what
Fowler thought mere ignorance is still
widespread among generaly well-in-
formed writers: a masterful novelist often

pears in reviews. (Of course. the nov-
elist in %Lfleeﬂlon may be notably bossy in
private life, but if you want to praise his
work, it's masteriy.) The trouble with
masterly is that it's hard to form an
adverb from it: masterlily would be
ridiculous, and to use masterly itself as
an adverb is inconvenient, though
Shakesgeare did it (masterly dons).

aybe we should condemn both

words as sexist, and banish them from
the language.

STRICTURE: The government placed siric-
tures on political activity by civil servanis.
This is a very common dip: the word
wanted is restrictions. Striclure means ‘a
severe criticism: censure.” Thus, civil
servants observed canvassing in an elec-
tion may indeed receive strictures from
their deputy ministers, but the rules
against it arc restrictions. O

— ———— .



CRITICISM

IN Fear and Temptation:
The Image of the Indigene
in Canadian, Australian
and New Zealand Litera-
tures (McGill-Queen’s Uni-
versrgoy Press, 271 pages,
$29.95 cloth). Terry Goldie
quotes and explicates 350 dif-
ferent Stories, novels. and
plea/s from Canada, Audtrdia
and New Zedand in support
of his thesis that, in the three
literatures, the “Indian” Or na-
tive person is invariably de-
fined by way of a small num-
ber Of Tactors or stereotypes.
They ae: piglence (the blood-
thirsty redskin giving way to
the Knife-wielding drunk in
the Kamloops bar): sexnality
(the complaisant maiden, the
whore-squaw the sexy bct)lyj/s
on the reserve): orality (the
Poetlc because non-literate na-
ive person. usualy represent-
ed by wa[v) of didogue that
readS like blank verse); mysti-
cisaa (the shaman, sacred
places. spirit-dreams, €tc.);
alistoricisin (the native per-
son outside history, living in a
kind of mythical, seasona
time); and underlying dl the
rest, satnralness (the native
person close to nature, versus
the white or European person
cut off from nature). These
“commodities,” as Goldie calls
them. make up the ‘semiotic
field” that determines how
aboriginal people have bee”
represented In our Ilterature.
Those who that native
people are “close to the land.”
‘mygticd.” ‘in tune with the
seasons.” etc., are as locked
into this “semiotic field” as
those who say that native peo-
ple are ‘drunks.” ‘violent,” or
‘undependable.” One set of
stereotypes is as “arrow as
the other, and each set de-
pends on the sense that the
native is essentially different

from everyone else. The
strength of Goldie’s book isto
show us that the native per-
son isn't a persen in our litera-
ture, but a kind of literary
construct fed by our desire for
a particular kind of Other.
Though he doesn’t comeright
out and say se, what Fear and
Templation Ultimately expos-
esis the socid and psycholog-
ical apartheid that 1s at work
in the three countries Goldie
examines (and whose most
obvious manifestation in
Canada is the reserve sys
tem). This is & important
book, but the reader should
be warned that it is badly writ-
ten — full of jargon, and con-
stantly indulging in unneces-
sary authority-quoting. — BS.

Emile Ollivier's Mother Soli-
tude (trandated by David
Lobdell, Oberon Press, 176
pages, $15.95 paper) are its
enthusiastic, detached tone=—
asif Ollivier were putting on a
sort of literary show for the
reader — and its imagistic,
declamatory style, made up of
sentences that ge on and on
yet aways remain calm and
‘literary,” no matter how
many ph/rases are added. This
river of words tells the stor

of aboy named Narces Morel-
1. He lives in the Caribbean,
surrounded by characters
who are as full of monologues
— or more exactly, arias — as
the characters in Dickens.
The servant Absalon (“In the
Mordlli household, the do-
mestic servant has aways
been caled Absaon”), Ed-
mond Bernissart (“for whom
words held no secret” and
who “found expressions that
were more and more judi-
ciousin his attempt to eluci-
date the problematics govern-
ing the phenomena underly-
ing the size and shape of all
the known species of dino-
saurs™), Mademoiselle Hor-
tense, Astrel and Sylvain
Morelli, Noemie Morelli —
these characters and many
others explain, elucidate and.

above al. rhapsodize in front

of_| é?e endless a
Wi onae youn ar-
CeS. yl_'h%g who a¥e fc?nd of
“magic realism” and the sort
of linguistic joie de vivre that
characterize a lot of Quebe-
cofs and Latin American nar-
rative will like this book a lot.
Others may find it to be less a
story than a sort of verbal
spectacle in which the dae-
zling |language puts up a barri-
er that prevents any real
fellow-feeling with the char-
acters. S

curious and

L

| KNOW what Donald Jack's
detractors mean when they
complain they don't find him
funny. Jack’s humour is cu-
mulative, like one's respect
for his developing hero, and if
you join it in midstream
there's no way to quite catch
up. Also, his publishers do
him no favour in billing The

Bandy Papers as ‘WiIdIIy
fuany™; Me So Far (Double
day, 346 pages, $22.95 cloth),
for example, will dlicit no
motre than the occasional
chuckle. What the books do
offer is a uniquely Canadian’*
eye view Of the 10-vear period
between 1916 and 1925, dur-
ing Which the world fought a
war and this country, like
Jack’s hero, came of age. Me
So Far rounds off the saga
with Bandy’s adventures as
air force commander for the
Indian state of Jhamjarh, a
post that lands him upside
down in the air, a prisoner un-
derground and at loggerheads
with the British viceroy. He
also encounters mysticism
and regains ‘that amazin
human phenomenon, belie
which the war had
knocked out of him. “Wildly
funny.” no. But a memorable
example of wit and adventure
filtered through a fine mora
screen, definitely yes. —P.B.

BREAKING WITH HISTORY

is a fascinating portrait of the Gorbachev revolution by an
author-jourmnialist Who was there.
Moscow correspondent for the Globe and Mall offers a
compelling account of Soviet societly moving from
totalitarianism to the edges of democracy.

Lawrence Marin, the former

“BreakiNnG WITH HISTORY
is a major contribution
lo our understanding of
the issues at slake for
world peacs."

Geoffrey Pearson,
cd”. Ambassador o Moscow
19801993

$

DOUBLEDAY
CANADA

Available at your
local bookstore

BREAKING
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" THE COPPACHEY REVOLUTION:

TAATLERICE MARLTIN
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WITH THE Canadian royalties
of his 1988 book Journey,
James Michener is funding a
$10,000 prize to be awarded
each year to the best short
story published in aliterary
magazine by awriter who is
not aready rich and famous.
McClelland & Stewart has
sweetened the pot by award-
ing $2,000 to the journal 'PUb
lis%ing the winning story. The
Journey Prize Anthol ogy
(McCI%IlinSS& Ste\gvart. 224
pages, ' aper) consists
of the 1989 findlists.

As a memento of the occa
sion,. the book has its value,
but it is a hodge-podge. It
would be a little more shapely
if the introduction announced
the winner as well as descrlb
ing the prize and the book’s
raison d'éire. By the time the
book was launched. the win-
ning story, “Rapid Transits,”
b{] Holley Rubinsky, had been
chosen, but a person buying
the book would never know.

There are some splendid
stories here, particularly
those by M. G. Vassanji, Amm
Copeland, and Francis Itani.

-LB.

000

ALL THE fiction manuals say,
“Write about what you know,”
and Tony, Aspler has followed
their advice with moderate
success in his novel Titamic

Doubleday, 304 pages,

24.95 cloth). Aspler’s hero,
Henry Blexill, is a wine stew
ard aboard. the doomed liner,
which gives Aspler (author of
Vintage Cenada, 1983, and
Teny Aspler's Intérnational
Guide to Wine, 1986) a free
hand to establish verisimili-
tude and dispense interesting
information — such as the
correct (and safe) way to open
a bottle of champagne — at
the same time. Aspler’s dso
very good at describing the
Titanic, both before and dur-

ing the disaster. This lends
the novel an air of signifi-
cance rather out of proportion
toitsrea subject tbe hero's
search for revenge against his
former master, one Thaddeus
Nugent Tarr, araging capital-
ist If ever there was one.
Though Tarr’'s machina
tions are convincing enough,
especidly in this age of ram-
ﬁant free enterprise, Aspler's
ero has a wooden quality
that falls to endear. Perhaps
this was necessary, to keep
him afloat when the ship goes

down. Still, when you' re writ-

ing a suspense novel, it's a
?ood ideato plug all potentia
eaks. —PB.

S————
AEFAST

WHAT atreat to read histori-
ans who can writel A Nation
Forged in Fire: Canadians
and the Second World War
1239-1945 (Lester & Orpen
Dennys, 287 pages, $35.00
cloth), the second of a two-
volume series on Canada at
war by J. L. Granatstein and
Desmond Morton, is a highly
compressed but vivid explo-
ration of the theme that Cana-
dacame of agein World War
IL Nearly everyone has a-
ready said so. but a brisk,
generoudly illustrated book
on the subject still satisfies a
layman. Bright phrases and
arresting detail carry the tale
forward.

On stories that Churchill
drank: “Better Churchill
drunk than Chamberlain
sober.”

On wartime shortages in
Canada: it was illegd to sell
men’ s suits with two pair of
pants, or women's dresses
with more than nine buttons.

On the weather conditions
convoys faced in winter: they
‘varied Irom dreadful to

appalling. _

On CBC radio newscasts of
the war: Canadians heard “the
doom-laden voice of Lorne
Greene.”
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It is gratifying to see aca-
demic historians rivalling
Pierre Berton a his own
game. Thisis history at a dog-
trot, as bracing as a lap
around the park —LlJ.

000

IN The Canadian Labour
Movement (Lorimer, 188
pages, $14.95 paper) Craig
Heron offers a concise history
of what he admits is not a sin-
gle movement but a fractured,
regional medley of struggle,
like thecountry itself.

Heron defines four brief
waves of labour militance and
effectiveness. In each. work-
ers sought to consolidate
gains made in a period of rela-
tively full employment In the
second-last wave, labour got
collective bargaining en-
trenched in Canadian |aw. but
at the cost of adopting struc-
tures that tamed the move.
ment. Unions became large
and bureaucratic, their lead.
ers |egalistic.

Unable to cope with the tur-
bulence of the late '60s and
early *70s, onion leaders faced
revolt from below. One and a
half million strikers — some
of them newly militant public
servants — marched on more
than a thousand picket lines
in 1976. Soon government and
industry launched a sustained
counter-attack, which by the
mid-'80s had rolled back
much of what labour had
gained sinee the *50s.

For now. while neo-conser-
vative forces have the upper
hand, the author hopes labour
can renew itself for the next
drive. —LJ.

- POETRY

A CRITIC once commented
that the poetry of the late Ray-
mond Carver gives “the sense
this man has lived more than
most of us.” The acclaimed
American writer was dying of
cancer when he wrote A New
Path to the Waterfall (At-
lantic Monthly Press (Little,
Brown), 126 pages, $19.95
clath), but the nearness of
death only intensifies the spir-
it of a fully lived life in these
poems. They are very person-
a — an account of growing

up in a working-class family,
his failed marriage, his hggly
later years with Tess -
lagher (who wrote the intro-
duction to this volume). And
the best of them are so char-
acteristic of Carver’s finest
work, both in poetry and
short fiction: the ap#oarently
effortless settling of simple
language around an emotion
or experience, the tenderness
toward even the “traps and vi-
olences” of life. There is ho-
mour, passion, great happi-
ness, and urgency here— but
veq_'ly little bitterness.

he design of the book is
impressively lavish; it does

seem somewhat at odds,

though. with Carver’s poetry,
which is so unembellished.
Here is the final poem, “Late
Fragment,” in itS entirety:

And did you get what

you wanted from this life, even
s0?

Idid.

And what did ye# want?

To call myself beloved, to feel

myself
beloved on the earth.
—B.C

000

THE TITLE of Maggie Hel-
wig's Talking Prophet
Blues (Quarry Press, 77
pages, $10.95 paper) and its
effective cover (the author’'s
collage of aged fabric with
icons of Adam and Eve and
the Velvet Underground) sug-
gest ablend of the vernacular
and the oracular. The talking
bluesform, alaid-back ances-
tor of today’'s turbo-charged
rap style, lets the singer Im-
provise a funny story or deliv-
er awry apology for his/her
life against a bask blues riff
But Helwig's new poems, in
three series dedicated to Si-
mone Weil, Glenn Gould, and
some of the early Christian
Church Fathers, have to be
scored Prophets 1, Blues 0.
She does poll off the diffi-
colt feat of writing interesting

\I



contemporary poetry based
on religious ‘experiences. her
poems In homage to Origen,
Simeon, and others are nei-
ther preachy nor impenetra-
bly mystical. She manages
this by grounding her lines in
the flesﬁmas well as the sglrlt
“This is our gift — that God
speaks the fragrant / lan-
guage of the poor, is one /
with our saliva, muscles. en-
zymes. skin.” The Gould
poems aso largely succeed,
perhaps because he was a
prophet as well as a pianist.

ut her humourless voice
and somewhat mannered
style (which alternates verse
and |ooser structures) sound
artificial in the Simone Well
series. A staccato account of
an industria accident neither
mentions pain nor makes the
anecdote memorable —
which blues singers like the
Reverend Gary Davis certain-
ly would have accompli
with the same theme. Hel-
vig's fourth poetry book re-
vedls a talented and develop
ing Olyoun_g poet who can pray
and praise, but not dways
vrail. - JO.

000

EVERY THREE years since
1977, David Dennell has pub
lished a new poetry collection.
The latest. Water Street
Days (McClelland & Stewart,
136 pages, $9.95 paper).
mines Donnell's Ontario past:
growmg up in St Marys, then
alt (novr Cambridge) and fi-
naly Toronto. His poems and
short prose sketches vividly
evoke those places, and the
people around him then.

Like Someone who puts cut-
up snapghots l|1 nlt<0 a kaleido-
scope, Donne S turning
OveFI?ethe same fag%g and meo-
ments. The repetition of these
can be |rr|tat|n%;. but usualy
he manages to make the
echoes add fullness. Hi style
fits the various ages he re-
calls: boyhood memories are
in short declarative sentences

and straightforward chronolo-
gy, while Nis scenes of adoles-
cence and adulthood are more
surreal, INterweaving memory
with his present concerns and
degires.

_The particulars that embel-
lii each poem or tale make
them, paradoxically, Of gener-
d interest. Neither Donnell’s
background (Scottish and
American) nor his times (he
is now SO) are especiall)(1 dra-
matic, but the clarity and hon-
esty of his recall ‘apen up pri-
vate memories for the reader.
Donnell's unique mixture of
sophistication and naivete iS
evident in one poem’s digres-
sion: ‘How can you write
about skin & involve family
photographs / and rage or de-
spair in_the same sen-
tence?. .. Don't think about it
so much. Just/do it.”

On the whole, this book
does it — with afine balance
between art and artlessr1es§O

SOCIETY

I'M SORRY to report that
Brushes with Greatness:
An Antholegy of Chance
Encounters with Celebri-
ties (Coach House, 156
pages, $36.95 _cIothP isasilly
piece of sdf-indulgence on
the part of the editorS. Russell
Banks, Michael Ondaatje, and
David Young, < the
royalties (if any) are to be do-
nated to Amnesty Internation-
a. The editors asked a wide
circle of pen-pushers great
and small to tell about the
time they met a celebrity, and
they published 34 of the con-
tributions without editing
them. Some of the anecdotes
— such as Timothy Findley's
about meeting Katharine Hep
bum — are amusing; the rest
are trivid and boring, even
though some of them are

D Meaningful,
e‘lggg many trees died for
this. - LB.

These brief reviews were
prepared by Pat Barclay,
Laurel Boons, Barbara
Carey, Lawrence Jackson,
John Oughion, and Bruce
Serafin.

When the Whalers
Were Up North

Inuit Memories from the
Eastern Arctic

Dorothy Harley Eber

Never before has the hey-day of
whaling been told from the rich view-
point of the Inuit, who welcomed the
whalers and served on their crews.

Ora memories, illuminated by a
remarkable collection of drawings,
photographs, and illustrations describe
the close contact with a foreign world
that marked the beginning of changein
previously undisturbed Inuit culture
and traditions.

McGill-Queen's Native and Northern
Series

‘17 colour and 60 b& w illustrations
Cloth 0-7735-0702-7 $29.95

McGill-Queen% University Press
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| Chaser
[ A Mystery

| by Jack
| e

Jazz. Cocaine.
Vietnamese
triads. Jack
Batten’s got them
all in his second
mystery novel
starring Crang,
the unconven-
tional lawyer. A
clever, entertain-
ing romp!

$19.95 cloth

Afier
The Fire

The author of
Memory Board
tells the moving,
poignant stories of
five women who
confront the joys
and sadness of
being alone.

$12.95 paper

M Macmillan

H . ‘k‘s‘, I enitew

An

Innocent
Bystander
by H.R. Percy

Gaspar

Sanchez doesn’'t
know why he has
been imprisoned

in a South Ameri-

can jail. But the
terrible secret he
harbours may
mean he’s not
such an innocent
bystander after
all.

$22.95 cloth

of Canada

Fine fiction for fall

- *‘.': \‘
Family Y
Ia\'lcwsy \

by Joan
Barfoot

A new novel
by the award-
winning author
of Dancing in the
Dark, and Duet
for Three. In this,
her fourth book,
Barfoot explores
the emotional
minefields of
family relation-
ships.

$19.95 cloth
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INTERVIEW

Davs and mghts
i New York

‘The boutiquing of Toronto strikes me as hideous.
People are always saying to me,
“We're just like New York. We're little Manhattan.”
Yeah, in all the worst ways’

g ICHELE LANDSBERG's career
F:‘ fﬂ in journalism began at Chate-

L/ J\ laine in the "60s; she was a
dtaff writer and then articles editor.
She has since worked as a columnist
for both the Toronto Star and the
Globe aad Mail. She has won many
awards for journalism. Her first book,
Waizen aud Children First (first pub-
lished by Macmillan, 1982 now pub
lished by Penguin Canada), was based
on her Toronto Star columns dealing
with the lives of Canadian women.
From 1986 until 1988 she lived in New
York with her husband, Stephen
Lewis, who was Canadian ambassador
to the United Nations. while living
there she wrote a weekly column for
the Glebe and Mail. A collection of
those columns (and some new materi-
al). titled This is New York, Honey, has
just been published by McClelland &
Stewart Doris Cowan talked to her in
Toronto.

BiC: What is the sew book about?

Landsberg: This book was Douglas
Gibson’s idea — just like my first
book. He caled me up when | was
writing daily columns for the Star and
suggested collecting them into a femi-
nist book, and | was adamant that
newsrzaoer writing was ephemeral and
shouldn't be collected into books —
books are sacred — and S0 | said no.
But he finally persuaded me. And | re-
alized that he was right because when
| collected the columns thematicaly it
did make a book — a Bopular feminist
book, not theoretical but very much
pinned to issues and daily life — and
people are ill buying and responding

- e r———— i — - —

to it, and it was published Six or seven
years ago. | was astonished by its suc-
cess, I'm dtill getting letters, calls, peo-
ple talking to me about it When Dou
called me and said, let’s base a bool
on c?/our New York columns | again
sad no. But he kept after me. And in
fact there did, once again, seem to be
a book in it There's fresh material as
there was in Women and Children
First. When you’re doing adaily or
weekly column you don't redize the

atterns that are there.

1C: What themes does it break down
into?

