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I love Camp Cariboo, with Tom and
Mark, is a non-stop collection of songs,
stories and jokes that recreate the
friendly, enthusiastic, and sometimes
zany atmosphere of camp. Camp

Cariboo is seen across

Canada on YTV.

Bring back all those
camp memories on
tape today. Enjoy |
Golden Music’s “I love }
Camp Cariboo” audio
cassette, for year
’round camping fun!
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THE L['ITLE SLAVES OF TI-[E HARP
Helietsr Chiled Street Musicieins in Nincteenth-Century
Peiris. London, aned New Yyork

John E. Zucchi

"This exfremely interesting, unusual study. enlivened by
photographs, throws a floedfight on ethnic prejudice, cultural con-
structs of childhood, Tammany Hall polilics and 19th-century im-

migralion and working condifions.” Publishars Weekly.
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PEOPLE

Hedian Immigranis in
Postuear Toreto

Franca [acovetta

"lacovetia has written more
extansively than anyone else on a
hnheno neglected aspect of the
.. Exist-
| ingdocuments ... are supplemented
with interviews which give the work
life and colour.” Kenneth Bagnel,
author of Canadese: A Parlrait of
ltalian Canadians.
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ITALIANS IN
TORONTO

Derelopment of a National
Identity. 1875-1935
John E. Zucchi
ltalians began migrating to Toronto in
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large numbers toward the end of the
18ih century. John Zucchi identifies
the distinguishing lactors which led to
the formation of a strong, nationalistic
ltalian commumnity in Toronto.
210pp 6x9
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Elizabeth Anthony is a writer who lives in
Marlbank, Ont. Drawings throughout the issue
are by Rinat Baibekov, a Toronto artist.
Douglas Barbour is the edivor of Beyond Tish
{(NeWest); he lives in Edmonion. Pat Barclay is
a frequent coneributor to these pages. Virginia
Beaton is a writer living in Halifax. Allan
Casey is a Saskatoon freelance writer. Michael
Coren’s biography of H. G. Wells is
forthcoming from Random House. John Degen
is a writer studying for his M.A. ar the
University of Toronto. Anne Dencon is a

Toronto freelance writer and editor. Ann Diamond's poetry collecrion Terrorist
Letters is forthcoming from Véhicule Press. Martin Dowding is a lefi-handed
teacher and librarian living in Peterborough, Ont. John Doyle and Cary Fagan are
Toronto writers. Stan Fogel teaches English at St. Jerome’s College of the
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Maggie Helwig’s poecry chapbook, Graffiti for J.
J. Harper and Other Poems (Lowlife}, is
reviewed on page 61. Douglas Hill and Karl

Jirgens are Toronto writers. Daniel Jones's novel Obsessions is forthcoming from
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of surveying engineering at the University of
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Historical Correctness

RE: "A Classic Restored” (February), Rupert
Schieder’ review of the new Who Has Seen
the Wind.

I was delighted to see a review of the new
edition of Who Has Seen the Wind, but must
comect twoserious misunderstandings about
the publishing history of this book. Put sim-
ply W O Mitchell was not "bewayed”
{whose word is this?) by Macmillan, and it is
not a “mystery” why the 344-page edition
was not reprinted by that publisher.

[t would take too much space to go intoall
the details of the negotiations between
Mitchell, Macmillan, and the American firm
of Little, Brown, but the important points are
that Mitchell had kepr the Canadian rights
and, finally, in May 1946, Macmillan found
that they were able, afterall, to finance pro-
duction of thefr own copies rather than buy
American copies. The pertinent facts as 1
have followed them in the Macmillan corre-
spondence are as follows:

Oct. 28, 1946: Mitchell wrote to
Macmillan: *I very much appreciate that the
Canadian edition is to be much the same as
the manuscript I sent you; although | have
managed to getabout half the cuts re-
inserted, | do not consider the Little, Brown
edition as good as the Canadian.”

February 1947- the two different editions
were published abour 10 days apart.

March 13, 1947: Macmillan discussed a
second printing— not adifferent edition —
and, probably in September 1947, asecond
printng brought the total to abour 10000.

4. April 18, 1960: John Gray; editor a
Macmillan, wrote Mirchell reganding a new
printing of Who Has Seen the Wind. Gray
explained that he would prefer to use the
American version “for economy’ sake”"
“Would you object to this? he asked
Mitchell.

May5, 1960: Micchell finally responded
{(after another letter from Gray on May 3):
“Of course go ahead with your plans out-

el e, TG W e————
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lined for Who Has Seen the Wind; they sound
fine tome."

From the above it should be clear that
Macmillan did not “betray” Mitchell in 1947
as Schieder concludes, nor did they “mysteri-
ously” and "unaccountably” revert 1o the
American edition in 1960. The fact that
Mixchell agreed so easily to the use of the
Amvrican edition, after having disagreed so
strongly with Little, Brown over the cuts, can
be explained in a number of ways. He was so
caught up in the writing of his new novel The
Kiie that he could handly be bothered to
answer his correspondence, let alone dredge
up old fights. The L3 years may have erased
some of the intensely protective feelings he
had about the vriginal Who Has Seen the
Wind. Also, knowing that Macmillan was
concemned about production costs, and given
hisown financial straics, he probably felt ir was
beter t> have the book ourt in print again in
whatever version.

| hope this corrects any misunderstanding
about Macmillans role in the publicarion of
Who Has Seen the Wind.

Barbara Mitchell
Barmby Moor, York, England

I_V_lorg Last Words

RE: Wayne Jones's attack on Alec McEwen.

Like Jones, | sumetimes disagree with
McEwens opinions, but I disagree with
Joness even more. Allow me to criticize
Jonesas he criticized McEwen.

Juones thinks that hecause language
changes, those who ubject to any of these
changes are wrong. This is an instance of
“whatever happens is good because it hap-
pens, so dont ubject to it” Another
instance of this principle is: people kill each
other; therefore, don't object if someone
kills you.

Jones says that any word that is used is by
definition a word. Teue. Bu thars not the
same as its being a useful word, or a neces-
sary one. People who (awkwandly but cor-
rectly} form “ostracization” do so because
they don't know that “ostragism” is avail-
able. Shouldnt they be rold?

Jones complains that McEwen whines. |
donit see what your tone of voice has rodo
with the soundness of your argument. Jones
himself whinges; but that’s not whar invali-
dates his argument.

DANCING WITH A GHOST

B "fﬁ;mpi'ir'olwilnng Indian Reality

by Rupert Ross
Foreword by
Basil H. Johnston

“A poignant, delicately
careful examination of
the cultural roots and
contemporary adapta-
tions of Canada’s Native
people...crisply written
and lasting in its impact.
A necessary book.”

" JUNE CALIWOOD
e

§15.95 paperback

Books that grab vou from the
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Lastly; Jones claims that McEwens con-
cern for right and wrong is old-fashioned.
But if righr and wrong are matters of mere
fashion, Jones cannot arpue that McEwen is
wrong, sowhy is he doing so?

But suppose langiage change depends
merely on fashion, after all. Would Jones be
abetter arbiter of style than McEwen?
Obviously, he considers himself qualified,
since he’s "hip and progressive”” If by that he
means “fashionable) he cannot of course
advise us. Only those who are nor fashion’
slaves can tell the rest of us what todo,

Jones needs to take a course in remexlial
logic, and one in remedial humility.

Wolf Kirchmeir
Blind River, Ont.

I'was “shocked and appalled” when | read
Alec McEwenks comments on fong-winded
expressions in “Respectable Pedigrees” (Last
Words, March).

To equate the long-winded expression az
this point in time with row is fine, but equat-
ing soon and momentarily! — dear, dear!
After he looked up administrate in Modern
English Usage, Mr. McEwen should have
read what Fowler had to say about momen-
tarily.

When commentators who introduce
music programs on the radio say that the
conductor will appear momentarily, I feel
sorry for the people who have come to the
concert, expecting that the conducror would
stay to direct the orchestra in the whole
program and not just step onto the podium
foramoment and then take off

More frightening is the picture painted
by the writer of a letter quoted by William
Safire in Willizm Safire on Language:

Every time an American stewardess tefls
me tharmy plane will take off momen-
tarily, L have visions of kangaroo-hop-
ping acress the countryside to whetever
Iam going.

john R Hatton
Willowdale, Onc.

In A MARCHLETTER, a Mr. Wayne Jones
attacks Alec McEwers “old-fashioned
whining” about what’s right and wrong in
English usage. “Any word that is used,”
claims Jones, “is by definition a word.” Well,
Wayne, “mnpxal ot ot tgumph on you™;

that’s new hip talk for “No, it most cerrainly
is not” Language, like the living humans
who create it, needs constant growth and
change —yet, also like us, it has an objec-
tive existence that will die if stererched or
denied too fast or toa fr. Jones’s boyish
eagerness todo away with “distincuons
between words that are gracdually becoming
synonymous,” and his linking of careful
practices in linguistics with the tyrannical
hypocrisy of Saddam Hussein, are so ridicu-
lously averdone that its hard to believe he’s
serious. Yer if he means his leter as a joke, it
doesnt have quire the cleverness to come off
asone.
Dont drop Alec McEwen, as Jones
requests; drop Jones, and keep McEwen.
Paul R. Sheppard
Brockville, Ont.

RE: CONTRACTIONS. Much smoother than
the amn'’t 17 suggested in Roger Burford
Mason’s letter (March) would be the
maligned ain’ I? It is clear, occurs in the
frontal sinuses, brings the tongue tip for-
ward, avoids the intrusion of the lips. A
good colloquialism, I chink.
John V. Hicks
Prince Alberr, Sask.

Down with Fine Prirg:

INSTEAD OF concerning itself with page
counts (“Through Thick and Thin,"
March), [ wish the publishing world would
address the problem of print size. The serious
book buyers on both sides of the Atlantic are
aging — fast — and the upcoming genera-
tion is, er, “print challenged”” To hang on o
their few reraining readers, publishers need
to look closely at the writing on the wall —
and make it bigger.
Nicholas Fillem
London, England

Get Real, Not Perfect

WHILE | AGREED with many of the points
Diane Schoemperlen made in her review of
Mothers Talk Back (“Getring Real!" March),
some of her eriticisms were out of focus. To
call Margaret Dragu a“snoly” isan oxy-

moron, as anyone with even minimal con-

ract wich her would knww. What Dragu was
expressing & something a lot of new parents
feel, asense of connection {children beinga
great leveller) with penple with whom
theyd otherwise felr they shared lile in
common. That “natve” questians and sharp
responses were included s to the credit of
the editors, Dragu, Sarah Sheard, and Susan
Swan, who wanted ta keep the conversa-
tional tone of the book, rather than preen ic
into some dry, academic tome. Interviewing,
like parenting, is a process that we cant
always predice, nor necessarily want to
totally control. Getting “real” doesnk always
mean getring “perfect”’

Renee Rodin

Vancouver

Ugliness Contest

It LooKs like Books im Canada s having an
ugliness contest on its lewers pages these
days. Eleanor Parkes’ November comespon-
dence starred it off — [ found her remarks
offensive, so | wasnlt surprised when che sub-
ject of them, Marlene Nourbese Philip,
responded with a blast. Then along comes
Richard Sanger in your April issue, who's so
put off by Nourbese Philip’s incivilicy (tut,
tut!) that he whitewashes Parkes’s com-
ments as nothing more than “a succinct
summary of the many rights and apportuni-
ties thar well-educared Canadians like
MNourbese Philip enjoy To me, theresa
nasty be-grateful-for-what-this-country-has-
given-you-or-get-out tone to Parkes’s lewer;
and she’s clearly not talkmg about just any
*well-educated Canadian.” as Sanger
innocuously puks it, but abour a non-white
immigrant who dares to show another side
to the "accomplishments” of David
Livingstone and the British Empire.
Ugliness, like beauty, is in the eye of the
beholder. | find remarks that are, shall we
say (politely, of course} “racially insensitive}’
far more morally objectionable than rude-
ness. Il leave it to other Books m Canada
readers to make their own judgement about
the letters in question.
S. Hochseetler
Toronw
Letters may be edited for length or to delete
potentiatly libellons statemenss. Exvept in
extraovdnary circumstances, lerters of more than
500 words 1will not be accepted for publication.
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HE NORTH AMERICAN West, with
T its enduring myths of frontier

and cowboy, is pervaded by fic-
tion, and Will James lived thar fiction.
He came west, assembled a complere,
new personal reality, and in the end,
saw the reality become a fate. Most of
us allow fiction to penetrate only as far
as our bookshelves, stopping it far short
of personal identity. Will James did not.
He created himself as a characrer: cow-
boy, painter, writer, western myth, vic-
tim.

I first became aware of James when {
was a boy, reading his novel Smoky, the
Cow Horse. The book was a handsome
1929 Scribner edition belonging to my
father. He had read it as a boy too,
when it was first published. Smoky was,
and perhaps still is, the quintessential
boy’s illustrared adventure, in the tradi-
tion of G. A. Henty and Robert Louis
Stevenson. The story features a lone
rebellious figure, bonded to a halfwild
horse, worcking with animals and
against the elements, dealing rarely
with other men and never with women.
The prose of Smaky, as with all James's
books, is written in western vernacular.
The illustrations are strongly influ-
enced by James's contemporary, Charles
M. Russell, and the best of them rival
that artist’s work.

Thircy years after my first reading of
Smoky, [ began to run across references
to Will James’s shadowy beginnings in
Canada. I was drawn in again, but the
real hook this time was not the juvenile
romance of the story, but the secret
flows of Will James’s personal identiry,
the springs of which were hidden some-
where in this western landscape.

Will James began life as another per-
son. Ernest Nepheali Dufauit was born
in St. Nazaire, Quebec, in 1892, Family

Cowboyography

by DON GAYTON

§ " .- W,

WAL James in full dress at the Moir ranch neer Ravenscrag, Saskatchewan

accounts say young Dufault spent all his
spare time sketching horses and
devouring dime westerns. At the age of
15 he took the train west to
Saskatchewan, consumed by the desire
to be a cowboy. For the next four years
(1907 ro 1911) he moved around the
southern Pratries, preparing for the

final break 1o the United States.

The Canadian Prairies would have
been where the young Dufault saw the
first real images of the West and cattle
ranching. The short grass, dry coulees,
and badlands of Saskarchewan and
Alberta became his first templates, to
which he carved and fired his own
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already powerful childhood vision. This
is where he learned about horses and
cattle and range, going from a gawky
adolescent “not much good on a horse”
to a skilled cowboy and horse-breaker.

In those four years he also shifted his
language from French to western
English. He dropped the francophone
cadence of Ernest Nephtali Dufault in
favour of the monosytlabic “Will
James. (These citpped and plosive
Anglo-American names were somehow
significant; all the characters of James's
stories have names like “Clint," “Dan,"
*“Tom,” and so on.) And he changed his
identirty, from Quebec immigrant to
native horse-breaker.

Few people wrote things down in the
southern Canadian Prairies in the early
1900s; as a place in time it makes for
poor history, but good fiction.
Accounts of Dufault/James in those
four years have him filing a2 homestead
claim near the tiny francophone com-
munity of Val Marie, Saskatchewan;
working as a cowboy for the vast 76
Ranch; wintering with a ranching fam-
ily and then starting a spread of his own
near Ravenscrag, in the Cypress Hills
country; working at a line camp near
Sage Creek, Alberta; and spending
time in 2 Maple Creek, Sask., jail.

One of the few artefacts of James’s
stay in Western Canada is the photo-
graph above, raken by John Moir, the
Saskarchewan rancher who hosted
James in the winter of 1911. (Moir's son,
“Mac" Moir, a poet who now lives in
Calgary, has the original.)

James found a mentor while in
Saskatchewan: a feliow Québécois by
the name of Pierre Beaupré, who prob-
ably helped James with his language
transition and basic cowboy skills.
Beaupré and James filed the Val Marie
homestead claim jointly. Beaupré was
an intermediary, and significant
enough to James that he wrote him into
The Lone Cowboy (1930), his autobio-
graphical fiction, as an adoptive father.

In The Lone Cowboy, James's parents
zre made into Texans who have bought
a ranch in Montana. They are both
killed when James is quite young, and
“Bopy” a friend of the family, adopts
and raises the child. Then Beaupré

himself dies, drowning 1 an ce-filled
Montana river. This fiction leaves
James rorally free of the encumbrances
of birth and family heritage, and also
explains his lifelong francophone
accent.

The actual Dufaule family — father,
meother, and five siblings — is cut off in
favour of the Montana fiction. After
leaving Quebec, James returned there
only twice in his life. The first trip was
made about a year after he lefk, probably
a social visit to show off the new cow-
boy gear and the new mysrique. The
second trip, made when James was
beginning to gain national recognition
for his writing and sketching, was to
burn all the lerrers he had written to his
family, and to swear them to secrecy
about his real identiry.

James wrore and published a dozen
books between 1926 and 1942, all of
them about horses and cowboys, and all
abour himself, or rather the self he cre-
ated. Place names are virtually nonexis-
tent in his texts, as are any verifiable
historical events or figures. His “autobi-
ography” is no exception. This man
craved fame for the James persona and
total anonymiry for the Dufault.

Will James's obsession with an
anachronistic, dime-novel West, his
secret identity, and a lifelong fear of the
law (after two stints in jail)} propelled
this unlikely man into the realms of fic-
tion and art. He created anonymous
tablequx of corral, sagebrush, and buck-
ing horse, and inserted himself inta
them. The cowboys of his drawings all
look the same: long-waisted men with
bowed legs and spurred boots, clad in
white shirts and black vests, showing
aquiline, hawk-nosed faces in profile.
They are all Ernest Dufaul, idealized
into Will James.

James does refer ro Canada in his
works {The Lone Cowboy, Winter
Months in a Cow Camp), but che realiry
is of course reversed: he writes himself
coming into Canada as a young man on
the run from US law. He mentions no
place names, but the “Cypress Ranch”
of Winter Months is quite pussibly the
famous 76 Ranch, where James did work
and which, in James’s youth, covered a
good chunk of southern Saskatchewan.

—‘i;soous N Cam\oa_‘—__._ _

James rade vn into Montana,
Nevada, Wyoming, Arizona, and, even-
rually, ro fame a5 a writerfillustrator. His
works provided readers with a clean,
romantic vision of an era just past, and
his persona let them believe it still
existed. As was natural, Will James
gravitated ro Hollywood, first as a stunt
rider and then as a collaborator on
movie scripts about himself. He suf-
fered rhe usual dislocations of the
American celebrity, made worse by his
fear of discovery and a habit of binge-
ing on hard liquor.

By the late 1930s, his career in
decline from drink and illness, James
reached back ro the Montana of his
imagined ancestry and hought a ranch
with the profits from his books. Even
that did not give him peace. His health
continued ro deteriorate and he died in
1942 of chronic liver failure.

The exile must project himself into a
new culture. The rural exile must pro-
ject himself into a new landscape as
well. Saskarchewan and Alberta pro-
vided Will James with the first real
Western landscapes; these would
imprint over the barns and orchard-
grass pastures of sertied Quebec,
already blurred by the strength of his
youthful vision of che West. Yet che real
landscapes of exile will never quite
match the immigrant’s vision of them,
50 he condemns himself to an endless
search for the perfect diorama. Good
work for a painter.

At the age of 15 my father also
crossed the country on a westhound
train, alone. That was 25 years after
James did, and the circumstances were
much different. Whether he took his
copy of Smoky with him, and what par-
ticular combination of landscape and
desire his head was full of, 1 am not
given to know. But in considering my
father’s solitary train trip through west-
ern space, | think | hear a faint echo of
Will james.

Fiction inevitably becomes personal.
A few books will muve beyond the
hovkshelf and intrude on the margins
of the reader’ life, as James's books
have in mine. They have linked facher,
auther, and son through reality and
through a set of nested dreams.
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e ores o) | THE RULES OF PARTIAL EXISTENCE
BY JUDY HILLAR

An outstanding collection of siories that steal
into the heart of the adventurer, set among
the seductive strangeness of Nepal.
1seN 0-88995-083-0

Paperback, $12.95

air FERD BOUR who will be an inspiration to all.
Mand 15N 0-88995-080-6
FAY HRISTIRQR GUANANS Poperback, $9.95
"+ By ith= author of the crifically acclaimad The Prover,
| this maving baak fokes an innovative and
¥ unfergzticbla lesk ot the dynamics of family ond loss.
B 152 0-55995-064-4
Pegeitaly, $9.'?5 S
~ Publiched by Red Dzer Collzge Press PR
. Disivtbui=d in Cenade by Peincoost Bocls _J’,-u

THE DRAGOU™S TAPESTRY
BY HARTINE BATES

A magical fale for young adulis, The Dragon’s
Tapesiry infroduces a cast of characters not soon fo
be forgoiten, and a young heroine named Marwen

Reading Down Under

by RUSSELL McDOUGALL

' WEEK AT the Adelaide
Festival of Arts in South
Australia (March 1 to 6) began

in unseasonable rain this year, which, given
the traditonal outdoor venue, might have
been expected to keep the crowds away.
Instead, the largest crowd yet to essemble
for Australiss major litetary event made a
pilgrimage down to Adelaide’s riverside gar-
dens to hear their chosen writers {around
60) read from and discuss their work.
Spilling out from under the marquee,
standing in the downpour when they grew
too many for the available cover, more than
3,000 people gathered on the first day to
hear Oliver Sacks, the London-born New
York professor of clinical neurology and

author of The Man Who Mistook His Wife
for a Hut and Awakenings. It was the first
time Sacks had arrended a writers’ confer-
ence, and he was nervously — he himself
might have said obsessively — generous
with his time.

Readers arrived in similar numbers on
the second, equally wet day to hear Alice
Walker, whose childrers book, Finding the
Green Stone, was launched larer in the week.
In the evening Walker's second appearance
found her sharing the stage of the Festival
Theatre with Australiss Sally Morgan, the
author of My Place. This aurobiographical
novel of a modern Aboriginal quest for
identity in the face of institutionalized
assimilation and erasure has captured the

!

anention and guilt-inspired fascination of
white Australia, while ar the same time giv-
ing asense of empowerment to much of the
Aboriginal community.