Landsberg: It'Sreally a celebration of
urban life. | was madly in love with
New York. | never dreamed I'd get a
chance to live there. It’s the epitome of
cities. | cant think of any other great
urban capital that represents all the
wonderfulness of city life cheek by
jowl with dl the horror. | never tired
of it in my three years. There's a popu-
lar image of New York as a city of glit-
ter and insane wealth and extrava-

ance. ... that's just one thin layer
that’ s been represented in movies,
televison, and al that, but that layer is

-
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relatively inggnificant. They don’t




make New York wonderful — al the
ordinary New Yorkers do that There
is a New York personality and a New
York way of life that’s utterly different
from Toronto, strikingly different. Peo-
ple live very fast and very intensely.
they’re very busy. My friends in New
York are vriters, moviemakers, not all
bii famous successful ones — mogt of
them are people who have had some
success but are struggling and in
some ways margind — but they are
busy. They scramble to live but people
who are not at the highest income lev-
els go to off-off-Broadway theatre, they
go to experimental opera, they go to
See their friends N0 matter how hectic
and wild their schedule; they lead a
sort of public life. In Toronto every
one of us has a tendency to be isolat-
ed, to go home and close the door.
New Yorkers don't do that.
BiC‘; I;_zsamz‘_?s Iiks_e-a tremendously
speeded-up village I
Landsberg: Exactly, That's what | de-
scribe in the book It's like being in a
village. That'’s what stunned me. Peo-
ple would write to ma and ask, How do
%ou do your grocery shopping? They
ad a vison of New York as being a
huge metropolis of skyscrapers with
no human amenities. But the fact of
New York is that it's built on a series
of tiny villages and every block hasits
baker, a shoe repair, a greengrocer.
All that is rapidly being eroded by rent
speculation and that isterrible. But it
was so much more convenient living
in New York than here. Hera | get in
the car to go anywhere, but in New
York you never need a car, you go ev-
erywhere on foot | had five magnifi-
cent bookstores within five minutes
vralk.
BiC: Did your structure your time
arord your coluinns? _
Landsbers: Yes. First of dl, it wasa
fabulous break, to live Somewhere else
in middle age. I've always wanted to
live somewhere dse. | didn't redly
have friends the first year | was there,
but | wasn't lonely. 1 was just giddy
with excitement a being in this fasci-
nating new place. I'd shoot out the
door every morning and just explore.
go places, | kept discovering more and

more and it was a great pleasure that.

my task was to write about whatever

interested me eve_P/ week, A dream as-
 The parks, the muse:
ums, theé;allenes the streets. . . Sto--

signmeat, right?

ries would just i’:mp up and greet ma,
I hardly had to look. _

Of course | got interested in the
homeless and | did research. | went
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out with an outreach team that keeps
tabs on people in a certain area in the
dreet, takes them medicine and food,
and things Eke that | went out in the
van with them. | did do active research
like that But it was a sort of dream life
— just the one column aweek. I'd
been used to writing five or three,
which is a hundred-hour-a-week grind.
In the book | talk about things that re-
ally struck me there, patterns that |
think we’re on the verge of repeating
in Canada.

BiC: Do you think those palterns are
inevitable? _
Landsherg: No. | don't think they are
inevitable at all. New York represents
choices made bv corrupt, self-seeking

New York is a city
whose whole basis of
existence is difference
. « o o There’s racisms,
but there is also
a relishing of
difference, of
different ethnic
origin, of eccentiricity.
They're proud of
the differences and
it has always been
that way. . . . Ifs
like heaven on earth
{0 somebody who
Srew up as an
outsider in Toronto

politicians. Homelessness is a direct
result of Reaganomics. There's no dii
pute about it. It's just that Reagan’s
government decided that they didn't
care. It just wasn't important to them.
They wanted to — and | use their foul
language — maximize the profits of
the capitalistic class. And therest of
the people? Well, it was their fault that
they weren’t rich. That’s putting it
very crudely, but that's absolutely the
atmosphere in the U.S. for the past
el%tlt ears. -

nd in Toronto — | was horrified
when | moved back. In three Years
things had changed so much! I saw
the same kind of crazed pandering to
speculators, reckless overdevelop-
ment, abandonment of the poor and
the immigrants, disregard of doing
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anything about housing stock. The
kind of non-policy we've had around
housing is lethal. | always assumed
that Toronto governments, municipal
Pov_er nments, wer e pretty honest But

think | was naive to believe that, and
recently we saw — in the series the
Globe and Mail did on land specula
tion, for instance, and the ties that city
council had with developers — that
thereis corruption. | can't point at any-
one and say hereceived a bribe, but
even if th%/ never did get bribes, they
wer e pandering to people who ap-
peared glamoroudy rich and powerful.
And that's a sort of moral corruption.
And in general, the boutiquing of
Tomnto strikes me as hideous, it goes
along with a really complacent sensi-
bility of people always saying to me,
“Wdl. we're just like New York,”
“we're ‘little Manhattan.” " Yeah, in afl
the worst ways! They think glib has
something to do with being a great
urban centre. Absolutely not! Don't
they know what real cities are all
about? Boutiques and stockbroker
wedlth don't make Now York. New
York has adepth of cultural industry
and commitment that has made it a
magnet for creative, ambitious people
There'sakind of intelligentsia in Now
York It doesn’t have to do with univer-
sities Or great wealth either. I’'m not
sure Toronto has that or ever had it
We'redifferent historically, socially,
economically. The patterns have been
different In New York, for example, |
saw atiny ad for Gertrude Stein’s
opera, The Mother of Us All. written
with Vii Thomson. It was being per-
formed in Alice Tully Hall at the L-in-
coln Center. | went and it was packed,
and there were hundreds of people
being turned away. It was a magnifi-
cent production. I'd never heard 1t be-
fore and it's out of print SO you can't
read it. It’s written by Stein, about
Susan B. Anthony. It was so moving.
Virgll Thomson was there, celebrating
his 90th: birthday, and he spoke. The
whole audience was in sympathy, was
responsive. .. | don't think | ever ex-
perienced anything like that before. |
walked out in‘a trance of happiness. |

floated home: it was a beautiful soft.

night. It had been an experience
shared with strangers who at the same
time were in complete empathy with
the production and with what | was

feeling. .. such a rare experience for-
me. | don't mean it as a negative com-

ment on Toronto to say | haven't had
that kind of experience hero. It's not,

to me. the nature of this city to foster
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that kind of audience. New York isa
much older city, it was richer a a time
when it counted. Whoever you are,
¥ou can find people like you in New
ork. It was wonderful, liberating.
BiC: S0 the book is as much about
Toronto as it is about New York?
Landsberg: |t was a dilemma for me,
writing this book. | don’t want to be
denigrating about Canada, because |
have strong fedlii about our positive
qualities, but Toronto was a rotten CItY
for me to grow up in. a hateful place.
was born herein 39 and my whole
childhood was very like what Mar-
garet Atwood describes in Cat’s Eye.
People here were nasty, bigoted,
small-minded, exclusive... if you
wrote POetry you were a butt of scorn
and contempt, if you read books you
were a weirdo, if you were Jewish you
were fit for the gutter. If it hadn't been
for our wonderful library system |
probably would have just died.

| don't think Canadians are as wice
as they think they are. 1 think we have
a better social system, a better govern-
ment System than a lot of other coun-
tries, but | don't think we're nicer. |
grew up surrounded by bldqotry. It
wasn't a question of a crowded immi-
gran;dghetto, | would have been happi-
er had | beenin one. | was livingin a
non-Jewish neighbourhood and the
bigotry was blatant and continual. In
schools, teachers, principals, other
kids. . . My grade hvo tescher asked,
“Horn many Jews are in this class?’
Two or three of us put up our hands,
and she said “Will you stand up? All
the rest of the classIs going to pray to
Jesus for these heathen souls so they
won't g0 to hell.” .

We ‘were routinely despised people.
Tomnto was a city of absolute confor-
mity to a very narrow standard. New
York is a city whose whole theme,
whole basis of existence, is difference.
I've never seen grester tolerance for
difference than in New York City. I¢s
true there's racism, particularly in the
boroughs, but there isalso a relishing
of difference, of different ethnic origin,
of eccentricity. They're proud of the
differences and it has always been that
way. In the 17th century’ when New
York was just muddy litle New Ams-
terdam filled with roaming p|§11s the
first English to arrive wrote home
complaining that the town was nothing
but a riffraff of Negroes, Jews, and
Dutchmen. They were dready com-
plaining about too much racial min-
gling, even in 1650, It's like heaven on
earth to somebody who grew up as an

outsider in Toronto.
BiC: It sounds as if New York is a
whole city of eufsiders.
Landsberg: Exactly. It's a wonderful
city for outsiders. They don’t care
where you came from or when.
There's a tiny aristocracy of old wealth
there but the majority came from
somewhere else.’ It's quite unlike
Park, for example. My aunt has lived
in Paris for 50 years and she's till con-
Sdered a foreigner. In England they
sneer at foreigners. In New York no-
body notices, or if they do they’'re
proud that you came to their city: after
aweek they consider you a New York-
er. It was wonderful. [ never felt asif |
belonged in Toronto even after win-
ning the National Newspaper Award. |
was aways odd woman out, different,
arate from the others. In New York
| Telt part of something bigger than
myself. | found a group of like-minded
friends, and | was taken in very open-
heartedly; and these are friends for
life.
BiC: What about the other side of
fhings, the horrors of Nem York life?
Landsberg: They are so blatantly ob-
vious, more obvious than anywhere
else. And tbe danger is more present;
it’s a far more dangerous city than

Toronto, and of course that side of Iiv-
ing there is very hard. But my strong
feeling is that we're headed in the
same direction, and because we're
such smug Canadians, we're not doing
anything to prevent it We're not doing
nearly enough to integrate our immi-
%ant pggulanon; we're not doing any-
thing about housing or to prevent
over-congestion of the downtown core,
to keep the small stores from being
driven away by rising rents; We're not
controlling rents. Our public schools
here are quickly losing the middle
class, It’s till a small percentage that
goes to private schoals but it's increas-
Ing. We're heading for a two-tier CI?/,
the very rich and the very poor. In
Manhattan, if there weren't a large
stock of rent-controlled apartments
there would be no middle class |eft.
And if you've got no middle class you
haven't a?<0t anything. Rich people.
don't make a city, they’re just con-
sumers, they're not the crestive peo-
]|3_| e, who can 6x things or write things.
hey're not socialy useful except as
ders. When the middle class is
gone you dorf't have a city — no
atists, no atisans. no working people
BiC: That’s happening in Toronto, too.
Landsberg: It's happening so fast,

FASTFORWARD AND OUT OF CONTROL
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} How Technology
j is Changing
Your Life

by Heather Menzies

A controversal,
hard-hitting analysis
of the effects of
globalization on
Canada’s economic
and technological
climates. With Free
Trade now in

effect, thisis must-
reading!

$19.95 paper
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and nobody’s doing anything about ii.
| used to complain about the schools
here but now that I’ ve seen the public
school system in New York ...Iwant
to talk about how it got that way and
how we're going the same way, unless
we smarten Up — quickly.

EiC: The schools in American cifies are
gesy divided racially, aren’t they?
Landsberg: Y es. Eighty-two percent
of the children in public schoolsin
Manhattan are minority kids. All the
white population send their kids to pri
vate schools. That's just accepted.
That means the public school system
IS starving, it’s badly run, yet you have
that familiar New York anomaly —
fine, wonderful, dedicated teachers
working in herrifying circumstances
and they're sloggr]ng It out, and they're
excited about the kids. | would say
that the core of the New York popula-
tion isvery civic-minded. It’sjust that
they fed hopeless and defeated by the
corrupt government and systems. The
Mafia runs the school buses and
school lunch programs. School con-
gruction is in the hands of the Mob.
School janitors had a crooked union
that ran the physcal plant at the
schools. If parents wanted to have a
bazaar the janitor would allow it if they
paid him a bribe. They were the pro-
prietors of the schools.

The children are extraordinar_illyq/
alienated. Thtere’sﬁigT problel,m w]!t
weapons — it's a frightening place for
ghetto children. On the other hand for
kids from drug areasit’sthe only sane
place in ther lives. | was at public
schools where the entire budget is
spent on feeding the kids breakfast,
lunch, and dinner, and clothing them.
Education is minimal. They're expend-
ing their whole effort on bringing up
these children physcally. | was at
schools where two or three kidsin
each classroom had logt both parents
to AIDS.

When | moved to New York al the
news reports about children in school
was about how tr;?/ were starvi r)g.
Then crack appeared. The ghetto kids
discovered the crack trade — free en-
terprise, the American dream! — sud-
denly at the schools they're talking
about banning gold jewellery, heavy
chunky gold jewellery. Have you ever
seen those knuckle-duster gold rings?
Massive grotesque chunks of gold.
~ What we don't have yet, in Toronto,
is an entrenched population of despair-
{/I‘\l/g and totally isolated poor people.

're developing it, up in Jane-Finch.
What a moronic Ideg, to Isolate people
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up there, where there isn’t anything
except windswept barrenness, to put
immigrants up there! We could stop it
becoming a hell-hole like the Bronx,
but we could only stop it by an effort
of will, doing much more for the
schools and socia services. | don't see
any signs that we're doing any of that
There are alot of lessons Toronto
could learn from looking at New Y ork
City. Look at civic amenities. It's tru
that there are constant cutbacks an
things being let go to wrack and ruin
— but there are so many lovable
things right in the centre Of the city:
little parkettes, places to sit down, that
make it a wonderful pedestrian city.
Toronto is far too sprawling for that.
It’s all bii commercial towers and
emptiness. There's no felt life on the
streets, whereas in New York almost
every gtreet you walk on has a person-
aity, an anarchic clutter. Unfortunate
ly New York is _kg/l ngr to Torontoize it-
self; to %et rid of the pushcart
dlers, the newsstands. Now Mayor
och has taken away alot of the li-
cences. | don't know what's behind it;
there must be some fix in. )
BiC: Are Manhaitan buildings being
tern down and replaced, as they have
been in Toronto and Monireal?
Landsberg: It's been absolutely dizzy-
ing in the past 10 years, since Kléf:%
got in. Theirony is that he was elected
as a reformer, the candidate for the
Village Independent Democrats. After
he was eected he repudiated them
and became the darling of the develop
ers. Unbelievable crimes have been
committed — the demolishing of pro-
tected buildings in the middle of the
night without a permit. Harry Mack-
lowe knocked down two single-room
occupancy hotels that were specifical-
ly pmtected. No safety inspectors, no
notification to-the gas and electric
companies, just empty the buildings
with goon squads and smash the
building down. Macklowe is now
building a high-rise hotel in mid-Man-
hattan on that site, getting tax breaks
from the city — after violaing the law
and being convicted. o
?i(l::?Hovv much sew material is in the
00K?
Landsberg: It's about half and half |
went through all the columns | wrote
in the three years and found 75 to 50
specificaly on living in New York. The
hook is built around them — it's about
a Canadian living in New York. | know
that people loved reading about New
York; that was a big surprise. When
the first column appeared in the Globe
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about some specificaly New York
thlngf | thought | was being very self-
indulgent but | started getting letters,
people were so interested. People used
the columns as a kind of tip sheet to
interesting places to see or things to
look for when they visited. New Y ork
is an icon of urban life for al North
Americans. Everything we talk about
here got talked about first in New
York; alot of Canadians resent that, it
makes them fed colonidl.

BiC: ft makes the rest of the Americans
Jeel colonial, too. _

Landsbeg: That's right, they hate
New York.'If | were an American |
wouldn't waste my time in lowa hating
New York I'd just go live there.

BiC: Did your time #s New York
change you? _ .
Landsberg: That's an interesting
question. | miss a lot of things now,
back in Toronto. that | didn't know |
missed before. But yes, | think I'm
going to live my life differently asare-
sult of my time there. ' going to con-
scioudy try to pull together a group of
friends Who'll be involved the way my
friends were in New York. | swore
when | came back that | was going to
be more ambitious in my life, not for
fame and glory, but the way my New
York friends were — they want to zse
their time, #se their talents.

BE: Do you see your role — as writer,
calu;nm'st, social critic —as a political
0ne’

Landsberg;: Everything in life iS politi-
cal. Every word we write, every action
we take civically. Certainly at the Star
my role was political. | wrote about
feminist concerns, about women's
lives, and | was hoping to convince my
readers of certain things. My columns
from New York are different, but |
wrote from a feminist and social demo-
cratic perspective, of course. Not as a
CONSCious proPagand|st;_ it just cornea
naturally. If I'm genuinely indignant
about something, it emergesin my
writing. _

People who define themselves as
apolitical are usudly part of the estab-
lishment and also define themselves
as “normal” — just as men have de
fined themselves as “the norm,” there-
by excluding women from power. My
writing is my political contribution.
Absolutely. My wntlngl_life isthe way |
hope to have impact. The word is the
most powerful thing in human life,
though it’s different from direct politi-
ca power. Conscioudy and conscien-
tiously used, political power is good.
Pm pmud to be politicd. O
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Contradictions
desire

T resist the use of the term “homosexual” as an identifier
except as a political term, ie., if there’s someone out there
WKko doesn’t like homosexuals, I'm willing to be one’

TAN PERSKY |ives in Kitsilano,
Q an al-white section of Vancou-
%7 ver, across the Burrard Brld%e
from downtown. More precisdy, he
lives on York Street, near Cornwall Av-
enue: an area close to the beach where
women in their 30s wear Spandex bik-
ing shorts and young men with heavily
muscled arms wear white running
shoes and loosely hillowing T-shirts
with logos printed on them. Renovated
houses, apartment blocks, gardens,
high cedar fences, bright stone walls.
immaculate streets and sidewalks all
make it a pleasure to walk there in the
morning sunlight, as | did recently on
my way to Persky’s place. The ease
and beauty of the area made my first
sight of Persky's house a shock. It was
run-down, dilapidated. An old
convertible — ajunker — sat out in
front. The steps — the house was set
on asmal hill — were worn, and the
house was a sort of brown hulk,
ushed at on the Sde by an enormous,
wild hedge. | felt disillusionment:
the house’ s address as well as Per-
sky's notoriety had led me to expect
something grander. But as | stepped
onto the porch, everything snapped
into place. The chipped concrete
sig)s the shabby lawn. the hedge, the
old door with its glass ova and manua
buzzer that you turned with thumb
and finger: it was a hippie house, no
different from the ones | knew almost
20 years ago. On the porch | even
thought | smelled cats.

By Bruce Serafin

Then another shock: Persky him-
sdf. doppy jeans (cut graphicaly full:
| thougnt, ‘Dogpatch jeans™), an old
black T-shirt, enormous bum, huge
gut; and IonP strands of hair combed
old-man stg e across a balding head
animated by bright eyes. | had met
him before, but standing now in his
doorway, he was like the resident
witch, his body and clothes as outra
geous in their way as a long whiskered
chin and black dress. Then al a once
the seediness disappeared, erased by
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Sian Persky

a soft, curving, intensely welcoming
smile that lit up his face, _

“Serafin. Come on in,” he said, and |
was immediately a ease.

Inside the house that fedling of the
old hippie world was even stronger. It
was there in the shadowy halls, the
big communal kitchen, the drawn
floor-to-ceiling curtains in the bed-
room and living-room, the shabby
bookcases and old furniture — even in
the piles of paper that were every-
where.. It was a place (protected and
darkened by the hedge, darkened by
the curtains) that was both eccentric
and secure. Like Persky, the house re-
sisted fashion: it was what it was. And
like Persky, it had a charm, the charm
of shyness, shabbiness, casuaness,
and once past the shyness, a remark-
able willingness to be open to inspec-
tion. Describing Persky to me, his
friend Brian Fawcett had used a strik-
ing image, *He's Caliban. Years ago
we put on The Tempest and Stan
played Caliban. That's his persona.
And it's the true Caiban. In the world
of The Tempest Caliban's the one who
ingsts on the body — on the bodily
existence of the intelligence. He in-
Sists that intelligence that doesn't have
the grossness of the body is nothing. |
remember seeing Stan in his furry cos-
tume, | think it was a bear suit-he

just didn’t use the head. And it was

wonderful! When you look at him and
his place it’s like he's made a deliber-
ate, quite careful decision not to be in-
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volved in matters of taste at any level
of hi Iife.” And as | watched Persky
make coffee and answer the phone,
which seemed to ring constantly
(*Yeah, yeah, he's just raging nuts,”
he said at one point, forgetting the in-
terview, completely caught up in the
gossip that was being refated to him),
as | watched the waddle his body
forced on him, and noticed his combi-
nation of shyness and exuberance, his
willingness to say exactly what was on
his mind, I did see, if not the darkness
of Caliban — for Persky 1§ Sweet-tem-
pered — at |east somethin%_of Cal-
iban’s earthiness. Here in his own

lace Persky seemed a home with

imself, a man who had worked hard
to make himself what he was.