[nterspersed wich these and other popu-
lar“Meer the Author” events were, as usual,
the panel sessions: this yean, for example, on
the historical novel, where the speakers
included Jim Crace, Rose Tremaine, and
Zok Fairbairns (England), Faith Bandler
(Australia), and Orhan Pamuk ( Turkey); on
biography — Brian Boyd {New Zealand},
Richard Holmes (England ), Oliver
MacDonagh, and David Marr {Australia);
on screenwrtting; teaching creative writing;
and on writing in the gardening, scientific,
and cartoon and comic genres,

[n recent years the organizing commitree
has caurtiously — and very successfully —
courted the publishing industry, taking grear
care to remain independent of publishers'
demands while programming events likely
toattract not only readers but also writers
{uther than those formally invited to partic-
ipate), as well as themr publishers and agents.
This years Adelarde Festival featured a
panel sesston on the wle of the aditor, in
which four wellknown wditors were put to
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the test of deciding what codo with a piece
offiction “fEaked” by a wellknown (though,
on this accasion, anonymous) author
secreted in the crowd. The other main
“industry” event, apart from the many book
Taunches, both on and off site, and the many
more parties, wasa discussion by a panel of
writers, booksellers, agents, and publishers
on the prcing of books. {Australia, the sec-
ond largest book-buying nation per head of
population, pays higher prices than most
other coumtries for its books.)

Important though drawing cards such as
Sacks and Walker and Morgan obviously
are, it is partly this balance of events that
continues to-account for the huge success of
Witers' Week. Because of the mix of
invited and surprise guests, there is always
an air of the unexpected in this literary
community. Then there is the venue itself,
not so wonderful in the rain, but pure
delight in the usually balmy days of March
——and this year, luckily, the rain had
cleared by Wednesday. In the shady gardens
of the river parkland, one can listen to one’
favourite authors, or discover new reading
paths to follow, while sipping champagne
and nibbling on quail or some other culi-
nary delicacy prepared specially for the
occasion by Kath Kerry, ane of the most tal-
ented chefs in a city that is the gastronomic
and wine capital of Australia. And one can
tush down these new reading paths imme-
diately, forsaking other pleasures for the
bhook tent, where all of the writers attending
~— and many others besides ——heve their
books onsale.

Whys this year even the Canadian books
arrived on time! Adelaide audiences (and
students and teachers of Canadian livera-
wre throughout the country} have grown
used to Canadian books not appearing, to
visiting Canadian authors so embarrassed
by their publishers’ indifference to interna-
tional markets that they can hardly conceal
their dismay. Supporters of Canadian litera-
ture overseas inevitably find themselves
moaning on the phone to the Canadian
High Cornmission, whose cultural atrachés
know only too well how badly the major
publishers of Canadian literature have let
down their authors in the international
marketplace. In a country apparently bent
on deconstruction -—as Canada sometimes
seems to be from an Australian perspective
—not all absences are enlightening, or

even full of playful potential; but it isa plea-
sure to be able to report the complere
absence this year of Canadian disasters of
absence ar Writers' Week. Not only did the
Canadian poet Phyllis Webb arrive to hold
captive heraudience in Adelaide; so did
her books, which sold out on the day of her
“Meert the Author” reading.

On Tuesday, March 3, Webb was one of an
international panel of poets— which
included Michel Deguy (France), Alan
Gould {Australia), Miraslav Holubs
(Crachoslovakia), and Alice Walker —
reading from their work. That same night
she read at a small Spanish restaurant thae
had given isself up to Whiters' Week. Two
days latershe had the stage to herself, draw-
ing a considerable audience despite the
simultaneoussession in the second marquee,
where Paul Davies, Miroslav Holub, and
others were holding forth abour “Chacs and
Creativity” And that evening she performed
again, accompanied by Thea Astiey, the
Australian novelist, on the pleasure-boat
“Popeye” as it cruised through the parkland
on the Torrens River. She had already given
two readings the week before, a thousand
miles away ar the University of New
England in Armidale, where there isa very
active Canadian studies group. And from
Adelaide, after a brief stop in Melbourne, she
was goingon to another [ieerary festival in
Auckland, New Zealand.

The real surprises of Writers' Week,
however, were political. Australia is in the
midst of a great republican debate, fuelled
during the Queen's recent visit by our prime
minister, Paul Keating, who offended many
in England (and some here in Australia)
with his comments. His remarks about
Britain’s readiness to abandon Australia at
the rime of the fall of Smgapore in 1942,
and by its recent entry into the European
Common Market, were coupled with a call
for an awareness that modern Australia’s
ties must be more with Asiaand less with
Europe. But even more controversial was
Keating’s transgression of royal protocol:
gently guiding the Queen through the
crowds of Parltament House, he had dared
to touch Her Majesty, even to the exrent of
placing his arm around her.

Two other firsts occurred this year at
Writers' Week, each an indication of the
profile that the event now enjoys, and each
carrying a waming that 1t may be the poliri-

— 1

cians rather than the publishers who need
to be kept ar arm’s length in the future.
First, Governor General Bill Hayden, an
acknowledged atheist, socialist, and repub-
lican, helped to launch the former diplomat
Alison Broinowksi’s “The Yellow Lady”:
Australian Perspectives of Asia, and fanned
the flames of the republican row with his
comments that “instead of becoming the
best-informed English-speaking nation
about the Asia-Pacific region, as we were
well placed to do, some in Australia seemed
to shrink from the challenge, replacing
knowtedge with orlentalist fanrasies.”

But the best was yet to come. On the
final day of Writers’ Week, Prime Minister
Keating arrived — unscheduled and unan-
nounced — to launch his friend Rodney
Hall'’s paperback edition of The Second
Bridegroom. Rumour had got around, and
the crowd swelled to possibly the largest of
the week to hear the man who regards him-
selfas the Placido of politics (the press
made much of the fact that Domingo him-
self was in town fora concert performance)
perhaps make a statement about funding for
the arts. No policy stagement was forthcom-
ing; but a welcome — and new — note in
the republican orchestration-ofthe-nation
debate was struck when, launching this
book about first Aboriginal contact, the
PM noted: “We have o come to terms with
Aboriginal Australia, pre- and post-
European. Uniil we do this ——unril we start
to make sume real progress towards closing
the gap in both arritudes and living stan-
dards — I think there will always be a feel-
ing among us that maybe we donlt quite
belong. . .that we're simply here to make
forgeries of the Old World”

Reading from the reviews of Hall’s
novel, Keating noted that, despite their
high praise, one hasnt really been
“reviewed” until one appears in the
London tabloids {*Hands off our
Queen!”). But there was a more powerful
recognition invalved in Keating’s presence
at Writers' Week, for, as he himself nored,
the republican question is, while hardly
new to party politics in Australia, much
older in its liverary context. Literagure pre-
cedes, sets the agenda to some degree:
“That is one of the great virtues of the arts
and why a country is healthier when they
flourish. They can provide us with a cuer
vision of ourselves” ¢
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Lying about Dadl

A short history of Prairie literature that separates the wheat from the chaff

by MAURICE MIERAU

A. SHORT HISTORY always makes arcists insecure abour their
parentage, and the history of Pririe writing in Canada is very
short— most of the gifted writers from the regicn are alive and
publishing right now: Prairie writers, like Prairie politicians, would
like to kill their symbolic dads, but they're not sure who he is —an
vgly American, a snotty Brit, and a slick eastern bureaucrat are all
leading possibilities. In the mesntime Prairie writers keep on mak-
ing up stories, with Dad or without him.

Forthe last decade the Albema-boen novelist, critic, poer, and
professor Robert Kroetsch has been the most impaortant literary
incellecrual on the Prairies. Many of his most important ideas come
from Europe; Kroetsch is fascinared by European literary theory, all
of it wisdom from the East, For Kroetsch the European past is also
oppressive, a father whose disappearance would be appreciated. This
tension produces a need foran alternative past for the rebellious son.

Kroetsch is both a prodigal son and a founding father. His
experiments with poetic formand esoteric foreign theories have
had enormous influence within the region, and part of chat influ-
ence has been a distinctive rewriting (Kroetsch calls it “uninvent-
ing") of Prairie literary history. The need for this revisionist history
stems from the facr that Kroetsch is part of the ficst generation of
Prairie writers who have sustained careers by writing in and about
this place, and who are, consequently, dogged by a sense of cultural
illegitimacy: Most Prairie writers now in their 50s and 60s, like
Kroetsch, are professors of English literature (generally white and
male) whose cultural fathers — also professors — told them that
their experience was too insignificant to write about, and that the
real literary world revolved around bright lights and big cities in
other countries. In rejecting this pseudo-cosmopolitanism, these
writers claimed their artistic birchright by writing out of their own
places and lives; however, they also inherited a traumatic anxiety
about the legitimacy of their work, a syndrome sometimes passed
on to the younger generation.

In the case of the polite Canadian Prairies, “uninventing” or
rewriting the literary past often involves inflating reputations and
creating a tradition or canon where there really isnt one. We are
more willing to lie about our father than shoot him; that is what
distinguishes Canadian literary history from American. These lies

about the past are proffered, usually unconsciously, in order to
prove the aesthetic and historical legitimacy of contemporary
writing. This is the only explanarion for the Prairie literati’s con-
tinuing fascination with unspeakably mediccre writers like
Frederick Philip Grove, about whom | will comment a littie later.

The Prairie obsession with legitimacy s also a function of the
fact that so many of the writers in this region are academics. There
is nothing wrong with academic writers, bur when there isalmost
no variety in the professional and social backgrounds of the writers
from a region there is also less variety in their work. Of the five
established literary presses on the Prairies, three have boards com-
posed primarily of university English professors, and many of these
same people are also prolific writers and influential teachers of cre-
ative writing. Among this group there is a strong belief in the
power of credentials to bestow legitimacy and to wrire a correct
version of culrural history. For example, a few years ago Wayne
Tefs, a novelist and member of the editorial board of Winnipeg's
Turnstone Press, wrote a lezer to the local paper complaining that
one of their book reviews had been wrirten by someone who
lacked a Ph.D. The implication was clearly that only designated
experts are culturally credible or legitimate, a view tha is just as
unhealthy as telling a young wrater that his or her stories must be
set in New York or Toronto rather than Alberta.

lronically, the academic attempt to legitimize the present by
inflating the repurations of dead writers distracts from the many
remarkable Prairie wrivers who have published in the last 30 years
or 50. Prairie lit crit has not overcome its enthusiasm for the inept
prose of E P Grove, which Robert Kroersch describes as “beauriful
and radical” Rudy Wiebe, a remendously ambitious and intelligent
novelist, has also fallen under Grove's spell, crediting him with
“wisdom” and artistry; one can only assume thar the longing for
Dad makes for the adoption of strange uncles. Groves sryle ranges
from the merely ugly, as in this description from Sertlers of the Marsh
(1925): "Quietly he got up and drew a blanket over it that had been
he,” to the unintentionally ludicrous, as in chis bit of melodrama
from The Master of the Mill (1944): “Painfully, the senator awoke to
reality. He was not Sam; this was not Maud. It was thar Maud who
was Lady Clark; and he was a man over eighty years old™

.|
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By sering up Grove as the original realist in the Prairie tradi-
tion, many academic critics have atrempted to marginalize con-
temporary realist writers, especially women. After all, Grove got
there fitst, its already been done, and even though Dad has disap-
peared we've got a French New Novelist uncle—or was he a
South American! Either provides a handy
role model. David Amasorls 1986 essay
“Leaving the Ferm: Contemporary
Saskarchewan Fiction” typifies this rend.
Armason argues that three Saskarchewan
writers— Geoffrey Ursell, David Williams,
and Guy Vanderhaeghe — have an “inform-
ing vision” that makes their work of larger
interest than writers of “realism” like Sharon
Butala, Edna Alford, and David Carpenter.