He was born in Chicago and moved
to San Fraucisco when he was a teen-
ag?er; there he became friends with
Allen Ginsberg and Peter Orlovsky.
While sfill in his teens, he joined the
U.S. Navy, which dlowed him to travel
to Naples and Paris, then, when that
was over: he came back to Frisco and
in the mid-"60s emigrated to Vancou-
ver to study at the University of
British Columbia (where as a student
activist_he climbed up on tables in the
cafeteria and, shaking with nervous-
ness, “shouted polit '_?/ a people to
get thelr attention). He wrote poetry,
and quickly became one of the centrai
figures in the literary scene that was
coming Up in the city; in particular he

ined a name as an editor and pub-
Isher. someone who was involved
with mogt of the magazines of the time
(and still is: from Tish, The Georgia
Straight, and The Western Voice,
among others, he has gone on to This
Magazine and New Directions). In the
late ‘709, he 3ave up on poetry and,
sensing an audience, began producing
book after book of left-wing political
journalism, starting with Soz of Socred
and continuing through Af the Lenin
Shipyard, Benuett II, and America the
Lost Domino. He gqt'?aiOb teachin
philosophy and political science
Capilano College, where he till
work§ bgan appearing on BCTV asa

left-wing commentator on |ocal
news, and in general became some-
thii of a Socratic figurein the Jum%/
and sometimes vicious world of B.C.
politics. Hi %ood temper and common
sense made him admired; the persona
in his writing — if you didn't know
him -would make you think of a bii,
reasonable fellow who wore a beard
and perhaps wrote with his deeves
rolled up. And throughout dl this, in
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the Navy, in Paris and Naples, in San
Francisco, then in Vancouver, he was
ng boys to bed and being taken b
them, falling desperately in love and,
ashe said of a fiveyear affair in Van-
couver, becoming “agonized over it
al.” None of that showed up in his
writing until this year. Out of nowhere,
as It were, Buddy’s appeared — a reve-
latory book, and to me the best thing
Persky has written — and now here
we were in his kitchen discussing
whether or not there was such athing
as @ homosexua.

It was an argument we had had ear-
lier, at the book launching for Buddys.
(A difficult occasion: | had been as
nervous as Persky was exuberant, and
when we finally got a few moments to

talk to each other, | had blurted out .

the first thing that came to mind,
something about what it was like to
move from writing as a political figure
to writing as a homosexual. Persky
had said something to the effect that
there was no such thing as a homosex-
ual. | had disagreed; we argued a bit;
then we promised each other we
would come back to it later.) Now we
did, and Persky was prepared. He had
made some notes, and as he spoke he
referred to the notes. He said that he
wanted to talk about the “political con-
tradictions’ that his book involved.
But he started with our earlier argu-
ment, and at first he was careful, even
a little nervous, speaking so deliber-
ately that | could see the teacher in
him. “In Buddy's,” he sad, “I found
myself using words like ‘homoerotic
and ‘ephebe’ — in part so as not to be
accused of molesting young boysl |
used these words becauise they aren't
politically loaded, they don't have a
premeaning that determines their
usage. | resist the use of the term ho-
mosexual’ as an identifier except as a
political term, i.e., if there’'s someone
out there who doesn't like homosexu-
als, I'm willing to be one. The word is
loaded, as left-handed, philosopher, col-
lege instructor aren’t. That's one part of
the resistance. The other part of the
resistance is that it just isn't #rue. For
example, last night' | was a magazine
mailer and New Directions collective
member. | wasn't a homosexud. In the
magazine | was an author df a judicial
commentary. Earlier in the d%/ | was a
union member a Capiiano College. It
goes on and on.” _ )

AU this was clear; but it was a bit
like a political line, and | must have
seemed skeptical. Because as Persky
kept tatking he gradually changed

tack and began to more loosely
and openly. Finally he said, “Like ev-
eryone else, | have mixed feelings
about homosexuality. Persondly, T
like its forbiddenness. It connects with
my resistance to conventionality, bour-
geois society, etc. | like the outlaw
Sde of it. Of course | defend bour-
geois homosexual couples watering
plants, etc., but I'm not interested in
that. | don’t especially understand
that, any more than you might under-
stand my interest in ephebes.” He
glanced & me, giving me a chance to
sy something, and when | didn't he
kept on talking, till struggling with
his earlier thought about *“political
contradictions.” Then suddenly he
sad something that impre me.
“The ones that | desire are indeed the
ones that | desire. Politically, this
leads to great contradictions. But |
didn’'t create those contradictions, |
didn’t create the fact that those | de-
Sre stand on street comers soliciting.
But my concerns about that remain”
The ones that I desire we indeed the
ones that I desire: There was a chal-
lenge, even a rebuke in that What it
inted to was his refusal to deviate
rom what he was, hi refusal to capit-
ulate to what others might think his
practice ought to be. That refusal was
In Buddy’s, and while it was true, as
Persky insisted, that the book was in-
debted to Roland Barthes, what was
essential about the book wasn't the
writing that brought Barthes to mind
— the occasional preciosities, and
dainty movement from anecdote to
analysis — but the graphic pertrayal of
asexua life. The great thii about the
book, | had felt when | read it, wasiits
sheer joy in telling Stories inall their
detail —and as | talked to Persky I no-
ticed this joy. His conversation was

quick, digressive, constantly spillin
from one thing to another. When

asked him about that, mentioning the
happiness in the book, and adding that
in my experience there was a lot of
wigtfulness in gay literature, he re-
sponded  quickly.

“No, | don’t feel that. Because
Barthes is my guide in Buddy’s I'm de
terminedly Seeing all these things as
pleasiires. Though towards the end of
the book I’'m getting alittle weary of
al this” And here he exploded with
laughter. ‘Seeing these guys not as
Ems, Cupid, etc., which is what | call
them in the book, but as young guys
with fucked-up lives. Take Bret” —
one of the characters in Buddy's. “He's
a beautiful young man and al that in
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my _stor){], but he had had a disastrous
life in the past year, including an at-
tempted suicide.”
_ Pergky paused. *I seem to be writ-
iug this without regrets, | am not look-
ing for the kind of romantic love that
you might be looking for. It’struethat
earlier on | was much mor e agenized
about love, but now the world of de-
Sire seems fairly comic to me. | love
the stories. In the gay world love sto-
ries are a basic mode of exchange.
Cupid’'s basic mode of exchange is
gossp. He hated that when | pointed it
out to him! . .
‘There's a biographical point here |
grew up in the same homophobic
America as everybody else. And at the
age of 14 or 15| was terrified by it all,
as well as being additionally terrified
by aay contact with human bem%s I
was terrified at the junior prom. But
early on, from about 16, | was in con-
tact with Allen Ginsberg, then later on
from about 18 | wasin contact with
Jack Spicer and Robert Duncan, so |
was in a society wher e homosexuality
was taken for granted. Then the navy.
And the navy was nice enough to ship
me to Naples, and gave me time to go
to Paris where Ginsberg and Orlovsky
wer e staying at 9 r ue Gitle-coeur, the
beat hotel. So | was in unusually safe
surroundings.. And | had the advan-
tage of speaking another language.
Talk about insults! | couldn’t get
worsded by the foreign language. And
| remember very digtinctly, at about 19
or 20, being engaged in sex and think-
ing, | really like this. This was a phe-
nomenological fact for me. Boy, that
was about the clearest moment |’ve
had on this very complicated subject
In the navy there wasn't a moment
that | wasn't in love, and | remember
being very terrified about this. But
these French boys — Luc and Jackie
-weren't disturbed about it at all”
And Canada? . .
“Oh. | loved Canada. | was immedi-
ately at home here. And | loved the
boys. They were different, reticent;
and they wer e sexually unafr aid, will-
ing to try diirent things. | wasin love
from the first minute | was in Canada.”
Hearing this about Canada, | was re-
minded of something else that had
struck me in Buddy’s — and that was
my sense of seeing Vancouver in a
way that | never had before. Its bars
and apartment buildings, its street cor-
ners and back doors and storefronts
— theentire West End in fact -were
suddenly made alhuingly distinct by
the sexual desire animating the gaze
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looking at them, asif everything were
flooded with Mediterranean light This
warm, clear world was very different
from the world of |&-WII’IP B.C. poli-
tics that Persky was usually associated
with. That was a world of rain and um-
brellas, hoar se voices trying to make a
point in stuffy, crowded halls, obese
men and women, desperation, anger,
and endless cugs of coffee tasting of
Styrofoam. That other world was
where Persky was best known, and
when | asked him about it he respond-
ed with a sort of critical tenderness
tRat made his str?temmts gentler than
t ear on the page.

GI}3-|/ea£%\|pd, “I'min fgvagur of socia jus-
tice, 0 that puts me on the left Pm en-
gaged with the left and | regard that as
more_lrg[()ortant than undoing any of
the mistakes the |eft might make.

Persky keeps
returning to the same
theme: being
responsible. He
worries that ‘the idea
of legitimate
authority’ has all but
disappeared

‘At the same time |I’'m appalled by
the left? — and this word, “appalled,
was one he would use again and again.
“Just appalled. | have a sense of hu-
mour. | remember one time at a radi-
cal |eft meeting in the *70s — an awful
meeting, horrible — | just sort of
shyly got u and wrote on the black-
board, "MAO Has A BIG DONG." Well,
this was silly and people hated me for
it, but | was just eppressed by the righ-
teousness and heaviness of what was
going on.”

1 mentioned writing.

p ;;I’kr}ere’ ds no gxc#se for bad agl)lrose,”
ersky said, “and there's idly no
excuse for bad left p_rose?ﬁ aways
appalled by the writing. What | tell
people is, "You guys ought to lift your
eyes high enough above the barri-
cades to notice that Langara College
has a journalism school In this town.
You ought to forget your leftist views
for a moment and learn how to write a
lead.” | compare their stuff to the Van-
couver Province. They're appalled
when | throw the Province at them asa
model. But | do alot of that I'm self-
confident enough now that 1I'm not in-
timidated. 1 say, You people are con
temptuous Of your readers. | find you

insufferably arrogant in not writing
warmly and clearly enough to attract
readers.’ "

We talked about Randy Shilts's book
And the Band Played On. The book
had impressed Persky, and he had
used it in an article he had written for
This Magazine on some of the issues
surrounding AIDS. This article — es-
sentially a report on how au L_Jn||ke|8/
dliance of the left and light in B.C.
had ended up producing an intellllt
piece of legislation outlining what
should be done if someone “willfully,
or carelessy” spread AIDS to others
~ was clear and judicious, animated
by reason. It was a reasonableness
that Persky had worked hard for. and
it had got him in trouble.

“Gay leftigts hate Shilts's book,” he
said. “They think he's internalized self
hatred. They blame Shilts for the em-
phasis on Patient Zero — Gaetan
Dugas. They fed that Shilts was on
the sde of those people who wanted
the bathhouses closed. Well, | cited
some of what he reported on, and said
that mte_restlnglg enough these are
the very issues that are being debated
in B.C. The response to that from the
gay left was vitriolic, F;])a]rtlcularly in
Rites Magazine, which is a Toronto
meg. They just conflated Shilts and
me. There's a piece in there b
George Smith, who's a blustery sociol-
oglst, which is redlly a hack job, the
worgt kind of denunciatory propagan-
da This attacking people on your own
side — like the attack on Shilts, who
really just produced a superb piece of
reportage — 1’'ve aways been clear
that | think this is the most destructive
thing the left can engagein. It'sunder-
standable if you're part of the view-
point that's marginalized — as leftists
are in this society — you can get para-
noid, etc. But you have to get past
that | try to. I've got a large populist
greak in me: | want to communicete.
I’'m aso very practicalminded, so1'm
willing to work for what can be done.”

| had begun to see what this meant
Persky wasn't an ideologue. Sitting
across from me in his worn-out T-
shirt, smoking, di ressing, trying out
one idea after another — ™*| have opin-
ions on everly(/thlng,” he said with a
laugh -what kept coming across was
the 1dea of “service.” Politics was ser-
vice, writing was service. He would
see something that he could do, and
he would try to do it He was constant-
ly at work, and the evidence was there
in the piles of paper that filled his
house. Brian Fawcett had said to me
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that Persky was an educator, a teach-
er. someone who encouraged a any
cost free public discourse, and he had
added, trying to pin down this freedom
that he saw in his friend, “Stan’s the
quintessential  commie-faggot-jew-nig-
er. He's the weird one, you know,
that you aways try to scare your kids
away from.” A burst of laughter. “And
yet,” Fawcett added, “there’s this enor-
mous reasonableness, this complete
willingness to consider another side.
E]'here’s no blttleérn%s in hLm, ustla
uge courage.” Fawcett spoke snar
abgut Per;]a%'s rel_ationmsi?) to the Ipe?tl
He felt that while Persky had re-
mained true to himself and his princi-
r)les had stood fast in thet way, the
eft had moved, dipping down into fun-
damentalism and a kind of denid of
reality. _ _
Persky was kinder than that — in all
he said it was plain that the |eft was
his community — but listening to him
| could understand what Fawcett
meant. There was a subtlety in his po-
sition: on tbe one hand, he was some-
one who could operate only as he was
(he spoke, for instance, of how bored
he got at NDP meetings “because so
much of redlity is cut off; desire, for in-
gtance” and went on to mention his
admiration for people like Ginsberg,
and how he himsdlf tried to be as “ef-
fusive as necessary in public, so the
public doesn't fag adeep”); but on the
other hand he had a deep respect for
the actuality of the Situation that con-
fronted him. “If the Province gave me
500 words a day,” he said, “I would try
to write to fit the format of the paper
and till get across some of the things
| want to say. And if I’'m on TV and
they ask for 30 seconds, I'll give them
30 seconds. | think it's a good idea to
have some respect for the Situation
you'rein.” This side of Persky, — the
redistic, adaptable side-was foreign
to much of the left that | knew, and
when | mentioned this to Persky he
looked worried. Yet he kept returning
to the same themes: being respons-
ble, using reason. He was worried that
what he caged “the idea of legitimate
authority” had al but dissppeared. He
mentioned the Stuation he had de-
scribed earlier, when legislation was
te‘assed in B.C. to deal with the “will-
I" spreading of AIDS. Persky said,
“Even after the legislation was passed
and it was plain that nobody was being
hauled off the streets or anything like
that, people were recaling grandmoth-
ers incarcerated in the Second World
War. It was overblown. It did nobody

any good. And that’s the problem —
reactions like that that pay no atten-
tion to the actual nature of what is
being legidated. We have no sense of
what it’'s like to have someone who's a
public guardian. Our sense.of legiti-
mate authority has just dwindled. We
have no feeling for what it would be
like — authority thet doesn't chafe.”
Perself:y_ sad, “On some days. | think
that leftism has just disappeared in
some sense, The Stuation right now is
the politics of absolute emptiness. The
Mulmney government is trying to fill
-llj—?l the vacuum with consumer goods.
ey’ re trying to bore us to death. In
order to stay Interested, you have to
notice what they’re doing to you.
These are people who have no
understanding of the universe they're
living in. But sometimes you see peo-
ple — | think David Suzuki is one of
them — that have areal authority.
When somebody is on — when
th%/’ ve got their hands on something,
and they're moving with it — they op-
erate with a kind of non-egotistical en-
ergy that's very attractive and draws
people to them. Suzukd, | think, has ac-
quired that by knowing hi own mind,
by not deceuvgrelﬁ people. And you can
find it In yourselt. You go to a meeting,
for instance, and for one reason or an-
other you're caged on to lead it. Usual-
ly you do so-so. But at other times, a
rare moments, you have this sense of
conviction and certitude. You can see
yourself being useful, and others are
grateful to you for it That's how I'd
Iike to be. _
About a month later 1 stood with
Persky on his porch. He was wearing
another T-shirt that was lj ust as worn
out as the first one. We [ooked at the
new concrete curb — so smooth and
white — that had been put in around
his house since | had last been there.
It looked completely out of place, and
when | remarked on that, Persky said,
“Dust. It was dust that brought that
curb. It was still alittle countryish
around here, alittle dusty. Well, |
liked that But the neighbours have
nice cars, and they didn’t want dust on
their cars. So there you are.” Persky
looked tired, and | remembered some-
thing he had told me when I first met
him. It was about his house. He had
lived here 20 years, he said, and there
were constantly buyers coming
around. They made offers. And here
Persky looked a me, giggling, exuber-
antly happy. *Ijust tell them that the
gewt move I'm going to make is when |
ie” O
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ilroading

In his letter, Cliff told Lesley that he loved her
like 10,000 freight trains. That was like saying,
I love you to death. Who wants to be loved to death?

LOVE TRAIN

OR A LONG TIME after Lesley and
FCliﬂ' broke up, Clii was aways
sendii her things.

Flowers. _

Red roses by the dramatic dozen.

Delicate frilly carnations dyed
turquoise at the edges (which remind-
ed Lesley of atradition they’d ob-
served a her eementary school on
Mother's Day when each child had to
wear a carnation, red if your mother
was alive. white if she was dead —
there were only two kids in the whole
school whose mothers were dead —
and what then, she wondered, was
turquoise meant to signify?) o

A single white orchid nestled in tis-
sue paper in agold box, asif they bad
abig date for a formal dance

Cads. Funny cards.

| thought you'd lii t0 know that I ve de-
c%lﬁtoystart dating seals again, and ...

oh yes, my umbilical cord has grawn
bacld

Sentimental cards.

11ove wearing the smile. . . you put on
my facel

Funny sentimental cards.

You Yeu You You You You You You You
YouYouYou . . L
These are a few Of My favourite things!
Apology cards.
Please forgive Me. .. my mouth is big-
per than my brain!
and:

I'm sorry, I was wrong . . . Well, not as
ypone &3 you, but sorrier!

By Diane Schoemperlen

Pretty picture cards to say:

Happy Thanksgiving!
Happy Hallowe'en!
T'm |yst thinking of you!
I'm’adways thin x(:é of you!
P'm still thinking of youl

Letters. Mogtly letters

Often Cliff would call during the day
and |leave a message on Lesley’s an-
swering machine, apologizing for hav-
ing bothered her with another card or
|letter when she'd dready told him, in
no uncertain terms, that she needed

[
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some space. Then he would cdll right
back and |eave another message to
apologize for hating left the first one
when she'd aready told him to leave
her aone.

He did not send tbe letters through
the mail in the conventional way, but
delivered them by hand in tbe middle
of the night. Ledey never did catch
him in the act, but she could just pic-
ture him parking his car halfway down
the block, snesking up her driveway in
the dark or the rain, depositing anoth-
er white envelope In her black mail-
box. Where she would find it first
thii in tbe morning.

At firgt it gave Lesley the creeps to
think of Cliff tippy-toeing around out
there while she was insde Seeping,
but then she got used to heeating from
him in this way. She took to checking
the mailbox every morning before she

ut the coffee on. Waiting in her
ousecoat and dippers for the toast to
pop and the eggs to poach, ske would
study the envelope first Sometimes he
put her full name on it, first and lat;
sometimes her first name only; once,
just her initias.

Inside, the letters were always neat-
ly typewritten on expensive bond
p%er. They began with phrases like
‘Well, no. ..” or “And yes. ..” or
“But maybe. . .,” as if Cliff were pick-
ing up a conversation (one-sided
though it might be) right in the mid-
dle where they'd left off, or as if he
stl_lldthought e could still read her
mind.

One of the first letters was dense
with scholarly historical quotes on the
nature of war. Cliff had set these eru-
dite excerpts carefully off from the
rest of the text, single-spaced and
indented:

In quarrels between countries, as well as

thoge bgtweenelnvaivi juals. when they

have risen to a certain height, the first
cause of dissension isno longer remem-
bered, the minds of the parties being
wholly engaged in recollecting and re-
senting the mutual expressions of ther
didike. When feuds have reached that
fatal point, all considerations of reason
and equity vanish;a blind fury governs,
or rather confounds all things. A people
NO longer regardstheir interest, but.

ratherthe gratification of their wrath.
{John Dickson).

And later in the letter he wrote:

The strange thing about this crisis of Au-
ust 1939 was that the obJ[ect between
sermany and Poland was not clearly de-

fined, and could not therefore be ex-

pressed as a concr ete demand. |t was
part of Hitler’s nature to aveid putting
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things in a concrete form; to him, differ-
ences Of opinion were questions of
power, and tests of on€'s nerves and
strength. (Ernst von Weizlicker).

Lesley could not imagine that Chiff

Sgéua{_ly had a r]c %?OI re of dsu.ch
edantic passages floating around in-

side his head, just waiting for an ep-
portunity to be called up. But she
couldn’t |maqt|)ne that he had really
gone to the library and looked them
up in order to quote them at her
either.

Still, this letter made her mad
enough to cal him. When she said on
the phone, “I don't take kindly to
being compared witb Hider, thank you
very much,” Cliff said, ‘Don’t be
ridiculous. That% not what | meant
You just don't understand.”

And she said, Well, no . . . | guess
not.”

He apologized for making her mad,
which was exactly the opposite, he
sad, of what he was inten mg to do.
But the more he apologized, tbe mad-
der she got The more he assured her
that he loved her even though she was
crabby, cantankerous, stranéqled and
worried, hard, cynical and detached,
mercenary, unsympathetic, callous
and sarcastic - tbe more he assured
her that he loved her in spite of her
self— the madder she got Until finaly
she hung up on him and al day she
was still mad, aso fedling guilty, sorry,
sad, smpleminded, and defeated. She
promised hersdlf that she would send
the next letter back unopened, but of
course, there was little real chance of
that. She tried several times that after-
noon to compose a letter in answer to
his repeated requests for one. But she
got no further than saying:

What it all comes down to isthis: in the
process of getting to know you, | real-

ized that you were not theright person
for me.

It should have been smple.

In the next letter, two mornings
later, Cliff turned around and blamed
himsdf for everything, saying:

At least understand that al of this was

only the result of my relentless devotion
to you.

Lesley took a bath after breakfast
and contemplated the incongruous
conjunction of these two words:

Relentless.

Devotion. . _

After she'd dried her hair and
cleaned the tub, she looked up “relent-
less’ in the thesaurus. Much as she'd
suspected, it was not an adjective that
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should be allowed to have much to do
with love:

relentl j. unyjelding. unrelenting.

Implacab e,aﬁjnspa)r/in ' %exorable, 1%-

morseless, unflagging, 0ogged; undevi-

aling, unswerving, persistent, DErsever-
ing, undaunted: rigid, stern. strict,
harsh, grim, austere: merciless, ruthless.
unmerciful, pitiless. unpitying, unforgiv-
ing; unmitigable, i le, unbending,

resisting, qrudging;" . impefious, 0

durate, a0amant, intransigent; uncom-

passionate, unfeeling, unsympathetic,
intolerant.

‘The next letter was delivered on a
windy Saturday ru%ht when Ledey was
out on & date with somebody else. It
was sitting there in the mailbox when
she got home at midnight The weath-
er had turned cold and her drivew
was filling up suddenly with crispy ye-
low leaves. When she opened the back
door, dozens of them swirled around
her ankles and slipped inside. She
imagined Cliff crunching through
them on his way to the mailbox, wor-
rying about the noise which was
amplified by the hour and the wind,
then noticing that her car wasn't in the
garage, and worrying about that'too,

In this letter, Cliff said:

I love you like ten thousand freight
trains.

Ledey thought she rather liked this
one, but then she wasn’t sure. She
thought she' d better think about it
She hung up her coat, poured herself
a glass of white wine and sat down in
the dark kitchen to think. The oval of
her face reflected in the window was
distorted by the glass, so that her skin
was pale, her eyes were holes and her
cheeks were sunken. She did not feel
gnale, hollow or sunken. She felt just

£

| love you like ten thousand freight
brains, .

This was Iike saying:

| love you to little bits.

Who wants to be loved to Zttle bits?

That was like saying:

| love you to death.

Who wants to be loved to death?

| love you lii ten thousand freight
trains.

Who wants to be loved like or by 2
fredght train? _

The more she thought about it, the
more she realieed that she knew a
thing or two about tins; railroading;
relentlessness.

DREAM TRAIN

As ayoung girl growing up in Win-
nipeg, Lesley lived in an Insul-brick
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bungalow three doors from the train
tracks, a spur line leading to Genstar
Feeds. Trains travelled the spur line
S0 seldom that whenever one passed
in the night. it would usually wake her
up with its switchg and shunting, its
stedd wheels sguedling on the frozen
rails. She would lie awake listening in
her Tittle trundle bed (it wasn't really a
trundle bed, it was just an ordinary
twin bed. but every night at eight
o'clock, her mother, Amelia, would
say. “Come on, little one, time to tuck
you into your little trundle bed.9
Lesley liked to imagine that the
train outside was not a freight tram,
hut a 7eef train, a passenger train: the
Super Continental carrying dignified
wedlthy people as carefully as If they
were eggs, clear across the country in
its plush coaches, the conductors in
their serious uniforms gira(:lously
bringing around drinks, pillows, and
magazines. She imagined the silver
coaches cruising slovyéy past, all lit l#)
the people insde riding backwargs,
eating, deeping, playing cards with
just their heads showing, laughing as
If this were the most natural thing in
the world. She imagined that the
Super Continental could go al the way
from Vancouver to &t. John's (never
mind the Gulf of St Lawrence -there
must he a way around it) without stop
plrig once. _
the train on the spur line did not
actually Wake Lesey up, then it slid in-
stead into her dreams, disguised as a
shaggy behemoth with red eyes and
slver hooves, shaking the snow from
its curly brown fur as it pawed the
rails and snorted steam.

TRAIN TRACKS

As a teenager, Ledey walked dong
the train tracks every morning to
Glengarry Heights High School. On
the way, she usualy mot up with a boy
named Eric Henderson, who was two
grades older and dressed all year
round in faded blue jeans, a teeshirt
and a black leather jacket with studs.
Occasionally he condescended to the
cold weather by wearing a pair of
black gloves. .

After a couple of weeks, Eric took to
waiting for Ledey on the tracks where
they crossed her street He would be
leaning againgt the signa lights smok-
ing, when she came out her front
door. Ther never walked home togeth-
er at four o'clock because, even
though Ledey sometimes loitered at
her ocker hoping, Eric was never
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around at that*time, having, she as-
sumed, other, more interesting, more
grown-up things to do after school.
Every morning Lesley and Eric
practised baancing on the rails with
their arms outstretched and they com-
plained about the way the tar-coated
ties were never spaced quite right for
walking on. Leaiey kept her ears open,
looking over her shoulder every few
minutes, just in case. Her mother,
Amelia, had often warned her, “'Don’t
get too close to a moving train or
you'll get sucked under.” )
Sometimes Eric would line up
bright pennies on the slver rails so

the train would come and flatten them. .

Ledey would watch for the pennies on
her way home from school, would
gather them up and save them, thin as
tinfail, in a cigar box she kept under
the bed. She never put pennies on the
tracks herself because she was secret-
ly afraid thet they would cause a de
railment and the train would come top
pling off the tracks, exploding as It
rolled down the embankment, demol-
ishing her house and her neighbours’
houses and everything in them. It was
okay though when Exic did it, because
somehow he could he both dangerous
and charmed a the same time.

Every morning Eric told Lesley
about what he'd done the night before.
Ledey was not expected to recipro-
cate, which was just as well, since al
she ever did in the evening Was home-
work and dishes and talk on the
phone. _ o

One Monday morning Eric said he'd
gone to the Gardens on Saturday night
to see the Tke and Tina Turner Revue.
He said Tina Turner was the sexiest
woman in the world and the way she
sanghwas like making love to the mi-
crophone H%h'[ there on stage. He said
he thought he'd die just watching her
and al the other guys went crazy too.

On the phone every night after su
per, Ledey told her new best friend,
Audrey, every little thing Eric had said
to her that morning, especially the
way he'd sad, “I like your new haircut
alot,” and then the way he'd winked at
her in the hall between history and
French

“Do you think he likes me?’ she
asked Audrey over and over again.

“Of course he likes you, slly! He
adores youl!”

This went on al fall, al winter, all
spring, until the raging crush which
Ledey had on Eric Henderson could
i)e nothing, it seemed, hut true true
ove.

The week before fina exams, Eric
asked Audrey to the last school dance.

Ledey spent the night of the dance
barricaded in her bedroom, lying on
the floor with the record player blast-
ing Tina Turner at top volume. She
propped a chair against the door and
would not let her parents in. She was
mad at them too: at her father,
Howard, because he'd laughed and
sad, ‘You'll get over it. pumpkin!®;
and at her mother, Amelia, because
she was old and married, probably
happy, probably didn’t even remember
what love was reaily like, probably
hadn’t explained thii properly in the
first place, should have warned her
about more than freight trains.

She would, Ledey promised herself
savagely, spend the entire summer in
her room, learning all thelyricsto
Tina Turner’s songs and reading fat
Russian novels which were all SO satis-
fyingly melancholy, so clotted with
complications and despair, and the
characters had so many diierent diffi-
cult names. Especially she would
reread Anna Karenina and memorize
the signal passage where Anna de-
cides to take her own life.

... Andal at once she thought of tha
man crushed b# the hats the day she
had first met Vronsky, and she knew
what she had to do..

.. AndJ will punish him and escape
from everyone anF from myself ..

... .And exact%/ at the moment when
the sparc]:e bes%lwegjn heWh'ie]eIS dcglme oxa-
posite her. she dro e red bag, an
drawing her h %%[tj:k into her shoul-
ders, fell on her hands under the car-
riage, and lightly, as though she would
riseagain at once. dropped on to her
knees. . .

. . . Shetried to get up, to drop back-
wards: but something hugs and merci-
less struck her on the head and rolled
her on her pack. .. .

. .. And the light by whiih she had
read the book filled with troubles, false-
hoods, sorrow, and evil, flared up more
brightly than aver before. h%(hted up for-
her all that had been in darkness, flick-
ered, began to grow dim. and was
quenched forever.

And she would probably carve Eric
Henderson's initids into her thigh
with a ballpoint pen, and she would
probably not eat anything either, ex-
cept maybe unsalted soda crackers,
and she would not wash her hair more
than once a week, and she would stay
in her pyjamas dl day long. Yes she
would. She would languish. And for
sure she would never ever ever ever
fall in love or have a best friend ever
again S0 long as she lived, so help her.
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NIGHT TRAIN

When Lesle\( moved away from home
at the age of 21. she took the train be-
cause there was an air strike that sum-
mer. Her parents put her on’ the train
in Winnipeg with a brown paper bag
full of tuna sandwiches and chocolate
chip cookies, with the three-piece lug-
gage set they'd bought her as a going-
away present. and a book of crossword
puzzles to do on the way. They were
al weeping lightly, the three of them:
her parents, Ledey assumed, out of a
simple sadness, and herself, out of an
Intosicating combination of excite-
ment and anticipation, of new-found
freedom and. with it, fear. She was,
she felt, on the brink of everything im-

rtant. She was moving west to Al-

erta, which was booming.

Seated across the aisle of coach
number 3003 (a good omen, Ledey
thought. as she had long ago decided
that three was her lucky number) was,
by sheer coincidence, a young man
named Arthur Hoop who'd given a lec-
fure at the university in Winnipeg the
night before. His topic was nuclear
disarmament and Lesley had attended
because peace was one of her mogt ea-
during interests.

After an hour or so, Ledey worked
up enough courage to cross over to
the emloty seat beside hi and say, “I
really loved your lecture.” Arthur
Hoop seemed genuinely pleased and
invited her to join him for lunch in the
club car. Lesley stashed the brown

lunch under the segt in front of
hers and followed Arthur, swaying and
bobbing and grinning, down the whole
length of the train. _
~ Arthur Hoop, up close, was interest-
ing, amiable and affectionate, and his
eyes were two different coleurs, the
left one, blue, and the right one,
brown. Arthur was on his way back to
Vancouver where he lived with a
woman named Laura who was seep
mg?] with his best friend and he,
Arthur, didn't know what he was going
to do next. Whenever the train
Stopped at a station for more than five
minutes, Arthur would get off and
hone ahead to Vancouver where
aura, on the other end, would either
cry. yell or hang up on him. )

Ey thetimethe train pulled into
Regina, Ledey and Arthur were hold-
ing hands, hugging and having anoth-
er beer in the club car, where the wait-
er said, “You hvo look so happy, you
must be on your honeymoon!* _

Ledey and Arthur giggled and gig-
gled, and then, like fools or like chil-
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dren playing house, they shyly agreed.
The next thing they knew, there was a
red rose in a Slver vase on their table
and everyone in the car was buying
them drinks and calling out, “Congrat-
ulations!” over the clicking of the
train. Arthur kept hugging Lesley
againg him and winking, first with the
brown eye, then with the blue.

Th t the dark heiwrs back in
Arthur’s coach seet, snug?ll_ng_ under a
scratchy grey blanket, kissing and
touching and curling around each
other like cats. Lesley wasso wrapped
up in her fantasy of how Arthur would
%et off the train witk her in Calgary or

ow she would stay on the train with
him al the way to Vancouver and how,
either way, her red life was about to
begin, that she hardly noticed how
brazen they were being until Arthur
actually put it in, shuddered and
clutched her to him.

Ledey wept when she got off the
train in Calgary and Arthur Hoop wept
too, but stayed on.

From her hotel room, Lesley wrote
Arthur long sad |etters and ordered up
hamburgers and Chinese food from
room service at odd hours of the day
and night. On the fourth night, she
caled her mother collect in Winnipeg

and cried into the phone because she
felt afraid of everything and she want-
ed to come home. Her mother, wise
Amelia, said, “Give it two weeks be-
fore you decide. You know we'll a-
Wags take you back, pumpkin.”

y the end of the two weeks, Lesley

had a basement apartment in-a small
town called Ventura, just outside of
the city. She aso had two job inter-
views, a kitten named Calypso, and a
whole new outlook on life. She never
did hear from Arthur Hoop and she
wondered for a while what it was
about trains, about men. the hypnotic
rhythm of them, relentless, unremit-
ting and irresistible, the way they
would go straight to your head, and-
when would she ever learn?
It wasn't long before she was laugh-
ing to herself over what Arthur must
have told the other passengers-when
she left him flat like thet, on their hon-
eymoon no less. O

These are the first four stories of
‘Railroading: Or, Twelve Small
Stories with the Word “Train” in
the Title," by Diane Schoemperien.
A collection of her short fiction will
be published by Macmillan in the
spring of 1990,
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Battle reportage

What an odd, stunted family that not only has no
kind words, but al SO no gestures’

By Eleanor Wachtel

-—

Joan Barfool

FARMILY NEWS
by Joan Barfoot

Dacinillan, Z88 pages, 519.95 cloth
(ISBNQ 7715 8933 2)

IS THERE anything new that can be said
about the family? That hapgK ones are all
alike and unhappy ones make good nov-
els? It is perhaps surprising that in late
"80s North Americathe family has be-
come the focus of public as well as per-
sonal politics. At the sametinde that it is
being exposed as a crucible of violence
-— maybe the most consistently violent
Beacetl_me venue — it, has become em-
lematic of conservatism. The family as
bulwark against godless America. TO be
Em-famil has come to mean anti-choice,

omophobic, even fundamentalist

How did vre lose that word to the reac-
tionaries? Can it be reclaimed and reha-
bilitated? Novelists, especially women
writers. continue to map its diversity, to
trace its folds and ambiguities, its in-
eluctable hold on the psyche. They pur-
sue a “domestic” circumference first de-
lineated by Jane Austen. In fiction, the
family is dive and pluralistic. And thisis
vhat intricues Joan Barfoot — most evi-

dently in Fasafly News, her fourth novel.

26 BOOYS B CANADA, Dclaber 1989

Barfoot’s first book, Abm (which won
the W. H. Smith/Books in Canada First
Novel Award over a decade ago) was
about escape from family. Its 43-year-old
heroine leaves a perfectly good husband,
two children, a dog, and a comfortable
suburban hometo hole upin acabinin
northern Qntario, Even when confronted
nine years later by her 18-year-old
daughter, Abra chooses to stay aone in
the country. Barfoot said she wanted to
explore what might have happened had
Atwood' s heroine in Susfacing remained
behind, to write about someone who
doesn't go back, but can live in isolation.
Abra was trandated into German and
French; when it was published in Eng-
land, it was called Coining Ground,
which spelled it out. (It was favourably
reviewed in the Times Literary Supple-
ment.)

Dancing én Hie Dark, Barfoot's next
novel, revolved around the housewife
who stayed — and went mad. Edna, s
43-year-old heroine, invests everything
in family and the home, complete with
crumb-free toaster and spotless silver-
ware. When she discovers her husband
isinvolved with hi secretary, she carves
him up with her tomato knife, then
wipes it clean before putting it away.
After all, Edna followed the rules. She
chose safety in marriage, and was be-
trayed.

Family was agair at the centre of Bar-
foot% last novel, my favourite, Dust Jfor
Three — three generations of women.
And unlike the earlier two, which were
single-perspective monologues, here the
voice is split, with chapters alternating
between an obese 80-year-old widow and
her 59-year-old daughter, who looks
after her. (The third generation, agrand-
daughter, is present only by her immi-
QO entarrival) Men have left thii family,
through death or departure. What re-
mains is ambivalence, duty, and the
claustrophobia of familial love, or what
the Southern U.S. writer Robb Forman
Dew has called, “the despairing sensa-
tion of homesickness that afflicts adults
who are, in fact, home’

In Fasmily News, Barfoot expands the
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viewpoint further, Shestill has a 43-year-
old herniae (curious, thaf), but the story
is told also from the perspective of her
Xl-year-old daughter Lizzie, andLizzie's
45-year-old father, Teddy. Each chapter
begins with a clipping ostensibly from a
newspaper. ahizarre account of families
of one sort or another. And each chapter
ends with an allusion back to that clip
ping, filtered by the sensibility of the
particular narrator.

In an Intervlew a couple of years ago,
Joan Barfoot, who's worked for newspa-
pers since high school (frem her home
town Owen Sound Sun-Times to the
Toronto Sunday Sws, and currently, the
London Free Press), acknowledged the
limitations of journalism. Talking about
how she started to write fiction in her'
early 30s, she said, ‘| realized that if |
wanted to write the sort of stories that
interested me, | was going te have to
make them up mysdif.”

In Family News. she does both — a
novel about family and a series of
qui rlgé evocative “hard news’ stories.
Thefirst one, for example, concerns two
elderly sisters who are crushed when
the collection of newspzoers lining their
house caves in. They'd stacked thou-
sands of papers and had to tunnel
through the house from room to room
on their hands and knees. This oddity
prompts Susannah, the middle-aged
woman at the centre of Family News, to
reflect on her own sister and the very
separate lives they've chosen to lead. not
cozily connected inside a womb of
newsprint.

Susannah is a freelance journalist who
writes primarily for women's magazines.
Although she once dreamed of being a
glamorous foreign correspondent, she
now does “a different sort of battle re-
portage: dispatches from the fidld of do-
mestic flare-ups; rumours from the front
lines of distress.” When we meet her.
she's working on a profile of Ida Loven-
der, Woman of the Year for Aurg maga-
zine. |da was brutalized by her first hus-
band. who threw a pot of boiling water at
her. Ida' s visible sears — “one side of
her face purple and patched, skin puck-
ered, the eye on that side squinting” —
will be a shock to the magazine's editor,
committed to featuring her on the cover.
Susannah compares thii with what she
thinks of as her own invisible scars, also
etched by family.

When Susannah was nearing 30, she
decided to create her own smdl family
by having a child. She chose her old
boyiriend, Teddy, a confirmed bachelor,
to be the father and seduced him by
wearing black velvet at a candlelight and

LT


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

i e ——

nine dinner. Misson accomplished,
headstrong Susannah went back to her
“whitebread” small hometown to tell her
folks to prepare to be grandparents.
They disowned her. Her father called
her a dut, her mother followed her fa-
ther's lead. and her older sister tald Su-
sannah she'd be a bad influence on her
ovn children. None of them talked to Su-
sannah for 14 %/ears. Asthe novel opens,
Susannah's father has died and she snd
Lizzie go home for the funeral For
Lizzie. her small family doubles
overnight When she meets a brand aew
grandmother and aunt.