The dichotomy between vision and real-
ism offered by Arnason is, | think, tenden-

tious. Butala has shown in her latest books,
The Fourth Archangel and Fever, and even in
the earlier work that Arnason discusses, a
vision that cant be summed up by a narrow
“realist” manifesto. Arnason praises Ursell’s
Perdue, or How The West Wes Lost for its
vision, but this seems to be a clear case of a
prodigal writer somewhat arbirrarily picking
an alternative tradition — in this case by

emularing Gabriel Garcfa Marquezs famous
style. Kroetsch found this alternative past first
—as Amason points out — by reproducing Garcia Mérquez's
style in his 1978 novel, What the Crow Said. Kroetsch’s book is fun-
nier than Ursell’s, but both novels seem unduly preoccupied with
themselves as literature. Visionary they arenit. Similarly, David
Williams’s novels are so suffused with the influence of William
Faulkmer thar at times their passions and concerns are almost suf-
focared. Edna Alford’s A Sleep Full of Dreams (1981 ) is part of the
(recent) Prairie madition of the linked short-story collection, and
herunflinching realism is as visionary as anything writren in the
Prairies. The Garden of Eloise Loon (1986) is similarly concerned
with the dreamlike realism of the elderly and isolated; Alford is a
powerful writer.

The collecrion of criricism Contempovary Manitoba Whiters
(1990), edired by Kenneth Hughes, sets up a “realist” bogeyman in
amuch more apgressive way than Arnasors essay. Hughes, a pro-
fessor of English, makes it clear in his introduction to the collec-
tion that “contemporary” means post-realism, and he imposes a
very narrow definition of realism in order to exclude those who
dont fic his little curriculum. Manitoba writers who work in more
traditional realist modes gre, predictably, ignored in Hughes's
book. These include fine fictdon writers like Ed Kleiman, whose
short fiction memorializes the Jewish north end of Winnipeg in
the 1940s and "50s, and Jake MacDonald.

Even though I am argying that the history of Prairie writing in
Canada is relatively short, there are nonetheless three distinct
groups or, if you like, generations of Prairie writers. The first could
be called the pioneers. Henry Kreisel's remark thar “all discussion
of the literarure produced in the Canadian West must of necessity

Sinclair Ross

begin with the impact of the landscape upon the mind" applies
particularly well ro this group. They published their important
wark before 1960, and include John Marlyn, W. O. Mitchell,
Martha Qstensa, Sinclair Ross, Gabrielle Roy, and Wallace
Stegner. All of them are concerned with establishing a particular
Prairie landscape in their work. This group’s published work is
scatrered over a long period of time, and a number of them have
had essentially one-book careers. The second generation is a rela-
tively small group thar mostly began publishing in the 1960s. The
list is still mainly composed of fiction writers, but there are a few
uther genres represented as well: Robert Kroersch, Parrick Lane,
Margarer Laurence, Eli Mandel, Ken Mitchell, john Newlove,
George Ryga, Miriam Waddington, Rudy Wiebe, and Adele
Wiseman are among the most significant writets in this group.
Finally the third generation, by far the largest group, hegan pub-
lishing in the "70s. This list (necessarily incomplete) includes
poets, playwrights, children’s writers, historians, and more women
and ethnic writers than ever befare: Edna Alford, David
Arnason, Byrna Barclay, Ven Begamudré, Sandra Bindsell, Di
Brandt, Lois Braun, Martha Brooks, Sharon Burala, Dennis
Cuooley, Lorna Croziet, Beatrice Culleton, Daruel Dancocks,
Peter Eyvindson, Brad Fraser, Patrick Friesen, Kristjana Gunnars,
Carol Matas, Bruce McManus, Howard Palmer, Carol Shields,
Andrew Suknaski, W. D. Valgardson, Aritha van Herk, Guy
Vanderhaeghe, and Fred Wah.

The pioneering group thar broke the ground for Prairie litera-
ture is headed by Sinclair Ross, whase 1941 novel As For Me and
My House has had a huge impact on the writers of this region.
Significantly, chis novel had very licle impact until it was
reprinted in 1957; the significance of Canadian ot Prairie livera-
ture was not really appreciated until after the war. Ross’s novel dis-
played very sophisticated technical control while also dealing with
a Depression-era regional setting. Writers as diverse as Loma
Crozier and David Williams have heen attracred to this book,
which, unlike Grove’s oentre, demonstrates both a high level of
craft and specifically regional content.

Whllace Stegner, most of whose career has been spent in the
Unired Srates, made his reputation with 2 memunr about his
Saskarchewan boyhood, Wolf Willow ( 1962). Like Ross’s As For
Me and My House, this book was importane for the sophisticared
way In which it made use of a prairie sening. john Marlyn’s Under
the Ribs of Death {(1957), while not as accomplished as either Ross’s
or Stegner’s work, is important for being a pioneering “immigrant
novel" and also one of the first Prairie novels rooted inan urban
reality. Gabrielle Roy's richly lyrical evocation of both the Saint
Boniface, Manitoba, landscape in Street of Riches, and the
Interlake region in Where Nests the Water Hen give her an impor-
tant place in this first generation as well, even though her novels
were translated from the French.

Comic writers are rare in this early group, with W. Q. Micchell
clearly being the leading one. His 1947 novel Who Has Seen the
Wind made his repuration. The “Jake and the Kid" series of radio
scrips he wrore between 1949 and 1957 were also a very impor-
tant influence on the Prairie writers who would stare publishing in
the *60s and *70s. Guy Vanderhaeghe, although a more sophisti-
cated writer in some ways, follows in Mitchell’s footsteps with his
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gift for outrageous vernacular dialogue.

Paul Hiebert is the only other comic writer of note in this
group. Hissatirical biography of a fictional poet, Sarah Binks
(1947), isa very healthy and furmy outsider’s view of the emerging
Prairie literati; his book combines objectivity and selfloathing ina
way that is characteristic of Prairie humour up to and including the
Edmonton comedy troupe Three Dead Trolls in a Baggy.

In the second generation of writets, the major figures are all fic-
tion writers, Margaret Laurence picked up the chronicling of small
town Prairie life, with all its natural beaury and moral hypocrisy,
whete Sinclair Ross left off. She also established the Prairic madition
of the book of linked short stories, nost notably with A Bird in the
House (1970); Sandra Birdsell’s and Edna Alford’s powerful collec-
tions are unimaginable without Laurence. The Stone Angel (1964)
and The Diviners (1974) are Laurence’s masterpieces; both these
novels combine unshakable moral conviction with remendous
sympathy foradiverse range of characters. Laurence is probably the
most enduring presence of anyone who has writen literarure from
thisregion. She did not share the academic preoccupation with
establishing a canon of precursors; she simply wrote.

Rudy Wiebe’s career started with a flare of controvessy in the
Canadian Mennonite commamity over his novel Peace Shall
Destroy Many (1962}, which portrays conflic within a conservarive
Menmnonite village. Wiebe has a passion for the history and geogra-
phy of Alberta and Saskatchewan, and he is also fascinated with
extreme moral and psychological situations; these interests infuse
his writing with an explosive stylistic energy. The Biue Mountains of
China (1970)and The Temptations of Big Bear (1973) are probably
his most important books. Wiebe’s ambition to build what he calls
“siant artifacts” in the manner of the great Russian novelists makes
himan interesting case study in relation to the legitimacy-anxiety
of other Prairie writers of his generation. Instead of atempting to
invent a literary tradition where Little or none exists, Wiebe works
with aboriginal, oral, and geographic radition so that his work is
rooted in 2 place instead of a rag-tag assortment of texts.

Robert Kroetsch, in spite of having won a Governor General’s
Award for fiction (for The Studhorse Man, 1969), has emerged as
one of the most interesting poets of his generation over the last 15
years. As his Completed Field Notes (1989) demonstrates,
Kroetsch’s poetry is wide-ranging in style and content, and has
changed the way people write and think about the genre here. Eli
Mandel, John Newlove, and Patrick Lane have all published overa
longer period than Kroetsch. These poets’ emergence showed
younger writers that lyricism, experimentation, and regional con-
tent could alf co-exist.

The writers | am identifying as third generation are the most
numerous and the most prolific. In Alberta, Aritha van Herk isa
fiction writer who has done exciting work, stareing with Judith
{1978). Recently van Herk seems obsessed with a legitimacy-anxi-
ety that usually afflicts only male writegacademics, and leads her to
indulge in bizarre and opaque “theary” such as her latest book, In
Visible Ink: Crypto-frictions (1991 ). Kristjana Gunnars’s work spans
poetry, translation, and fiction, much of it concerned with her
Icelandic heritage; recently her experimental novel The Prowler
attracted considerable arention, displaying as it does an interest in
literary—and moving — sel€examination. Howard Palmer and

the lare Daniel Dancocks, also Albertans, are the only popular his-
torians this region has yet produced. Sharon Pollock is sdll the
biggest name in dramatic writing to come out of the thind genera-
tion, and Edmonton’s Fringe Festival has spawned much talent
and many other festivals as well.

Saskatchewan boasts a veritable legion of talented fiction writ-
ers, of whom the most notable are Guy Vanderhaeghe and Sharon
Burala. Vanderhaeghe's first book, Man Descending, gave him a
narional reputation, and his tremendous gift for dialogue and pol-
ished style make him a writer who should com-

mand international attention, Sharon Butala’
recent novel, The Fourth Archangel, is some-
thing of a departure irom the more restrained
style of her earlier books. David Carpenter is
also an accomplished stylist, most notably in
his novella “Luce” (1985). Andrew Suknaski'’s
anecdotal style, Lorna Crozier's delicate lyri-
cism and punchy humour, Anne Szumigalski's
prose poems, and Fred Wah's Black Mountain
thythms provide contrasting and distinctive
poetic voices from Saskarchewan, and theres

an army of emerging talent there as well. Ven
Begamudné’s fiction is rooted in what he calls
his “mranscultural” heritage, East Indian and
Canadian, which is best captured in A Planet
of Eccentrics (1991 ); like this whole group of
Saskatchewan writers, Begamudré is certainly
not caught up in legitimacy-anxiety.
Manitoba has produced a plethora of inter-
esting writers in the last Jecade alone. The first
major short-story writer of the "70s was W. D.
Valgardson, whose collection Bloodflowers
{1973) announced the arrival of a marure and

self-confident talent. Patrick Friesens poetry
and Sandra Birdsell’s short fiction are the
major milestones of Manitoba literature over
the last 15 years; both came out of the increas-
ingly licerary Mennonite communiry, and both
are overdue for Governor General's awards. Di
Brandr’s poetry, most recently Agnes in the sky

{ 1991 ), comes from this same conrext, and
owes much to Friesens groundbreaking long

poem The Shunning (1980). David Amason Robert Kroersch
and Dennis Cocley have made their mark as

writers and edicors for Turnstone Press. Amnason has published fic-
tion, poetry, and criticism; he has an engaging talent for narrative
experiments best demonstrated in The Circus Performers’ Bar

(1984). Cooley is a prolific poet and crinc whose book of essays,

The Vemacular Muse (1988) represents an important statement on
Prairie writing.

Although the preoccupation with legitimacy remains a prob-
lem for some, most of this latest crop of Prairie writers has dis-
pensed with the anxiety abour ancestry that plagued previous gen-
erarions, This group is attending, more than any before, to the
business of creating a literature as spacious and varied as the Prairie
landscape iwelf. ¢
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The Place Where Words S{t@p

A sense of the land as a living presence underlies

ALLAN

Sharon Butala’s depiction of the natural world CASEY
SHARON BUTALA is the author of two collections of short fic- loud every day, because if they did =~ 7% ' - /_‘\;- \ i
tion — Quieen of the Headaches (Coteau, 1986) and Fever their world would collapse. VAREE >Nk

(HarperCollins, 1990) —and four novels; The Gatesof the Sun ~~ And I donit blame them for /’
(Fifth House, 1986), Lma (Fifth House, 1988}, Upstream (Fifth that. That’s the role of a DA
House, 1991), and The Fourth Archangel, which has just been pub-  writer, to look ar society .
lished by HarperCoilins. and be critical. And j

Interviewed recently in Saskatoon, Butala seemed slightlyot  if those very same
of her element, not that a pastel motel-room in Saskatoon could womenhaveread [
be anyone’s element. Shek driven the five hours from her ranch Luna and liked it,
near Eastend, which lies far to the southwest. Butala has many then it’s partly
errands to run during her days in town, but mostly she’s here to because 1 didnt
address the International Women'’s Day celebration on the week-  hit too hard.
end. The organizers can’t know what an iconoclast is en rouie to didn' say, you cant
the podium. Butala would open her speech by reminding the live like this.
audience that, in the years before her books began to come out,
she hadn't been welcome at such orthodox feminist gatherings.
Her views on women were too traditional. Or subversive. She
would modestly assail prominent feminists such as Germaine
Greer and Simone de Beauvoir, and she would cry while recount-
ing how sheld been a victim of date rape long before the term was
invented. Allan Casey talked with Burtala not only about femi-
nism and her new novel, The Fotrth Archangel, but about autobi-
ography, short-grass prairie, and being traditional.

BiC: I hear you have a bone to pick with some feminists. Or they have
one to pick with you. How conld you get in such a predicament? Isrit
Luna far and awey the Predvie womards bese-loved self-portraic?

Sharon Butala: Down south where I live, the women phone me
tosay they've read iv, that they gave it to their daughters to read,
and their mothers and sisters. Those women really liked that
book. But no one else did. It’s the only one of my books that
wasnit even nominated for a prize.

BiC: Were urban feminists bothered by your main chavacter, Selena, a
traditional wancher's wife devoted more to her family thar to herself?

Butala: When | wrote Selena, I was trying to say, look, this woman
is honourable. Shes leading the life that women have led down
through the centuries in cultures all over the world. She [eading
ituncritically, and she shouldn be uncritical. Bur | wanted to
give her the respect that’s due her for the way she’s builta
world. The women down south donit question their lives out

—I BOOKS th CANADA —I—
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BiC: But urban feminists would tefl them how ta live?

Butala: Ifyou read the female creation legend that's central to
Lima, thar’s abour the harshest statement possible about womenss
siruation on this planet. Feminists are not going to object torally
to the book because that legend is in there. But what | have come
to accepr, and what some feminists object to, is that we should be
celebrating our differences from one another, and that we are dif-
ferent from men....And women do have power. Men have this
formalized power thar we all know and can see, and that we all
hare with good reason. They have power over the structures of
society and there’s just no denying it. But women have another
kind of power that comes out of formal powerlessness, 1 guess.
They find other ways to be powerful. Sometimes that can be very
harmful, but it can also be very good. Wise women have been
around through the ages, and they are as powerful as any man
simply by what they know and how they express it.

BIC: Your fiction must trouble the propoments of absolte equality. At
times the male and female chavacters hardly seem to belong to the same
shecies. They even get separate books: Luna was the female coumterpart
to your ostensibly male history of ranching in The Gates of the Sun.

Butala: Yes, I can'r say that’s not true. It’s what interests me, and
its my interpretation of male-female relationships in North
America right now. And we're better off than most parts of the
world by a long shot. But I feel ready — F'm going to be 52 this
summer and I'm starting to feel old — ro move beyond my own
limited personal experience and o start writing about male-
female relationships that are on a more equal, purer level. My new
novel, the one I've got in my head, is going to be about the mid-
life crisis.

BiC: Doesrt Germaine Greer say women are supposed to love
menopause and getting older?

Butala: Oh yeah, right. It would be better if our cukural icons
would tell us the oruth rather than just taking positions and then
later on saying, “Well, you know, at the time 1 wrote thart book,
th..." Pm willing to be accountable for every word Pve ever writ-
ten. Thats what you do if you write, and if you cant do that, shut

up.

BiC: It bothers you that some of those crdruval icons grew up isolated

from day-to-day, working-class women's reality. What was your early
life all ahout?

Butala: I was born in Nipawin, as were three of my four sisters, ar
an outpost hospiral, an old house that I think was run by the Red
Cross where Mom would come down to have her babies. Dad had
a sawmill in the bush north of there, and chat’s where [ was raised.
Thefirst four years of my life were in complete wilderness. I think
now; though it wasnt until I came down to the ranch to live that [
realized it, that this must have been a profound experience and
that where I'm heading for now comes out of that. Anyway, thar’s
where we were, and we were poor, really poor.

BiC: Does thar explam your loving depiction uf the natural world? As
a whole, your books are the most wonderfully detailed besnary. You
know the name of every shrub, rock, bird, and critter on the land. And
the short-gruss prairie vou describe 15 a long way from the boreal forest
where you were born.

Butala: When [ married my hushand Perer and moved to
Eastend. [ spent one full year just riding with him in the truck. Ic
was the first time in my adulk life that I hadnt had to be at work
every day. [ went everywhere he went, did everything he did, and
1 just kepr asking questions like a four-year-old. I never stopped
asking, and he loved explaining things. It took me about a year to
learn what 1 needed to know..... But its more a question of liking
to be out in the wilderness, whatever kind it might be, and having
a sense of the land as a real living presence and of everything on
it, even yourself, as being a part of the whole world. If you can
approach it in the right way, you can begin to communicate with
it. As it says in The Fourth Archungel, “This is a place where words
stop.”

BiC: You urote a novel when you were just nine. Buur your writing
dlidn'e seart again until shosthy after you went o Eastend in 1976.
What brought you there?

Butala: Peter was born and raised there. He's never lived any-
where else. When we talked abour getring married, there was
never any question about his moving. I sold my house, 1 quicmy
job at the universicy, I left my friends and family behind, i went to
a place five hours from the nearest person | knew.

BiC: Are you still treated as a newcomer?

Butala: No, but [ will never be treated as a member of the com-
munity on the same basis as people who were born there. | strug-
gled very hard to be one, and finally realized one day that it was
not ever going to be possible. | would only kill whar was unique in
me, and | would never be fully accepred anyway. | decided the
only way ro survive there was to take the place on my own terms.
I'm a ranch wife, [ married into a family that has been there fora
couple of generations, so 1 do some of the things they do. If we
have a branding, then I have the women in my kitchen, though
they come less and less every year. All of the women have jobs off
the farm now. Anyway, they phone me from the hall and say, well,
it’s your turn to wash dishes for the fowl supper, | go in and wash
dishes; they say, you need to bake three pies, [ bake three pies.
There are certain things [ support and | go there on those people’s
terms. Bur I well everybody that just because I'm home every day
Jdoesn’t mean I'm available every day. And the women have
stopped trying to be my friends. I've found certain ones, and
they've found me. But they are kind of offbeat people, kind of the
peripheral ones just like me. And ['ve found that my way of con-
tributing to the community is through the Eastend Arts Council.
I'm one of the founding members.

BiC: Maybe people are spoaked by you because you undersiand them
sowell.
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Butala: Well, lots of them don' read the books, so no problem.

BIC: Hearing about your real life is very comroborative. Your writing is
so personal that I canlt help inventing a biography for you based on . 1
geta strong image of your first husband from reading Queen of the
Headaches or Fever, forinstance.

Butala: You might be interested to know I was in Saskatoon
recently, and one of the main purposes of the visit was to have a
reunion with him after all these years. We had this encounter that
most people only dream of having.

BiC: People dream of reunions awith their ex!

Butala: When you believe there has been an injustice, you dream
of the day when you might redress it in some way, or where you
geta chance to say all the things you didnlt ger ro say, or hear all
the things you didnt get to hear, to sort it out, to make sense of it,
and that’s what happened.

BiC: The very thing yor main character longs to do in “Justice,” the
story in Fever. Does your ex-husband read your books?

Butala: 1don't think he has read all of Fever, which is the one thar....
BiC: The one that he needs to read?

Butala: Yes. Bur I think he has read *Justice” It wouldn’t marer
either way. Because I cank know how he interprets anything he
reads. I can’t know how he remembers. Even my older sister, [ said
something to her one day about one of the stories being my
inrerpretation of what happened, and she flared up at me and 1old
me that wasn't what happened. She had a completely different
version. Thats one of the things that P'm learning about people:
they know differant things than I know.

BiC: Your female characters are amazingly adept ar reading people.
They can decode the most subtle body language,, or verbal inflection.
As ariters do.

Butala: Most women have to be acute readers of other people. It’s
tharwhole realm of unstructured power that women have: this is
how they get it, by being pood readers. I wouldn't say ic's any sort
of gifi.. It’s just what you have to learn. Now, some people are a
whole lot better at it than others, and writers betrer be damn good
atit. My kind of writer, anyway. And I know men who are really
good at it. I mean, they scare me. Rudy Wiebe, for instance.

BiC: We're beginning to blur the line between fact and fiction. You
have an essay in the works about that — one with a wonderful ritle.

Butala: *Persephone Grows Up, Shakes Off Men, Goes into Selt

Analysis and Becomes a Writer?" It’s still sitting on my desk. When
Feverwas published, everybody thought it was autoblography, and
I began to get the sense that, in people’s minds, to wrire autobiog-

raphy is to be an inferior kind of writer. | wanted to defend it asa

very important kind of writing, one that s probably even more
important than the kind where you invent a whaole world.

BIC: If we ave to believe the dust-jacker, Upstream is your onky oy
autobiographical novel,

Butala: It deals with my family history in that my father was a
French Canadian and my mother wasn't, and with some of the
memories of growing up a French-Canadian kid who didnit speak
French, and as a Catholic kid with a mother who didnt believe in
Catholicism, and a father who had no way of separating
Catholicism from his blood.

BiC: Bu it was because of Fever that people started accusing you of
uriting autcbiography.

Butala: That was different. “Persephone Grows Up...." would not
have come out of Upstream, because Lipstream is the kind of thing
that every writer does. Fever is not what every wrirer does, or what
every wrirer swears they don't do — and Pm saying [ do. The only
thing chat counts for a writer of ficton 1s to say something about
how the world is, and to say it in such a way that other people rec-
uvgnize themselves and say, I'm not alone. The only way is to be
purely and completely authentic. It much hander 1o do that than
to invent a world and people ic with characrers that you've never
met. I know this is an argument that’s never going to be resolved
in the literary world. There were times writing some of the stories
in Fever when 1 felt as if | was just a funnel for the Great Creative
Flow, wharever that is, and that it was just going through me into
the typewriter. And those are the things, of course, for which I am
accused of being merely autobiographical.

BiC: Let’s go back to the fand. Though you have become one of their
spokespersons, vou are quite critical of formers.

Butala: Some kinds of farmer. It’s been said thar no area in North
America, and perhaps on the face of the earth, has been so radi-
cally altered as sourhern Saskatchewan. You can drive for miles
and not find a blade of grass or a tree that saomebody didnt plant. 1
am able, because we have strerches of land that nobody’s touched
except to graze cattle and horses, to imagine how it must once
have been.

BiC: Youed like 1o see it go back the way it was.