What an odd, stunted family, though,
that not only has no kind words, but also

no gestures. Their estrangement can -

hardly be just a matter of a few moments
of fury years ago. then. There must be a
strong sod continuing thread Of separa-
tion that reaches beyond memory. Ee-
trangement as a bond — now there's a
piece of family absurdity.

While Susannzh and Lizzie reconnect

with the past, Teddy, an aging womaniz-
er, finds himsalf seeking family, or a
least a good woman to take care of him.

A politicaly active artist who paints
Street people, Teddy is arrested while
demongtrating outsde the American
consulate. During the five days he

spendsin jail, he decides he wants to for-
mally limit his freedom by marrying a
nurse he reg:entlyl_ met and lgerhaps have
another child. Teddy is Barfoot's first
male hero and she' s'created a pleasant,
somewhat shalow man, vain. self-con-
scious, and egotistical. Perhaps we are
still getting Susannah’s viewpoint, after
dl. Lizzie, On the other hand. seems a lit-
tle too good. Here, the import would
seem to be that carefully chosen fami-
lies, however compact, are best

Family News i s a Oetaled, dowly told
story, with overlapping perspectives on
not very much happeni n%. he dialogue
isn't dways sure, but the writing'is
heartfelt and unadorned, as for example
IN Susannah’s final MUSINGS.

It does seem to be a matter of the small
things: an emphasis on the rich, sad. ter-
rible, joyful, and irretrievable details, all
the dories and voices and moments of
touch. They may have separate wonders
of their own, but they do aso add up -
nally t0 a few enormous thi ngs. Like
death, like love.

The quietness of the Story is punctuat-
ed by the sensationalism of the clip-
pingS. And the ordinary can never quite
compete. Ultimately, truth — even ap-

arent truth — is not only stranger than

tion, but more compelling. O

Madness and logic

Futuyologists plot our livesin advance, limiting our ideas
of what can or cannot be done. Their rationalizations
are little more than an attempt at control

By Brian Faweett

FUTUREHYPE: THE TYRANNY
OF PROPHECY

by Rax Dablin

Viking (Pouguind, 320 pages, 524,95 cloth

(ISBN 0 670} 82445 3)

IN THE 20th century, futurology has be-
come bii business in more ways than
most of us are aware of. We remember
the Gyro Gearloose cartoons of cities of
the future that used to appear on the
back covers of comic books, and day-
time radio, television, and the tabloids
are nom full of technocratic pronounce
ments by media ﬂ’“‘“’lg%"s“ ike Frank
Ogden. ‘While that's PI' €LtY silly stuff, it
shouldn’t trick us Into thinking that all
futurology IS inconsequential. It has a
Sde that is deadly serious, and has
gained an extraordinary degree of influ-
ence over our world. Most of that influ-
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ence, according to Max Dublin’s brilliant
andysis of“tlﬁls largely subliminal or
covert industry, has been socia Ily and
culturally destructive. And its influence

isgrowing. ]
ﬁoax Dublin is not this year's John
Naishitt, and PutureHype iS NOt this
ar’s version Of Megatrends. In fact, the
00K is the antidote to the recent deluge
of futurology tomes that instruct US ON
everything from how to cash in on eco-
nomic chaos to how to induce a State of
moral and intellectual coma in the face
of nuclear insanity. Dublin himself (who
teaches a the Ontario Indtitute for Stud-
ies in Education, in_Toronto) might be
the first mgjor social and cybernetic
thinker to emerge in Canada since Mar-
shall McLuhan. . _
Unlike the often flighty McLuhan,
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$22.95 cloth
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Dublin sets out to delineate the present
crisis, not to unfold the grand scheme of
the future. His research is remarkably
untrammelled (and untrampled) by sa-
cred cattle — arare delight in itself «-
and the range of his knowledge is wide
and heterodox. Yet the erudition is un-
obtrusive, as befits a man who looks to
George Orwell rather than James Joyce
for hisintellectual method.

FutureHype begins by outlining the
pathology of futurology )( examining its
Bsycho ogical and ideological bases,

oth in the West and in the Soviet bloc.
In tracing it back to acommon root in
Hegel's impulse to eliminate contingen-
cy. Dublin is no kinder to Marxism's
strain of futurology than to our own.
From there, he looks at the effects of fu-
turological thinking in its three most in-
fluential spheres of activity: education,
health, and military planning. In the
rather fri(};]hteni ng section on military
planning, he demonstrates with startling
clarity that madness and logic are not
enemies but twins. As abonus, his argu-
ments charbroil people like Henry
Kissinger and Herman Kahn without
mercy. The analyses of educational and
health futurology are no less
penetrating.

Hera s the basic argument of Future-
Hype (with apologies to the author for at-
tempting to summarize an enormously
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rich and complex text in so short a
space). At the core of all futurology,
Dublin argues, is first and foremost a
logic, and an essentially brainless pro-
clivity towards worship of the exclusion-
ary powers logica fulfilment offers.
What we are trading, in our enthusiasm
for futurology, is our capacity to inte-
grate contingencies and to make the hu-
mane contextualizations on which civi-
lized behaviour has aways depended.
. .prophecy today,” Dublin writes,

can be regarded as being no mere than
an ar[temre& by self-appointed experts to
rationalize the future, along with every-
thii else under the sun. Raiionalization
today has become little more than an at-
tempt to order and control just about ew-
e i"ﬁ by pressingit into the mold of
formal (gm, and info the paliry calculus
of forma means geared toward the
achievement Of what usually turn out to
he extremely narrow ends. In the pro-
cess Of trying to fit everything into thii
mold, we aré constantly deluding our-
Selves about what can’and cannot be
one

Most of the predictions that have dom-
inated social; economic, and military
Blanning over the last four decades have

een binary extrapolations of what isal-
ready visibly happening. Nearly always
the predictions have been linear exten-
sions of short-term trends, and some-
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times they have been logarithmic extrap-
olations. They're also Imbued with a
dangerously aggressive and inhumane
kind of stupidity, and their power tends
to engender the same in us. They en-
courage US to live in au artificially nar-
row future, moving us past the complexi-
ties of the present, to the exploitation of
short-term opportunities that have a
demonstrated tendency to blow up in
our collective and individual faces when
ﬁorrow actually arrives. He concludes
t

The attack on human freedom by mod-
ern prophecy is Ferhaps the most dis-
turbing aspect of futurology. Squeezed
between the “terror of history” and the
“tyranny of prophecy,” people today. .:

" find they have little room t0 manoenvre,

No wonder our prophets appeal, as Or-
well observed, to our fear and our crav-
tng for power: these are precisely the
drives that dominate those who fed
trapped.

The truth of the matter is that Dublin
iis himself a prophet, but not a futurolo-
gist. In the Old Testament, pmphets
were usualy dightly crazed and cranky
outsiders who excoriated the tribe for
their sinfulness and lack of foresight,
and made dire predictions about what
would happen if they didn’t clean up
their act. Among them, the prophet
leremiah was the crankiest, but he was
also perhaps the best informed. He was
fond of sitting atop the bills overlooking
the encampment. a vantage point that a-
lowed him to see the idiotic behaviour of
his compatriots, and, off in the distance,
the smoke and dust of the oncoming
barbarians,

That pretty much describes Dublin's
position: Yet FulureHype iSs considerabl Iy
more than a jeremiad, For al hi bril-
liance and insightinto a dangeroussitua-
tion, Dublin exercises a profound sense
of humour, and at key points in his argu-
ments he has the good instinct to expose
what is ridiculous with wit and [aughter,
abeit without letting anyone or anything
off the hook..The result 1s a highly read-
able book that is of great penetration
and urgen%.

As aformer urban planner, |’ d recom-
mend that this book be made compulso-
ry reading for anyone involved in the
profession as either a student or a func-
tionary. | suspect that FutureHype's per-
tinence to other professions, given the
general crisis of method our society is
mired in, is equally crucial. For the gen-
eral reader, at whom the book is accu-
rately and accessibly aimed. thereis a
wedlth of insights about our society —
insights that no one else has expr essed
quite so clearly.

So buy this book Read it from cover
to cover. [

fe W ATIHL AT L STl P w L w T e w e AR



In the land

of the s e

Ey RMyma Kostash

HISTORY
by Lavrence Liartin
Doxublcday, 320 pages, S26.95 clath
(ISBN 0 385 25230 7)

BACK in 1986 it was one of
our more perverse pleasures
at the breakfast table to read
Lawrence Martin's rookie col-
umn from Moscow in the
Globe and Mail, What stupen-
dougly naive observation
would he have to make this
day about Soviet Society-its
agreeable orderliness? its
soulfulness? |{S heart-warming
collective-mindedness?

Granted, Martin had a wor-
thy aim: to break Canadians’
dépendence on  American
media interpretations of the
Evil Empire, to deliver some-
thing other than tbe ‘Stereo-
type story” of the ‘god-

amned dissdents” as Ben
Bradlee, ennui-ridden editor
of the Washington Post, put it,
to uncover for himself the as-
tonishing revelation that Rus-
sians don’'t have fangs. I'm
sorry to say, however, that
having a Canadian in a
Moscow bureau doesn't guar-
antee US a perceptive or
thoughtful aternative ae-
count.

There is one enormous dif-
ference in Martin’s perspec-
tive between those initially
artless columns and the book
he has written after finishing
his three-year stint in
Maoscow: he no longer tries to
cover up for the sheer awful-
ness of everyday life in the So-
viet Union. In fact, he admits
to “paffes Of judgement® and
goes on to give avivid and
Pun ent report of its misery at
be Tevel of the food shop, the
restaurant, the provincial
hilhway. But this IS the stan-
dard stuff of travellers’ ac-
counts, not to mention of the
current Soviet press itself.

More interesting are his
out-of-the-ordinary experi-
ences. May Day, 1986, for ex-

LAY A

ample, whea locd television
gave 55 minutes to coverage
of the official parade, and less
than aminute t0 Chomobyl
(the usual spelling, Cher-

nobyl, is a Russian variant of

the hame of this Ukrainian
city). His visit to Kabul, where
he was advised to look as un-
Russian as possble to avoid

ing beaten to desth by an
Afg a(\ln sz%i]b His vigt to
Magadan in Siberia, acit
where no one would talk tg
him about the slave labour
that had toiled in tbe nearby
gold mines.

Judging from hll conversa-
tions with all kinds of folk
from collective-farm man-
-S to prostitutes, he seems
to have covered quite a bit of
social territory, athough it's
b¥ no means clear how many
of these contacts were casud
and how many he spoke to
without an interpreter. Heis a

enial narrator. But halfway
through the book | began to
find hI's breezy, gee-whiz tone
alitde irritating, hll indiscrim-
inate piling up of glasnost
anecdotes wearing. Martin
sees dl, hears dl, but hasn't a
very good idea what to do
with it.

Ifiad it appalling, for exam-
ple, that a journalist who
spent three years in the Soviet
Union falls to note that the of-
ficia celebration of the Mil-
lennium_ of Chrigtianity in
Russia (SiC) was a usurpation
of an event that belonged to
Kiev, in Ukraine, and to the
suppressed Ukrainian Ortho-
dox church, a suppression he
liiwise failsto notein his
tender admiration of the
Kremlin's “fresh face” turned
to religion. That he talks
about the ‘ethnic” passion
and turmoail of the Armenians
and Azerbaijanis in the same

aragraph in which he refers
o0 the 198 nationdlities of the
Soviet Union, as though these
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were squabbling ﬁ'rouplet_s of
minorities rather than nations
in struggle with the bonds of
fm YIS% That he ha'f recgurs?
0 patronizing bromide O
bored westerners abroad in
the laud of the savage: that
Russans, not yet ‘spoiled” by
technology, aré ‘closer to the
soil, closer to literatnre, Capa-
ble of running greater depths
of feding,” etc., as though
this were something other
than a people made to endure
chronic shortages, economic
underdevelopment and terror-
ization Of thelr very self-ex-
pression, in languagg, in liter-
ature, in persond relations.
To Iake relief, as Martin does,
in their lack of “materidism’
IS to demongtrate foolishness
as well as condescension:
while Martin blisses out on
commercia-free Soviet televi-
sionprogramming, the boys

and qirls of Khreschatyk
Boulevard lay out hard-earned
rubles for T-shirts that say
Coca-Cola

But all these materials are
background; foregrounded in
the book in unwavering, daz-
ding light is Mikhail Gor-
bachev. “From day one” Mar-
tin writes, ‘| had taken a
higlily positive line on Gor-
bachev. My instinets told me
to believe him. . . .” One
could wish of a journdigt,
even a perspicacious Canadi-
an One, @ more ngorous uide
than hls instinctual seif. Some
superego is in order here as
we encounter, over and over
again, without the dlightest
note of enquiry or_even skep-
ticism, the White Tornado of
the Kremlin, this bolt of pure
energy, passionate idealism,
and moral superiority clean-
ing up the Stalinist M&Sin Al
comers of the realm. Or as
Martin refers to him in all se-
rlousness: the Great Red

H%Je._ )

his is not to deny the
heroic effort of thosé ele-
ments of the political leader-
ship seeking to drag the Sovi-
€t Union into the 1960s. But
Martin makes two large mis-
takes, it seams to me. One is

rallS o
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to fail to understand his man,
amistake that Soviet journal-
ists do not make: far from
being a revolutionary or even
amaverick, Gorbachev is the
establishment the Party sec-
retary Who has appointed
more KGB alumni to the Polit-
buro than anyone before him,
A centrist trying to cover both
flanks, and a post-Stalinist
whose redlization of the ne-
cessity of changing the sys-
tem comes from the system’'s
breakdown. not from the
needs of his own personality.
Secondly, Martin shows, by
the very tifle of the book, Little
sense of history — how soci-
eties get from A to B. In his
view, Gorbachev is the Great
Tsar who will take matters
into his ewn hands, banish
the bad advisers and sign the
decrees liberating the
ants. In this dew, the 72 mil
lion participaats in 40,600 un-
official grassroots groups do
not exist, there are no tear-
g'as@_ed_ miners, arrested
elsinki monitors, under-
ground worshippen, exiled
Schoolteachers, dead poets —
all those unsung citizens
whose collective and accumu-
lated experience, “in the
depths,” of sdlf-organization.
resstance, and imagination
made faith with a reconstruct-
ed Soviet redity long before
the glittery arrival of the
Great Red Hope and his noisy
retinue. O

How it

must be
By Gaty Draper

WORMWOOD

by Seén Virgo

Exile Editions (General), 172 poges,
$14.95 paper (13BN 0 920428 193)

SEAN VIRGO iS a restless writ-
er who thrives on challenge.
He does not, for example, re-
strict himself {0 asingle form:
he has published poetry,
short stories, and a novdl.
Wormwood is his most recent
collection of short fiction, and
it benefits from the author’'s
experience in other forms.
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Like poems, these stories are
condensed and highly pol-
ished. But they also have the
narrative power of much
longer works.

Worsnwood is abook’ that
can literally take the reader’s
breath away, primarily be-
cause of the shattering inten-
sity of some of the stories,
and because of the astonish-
ing breadth of the writer’s
imagination and craft. The
stories here are haunting.
beautiful. intense, naturalistic,
mythic, occasionally funny,
frequently disturbing. always
cregi ble. aiways absorbing.

Let's start with diversity. In
10 stories, Virgo takes the
reader fmm Ontario’s small
towns and cottage country,
across the Canadian prairie to
the west coast, then outward
to Ireland, to Melanesia, to a
nameless (but vividly red
Third World battleground.
Nothing is lost here: every
world is fully realized, largely
because the author has an eye

and an ear, and a nose =—
thisis a very sensua book)
for the tellingdetail.

Hig people range f{gm rEhe
very young to very old; t
aremaeand femae. stu %/
clever, sensitive, brutal. Four
of the stories are told in the
first person, and the four nar-
rators are ail very different
from one another, and all
utterly convincing. They are,
in turn, a writer visiting the
Sclomons, a self-educated
water diviner on the prairies,
a young man being held in
custody in Ireland for posses-
sion of a gun. and Lilith,
drawn from the lustful, vam-
pirelike woman of Jewish leg-
end. It is possible, | think, to
tune in to the voices any-
where and know which story
you're in. Piper, the prairie
rainmaker, pauses after his
first Rood of narrative to say,
“That has to be the most
words | ever set down on
paper since | quit schoal.”
Lilith opens the story named
for her with these words: ‘I
woke to the cry of the stones.
The moisture that seeps
through my walls was calling
me."

There is equally a remark-
able variety of tone and sub-
ject here. “Alex,” for example,
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is an aging Ukrainian immi-
grant to Canada whose past
and present don't add up to a
manageable whole. his deaf-
ness a symbol of his inability
to understand the world that
has changed around him.
“Snake Oil,” based on an
atrocity that occurred in
Guatemala in 1982, is a horri-
fying depiction of man's inhu-
manity, Both stories are abso-
lutely credible. One of Virgo's
strengths is that he can take
the reader into lives and
places far, far removed from
the reader’s own, and make

the reader say, “Yes, thisis
how it must be. Thisis how
life feels” “Running on

Empty” is a wickedly funny
tail tale about (among other
things) looking for rain in the
drought-stricken prairies and
finding |ove (more or less) in-
stead. Life fedls like this, too.
Unity is not a necessary
virtue of short story collec-
tions, though the presence of
some ties that bind is always a
bonus. What, if anything,
holds this book together?
First, the wonderful crag of
the writer, the sheer technical
achievement. of the prose it-
sdf. Consider, for example,
the openi n%lines from “The
Running of the Dear”:
The air outside the church
was alive and sparkiing. |ce
motes swarmed, winking.
around the clouds of breat
on the steps, and the side-
wak and ears were aglint
with hoar frost, the bare
trees furred with it. In one
hour, the world had changed.

The prose is rhythmic without
drawing attention to its
rhythm. The brevity of the
concluding sentencé mirrors
the brevity of the time it
means to convey. Words like
‘sparkling” and “winking”
and, more surprisingly.
“aglint” convey perfectly the
interplay of light and frozen
air. Thisis a story about ~—
amoug other things — the
passage of time. The opening
paragraph introduces the
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reader to that mystery with-
out hitting him over the head
with it. Finally, one can't help
noticig? the importance of the
natural world in this little
church-porch scene, more es
pecially the wonderful alive-
ness of the “furred” trees, the
“ ing” ice-motes.

What holds the book to-
gether, besides fine writing?
Primarily it isthe recurrence,
within the rich variety, of cer-
tain themes and images. Al-
most aii the stories touch in
some way on the relation of

man to nature. In some (most *

notably, perhaps, the title
story) there is a, elear conflict
between the forces of civiliza-
tion and the forces of the
wilderness. In others (such as
‘Running on Empty” or
“Lilith"} there is a mvthic
sense of the deep interpene-
tration of human and natural
forces. Animals figure very
largely in these stories, not al-
ways as obvioudly as the
metaphorical “iguanas’ of
“Snake Oil” or the literal bear
of Wormwood.” Bears, inci-
dentally, are glimpsed in the
shadows of these stories often
enough to serve as akind of
totemic device.

The other major theme
here is change. The stories
frequently deal with peeple in
moments of crisis, trying to
adapt to new — and some-
times shocking — redlities.
There is also historical
change: characters remember
or pursue their pasts. Anim-
portant recurring idea is that
of alteration: the bear in
“Wormwood” identifies the
painful presence of humanity
by the "altered” things. The
[ife of the miracle worker of
“Snake Qil” was changed
when, in histenth year, “the
unclouded voice of aterations
had come to hi.”

Is there anything not to
like? Yes. | hope that Sen
Virgo is better served by his
editors and his proof-readers
in his next book. He deserves
to be. It may seem churlish to
complain about typographical
faults, but they are so fre-
quent in thii book that | found
myself regularly being taken
from the story. A story isa
spell, aritual, made of words.
A word that doesn't make

e ae mem
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sense breaks the spdl, dis-
rupts the ritual, and takes the
reader from inside the story
back to the surface. | was
taken to the surface so often
by typosin this book that |
started to get the bends. It is
very frustrating to be awak-
ened from Virgo's powerful
dreams by “writtem,” “appolo-
gize,” "venemous,” “priv-
elege,” ‘termor,” “amd,”
“aain.” And the editor who did
not tell Sedn Virgo that the
word “alright” isan ungainly,
distracti nqhbl ot on the page
did both the writer and his
readers a real disservice.
What's happening at Exile
Editions? People who are
smart enough to publish a
book this good should be
smart enough to keat it with
the care it deserves.