Butala: West magazine, which used to be distributed wath the
Gilobe and Mail our of Vancouver, called me up a couple of years
ago. They said it was about time somebody who acrually lived on
the land wrote abour i, rather than hiring someone from the big
city ro go out and do it. So they got this controversial and unex-
pected essay out of me, which got four magazine-award nomina-
tions. In it, I say that the whole Palliser Triangle should never
have been ploughed up and it’s time to give it up now.

BiC: | bet even the people who dont read our books m Eastend got
wand of that.
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Butala: I was afraid to answer the phone for about a month afeer the
article came out. But the only phone calls and lewers I got were in
agreement. On the one hand, ] feel very angry abour what's hap-
pened to this beautiful place and angry at the people who did it. But
on the other hand, I see them as my neighbours and friends and
know how they are suffering. Farmers were led astray by govern-
ments, by universities, by people who just wanted to make a buck.
Agribusiness. Some of the farmers wanted to be rich, but mostly the
real cural people have stuck it out for generations because they
wanted to live close to nature, even if they dont know that them-
selves. What they dread leaving is not so much the big business or
the big machinery, but getting up in the morning to the peace and
beauty of the countryside, or going to bed at night lisrening to the
coyotes howl, and seeing the swans come back every spring.

BiC: The Fourth Archangel is setin the year 2000, and the farm crisis has
only gotter worse. Wil the Palliser Triangle ever retem o its original siate?

Butala: 'm sure that there will be abandoned farms, but theyll goro
weeds, not short-grass prairie. Even if we don have drought, we
wont be able tosell gur whear, so people will go broke and have to
leave. Down in the driest part of the Palliser Triangle, I think it’s
pretty generally agreed — though it’s not said out loud much — that
there is only about 20 years of farming left in the soil.

BiC: You ave a very waditional writer. Does it bother you, being at one end
of a literary spectrum, with someone like Brian Fawcett at the other?

Butala: I'm fulfilling my childhood dream, and that’s to be like the
writers that went before me.

BiC: And Alice Mumnvo is your living hero.

Butala: Oh, I think she is the Canadian genius. | try to do the same
things that she doas, but then she takes off into outer space and |
can't follow. It just makes my heart sink. But as for the postmod-
ernism thing, I see that as a kind of playing games. A game played by
brilliant people trying to ourdo each other. It’s entertaining, it's
sometimes charming, but in the end its prexty silly. And it’s destruc-
tive, many of the writers who do it are tremendously talented people,
and it seems to me they are not taking their own gifts seriously. |
believe in humanity and I believe thar whar we do has to mean
something. You can only say what the postmodernists have ro say
once, and then why bother. And if you take it to its ultimate expres-
sion, then you've got to quit writing. Critics are not artists and they
never will be. And they should stop erying to be artists.

BiC: Do you object to being called a vealist?

Butala: I object to it because its 2 put-down:. It's saying, we donit
have to think about her work because shek just another prairie real-
ist and thars all been done, and what she does doesn’t count. 1 wish |
could defend myself bener. 1 know what Ken Mitchell says abour the
death of the novel. But the novel isrit dead. I personally know hun-
dreds of people who are still reading them and can't wait for the next
ohe. <

Boeok NEwS
an advert ising fe'lcur

Place Names of Alberta: Volume I

by A RKaramligenis
Ever wonder where such places as Gloomy Creek,
Happy Valiey, Castle Mountain or Thin Lake got their
names? For only $29.95 you can have these and many

more mysterlous questions answered.

.Hmmﬂlbmvmmnmwmdmed

Metis Lands in Manitoba
by I. E Fleaagan
§17.95
Metis Lands in Manitoba is a study of the implementa-
tion of the land provisions of the Manitoba Act, 1870.
Of interest to readers concerned with aboriginal rights
and land claims.

[]'_r@ UNIVERSITY OF CALGARY PRESS
= 2500 Unlvercity Drive N.X7. Calgary, Albertn, T2N 1N&

=am  Fhowes (403) 220 - 7578 P (§03) 262 - 0085 Telzbonke 51155466

Grant Notley

The Social Conscience
of Alberta

Howard Leeson

In the society and politics of Alberta, Grant Notley
stood out. Dedicated to the creation of the NDP but
educated in the CCF, Grant Notley was one of the
living links between social democracy and prairie
populism.
$24.95 cloth; 0-885864-244-X

The University of Alberta Press

141 Athabasca Hall, Edmonton, Alberta T6G 2E8
Fax (403) 492-0719

A Second Look
at Calgary’'s Public Art

Barhara Kwasny and
Elaine Peake

The fascinating and
abundant public art in
Calgary Is pictured and
described in this handy
book. Leam about the
artists and their artistic
works.

ISBN 1-55059-041-3, pb
220 pg., 5%ax8'%, 165 biw
pictures $14.95. _ o
Distributed by Temeron 3
Books Inc. Box G 399 CAIgary, Albarla m 263




THE CJ
BOO

199 ¢

The Cily of
Toronto Book
Awards:
$15,000
presented
annually o
authors of
books af
literary
exceflence that
are evoative
of Toronte.

Ty OF TORONTO
K AWARDS

FINALISTS

Wilderness Tips
by Margaret Atwood,
McClelland & Stewart Inc.

How Boys See Girls
by David Glimour,
Random House

Hearts of Flame
by Katherine Govler,
Viking

Cosimo Cat
by Kenneth Oppel and Regolo Ricd,
Horth Winds Press

Bag Babies
by Allan Stration,
Coach House Press

The Carpet King

by Gregory Ward,
Little, Brown & Company (Canada) Umited

HMext of Kin
by Martanne Langner Zeltiin,
Zephyr Fress

This year's winner(s), selected from this
list, will be announced on Wednesday,
May 20, 1992.

1

|

active living

(
[

_—

- >

Canada’s Fitweek, May 22-31, is the largest
annual celebration of physical activity in the
world. Join the action and make physical
activity a regular part of your life.

Participate on your own, or with friends and
family. Make your move toward active living.
It is fun and easy. Simply add a walk to your
daily routine, a softball game to your
weekend plans, or go dancing on a Saturday
night. Or choose to join one of over 16,000
Fitweek events happening
across the country.

Supported by
D¢[| Glovormant of Canada Gouvamdmond du Conpda
Fitnoso and Amotour Sport  Condition physiquo ot Spor! amstour
Canada's Fltweek isa Ip af Fitness and Acateur , peavintial and {enitorid enis,

r?m
18 natlonal arga ] cocparale supporiers; coo |m=rll:y the Canada’s Secretarial




& WL L — - — — Ll B e

The night Sam and Angela celebrated their 15th wedding anniversary,
the river was veiled by shrubbery, and the world was a glass bubble you could tip over

by MARGARET SWEATMAN

Glistening sheers of warm rain, the green night silvered by
ribbons uf rain down Wind Boulevard, the first summer
shower strung upon the radial suund-box of polished wood,

@ the downpour a glissando aver the sound-post of steel, a spiral
N THAT JUNE night the rain finally broke the drought, staircase descending from the bedroom loft to the open fire-
Sam’s house was devoted to homesick violins and a gospel place. Immense glazed windows lovked out on the hedge that
choir. Rain blended magically with percussive horns, the slide  Jdisguised the dike upon which Sam’s house was built. In the
and shine of the snare, the warm waltz thythms of 2 double winter, you could see the river through the willows. But the
bass, and the smooth-throated longing, hoarse at its edges, the nighr Sam and Angela celebrated their 15th wedding anniver-
prolonged velars of Ray Charles. sary, the river was veiled by shruhbery, and the world wasa
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glass bubble you could tip over and stars would tcumble and
Ray Charles and a bit of champagne and Sam's white tuxedo
and Angela’s pearl-sequined dress and the shiver of rain across
the tiles spilled splinters of pleasure over Angela’s shoulders
while they danced.

Angela leaned into Sam’s throat to feel the vibrations of
his voice. They saaay, Ruby you're like a dreamme, sang Ray
Charles, and Sam said, they say, like a dream. They saaay,
Rubry you're like a songge, You just don’t know right from

:IH[E HAD EXAGGERATED poise. His father had left him with lit-

tle, other than elaborarely graceful mannerisms and a rapacious

sense of selfimportance. He knew that. He modulated the physi-
cal expressions and cultivated the psycho-

...perhaps a piece of glass had cut her when she
ran her hands over the floor seeking the candle, a
maich. She lit many candles all over the house,

crying loudly, a bleating, an animal noise

logical. He had dexterity.

He entered the interview room like
Fred Astaire on his way to meet Cyd
Charisse. He swung his arms in careful
semi-circles, toes pointed out strolling and
softly, he whistled under his breath. He
pulled his pant legs up a little above the
knees and was seated, his hands folded
before him on the table, when Angela
arrived.

She was no lawyer, that much was obvi-
ous. There was much that was obvious

wrongge. And Sam said, right from wrong, heartaches for me.

They were home from an extravagantly dull party. Angela
had soaked her hands with the broth that ran from the pink
shells of boiled shrimp. Her tongue, she could feel it, white
with the salt of caviar. And tortes, and those little
meringues, blue cheese with grapes and the last sweet wine.

Sam smoothed Angela’s sequined dress up, up over her
wide hips, he cupped her breasts in each hand, Angela’s
breasts larger than his hand, he slipped the straps over her
shoulders and slid the zipper down to the dimpled place in
her broad back. With a cerrain force Sam pulled the dress
over her breasts and her white soft belly to the red hair on
pudenda on thighs to her feet which were bare when they
danced. The skin, moist with summer hear, freckled on her
chest and her round forearms. When she was naked Sam
broke the waltz and he held Angela close, and he was only
slightly taller but more in his black shoes and more by
holding her tightly between his legs, Angela with her dim-
pled knees bending between Sam’s long lean legs, and he
looked down into her eyes, and taking a handful of Angela’s
red hair he pulled her head back and took her throat
between his teeth and then he said, “How about something
to eat, Angel” As Ray Charles and his strings, his piano, his
horns, his bass, his subtle harp diminished, as the gospel
choir shifted from major to minor, She's but a dream, as Sam
with a knowing look released Angela to go up to his room,
he told her, “I'm gerting out of this monkey suit,” climbing
the spindled stairs. She stood naked, her whire dress in her
hands, her red hair fallen, in the quiver of light from melt-
ing candles on a glass table, in a trance from which Sam
woke her when he leaned over the railing to say, “Angie.
Food. Before 1 die”

about Angela. Judging from the size of her,
she would be a woman who likes ice
cream. When Parrick greeted Angela he was thinking about pis-
tachio, about cherry burgundy. When he rose to offer her his slen-
der hand (she enveloped Patrick’s hand, a sculptor greeting a
young pianist) he was remembering Italian ice. He studied
Angela’ pimento-coloured hair (it was the flucrescent light, sup-
pressed the rawny) and he recalled the old woman who sold him
gelati, her sleek black hair, her diamond-shaped face when she
smiled and stood on her toes 1o reach over the glass counter.

Angela threw her briefcase on the table and removed her suit
jacket. “Whew! Arent you dying?” She wore a sleeveless white
shirt, it revealed her arms, round and freckled. Patrick followed
the freckles on Angela’s arms like a traveller in a field of poppies,
his eyes suddenly aching to sleep, the dream of the ice-cream
woman threatening to overwhelm him. He focused on her eyes,
green. For no particular reason, Patrick choked, a spiting choke
that stung his throat.

“Are you OK?" she asked.

“Sure. I'm fine”

*That’s really weird," she said quietly.

“What's that? Pardon me ™™

“Oh, nothing, ir’s just,” she waved her marble arms, 1 wonder if
{ make people allergic. | mean, my husband sneezes all the time.”

Again, Parrick fought to keep his eyes from rolling back in his
head. To sleep, to sleep. She was nodding ar the cop in the obser-
varion window. “They treating you OK™"

“[ guess sa.”

“Have you made a starement?” When she looked worried, she
made little reindeer antlers between her eyes.

*] dont know. I guess so- 1 told them what happened sort of.
They caught me red-handed” He laughed, and his laughter was
charming, boyish and affable. “T've always wanted to say that. Red-
handed
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“How old are you, Farrick?™

*Twenty-three”

""Why were you in het house?”

T dorlc know?"

She looked baffled, blew cut a breath. Parrick nodded slightly,
identifying the smell of maraschino. “How could you not, like,
know?” she asked.

“Well, | walked in the frant door, if thar’s what you mean. It
was gpen” When Angela appeared to be disappointed, Parrick
looked for something to give her. He said patiently, as it he were
much clder than she was, *You're wondering whether there was
forethought. There wasnt”

“Are you a student ™

“Selftaught” The smile.

‘Did you know the woman™

“Not really. Id seen her

“Seen her? You warched her?

*“Yeah. Sort.of Pm not a pervert, Ms. Whetherly. I'd go down
the back lane to get to the bus stop and sheld be in her garden.
She planted a lot of flowers back there. It was really beauriful.”

“Patrick, did you go to her house to steal™

“No, no. | didn't need anything. The cops think I was there to
steal. They have no imagination.”

“Well, it’s tough when you were going through her things like
that-”

“] was just looking”

*Did you know she was home?

He was suddenly looking at the palms of his hands, reading the
lines. *I did and I didn'" He drew this for her, turning his hands
over, comme ci comme gi. “If I'd known she was home, 1 would've
had to have a plan, you see? And 1 know | didn’t have one, a plan.
I justwent in.'

Angela was listening and watching him, interested, s0 he con-
tinued.

“] remember 1 was walking by, and I locked in through the front
window: It was hot and sunny so it was hard to see much because
of the trees on the window

“Pardon me?

“Like the trees on the window”

“Oh. The reflection”

Parrick didn't seem to hear.

“She had one of those black gates, it was open and her front
door was open too. So 1 just turned at her sidewalk and went into
the house. It was a lot cooler in there. She has a problem, I'll tell
you, I wouldn't want her for a mother”

“Her for a mother™

“The place was a mess. There were clothesall over the place.
Hanging on the doors, and in the dining-room area, you know,
where a family would sit down and eat” Patrick showed Angela
how the family would sit, drawing boxes with his hands. “Shiny
silver material. On the table, you see. | remember thinking that
she must be making a Halloween costume, a robot costume or a
ballerina if it was fora little gizl. Why she would be making a
Halloween costume in June is anybody’s guess. There wasa
sewing machine right there where the family would eat. She was
sewing something Obviously”

w -1 July Nights
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and Other Storles
v TR A J. A. Hamitton
.*; '\‘?: . r'-':-..t;\\-. ‘
\ ot - “These are die-hard stories full of
~ , « = %| perilous honesty.... They tell the

truth even when it’s as surprising
as graffiti—tender-hearted and

\ furious and right off the wall.”
.

- —Linda Spaiding, auther of
e Daughiers of Caplain Cook

Hedling the Dead
D. F. Bailey

Healing 1he Dead is one of those
extracrdinary novels that grabs you
in its fists...squeezes every drop of
emotion out of you and finally
leaves you...astounded once again
at the world’s inexplicable wonder
and folly.”

—Andreas Schroader

Douglas & Mclntyre

) Vancouver/Toronto

“Patrick, what did you do when she found you?

“Well, she came downstairs. [t was actually all right at first. |
heard her” He looked up at the ceiling, which was Plexiglas. His
shoulders rrpped right and left, Angela watched his small muscled
shoulders move beneath his cotton shirt, the sleeve so carefully
ironed. His right hand pointed up. “She came walking down the
stairs, gerting bigger all the time.”

“She came into view."

“Her foot and then her knees and then her whole leg”™ Patrick
smiled pleasantly. “The whole shebang”

“Was she frightened?”

“Her eyes were open very wide. Oh, and | remember her throat
made a sound. You know the noise a cat makes before it's going to
be sick™

A.NUEU\ WILL DIE of embarrassment. 've never known anyone
with less confidence.

I'm the anly one who knows this about her.

He was lying in the dark. Sam was. Angela would see him by
the light of his cigaretre when she unlocked the front door. The
thick wedge from the streetlight showed her as a blue improba-
ble figure, her briefcase under her arm, its brass fiwings curting
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Why read Books in Canada?.

Here’s what our readers say:
* | continue 1o lookforward to sach issus of the magazine. Keep up
tha good work” D.L., Halifax, NS
* Always excellent.” J.V, Waterdoo, ON

“ |tisagood read, your magazine, and | have carefully noted all the
recent Improvements, addillonal reviews, more reviews per
Issue. You're dolng a fine job." D.F., Victoria, BC

* Thankyou, Books in Ganads, for many enjoyable hours of good
reading.” 5.C., Regina, SK

* Aworthy enterprise™ AW, London, UK

If you tooare 2 book-lover, why not trear yourself
toa year of Books in Canadas? W're informative,
we're entertaining, and we're inexpensive — only
$19.21 for a one-year subscription!

her wrist. She nearly dropped it in the tiled vestibule, and Sam
pictured the cracked tile and heard the dry clicking sounds of
her entry and saw her shadow misshapen by the end of the tile
and the beginning of the thick rug, felt her invade the house,
cotrosive, wind on blue veins in marble.

She was looking up to the bedroom loft, looking right ac
him. Sam dragged on his cigaretze so she could make out his
face.

“Sam®™

*Yes, honey”

“Why aren’t there any lights on?”

“Did you get him off™

"Who?

“That good-fooking young man. Did you get him off?"

“Yeah. I won. What's the matter with the lights in this
place?” Angela was tying the switch by the open front door.

“The power is off”

Angela looked our to the sereet. “But it’s not out anywhere
else”

“Just at our house 1 guess, Angel. Why don't you come here™

Angela closed the door. She stood still, thrusting her eyes
into the dark. She put her hand to her eyes like someone

squinting into the sun. Sam laughed. “What are you doing, dar-

ling?™
She laughed too, baffled. “How can you see anything? Why
didn't you light a candle?”
] thought youd like it. Don't you find it romantic!”
“Bloody weird,” she said so quietly Sam wondered if he was

meant to hear.

“What's chat™ He was pulite.

“Nathing. | can’t see, thar’s all” Angela sighed. “I'm tired,
Sam. Dx we have to play games tonight”

Sam was suddenly running downstairs. Angela said, "It’s all
right, Sam, | can find a flashlight” But Sam was in the kitchen
rummaging through a drawer. “Gor it” The heam blinded
Angela, and once again, Sam’s location was the only thing she
knew in the dark. “Turn it off, Sam. Please” She walked blindly
toward him. She tripped over the edge of something sharp, it
cut her shin. Angela touched the cut. “Please, honey. Here,
look, I'll And the candles.”

Then, abruptly, it was entirely dark. Angela stood sull. The
streetlight through the window revealed its ashen light. The
absence ol walls, the sporadic arrangement of furniture in the
vaulted house, Angela laughing nervously. “Watch your step,”
sad Sam.

With her arms waving, Angela felt her way to an Oriental
table. She opened its drawer oo fast and it fell ac her feet. The
sound of her cherished ohjects rolling, the sound of heavy sil-
ver, gold rings, and a crystal globe with the stars cut into it,
rolling and breaking, fine splinters of crystal at Angela's feer.

She was crying then. perhaps a piece of glass had cut her
when she ran her hands over the floor seeking the candle, a
match. She lit many candles all aver the house, crying loudly, a
blearing, an animal noise. She cupped the ame with her cut
hand, stepped uver the fractured glass to the liquor cabinet,
poured a brandy, hesirated, poured one for Sam. At the end of
the horseshoe couch, Angela dropped off her shoes and curled
up, holding her drink in her lap. She cried loudly, in the inti-
macy of a marriage, to lose face, to crumple, to be impersonal.

Sam helped her bandage her hand. He removed her stained
suir jacket. He reached under and pulled her stockings over the
cut on her leg. He covered her with a comon sheet from the
bed. All the white candles were burning. Angela had drunk a
lot of brandy, and she dozed with the thick contentment that
comes after such weeping.

“And now, Angel, tell me abour your day”

“Today? You were there. That was nice of you to come over,
Sam.” She was warching the uneven flames, many liquid flames
on the shining rable. “Why did you? she asked chen.

“| like to watch you, babe. At work."”

“l didn’t know you were there”

*“You don't always know where 1 am, do you™

She looked at him then. Her face was swollen and moist, her
impossible hair orange in the strange light. “Is that the first
time you've done that?” she asked.

“Done whar, Angel™

“Warched me. When | didn't know you were there.”

“Does a tree fall in the forest? You're rired"

“It's nice of you to come and see me in court, Sam. Only I'd
rather know if you're there”

Sam kissed her and covered her pale shoulder with the
sheet. “Next ume. I'll be the one with the hard on in the last
TOW.

Angela laughed and she fited herself against him.
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“Bucyou still haven' told me,” said Sam.

She mrned and studied his face. “Told you what, Sam?

“Did you — get him — of "

“Patrick?”

“Qh! His name is Patrick, is it? Is it Pat or Patrick™”

"Yeah. I did tell you, Sam. 1 said it when ! first came home”

“Ch yes, I forgot. Well. Tell me all”

"It wasnt a big deal. He got a suspended sentence. Poor kid
needs some help”

“He’s hardly a kid. He’s a grown man. And he’s very nice
looking.”

“I didn't really norice. He's a smart kid, though- Rouen life

“He noticed you."

She laughed, pleased. “Goon

“He did," Sam said. “ saw him. I've got eyes, | have.”

r.|:|:::E FOOT RESTS on the top stair, its shape is visible
through the thin shoes, which are damp from rain. Most of
the weight rests on the left foot so that the body leans to the
left, which explains the necessity of the hand, its palm flac
against the diminutive yellow roses in the wallpaper. Only
recently have the knuckles conformed over youthful cartilage
to resemble a mans hand. It is dirty, and the marks it makes as
it moves down the stairs would be simply a handprint, a
shadow on the yellow wall.

The blue carpet runs everywhere, into the bedroom, The bot-
tom corner of the disheveled bed is in a room lic by flickering
veins of light frora the screen. There would be the rasp of a tele-
vision. The bed is empty. The open closet door reveals many
dresses, printed dresses, and silk blouses that fall from the
hanger, rows of her shoes carefully arranged, high heels, running
shoes, slippers, and from a hook on the door her nightgown, a
blue robe with a painted butterfly. The vanity is yellowed and if
you cleaned it, the cloth would show the ochre stain of nicotine.
In its drawers there are slips and lace camisoles, a quilted silk bag
containing stockings, bras, white, red, black, elastic bands for
her breasts. There are several pairs of panties with a narrow
crotch that would fit small and high, they would rub her, maybe
cut inside her z little, she would feel that.

In the second drawer, the one that holds her sweaters neatly
folded, a lacquered box with mother-of-pearl, and when you
open it there are the last tinxylophone notes of a song you
would remember. The box when iv’s held ro the light is full of
jewellery. Loosely the fingers admire a ruby brooch with dia-
monds, or cut-glass, and a string of jet.