This is a splendid collection
of stories by a writer at the
peak of hisform. Or maybe
that’s not fair to say. There
meg/ be greater challenges
and achievements yet to
come. Better to say, perhaps,
that for now there are peaks
enough in Wormwood to safis-
fy the
reader. O

most demanding

Choosing
a life
By Barbara Novak .

THE FIRE
Jane Rule

acmillan, 252 pages, $14.95 paper
(ISBN 7715 9529 8)

————
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RELATIONSHIPS — between
friends. lovers. or family
members -— are at the heart
of Jane Rul€ sfiction. Yet her
no& are about individuals,
not relationships:-shie reminds
us that relationships have no
existence apart from the peo-
pie who form them.

After the Fire begins with a
death and ends some nine
months later with a bii. The
relationship that results in
this birth Is a virtual non-
event, over before the novel
begins, significant only in that
it created a new life. At the
other extreme is the relation-
ship between Henrietta and
Hart In just afew defily writ-
ten passages, Rule conveys
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the depth of low and respect,
of interdependence and com-
mitment, that forms the basis
of their long and successful
marriage. And with great sen-
Stivity, compassion, and even
humour she portrays the con-
flicts that arise for Henrietta
when. through illness, the
man she loves gradualy. turng
into a stranger. She ViSits hi
regularly on the mainland,
where hé now lives in an ex-
tended-care facility.

_ Between these extremes of
indifference and love lies a
wide range of emotiona con-
nections among the charac-
ters who people After the Fire.
At the centre Of the novd is
30-year-old Karen Tasuki,
who IS Stru gllngﬂto learn
how to live alone, having fled
Vancouver after the end of au
eight-year love affair. Here on
one of the Gulf Idands she
has severa possible role mod-
eés. There's the above-men-
tioned Henrietta who lives
done. her spirits sustained by
memories of her hu

when he was stil| healthy:

Wholly acceﬁtl ng what had
happened to him and who he
was non might make visitin

easer. but it would rob her 0
his companionship in her
mind for all the time she was
alone. She didn't lie about his
condition even to herself, but
she put it out Of her mind.

From Henrietta. Karen learns
somethii about the transito-
ry nature of love.
Another idand resident. the
elderl?{ Miss James, has a-
ways lived alone. Having run
away from her family (who
subSequently - disinherited
her). she travelied ail over the
world. earning a living as a
teacher, until her retirement
on the island, Karen admires
the nay Miss James has been
able to make her own choices
and take pleasure in them.

[Karen] Was coming to un-
d‘érstand thet If sheg was to
have alife_it must be a delib-
erate ONe. The exercising of
choice at every leve ill
seemed au e>_<haust|nck; and
unnatural business, like col-

lﬁcting stage props before a
play could begin. But unless
SNE began, SNe might wat In

the wings of her own life
forever.

s e me e wma

Karen recoils from Milly, a
woman in her mid-40s, whose
divorce has left her hitter and
petulant, full Of seltrighteous
certitude about how people
ought to behave. And Karen

riends a young woman
named Bed, who is much bet-
ter at PIVI ng than receiving,
and only gradually leaming {0
trust From her Karen learns
something about the true ua-
ture Of friendship.

While Karen learns some-
thing from each of these
women, as characters they au
develop and grow in their‘own
right There Is nothing arbi-
trary or contrived in the plot;
itis’utterly believable that a
group of peogle could influ-
ence One another in precisely
the manner that these women
do. The changes they under-

o are relalively “gentle,
though significant. and are all
the more redligtic for that

Occasionaly, however.
Rule's control of the structure
fakers. The most glaring ex-
ample is where she ends one
chapter with Henrietta driving
off the ferry, having just re-
turned from the mainland,
and begins the next chapter
back in time, with Henrietta
still On the mainland. And she
does, occasiondly. have a ten-
dency as author to intrude in
the narrative: but her intru-
sons are S0 cleverly worded
(“The healing wound of
Karen's pride had begun to
itch™ that they would with-
stand even the most ruthless
editor’s pencil. O

by Robert Hilles
Thisticdows, 63 pages, $9.95 paper

(ISBN 0 920633 61 7)
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IN THIS aggtb finally, neoessaltjir
poems are being written an

published by women, scrap-
Ing the edge of politesse and
politique off the abuses en-
dured in the hands of fathers
and brothers, the crucial
agony of discovering their ob-
jectness in this society. In
contrast, a search for the male

g

e )

gtic view uncovers (apart
rom perhaps in the work of
Phil Hall) either silence (not a
fit subject?) or a perpetuation
of the unexamined
leads to the same kinds of re-
lationships (the not-me syn-
drome?. Not so, for the moat
part, | think, Robert Hilles's

new poems. ]

In his latest book, Hilles
traces a poetry of love for his
daughter Breanne, and this

efry is suffused with trust
or the child, for the essentia
and critica independence of
the child, the child never as
an empty vessdl to be filled
with the ideology of domi-
nance/otherness that shores
up the maleness of thii soci-

. This trust, accompanied
by au examination of seif and
areadiness to learn, on the
part of the wriler, is the oppo-
gte of what occurs when the
father/child relationship is
structured by an evidence of,
a stain of, a cfrcumstance Of
power. For that matter, it is
the opposite of what occurs
when the poem is structured
by a circumstance Of power,

self that ,

the shored-up power of the
\(/vrlter, Endl r;g, the_[tJerfecft
manipulator} repostory o
cleverness Or fed(iarﬁ)(). i
Possibly because he doesn't
work with a rhetorical, public
surface that screams fury at
the reader, Hilles’s previous
work (The Surprise Element,
1982; An Angel in the Works,
1983) has gone relatively un-
noticed. Those who have no-
ticed have aPpreu aed his ap-
roach. Hilles, echoing the
est Coast poets Jack Spicer
and Robin Blaser who have in-
fluenced and perturbed him.
isn't interested in “the poem’
as iconic, lyrica whole where
the author disappears behind
a veil of “feeling.” As a result
@f in speaking Of poetry one
can USe such a lecutionl) his
work in longer sequentid
forms, using concentrated
pronouns and syntactic turns,
produces a quiet, meditative
tone in which the reader sees
the eye (I) () trying to speak
itself without censoring its
own incompletion and decen-
tredness. [n Hilles's love
poems the figure of self/poem

Ie0 =
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is not “angel” but “angel in
the works!

N Ortlasting the Landscape,
Hilles has shrugged off the
need to even elicit an angel.
In these poems an experien-
tial surface is used to explore
and meditate on the nature of
existence, death, our relation
in language, the possibility of
intimacy, the tremorous rela-
tion of male, [oarent (the fa
ther) and child (the daugh-
ter). Two charged words! His
approach is multifarious, not
based on a split between the
brain and body, and not cen-
tred in the father's ego or in
his una(‘iu&tloned assumption
of “maleness.” It is Hilles's
most fully redized work to
date: it is meditative but not
selffocused, rather is rooted
deeply in the clutter of the
world” (albeit a middle-class,
white. comfortably urban
world in the western hemi-
sphere). The poems are
durable’as individua pieces,
but are not “closed-in” as a
book, as if he has brought the
skills. from the sequences of
his earlier work, the turns and
quiet rhythms, to extend the
individual poem past “lyrical
completeness,” which isalie
anyhow. Here the poems are
not lyrica fireworks where
the author disappears and
doesn't admit his own effect
on ‘the view.” _

The work is more narrative
than his earlier work and as
such feds at first more con-
ventional. But hi narrative iS
not used asa hook and lineto
pull the readers through the
author’s magnificent insights,
which emerge fully, asin a
fable by Aesop, in the final
lines. Rather, the narratives of
the father and daughter, the
father and hi own father, the
possible failures of “father-
ness,” emerge from the atten-
tiveness to ch and words
and materia evidence of the
world. Instead of on the story,
the poems focus on how
words and speech work, how
language can discuss any one
thing, or more than one thing.
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How anger, love, incapacity
are feelings that are inter-
twined and must be admitted
and worked on.

A word that is repeatedly
worked around is “fragility,”
the fragllity of humanness and

rowth and love in the face of

ie world, the fragility of any
feeling in our approach to-
ward death, of any gesture.
This fragility, and his recogui-
tiou and admission of it, re-
duces posturing to zero.
When Hilles does get to his
‘sdf,” it's not as ego but as
left and right brain, in two
poems, one for each side of
this brain:

At night, I awake holding my

head, the

left hemisphere throbbing,

anger growing

like a cancer through the

words folded

together there. My life indeni-

ed by the

order, by the spark of nerve

an

meeting. Mechanical devices
are plasted

around my house io ease my
descent inlo

old age. I do not knot the
loneliness of

eack hemisphere encased so
close to the

olfer but strangers possing
data like

distant relatives pass dinner
plates.

II:;? right brain eats what the

cannot cosnssume., If sleeps at
night

inside its cave of bone.

For months it doss not wake,

Interpreting the world 1N I11S

sleep.
Relying on the left brain fo
hold

up the system.

His anima poems, too, are

ecial: Not the iconic animals
of noise and power, the mam-
mals Who are safe because
they resemble i, but poems
to the human fom the fly and
the ant, and from the human
to the crocodile. Of course,
like al such creations of the
imagination these voices
show more about the author’'s
impulses and ideological con-
structs than about the *ani-
mal” who speaks, but Hilles
clearly uses this on purpose;
he is speaking Of himself, but
has chosen to do it by not

maki ng himself the centre. A
necessary awarenessl

The only thing I'm hesitant
about in this collection is the
usua lyrical support for the
social structure Of the middle-
%353’ lyrvlvcr;te f%nrlly, in Wh|cg

e lyric/non-lyric image an
base of “the family” 1s used
without questioning its privi-
lege, Or ItS status as a doe-
trine. Of course, one might
well argue, thisis not the
“goal” Of the POEMS, NOr can
every poem en%age in socid
critique. But thereis some-
thing already in the vision of
‘thefamily” that, unques-
tioned, perpetuates one and
only one vision Of family: the
hetero couple, their children.
Not all of us live in these fami-
lies, and we till pay taxes!
My enly quibble. | don’t mean
to say Hilles's poetry should
represent something for ev-
eryone, or speak outside of
his experience, but the hege-
mony of the image should at
least be named, uoticed,

Still, Hilles does often ques-
tion the purpose and role of
writing itself, and thus break
its ‘purity” of surface: “I am
trying to say what is beautiful
and what isa’t asif measuring
was a real instinct!” This
awareness of the false surface
of words helps him question
the power in relationships
with others. addressing his
daughter. in the poem *“Tone
and Light,” he says. ‘My
daughter is not you,” knowing
what he has created does not
and cannot over speak for her.
Leaving her room to spegk for
her self.

| respect that. How many
other Ports. and fathers, can
open as much Space as they
take up? O

Family
happiness

By Kent Thompson

HOMESICK

by Guy Vanderhaeghe
McClelland & Stewart, 292 pages,
$24.95 cloth (ISBN ¢ 7710 8695 4)

IT WON'T alter your mind any.

Guy Vanderhaeghe’s new
novel” Homesick is a book that
you can put on — some of us

can put on -like an old coat
A familiar coat. But a good
coat, a coat made to last the
years, a coat that is never out
of fashion, a coat to be ad-
mired. Thisisavery good
novel. .

But not flashv. It IS written
about and perhaps for those
of us who live in or grew up in
small rural towns — with the
%arage, the hotel, the Blue-

ird Restaurant, the feed
store, and the old man who
talk to one another in grunts
and pauses and frequently dis-

agree.

gAlec Monkman is one of
those men. He'smade a lot of
money without exactly mean-
lug to; he took it up to occup!
his mind after his wife died.
He's a cantankerous old coot
(now), and his daughter Vera
|sequally stubborn. Two of a
kind. Pot cdling the kettle
black. When his wife died
Alec Monkman thought it
only right and patural to take
Vera out of high school to
keep house for him and the
boy, Earl, He “ever does see
he did anything wrong. Vera
never forgives him, and runs
off (it is the middle of World
War ID) to join the Canadian
Women's Army Corps and
makes her way as best she
can after that.

One of her jobsisthat of @’
usherettein a city cinema,
where her rough tongue is an
asset But the projectionist be
comes an unwanted suitor,
and one Of the funniest scenes
in the novel isthe marriage
proposal he makes while
she's hiding in the bathroom.
Moreover, he won't take no
for an answer, and the ensu-
lug pursuit leads to a broke”
shop-window and Vera's brief
but happy marriageto the
shop-owner, 8" educated, ex-
otic (to Vera — he's Jewish)
ma” who dies suddenly, leav-
ing her with a s0”. It is be-
cause she fears her son is
being corrupted by the city
(he'swearing hishair in a
DA, for heaven's sake) that
she decides to return home,
where she and the old man
don’t get along any better
than they ever did. You'll
probably recognize them:
you'll know people like them.

But that’s not the excel-
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lence of the novel. The value
of the novel is that Vander-
haeghe demonstrates that
there is no such thing as an
unmized Motive or an uncom-
plicated emotion. Vera as-
sumes her father has neglect-
ed her mother’'s grave
because, to her mind, that's
exactly the kind of thing he
would do. So with her son she
marches off to the cemetery
to cPut things proper = only t0
find that a new Stone has heen
erected and. what's more, the
site has bee” carefully tend-
ed, and recently. She's out-
raged. Her expéctations have
been denied and her moral
conceit revealed.

And her father, athough he
neither repents nor apolo-
%_Iees for taking her out of

igh school, smply will not
play the villain, He's kind and
?enerous to a number of aged
ayabouts whem she wants to
Sweep out of the house, in-
cluding one Huff Driesen, a
foul-mouthed. lecherous.
drunken old diabetic. Old
Monkman gives him his _|n{ec—
tions when Driesen iS t00
scared to go home and face
his daughter. So Verais per-
suaded to do the #ob (she
does) and old Huff exposes
himself (stupid old feel) and
she takes the broom to him —
and moves out of the house
with her soiL

Alice Munro has demon-
strated in her fiction that life
in a small rural town is hard
and frequently savage. There
isn't the comforting veneer of
urban civilization to induce
delusions about humanity.
But for Vanderhaeghe there
is not only a great dedl of gen-
eral wickedness and stupidity
in asmall town, but aso (as
old Monkman and his S%rand-
son Daniel demonsirate)
some virtuous acts, and even
virtuous people. Mr. Stutz,
right-hand man to Alec
Monkman in his business en-
terprises, is such a person. He
isaChristian. Not abern-
again Christian, Not a prosely-

Fa

tizer, but a quiet Christian
who, without saying S0, dedi-
cates his life to serving oth-
ers. He helps old Alec, night
and day. He helps Vera and
her son. You won't find his
like in too many modem nov-
els, but he is not so rare as
OU tnight think in small rural
owns.
If you have a background

anything like mine, 'you'll.

probably” enjoy Homesick for
Its recognizable people and its
home truths. It Is. as we ex-
pect from Guy Vanderhaeghe,
extremely well written. But
the value of the novel is more
than that. \anderhaeghe set”
out to demongtrate pirtue in
all s difficulty. It ain’t easy —
either to achieve virtue Or to
write about it. But Vander-
haeghe succeeds. It is a fine,
rare accomplishment.

Not recommended for
urban postmodernists. O

I’s a
battlefield

By H. R. Percy
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ONE, 1904-1939
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$28.95 cloik (ISBN 0 88619 229 3)
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FREQUENTLY, during the ear-
lier chapters of this biogra-
phy, | had the feeling that |
waslearning more about the
Me of Graham Greene than |
cared to know (“He cut his
first tooth on 6 July 180§,
and with some 750 ?ages and
another volume looming
ahead | read on with appre-
hension; yet by the end of the
book | found myself regret-
ti n% there was not more.

~One reason for my conver-
sion was that thé author
quotes copioudy from the
writings, including the |etters
and diaries, of his subject, and
over the 35-year span of the
book both the life of Graham
Greene and the writing style
that Mr. Sherry demonstrates
as evolving from it gain vadtly
in interest and significance.

This is not to denigrate the
writing Of Mr. Sherry himself.
Indeed, there are times when
it would have bee” preferable

o
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tO an over-reliance on quota-
tion. This is especially true of
Greene' s epistolary wooing of
Vivien Dayrell-Browning,
which went on prolificall
from March 1925 until their
marriage in October 1927.
Not that Green€'s letters to
Vivien are lacking in signifi-
cant and revealing passages,
but these lie embedded in the
tailings of the writer's extrava-
gant and sometimes abject
passion, which might have
been better conveyed with a
certain objectivity and with
greater brevity. SO enam-
oured of Miss Browning was
Greene that he not only em-
barked for her sake on the
conversion to Roman Catholi-
cism that was to have such a
profound influence on his
work, but when she confessed
to a morbid fear of sex he pro-

sed to submit himself to the
iving hell of a celibate mar-
riage. Because of the one-sid-
edness of this quoted corre-
spondence, Vivien's views and
feelings being deducible only
through Greene's responses,
ghe comes across unjustly as
a frigid, even a cruel woman.
Itisonly after their marriage
(far from celibate) that she is
revealed as a person capable
of great warmth. devotion.
and sacrifice.

Mr. Sherry finds himself at
the start c&fronted with a
clutter of incidental informa-
tion, which he apparently re-
solved to get out of the way as
directly as possible, so that
only slowly does a discernible
narrative Row emerge fmm
this amorphousness.

Graham Greene's child-
hood, like many aaother writ-
er's, was not happy. His fami-
ly lived at Berkhamsted
School, of which his father
was headmaster. This alone
was a liability to one of
Greene's nervous and reticent
temperament, especially when
in 1918 he became a boarder
instead of living at home. Per-
haps inevitablg, he became
the butt of asubtle bully, asa
result of whose persecutions,
and his parents' failure to per-
ceive the depth of his unhap-
piness, Greene made severd
clumsy attempts at suicide
and eventually had a nervous
breakdown. He was sent to
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live with and receive treat-
ment from a psychiatrist of
dubious qualification but ex-
traordinary insight, who at
|east gave his patient the will
to rise above his introverted
nature to face, and |ater delib-
erately to seek out, the harsh-
e redities of life But his
mental and emotional stress
remained such that in his
early Oxford days he took to
playing solitary games of Rue
sian roulette; not, he ex-
phained, because he wished to
die, but because he needed
the exhilaration to dispel his
fits of unutterable boredom.

With great skill and tenaci-
ty Mr. Sherry traces roots put

own by these and later expe-
riences through the dark sub-
strata of Greene's psyche
until they break surface and
burgeon magnificently in his
later novels. Greene was, and
apparently till is, a man of
many dichotomies; and, as
novelist \Waker Allen is quot-
ed as saying, of “powerful id-
iosyncrasy.” His greatness lay
not merely in turni n? these
characteristicsto hisliterary
purpose, but in deliberately
exploiting them to intensify
and render more adventurous
thelife out of which his work
was to grow.

It is surely no accident that
the baok becomes noticeably
more intense and gripping at
the point where, in 1933,
Greene gets his first hazy
glimpse of the blighted liter-
ary terrain and its tortured in-
habitants — that battleground
of good and evil — that has
become known as Greene-
land, and that would give us
Brighion Rock, The Power and
the Glery, and subsequent
masterpi eces.

Thus in 1934 Greene per-
suaded his cousin Barbara,
who had “just had a glass or
two of champagne’ to join
him on a safari through the
unexplored Interior of Liberia.
Both were totally unaware of
the difficulty and danger of
such an enterprise, but in face
of appalling hardship and pri-
vation they saw it through.
Greene came away a changed
man. with

a sense of something very old
. .« . Very cruel, but with
something dignified in its

dirt. . . . and perhaps more
worth preserving than the
bright Slick streamlined civi-
lization which® tHreatens
it...

In 1938 Greene made,
alone, an equally arduous and
even more fruitful journey
through Mexico, which his bi-
ographer many years later fol-
lowed, as he had dogged the
steps of all Greene's wander-
ings. Out of this Immediacy of
observation comes a fascinat-
ing view of the novelist's ac-
cretion of experience and an
equally fascinating insight
into the creative process that
produced The Power and the
Glory. This aone makes the
book a must for any serious
student of fiction.

This biography has a sort of
crescendo quality which par-
allelsthe growing intensity of
Graham Greene's living and
tbe increasing significance of
his work. If at the outset one's
response is lukewarm, one
lays the book down in a be-
mused state of something like
awe, and with regret that vol-
ume two is not immediately to
hand. O

Close to
home and

far away

By Helen Fogwill Porter
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BLIND DATE
by Susan Kerslake

Pottersfickd Press, 112 pages, $9.95
paper (ISBN 0 919001 53 X)

by Barry Dempster
Oberon, 191 pages, $15.95 paper
(ISBN 088750 760 3)
BEFORE | read these two
books | was familiar with the
work of Susan Kerdake but
had never read anything by
Barry Dempster. Now Pm a
fan of both writers.

Kerslake’s unique touch in
dealing with the frailty ‘of
human existence and relation-
ships, her subtle yet sure han-
dling of fear, terror, love, and
guilt, have endeared her to a
growing number of readers.
In“You Are Here,” asin most
of the other stories in Blind
Date, Kerslake tells us a little
less than we need to know.

VLS .
Pm sure this is ddliberate;
when | reflect back on such
stories | see that she'sright in
holding back certain facts.
When the young woman in
this stork/_ eaves a building

in

after looking at an apartment
there she sees hersdlf in a
mirror in a shop window: “She
checked herself over, each
side, front and then back. A
peculiar whitish spot wasin
the centre of the cloth. Oh
God. Christ Almighty. Spit”
We're not told why she and
her husband are in this
strange, threadbare city. But
we know how they andthe cit-
izens feel.

WE ve seen so much televi-
sion coverage of famine and
death in the Third World that
we're amost hardened to
what goes on. A story like
Kerslake's  ‘Foreigner,”
telling as it does of a Canadi-
an doctor’s desperafe struggle
to understand the people
she’s-serving, sets what's hap
pening before us with horrify-
ing clarity. After reading a
bronze memorial plague that
tells in three languages of the
generals and the brave men
who had fought and died in
battle, “We thought she'd
gone to sleep standing up
'?%ain’ shegot so quiet . . .

en she kicked dii on the
words. . . .* Wiere doesit
say about the women and chit-
dren?” she asks. “Where?’

Perhaps because most of
the stories in the Kerslake
collection are sombre | was
happy to get to “Margaret’s
Dreams.” Its tongue-in-cheek
account of Margaret's close
encounters with her New Age
sister-in-law, newly named
Tansy, gave me great plea
sure and a few idess.

Susan Kerslake's |language
Is the language of a poet 00
casionally she overdoes it,
with such phrases as “the Sig-
nature of her ear,” but most of
tbe time she's right on.

Like Kerslake, Barry Demp-
ster has away with |language
but he is generally more or-
thodox in style. The storiesin
Witing Home are much
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longer than those in Blind
Data; they succeed equaly
well. However, having had no
previous acquaintance with
Dempster's work, | might well
have stopped reading after
the title story ifT had not been
asked to review the book.
Once into the second story ¥
redlized that the first had
been mainly an introduction
to a series of tales about the
inhabitants of fictional Cliff
Park Road in Scarborough,
Ontario. As one story ends
and the next one begins the
viewpoint switches from
nelghbour to neighbour, em-
phasizing the vast gulf be-
tween a person% own self-con-
cept and the way another
looks a him or her.

In “Beyond the Tomato-
Patch,” Marion Pamer, a kind
of anti-hem who has trouble
with alcohol and a number of
other things, is convinced that
al of his neighbours have
made more of their lives than
he has:

In the economy of |ove Marlon

Palmer isan old green peony,

a clinking heart. . . . There

are no similarities behveen
himself and Peter Wallace, a
tall. handsome man who rus-

tles when hewalks asif his
limbs are made of something
organic. like leaves. To see

er wheeling Tammy down

the street is to catch a glimpse
of chivalry.

But when Dempster takes
us on to Tammy Wallace,
Palmer's next-door meigh-
bour, we find that chivary is
the last thing on Tammy’s
mind. As she sitsdonein the
wheelchair into which multi-
ple sclerosis has forced her,
she is tired of being the
plucky heroine the world ex-
pects her to be. By the end of
the day she has bruised the
feelings of her teen-age
daughter and quarrelled with
her husband. Im recent years
I've read a great deal about
tbe rights of the disabled but
I’ve come across very few
pieces of fiction from a dis-
abled person’s point of view.
Although you might not ex-
pect to find it in such a story
there’ s humour here, as there
isin most of the other stories.
but there’ s also compassion
and, perhaps most important
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of all, understanding.

The other neighbours are
aso well served by Barry
Dempster. Dash Ainslie iS in
and out of the Queen Street
Mental Health Centre, Walt
Apple longs for a child and
has his longing misunder-
stood. After years of trying to
paint in the traditional way, Jo
Wynters at |ast almost literally
seesthe light. But even then
she must get al her house
work and related cheres done
first: “Since painting is sup
posed to be a pleasure sheig-
noresit” And so it goes.

The stories in Writing Home
arevital and funny, realistic
and sad. They are about ordi-
nary people who Jive on au or-
dinary street. But wasn't it
Margaret Laurence who told
us that there are no ordinary
people? 'm sure Barry Demp-
ster agrees with her. And so
does Susan Kerslake. O

War babies

By Barbara Wade Rose

THE CHILDREN
by Ben Wicks

Stoddari (Genzral), 160 pages, $26.95
cloth (JSBN 7737 23331)

LAST YEAR Ben Wicks pub
lished his first volume of rem-
iniscences of British World
War |l child evacuees, No
Time to Wave Goodbye. With a
foreword by the actor Michael
Caine, who was himself one of
the evacuated children, the
book Br&eented hundreds of
the 9,000 reminiscences b
one-time British schoolchil-
dren that Wicks and hl s assis-
tants collected from over a
year of research. They were
interwoven with Wicks's nar-
rative and account of his own
experience with four sponsor-
ing families in the English
countryside.

The Day They Took the Chil-
dren iS essenfially volume two
of this collection, with more
firsthand accounts by former
evacuees and even less narra-
tive than No Time to Wave
Goodbye. Once again we fol-
low the children from their
homes and classrooms down
to the tran station, wave
goodbye to weeping mothers,
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and ride with them off into the
unknown.

The adventures of the chil-
dren varied with tbe compas-
sion of the country people
who had been paid a small
stipend by the British govern-
ment to take them in. Some
were introduced to new-laid
eggs and rich butter, and
there are many wistful remi-
niscences of freshly baked
bread. Others were not so
well treated. One little girl
was forbidden to sit with the
rest of the family at dinner.
Another was called a dirty plg
by her sponsor when she
began to menstruate. Eleven-

ear-old Sally Koklmsky was
ucky enough to be billeted
with arich family, complete
with a chauffeur, a maid, and
a pampered daughter of their
own. They were astonished
when they discovered that
Sdly washed her own clothes
every nightin the sink. By the
end of severd weeks they
were so impressed with her
sdf-sufficiency they decided,
with the insouciance of the
British gentry, that they
would like to keep her, some
thing like an exotic household
pet. The child was asked to
choose between rich food,
exotic holidays. personal ser-
vants and her own mother,
who had been invited to teato
discuss the barter and sat
“dumbstruck like an aien
from another planet.” Sally
chose her mother. She recog-
nized that the homesickness
she was feeling was not being
affected at all by the wealth
argund her

Modern-day parents who
lose deep worrying about the
correct tone of their chil-
dren’s preschools ‘er who in-
vest mortgage money in the
proper nanny are light years
away from these families who,
with a wave and a kiss, were
split asunder for months and
years. One six-year-old re-
turned from a country village
to find her mother sitiag In
the front parlour talking to a
strange man. She ignored hi

until her mother pointed out
that it was her father home on
leave from the army. Yet it
was the British evacuees who,
in gpite of trauma and home-
sickness for many of them,
were tbe lucky ones— com-
pared to their European
confreres.

The Day They Took the Chil-
dren feels hastily put together
in the wake of the success of
No Time to Wave Goodbye. It
may be cathartic for more of
tbe former evacuees to put
their experiences down on
paper, but it & es Kitle for the
reader when their stories
have not been assembled in
any way that moves the book
as a whole thematically or
dramaticglcla/. Many of the
same anecdotes are told by
different people — trying to
keep brothers and sisters to-
gether, feding unwanted at
the countryside station while
other children are picked
first Reading about them over
and over has an unintended,
ironic effect: the evacuee is
again unwanted whose story
isthe seventh or eighth ver-
sion of one wicks has aready
told. Repetitiveness was a
minor complaint voiced by
critics of No Time to Wave
Goodbye. In a second book it
becomesamagor fault. .

A thoughtful analysis of the
success or failure of the evac-
uation would have been wel-
come. The program, which
had been investigated as a
possibility during wartime as
early as 1924. was the largest
of itskind in British history.
Of these childrenwhose par-
ents chose to defy their gov-
ernment and keep them at
home, 8.000 were killed by
German bombs. Some of the
evacuees moved closer to
danger rather than away from
it when the Allies retreated
northwards in France towards
the British southern coast Of
the children who grew to
enjoy wild flowers or farm anj-
mals or, if they were Iuck_Y_, to
love their foster families,
some still have mixed memo-
ries of the experience. Most
of the adults who had become
parents told Wicks they would
never let their own children
be taken away under-similar
circumstances. O
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CHILDREN'S BOOKS

Dislocation

Loyi has what Sherri wants: a sexnse of place,
one place, one home

By Linda Granfield

ONE OF THE hirthday guests
in Jo Ellen Bogart's latest pic-
ture-book, 10 for Dinner,

(Scholastic, 20 pages, $11.95)

surprises everyone with his
creativity, guaranteeing he'll
be jnvited back Y oung Margo
hasinvited 10 friends to her
party. Bogart presents differ-
ent combinations of guests: 3
guests wore T-shirts and
shorts, 1 guest wore a pink
lace dress’ and so on. The
number of guests, and the ac-
tion, changes with each illus-
trated ge, challenging a
young reader to keep track of
the numbers and solve the
mystery of the enigmatic per-
son in the Hallowe’en devil
costume. The ijllustrations by
Carlos Freire are colourful
and humorous and match the
test precisely. Children can
see their own reactions mir-
rored in the expressions of a
wonderful cat, especialy
when tbe odd guest asks for
“a peanut butter sandwich
with olives and sauerkraut.”

Here's a guest who dares to
be different yet doesn’t aien-
ate. And when the party is
over. guess who stays to clean
up? Bravo!

The strong editing and de-
sign of the Bogart picture-
book is not matched in Patri-
cia Quinlan’s latest effort,
Kevin's Rlagic Ring (Black
Moss Press, 24 pages, $4.95).
Indeed, Black Moss, in pub
lishing a book in this state,
has done the author a disser-
vice. First impressions do
matter, to the purchaser as
well as the reviewer, and it's
hard to justify spending even
$4.95 vshen, fo begin with, the
author’ s name is misspelled
on the cover. Different type-
faces have been inserted
where corrections were made,
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punctuation has been left out,
tbe typesetting has a “cut-and-
paste* look, and there are
spacing problems. The disap-
pointing story and these visu-
al elements detract from the
vibrant illustrations and ap-
pealing cover design by Jirina
Marton, whose tilted settings
are alive with washes and
textures.

A number of recent fiction
titles for the young adult ex-
plore the theme of didoca-
tion, of families moving from
one province or country to an-
other. The obvious paralld
theme of adolescent angst
and maturation is blended
with apeek at life “*abroad,” in
some cases more successfully
than in others.

‘The opening line of Praitie
Pictures by Shirlee Smith
Matheson (McClelland &
Stewart, 111 pages, $9.95) isa
porteat: of the writing to fol-
low: “The town hung like a
necklace of costume jewellery
from the shoulders of the
Trans-Canada highway.” ga?h.
Does a 12-year-old redly
think like thii, or is this story
being told by tbe character,
Sherri Farquhar, as an adult

ears later? Confusion caused

y this ambiguous narrative
voicecloudstheplot *

Young Sherri's father
moves the family three times
in a year because of hi pack-
ing-plant job. The latest move
has brought them to Gardin,
Alberta a month before a new
school year -and an angry
Sherri must face ail those new
kids. Neighbours provide
locdl colour here. and astbe
cover says “times are tough.”
Prairie people are depicted as
Tacking intelligence and social
graces. Good money made on
the job only ereates greed and

e, e v

destruction. A trip to Di-
nosaur Park seems plopped in
to justify the title of the book
Framing bits at the beginning
and end are theenly “photos’
offered the reader.

Perhaps the strongest ele-
ment of the novel isthe sub
plot involving Sherri and Lori
Swenson, the descendant of
an original homesteader In
the area. Lori has what Sherri
wants, a sense of place, one
place, one home, no more
moving. But Lori and Sherrj
get lost in a confusion of sub
plots, most of them inade-
quately developed. A year
passes and Sherri gets what
she's dways wanted — the
family heads back to Calgary.
Too bad this “travelogue” left
out so much.

Mary Woodbury likewise
plants 11-year-old Jenny in a
new home and leaves the
reader to listen to her com-
plaints. Where in the World
Is Jenny Parker? (Ground-
wood. 141 pages, $6.95) is a
television-drama script noth-
ing more. It' s hard to imagine
that any self-respecti n%(}(;)-
year-old could read this book
without laughing — and one
has the feeling that the novel
was not intended as a come-

. While the need for a stor

out terrorism is in itself
questionable, tbe depiction of
terrorists as people with
whom a child couldbattle sue-
cessfully is downright uncon-
scionable. Newspapers and
newscasts are filled with the
bombings, murders, and kid-
nappings: no youngster
should be led to believe a kid
can be victorious because
some terrorists are working
the wrong way but for the
right reasons.

Jenny Parker is avery bad-
terawg)ered character. Again,
Dad’s job takes the family

way, iN this case, to Italy, tbe
land of sunshine and ro-
mance. However, the plot is
as unwieldy as the title, and in
the end, the reader doesn'’t re-
aly care very much about
Jenny’s adventures.

Camel Bells (Ground-
wood, 96 pages, $8.95) is what
tbe other two novels could
have been. The author. Janne

CL R

o —————

Carlsson. won tbe Internation-
al Fiction Contest-Sweden and
the book was trandated by
Angela Bargett-Lindberg.
This is a sensitive portrayal of
young people attempting to
come to grips with their new
reality, here tbe Soviet inva-
sion of Afghanistan. The sub
ject sounds weighty. even off-
putting, but the characters
come dive on the pages.
Y oung Hajdar is by no means
a boy without faults. Like
Jenny and Sherri, Hajdar is a
victim of circumstances: no
one asksif he'd Eke to take
hi mother and sister and flee
to Pakistan under the worst
conditions. His spirit and
strength are remarkable, yet
he retains tbe naiveté and cu-
riosity of ayounger child in
tbe bi 3 city. Life IS changing
around Mm and he is chang-
ing with it, not resisting at

every step. .

Carlsson, unlike the other
fiction authors mentioned, de-
picts Afghani daily life with
humour and attention to de
tail: occasionally he overex-
tends this “documentary” ele-
ment. Young readers will be
interested to learn that the
country people don’t wear
glasses even when they need
them, and will laugh at Haj-
dar's reaction to city dogs
being kept inside houses with
the family. To his community,
dogs are unclean and shou
be kept outside tbe dwelling
at al times. How strange the
city iii — and yet how won-
derfully .entertaining and
dangerous.

Carlsson provides his char-
acters with appropriate
speech and reactions geared
to their ages. Dialogue is
swiftly paced; the plot is well-
formed. A map of the places
mentioned and a brief histori-
cal note give just enough in-
formation. This is the story of
a boy and his nation and
Carlsson never loses sight of
that fact. Yes, “times are
tough,” but history and geog-
raphy are only secondagl in
Coamel Balls. Hgdar's tale is
that of a child-hero who can
find new strengths in himself
and yet still enjoy a dream
and agood laugh. O
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Death ly
dFrowming

In Sandra Bivdsell’s spacious,
strange first novel, an entire community
is doomed to destruction by flood. Or is it?

By Joyce Marshall

FIVE first NOVelS in this lot, all
but one Dy people who are d-
ready published writers in
other fields. and at least three
of such complexity and
strangeness that they ery out
for much more space than I'm
able to give them.

Take Sandra Birdsell's The
Missing Child (Lester &
Orpen Dennys, 320 pages,
$24.95 cloth). A novel by a
writer as skilled a the de-
manding form of the short
story as Birdsell is an event A
%uery too. Can she manage
the larger form? Not to wor
in this case. Hereis al Bir
sdl’s ill at fashionil;F prose,
a homing in on detail, a car-
rying us further, and more
surprisingly, than Seems to be
possible from what has been
presented on the page. Here
IS Spaciousness too. AS well as
the central figure of Minnie
Pullman, who wanders about
in galoshes summer and win-
ter, talking to someone she
cals Jeremy, Birdsell has
given US the portrait of an en-
tire community, Agassiz in
this case ~— Mennonites,
Métis, Mounties, a woman
who mallows live frogs as a
cm-e for cancer, a boy qlfted
with an inginctive knowledge
of the Bible. chapter and
verse, and other eccentrics of
various stripes. The communi-
ty seems thregtened at the be
pinning and by the time
events have worked them-
selves out — murder and
other deaths, ominous mutter-
ings from native people,
events many of which might

seem ludicrous if baldly re-
counted but have mythic
force here — it is doomed to
destruction by flood. Or ig it?
WEe're never quite sure how
much we should accept, how
much is the result smply of
the rather curious workings
of Minni€'s mind. Only Min-
nie knows, as she drifts slowly
downstream in the last pages,
singing t0 hersalf.

Sharon Drache, a0 a short
gory writer, a0, in Ritual
Slaughter (Quarry Press, 166
pages, $11.95 paper): offers a
study of a community, a fic-
tional Hasidic sect that she
calls the Datschlavers. Led by
the rebbe away from the
temptations of Montred, the
sect has established itself in
the Laurentians on the estate
of Richard Vincennes, a
wedthy French Canadian who
protects the group and man-
ages the ghattoir by which it
lives. The situation isn't par-
ticularly credible, nor are
many of the events as they un-
fold (of little importance per-
haps, now that consistency, or
even reasonable inconsisten-
cy, Of characterization iS nO
longer a requirement of fic-
tion). Still the book holds the
interest, especialy in the
many fascinating pages devot-

ed to the religious rituals of |

the sect, including those con-
nected with the ritual baths
women are required to take
dter mendruation The com-
munity is fataly flaved. Vin-
cennes, we discover (or
rather Baruch, a renegade
Datschlaver turned painter,

discovers when he returns
home after the death of his fa
ther, the ritual daughterer)
has been bribed by the sexua
favours Of Baruch’s Sister
Faigele. The hook ends with
the community 1n shambles in
every sense."Vincennes has
sent “the profits from the abat
toir to Switzerland, Faigele
has decided t0 go to Montredl
to live asa Jew in her own
way, and even the rebbe isn't
what he scemed.
Marilyn Bowering has
brought to To All Appear-
ances a Lady (Random
House, 325 pages, $22.95
cloth) (an unfortunately arch
and mideading ttle) the gift
for compression and the spare
sharpness of phrasing and im-
agery that mark the style of
poets when they write prose.
This is a ghost story — an ac-
count of the voyage of Robert
Lamb, an ocean pilot in late
middle age. up the coast of
B.C. in the converted troller
he's just purchased, accompa
nied by the ghogt of Lam Fan.
the Chinese woman who
brought him up after the
death of his white mother, her
adopted sister, soon after his
birth. He does't know that
he'sin search of his past, the
circumstances of his birth,
the identitv of his father, until
the ghost,-a delightfully acer-
bic creation. makes it clear to
him that thisis so. As he
copes with ‘red” storms and
navigational difficulties (bril-
liantly described), the truth
emerges — a tangled and
tragic tale involving the
opium trade and D" Is-
land, an idand off the B.C.
coast on which lepers used to
be dumped aad |&ft to fend for
themselves. Having fulfilled

her purpose, the ghost dema-
trializes Robeﬂ,l.gnow ready
to respond to life as he has
never felt able to do before.
Or is he? Have certain por-
tents, which Bowering has
chosen not to explain to us,
been the planting of a final
cruel irony? The novel ends
with this question.

Then there is Larry Zolf.
His Scorpions for Sale
(Steddart (General), 212

gages, $26.95 cloth) can o
y courtesy be called a novel.

"IN aseries of episodic chap-

ters of scarcely disguised au-
tobiography, each in itself a
sketch or even short story, it
recounts, not aways chrono-
logically, the progress of one
Daniel “Shtarker Trom child-
hood in North Winnipeg to a
career in CBC television. Redl
characters wander in and out,
oMmetimes permitted their ac-
tual names — A A. Heaps (a
CCF M.P.), Macolm Mug-
geridge — sometimes Weight-
ed down with pseudonyms —
Veronica Von Tren (Gerda
Munsinger). | quickly got
tired of trying to dig through
these disquises. The child-
hood sequences are the best
and liveliest in the book.
(North Winnipeg never stales,
it seems, as a subject for fic-
tion.) After the death of the
hero’s father Menachem | be-
came weary of the ins and
outs Of “Shtarker's” career as
bad boy of television, com-
plete with accounts of inci-
dents we remember and oth-
erathat we had gratefully
forgotten. This is a book for
Zoli devotees, who may enjoy
these ingder glimpses. As for
the section in which Zolj-
Shtarker tries to answer the
criticism that he is a Jewhat
ing Jew and the final coy (be-
lated) appeal to us to buy the
book, and the vaue of In&d-
ing ether of these in a nove,
| leave this for the devotees to
discover.

And what is there to say
about Pat Dobie's Pawn to
Queen (Pulp Press, 90 pages,
$6.95 paper), winner of the
11th International Three-Day
Novel Contest? That it's awho
dunit set in Vancouver and
Toronto, the detective a tough-
talking lesbian private eye, the
vietim an employee of an es-
cort service. Thal Dobie clear-
4 knows mere about detective
stories of the hard-boiled
school than about the actual
practicalities Of police proce-
dure, That events move swiftly
if a shade too conveniently and
there are no loose incidents or
edges. What is the old saw
about dogs dancing? O
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CAFE SOCIETY

I APPRECIATE Cary Fagan's in-
terdisciplinary flair in calling
my The Merzbook: Kurt Schuwit-

ters Poents “a little stage magic”

(ﬁApnI. 1989). But in implying
that The Merzbaok represents a
lonely child’s nostalgia for the
futurists, Fagan has misread
beth my work and the mod-
ernist myth itself.

First, Kurt Schwitters most
emphaticdly did not “turn away
from the art of the past.
Bather. he expanded its range
by the use of new materias:
creating. for example. a_sound
Poem aslong as. and in the
orm Of, asonata. That the “ anti-
art” faction of modernists
ridiculed Schwitters for such
accommodation of old and new
ismerely one demonstration of
the fact that the “avant-garde”
was Never g unanimous, eyes-
forward. military formation. The
need of critics like Fagan to see
it as such isin part responsible
fur Schwitters’s comparative ob-
scurity, and The Merzbook iS
meant, among other things, to
upset that mI'yth. ,

Second. Fagan misreads my
own literary milieu asthat of an
isolated. disillusioned fantasist.
On the contrary, | built Tke
Merzbook as a framework on
which to hang the diverse
forms of written, visua. sound,
and performance work | was al-
r creating, especially in my
exchanges with the composer
Andrew McClure, Susan Mc-
Master, a poet, the atist Claude
Dupuis, and othersin the col-
laborative group Fiit Draft. As
the first ‘audience for my
Schwitters poems. they encour-

ed me. at our regular café
meetings, to create more and to
include in the series dl the
kinds of work | do. )

This group involvement has
since exparidédthrougn urter
collaborations, for example.
with the flmmaker Ed Acker-
man In the typewriter apimation
Primiti TOO 1 ea, and with Me-
Clure and the director-dra-
maturge Jennifer Boyes in the
stage show Tks Cabbage of
Paradise. Both these works dia
pense with documentary and bi-
ography to further explore the
diverse obsessions on which art
israised. This is what Cary
Fagan asks for. and |'m pleased
to see he has found it in the
books hy Don Cales and D. G.
Jones. | ‘can’'t help wondering,
though, whether those are the
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books he understands partly be,

cause they reflect the myth of

the alienated individua that
Fagan has come |ooking for.

Colin Morton

Ottawa

CHARLES BRUCE

JON PEIRCE's review of An-
drew Wainwright's hook on
Charles Bruce (May) is mali-
cious and cowardly. ~
Surel?; among the prime mat-
tersto heattended to in as ob-
jective review are discussing
what tbe author means to do.
saying what the author has
done, and judging how inten-
tion and creation match. Peii
ends all his review describin
the book he wanted to read,
rather than Wainwright's book.
Peirce ignores Wanwright's
subtitle, "4 Literary Biogra-
phy,” and insists that Wain-
wright should have written a bi-
ography.  Ironically. had
Wainwright done so, and omit-
ted or shortened the analysis of
manuscripts which | {inconceiv-
abl¥1, according to Peirce) find
both deeply interesting and
moving evidence of Bruce's
courage, patience, and creative
loyalties, he would have collab-
orated in that neglect of Bruce
as a writer which the book tries
to rectify. ) )
Ironically also, given his cum-
plaint that Wainwright has mis-
managed the biographical part
of his study, Peirce betrays a
malice towards Bruce a severd
, for example, that
ruce's ‘conkibutions to Cana-
dian journalism may welt have
been as great as hi's contribu-
tions to Canadian poetry and
fiction” IS to Set up a pseudo-
mathematical  equivalence
which, if it means anything
other than Peirce’s lack of clark
g as a writer, proposes that
ruce's fiction and poetry can-
not be judged as literature.
Peirce s review is cowardly
because it pretends that the re-
viewer cares about Bruce's
work and reputation. In fact if
read carefully, the review re-
veds itsdlf as a sustained at-
tempt to make Bruce look in-
consequential, muddied and
evasive. Peirce has picked the
easiest target of all: the dead. |
think he has even managed to
miss that. As for Wainwright
and hiseditor, Elizabeth Eves,
thetr names and work | knew
before reading Peirce’s review.

ints. To

-%



) _'_'.i"'

RS LT S B

It has done nothing to change
my opinion Of them. Peirce, on
the other hand. was unknowm to
me. Between the beginning and
the end of his review, |
my opinion of histaents and
their possibilities considerably.
Peter Sanger
Antigonish, N.S.

IN HISreview of World Enough
and Time: Charles Bruce, A
Litevayy Biography (May 1989),
Jon Peirce iSlike Anse Gordon
In Bruce's The Channel Shore
— contemptuous of what he
does not comprehend, with no
senseat dl of how he reveals

himself when attacking others.
Andrew Wainwright
Halifax
Joi Peivee replies:

| believe it was Coleridge who
said that until one understands
another person's ignorance, he

(V=

should consider himself igno-
rant of that person’s under-
standing. Mr. Wainwright has
no understanding whatever of
my degree of ignorance on any
subject and ce has shown
himself ignorant of my under-
ﬁtarlldmg in the case of his
00K.

Mr. Peter Sanger’s diatribe iS
as far off base as ing I've
read in 19Iyearso£bookreview-
ing. and | feel compelled to
draw attention to hlS misrepre-
sentation — | had almost said,
deliberate falsification — of my
attitude toward Charles Bruce. |
must confess that his |ogic has
eluded me atogether. As best |
can determine, he appears to
believe that any attack on a

CanWit no. 141

By Barty Baldwin

IF MADAME Benoit had rewritten Oscar Wilde, the result
might have been Lady Windermere’s Plan, whilst W. O.
Mligtchell could well fransmute Henry James into Daisy
Miifer's Creck. COmpetitors are invited to Canadianize other
classies of world literature in similar style. The prize is $25,
and entries should be sent to CanWit no. 139, Books in Cana-
da. 366 Adelaide St E., Ste. 432, Toronto, Ontario M54 3X9.
Deadline for entriesis October 22.

RESULTS OF CANWIT NO. 139

The invitation to make radical changes to Canadian |iterature
by sngleletter dterations of well-known titles produced
torrent of entries, including one from West Germany.
Favourite novelties were The Stoned Angel, Who Has Seen
The Wiste?, and Cocksore, ON alMost everyone's list. | draw
NO conclusions as to what this may say about our readers
proclivities! B_¥ way of reproach. some titles made ao sense,
some COMpetitors the rules, and a few handwritten
ones were illeFﬂ:Ie. Not an easy decision, but on balance
Helen Tench of London, Ontario. put the most n and so gets
the most out with a prize-winning entry that included:

Always Tip the Healer
Annels of the Pariah
Cafis in the Desert
The Handmaids Talc
Dome Gasie

Wife befove Man

Honourable Mentions

The Whiteoa)s of Jalnz — Keith Angus, Kemptville .

Lazy Oracle — Edward Franchuk, Saint-Jean-sur-Richelieu

The Livers of Girls and Women — Alan Woodland, New
Westminster

They Shall Inherit the Dearik — J. Rouse, Toronto

Suif Racing— Ed Hall, Yellowknife o

Hype Springs Eternal — Mary Benham, \Winnip

My Lovely Enema -Brian Busby & friends, Monireal

book about any given author
congtitutes an attack on the au-
thor himself.

For the record, | take plea-
sure in retaining Bruce's The
Channel Shore in my personal
library. It is beyond me how
Mr. Sanger can think | was at-
tempting to malign the dead.
Perhaps he resented my savage
attack on Bruce' s “clear, grace-
ful prose style” or perhaps he
simply could net stomach my
description of The Channel
Shore as a book of unques-
tianed merit and among the
best regional novels ever pro-
duced in Canada. Now, it “my
be that this is the kind of lan-
ﬁuage Mr. Sanger uses when

e Wishes to attack a book er an
author. But to me such words
suggest praise. The “attack”
MF. Sager sees me as having
made on Bruce is pure fiction
— unlike his attack on me.

THE FOLLOWING Canadian
books have bee” received by
Books in Canada in recent
weeks. Inclusion in this list
does not preclude a review or
notice in a future issue;

Bﬁanﬂ e Yoie: Conadlan Women and Pol-

ca, effited by Linda Kealey aod Joan Sang-
ster, Ul T

Blisters aud Bliss: A Trehker's Guide 1o
Vancouver Tsland’s West Coust Truil, by
Davld Fosler and Wayne Aitken, Cloudcap

The Cansdlan Buyer's Guide io Life Ingur-
ance, by Willazm MeLeod, Prentice Hall
Culture at the Crosarcads, ECWY.
Capital Pocts, edited by Colln Morton,
Qurol
A Casual Brutality, by Nell Blssoondath,
The Century That Made Us, by George Wood-

cock, N

Christian Poetxy In Canada, edited by David
A Kenl, ECW,

Cleclmormt A Biography. by Frank Nowosad,
Fuller Techmical Publishing.

Coagiland: New and Sclected Poems 1973-
1887, by Cyril Datydeen, Mosale.

Cocori, by Joaquip Guilerrez, translated by
Daniel McBaln, Nlustrated by Shawn Stefller,

Cormarant-
Death an a No. 8 Hook, by Laurence Gough.

Decoys, by Heather Cadshy, Mosae,

nﬁ &E‘%lhgla Woman, by Margaret Alwond,

The End of Lisntennnt Boruvka, by Josel
Skvoreciy, translated by Psul Wilsad, Lester &

0
A ml'ﬂﬂ Efqum&mur. by P. K- Page, illustrated
by Lagzle Gal, Oxford.

On the question of Bruce's
contribution t0 rimu-nalis;m. | am
d aloss to explain how even as
loose an interpreter as Mr.
Sanﬁfr could construe my re-
marks as a criticism, If any-
thing, Bruce's journalistic

achievements should add to his

neq}ltaﬁon.

he next time Mr. Sanger
has the urge to write a letter
like the one he has written in
“reply” to my review. | hope
he'll count tO ten and the” re-
consider and write a poem in-
stead. Both poetry and criticism
would be far better served.

Letters may be edited for
length or to delete potential-
ly libellous statements. Ex-
cept in extraordinagry cir-
cumstances, letters of more
than 500 words will not be
accepted for publication.

Cwcever )

M-& gﬂ:: Eurth, by Frederick Phillp Grove,
The Gente Counsel of White Cloud, ediled
by Larry G. Wayne and Grace P. Juhnston,

Detsellg .
The Henging Valley, by Peter Robinson, Viking
Japans The Blighted Blossom,. by Roy

‘Thomas, New Star,

A Just Measare of Pain, by Michael Ignatleth

Feregrine 3
Ile,;‘lz_= sl.rc Change, by Thomas McGuane,
Life ity the Clearipgs versus the Bush. by So-

sanna Moodie, M & S.
No Ensy Exit/Salida dificll. by Gary Geddes,

transtition by Gorzala Miltan, OQolichan. -
%LME Eya. by Michoe] Thorpe, Third
One's Company, hy Gerald Lynch, Mosaic
Pondorn, by Syhia Fraser, M &5,

Part Time Paradise, by Dino Siotls, Mo=aic.
Ralnbow Warehouse, by Ann Kanight and W. P.
BT M—

1] .

mﬂﬁu“&s. It in the Bush, by 5 Moodie,

Sagkatchewan's Playground: A History of
Prince Albert Natlonal Pack, by Bill Walser,

Viking (Penguln).
SMInIEh. by Ann Dinnond, Cormorant
[atory of Canads, by George Wood-

The Sione Falcon, by Joe Meagher, Puresll.

Third Solitudess Tradition and Discontinwity
in Jewish-Canndian Litersdure, by Michael
Greenstein, McGillueen's.

1‘!;'{1:“55!.&. Jordan, by Margarel Laurence.

Waorm Witd In China, by Kent Stetson, NuAge
Edlions.

A Woman's Almange: Volces from New-

foundland and Labrador, 1900, by Marian
A White, Breakwater.

SOLUTION TO ACROSTIC NO. 22

Gabe had written out the eircle of dominant seventh chords for him
and how he could play them throu%h

For the first time he wasbeginning to hear that there reag wasa
difference in the texture Of sound between the sharp and

Robert Harlow, Thie Saxophone Winter (Douglas & McIntyre)

slowly from memory....
t keys.
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Canl_i.i: aCTOStiC I'IO. 23 By Miary D. Trainer

L Nova Scotla summer

theatra venue: 2 wids.

Type of music
piece

Canada Post's new
style of operation:
3wids.

. Canadian-originated

game: 2 vids.

Spiny animal

F. Directional antenna

Mot in agreemant; in
canflict: 2 vxds.

. Ballerina: 2 wds.

Sometimes hard to get
avord in this way

Type of blackbird:
hyph. vad.

. Nativa playvright:

2 wils.

7

g

E

=
8

3

T a2 A3 14 1#5 nﬂs J[T _H[e Ao N*IOUI‘IK
fz u[1e & W 0|15 Lmu‘ﬁbmcm U[= G| 21 8|22 K|23 R[24 Q|25 J|25 | 27 M[28 O
2 E 30 T|91 5|32 K|23 A|3s D|a5 V|3t R[7 ”'"isg L|40 Uja1 E[42 Nj43 1 a4 M[45 G
a6 A %7 Q|48 8|48 V|50 D|51 Uj%2 K!.‘sa A4 1|55 M{56 O|57 P|s8 E 59 Als0 UfG1 V 52 B
B3 F|ed Af@5 R 86 ja7 PlaB Nsnc;.m l:lﬁn.l —178 K)74 P|75 Dj76 Rl77 C nnnvﬁe
8 T B2 Q|83 A B4 Hi65 Liee C[o7 uumsnnrﬁi‘nn E[%% O{85 L{%6 Q|7 U
%8 |89 B|100 E[1D1 P|102 H[1IG U mmmmnuE‘mcmmnmlum 112 L[ gaay 1113 J| 114 V[T15M
16 U|117 K|1180|119 J|120 F 121 E| 12 A|123H|124 Q 125 K| 125 J| 127 A| 128 14| 128 V 130 P 1310
BeG[EET 1&|Fﬁlunlwﬁ' 188 V|39 L1400 141H14zs1431144n'|45u14sp 47 J
123 H[123 U 150 A[151 V| 152 D153 T| 154 H| 155 A| 156 L| 157 G| .15!!515!0‘160616”(162015381543
165 A| 166 J| 167 D[ 168 T B K 170G I?iFﬁIA‘l?!MhﬂJi_ 50| 176 D|T77 1 178 A[178 C 180 E
181 H| 162 F{183 T|184 K 185 U] 186 K 157 B| 188 J . 183 A 1900 ' 191 {{152R{193 6 184 V| 185 J[156 G
07T 193H199M"znonzmnznau ’ znst.molzusxznsm.

When properly filled in, the lettersin the box form a quotation from a Canadian book. Fiid the letters by solving the clues below
ind wrriting tbe answers in the numbered spaces provided. Then transfer tbe |etters from tbe spaces to the appropriate squares in
he hox. The first letters of each answered clue form the name of the author and the title of the book. (Selution next month.)

T EE E T L gy ® W ® W E W W W
08 178 150 198 46 39 M. List

. W W R W B T W
- W W T - T
w W 7 B W T T N. Tall grass stalk = W W T
w —

0. g';'g';,,ﬁf,:;,"f,;{,g;‘ EE W R W T
E1} W T’ o B ™ ET )
W W W TR W P. Female animal's —

mating perlod: 2 wds. ©7 & 7 B T 1@

—, —

A B B O W™ ™ W

Q. Most crazy TEW TR ®T R
wm T .

RMPSst Commons o 7 +— & & W ® W
- T W T W E W 8. Close behind: 2 wds. _— ke
w W W W T W W

T. TV show “king W T W W W W W
MW T & WE T S
T T R W W W U. Soiersily depariment: - % & & w® W W B
=W E T w W W W W
W Om W T® T T V. Completely destrovel: - W W T W W W
W TE T T -
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Books in Canada, Canada’s national award-winning book review
magazine comes to you nine times a year. Each issue is crammed
with book reviews, author profiles, interviews, columns, and
interesting features on the world of books in Canada.

Subscribe now and SAVE 15% on the newsstand price.

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

Fill in the coupon below. send it to us and we'll rush the next
issue Of Books ir Canada to you.

_______________________________________________________ -
Start my subscription to Beoksin Start my subscription to Books in
Canada immediately. Canada immediately.

Name N
Address Auldres
C Cheque enclosed Cheque enclosed
O Billme — Billme
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE: SUBSCRIPTION PRICE:
Individuals S15 Individuals $15
Institutions $20 Instrutions $20
OUTSIDE CANADA: OUTSIDE CANADA:
Individual $1% Indrviduals 518
Instiubions $23 Indaluliens $23
366 Adelapde St Fast, Sune 432 oty Adebande St Eavt, Sune132
Toronto, One M SA XY Tironto Ong A5A 3\Y
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HROMESICK
Guy Vanderhaeghe

The award-winning author
of Man Descending and
My Present Age secures his
reputation as one of the
finest fiction writers in the
English-speaking world in
this deeply felt, often antic
novel about the ultimate
power of family bonds to
destroy and to heal.

October e 524.95 cloth

McClel

The Canadian Publishers
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DANCE
ON THE EARTH
Margaret Laurence

Margaret Laurence’'s mem-
oir, completed just before
her death, gives the reader
personal insights into the
extraordinary human being
who became Canada’s most
beloved writer. Included is
a selection of writings and
photographs, many of
which have never before
been published.

October @ $26.95 cloth

- A i -

land & Stewart

THE HEART
LAID BARE
Michel Tremblay

Translated by Sheila Fischman

A touching, acutely
observed story set in
Montreal, The Heart Laid
Bare underscores the basic
needs in the hearts of all
people, and looks at the
rigours of family life from
a fresh and topical perspec-
tive: the mature homo-
sexual community in the
generation of AIDS.

September © $26.95 cloth
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