Remember the car that passes. [ts wheels rip open the rain-
water at the side of the narrow road. The hand paints fresh pat-
terns on the faded paper. She is in the bathroom, under the
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sink beside the toilet. One hand clurches the drain pipe, close
to the rag and ¢leanser. The other hand is hidden beneath her,
it would be berween her thighs. She lies on her stomach, her
face turned o the bathroom wall where the sink and toilet leak
from under the seals and caulking. Her back and butrocks are
white as thin milk. You see the small undulations of her ribs.
The blood blooms like a riorous garden, bigger than roses
would grow here, hot and exotic fists of blood. You must
remember everything. The wrinkles in the rubber plug hung
from a chain. The bath-mat was beige, sown with her wounds.

Downstairs, there is more light. Stairways are regufar and
easily memorized. In her desk a silver leer-opener, a wooden
box with stamps and a pearl earring, the lerrers she kept, their
voices dried, twig-lerrers scrawled. Drapes hanging near the
couch nearly hide the photograph. There s always an old pho-
tograph- They love themselves that way, over the years and
generacions. [t is the same with the ornate gold-framed mirror
above the false fireplace. Beside the fireplace, a bookcase with
glass doors that opens with a skeleton key. The iy kitchen
thar must meet the needs of one. The inherited dining-room
table is burdened with a typewriter, files, on a crocheted cloth.
Old linen in the chest under the window, snd a box with velver
lining containing bone-handled knives. The hands learn every
fold. The windows with half-curtains, lace, from brass rods.

But then he is at the door.

And there 1s nothing to keep you but memory. 4

T v L T

This is an excerpt from a novel in progress by Margaret Sweatman.
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Of Mirth and Men

When you’re writing humour, says Fred Stenson, you can za NNETH '
rarely go wrong with the misfit McGOOGAN ‘

NOTSOLONG ago, while participaring ~ hasthoughtalot
ina*reading cabaret” sponsored by the about humour. His
Whiters’ Guild of Alberta, Fred Stensonwas  two published nov-
driven, if not torevise, at least toqualifyhis els, Lonesome Hero
views on humorous fiction. Having enter- (Macmillan, 1974)
tained a Sunday afiernnon audience witha ~ and Last One Home
funny hockeystory, part of an unpublished ~ (NeWest, 1988), are
collection, the Calgary authorfound him-  laced with it — espe-
selflistening to another writers tall tale cially the former,
abouta 300-pound North American which won a silver
Native who gets the best of a couple of medzal from the
white men—but only after becomingthe ~ Canadian Authors
worst kind of stereorype. Associarion. And

Judging from the laughter, most of the one of his two non-
audience of about 90 enjoyed the yam. But  ficdon books, an offi-
Stenson—who lives witha Métiswoman  cial history of the
—found himself squirming. A coupleof Canadian gas-pro-
years before, while roughing cut a workshop  cessing industry
presentation, hed responded to his own called Waste o
thetorical question about why humorous Wealth, prompted a
fiction isso hard to marker: “1 fear it’s reviewer to observe
because we have become so serious about that “the breezy,
everything. In our efforts to protect every detached tone of the
sex, race, religion, minority, and beast on dust-jacket blurb is
the face of the earth, we have unfortumately  keptup inside the
limired what can be made fun of to zero” book

But sitting at his paper-strewn kitchen That blurb noted
table recently, drinking decaffeinated coffee,  thar “Calgarybased
Stenson shook hishead over whatheld Fred Stenson was
heard at the cabaret: “It reminded methat ~ born a few hundred g
therereally isaburden onhumourasfaras  yards downwind of s
political correctness goes?” he told me. ¥l the B. A. Pincher
mezn, this guy honestly doesnitunderstand ~ Creek gas processing ¢
whypeople would beupser arwhat hesay-  plantinsouthern &
ing. Yet held never create a 300-pound Alberta,” the sire of a Fred Stensem II
Black man, namehim Snowball, andgive longstanding contro- .

him a step-andfetcheit accent. Maybe these  versy over emissions. “Nonetheless, he was  nal. Bur let’s take ic from the top. Stenson

battles have to be won culture by culture. able to complete a bachelorsdegree ineco-  was hom and rased on a farm roughly 25 !

What you canit make fun of, itseemstome,  nomicsat the University of Calgary, andto  kilometres south of Pincher Creek, a town

isan oppressed people” goon toacareer as a professional wnter of 170 kilometres south of Calgary. He took [
Stenson, whose most recent book is a fiction, non-fiction and film.” grades vne, two, and three ina one-room :

1990 collection of amusing stories calted Stenson is not only funny, you see. Hes schuolhouse, then began riding the bus into

Working Without a Laugh Fack (Coteau), also impossible to pigeenvhole —anorigi- town. Asa kid he read a kg, bur he didot

) .
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discover the world of adult fiction until he
was 14: T wasreally miffed}” he says. “1 felr as
ifawhole world had been deliberately con-
cealed from me — as if this great secret had
been kept”

Stenson fled the farm in 1969 to awend
the University of Calgary Halfway through
his degree in economics, he considered
switching to history or philosophy. “1 never
intended to be an accountant’ he com-

competition, and was later published by
Macmillan.

“] got a lor of strokes for that book,'
Stenson says. “The CAA silver medal. An
Alberta achievement award. But after that
it was tough sledding. I sincerely believed
that writing a novel a year would be my life.
I had that success so early that it wasdoubly
hard co learn the craft. Something perverse
in me kept insisting that [ already knew the

ments. “But then I realized that changing craft”
E— would mean staying another year, and 1 In an earlier interview; Stenson told me
thought, Forget it! 1 wanted to go to that “The raw truth is that (with Lonesome
Europe” Hero)} I'd said just about everything L had o
Just before he left, in the fall of 1972, say at that point — and then some.” Sill,
Stenson spotted an advertisement for the the mid-'70s brought their victories. For
first Search-For-AdNewAlberta-Novelist three consecutive years, Stenson was run-
competition. During the next several ner-up in the Miss Chatelaine short-fiction
months, while travelling around England, contest. He Jaughs about it now: “I never
Ireland, Holland, France, and Spain, won it!"
Stenson wrote a novel in longhand and In 1975, Stenson’s father died and Fred
ran the family farm fora
I year. This return, trans-
T VU1 formed, fi plainly in
Unger ine Ko hisscondnovel, Lo
0ot priaopne thera, vith thiswife who had created gc"emio;:amws
{ Abe P ol st b dy still wweoveriog from the fourisk of the named Gabriel, a would-
I e vues et two hod o adwit that he s contemplating be engineer wh.o returns
oo s eewe e ol bl These was unother item, by the way, o the family farm from
P e She o dhi: diveetion, and this noe had nothing to do Calgary after his father
D Contodile L deg ofvulval-looting Sotrers in his backyard. It suffers a heart atack.
b v vpe rintay. o oiod his vife had agreed that he Soon he finds himself
Pl e T o olibdeen, naveh as they vere loved, were dealing not only with an
et Bl s e zery dote bad beenbooled, neatly, one week exclover and an old friend
v sy i ek week lifving prohibition was up. He had who has become an
L s by consent fmora, opiing for locol anaesthetie in iy
. et sonMuztacel = two ontk of what happened enemy, bur with mixed
: 5 onklyet R ohunn o ol what BapPEned, | g olings about his father
Tio b Tl s aneeionay preoot o slighteotensing of the bonking and his heritage.
foo b ot B o Dz - oecumiher? fo o phobie. Despite vhat his doe- Shortly after the novel
o nbad Lbei - veral medical 2dvice columnisis had vrit- a i Srenson told
- vegd he would br impotent after his vaseclomy. P th - had three mai
3'est i coomend ihe oo alpel sliced iatop the accor- ;Em:: IYt'ears beforee,r;ae::ll
Yv s recatue. bis bontdog days were done. This was aempted a novel about
I, & 7 2w ol powerind force orginyg Elmo toward what a fatherson feud — “and
Pven ovie s as The Lest Bonlr. He only hoped that it that idea stayed with me”
shioed ot ol ihe: honds that was beard around the world. Second.havinggwwnu-p
From “The Bonlding Ban,” in on a farm, held long been
Worlsing witlout a Laugh Track (Coleau) interested in “the demo-
graphics of farm families
Finally, a close Méds
friend from Pincher

mailed it home to be typed and submited.
Lonesome Hero, whose central character,
Tyrone Lock, is routed as “Holden Caulfield
down on the farm,” was a finalist in the

Creek was “completely indifferent” to his
ancestral heritage — and Stenson found
this fascinating.

The novel’ highlights inclede a madcap

| |
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wip to Batoche (famous since the Riel
Rebellion), vivid evocations of the land-
scape of southern Alberts, and an almost
mythical finale in which Gabriel racicly
acknowledges the importance of his her-
itage.

Meanwhile, back in 1976, Stenson lef
the farm and spent three months in
Mexico. When he returned to Alberta, he
landed a job with a small film company in
Banft: “1 got a couple of documentaryfilm
credits and that opened the door o other
freelancing”

Stenson now has roughly 100 credits in
what he calls “the great invisible world” of
documentary films and videos. “Industrials,
educationals, childrerls drama — you name
it His ritles include Working Cowbary: In
Search of a Cowboy Song with Ian Tyson,
Landscapes (seven halfhour films on
Alberta), and Criminal hustice (two half
hour videos an the Canadian criminal-jus-
tice system). His work has won awards from
the Alberta Moticn Picture Industry and at

the Yorkron Film Festival.
Video work and non-fiction — his other
book is a guide titled Rocky Mountain

House —have kept bread on the table
while, in sundry magazines, Stenson has
published about two dozen short stories,
several of which have been anthologized. In
1980, his story “Arlene]’ which a; in
Sarurdry Night, won him a national
Author’s Award for best magazine short fic-
tion.

Four years later, Stenson was one of three
Alberra writers fearured in the anthology
Three Times Five (NeWest). A Calgary
Heraid review remarked on his anecdotal
style, and on the way he framed storiesina
casual, conversational fashion. I¢ also drew
atrention to Stensords fast wit, his ear for
repartze, and his eye for cultural foible.

These gifts are much in evidence in
Stensorts latest book, Workdng Without e
Laugh Tadk. Ivs a collection of stories about
contemporary men facing new challenges
— infertility clinics? pre-naral classes? —
with frequently hilarious results.

Criginally, Stenson planned 1o write a
series of stories based on people’s occupa-
tions. But he wrote one abour an obsterri-
cian “and thar opened the door into this
whole other cycle” Here we find stories
about "tame men” having newly common
experiences like taking care of a baby.
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“A lot of these situations have been deak
with by women,’ Stenson told me, “but
from a male point of view; they haven't been
dealt with atall” Not if you dort count
movies such as Three Men and a Baby,
which Stenson calls “trivial — a series of
obvious jokes”

So: is this book anti-feminist? Stenson
reactsstrongly. “It certainly isolt that. All
the male figures are people who went along
with the changes of the past couple of
decades, and who accepted the fairness
and rightness of feminist arguments” They
have discovered, however, that theoretical
and moral arguments are ane thing, and
changing the way they live another:
“There are all kinds of lingeting pawerns
that never go away’'

Some men feltangry all through the
feminist '80s, Stenson says, “buc [ never did.
I thought, Womenrls dme has arrived and
good for them. There was also a sense that
the malesex was in retreat, that we werenk
very important in the scheme of things. But
we're half the human race, and this cant
Tast. We're going tosee a resurgence of male
writing, | see the potential fora literature
that is beyond confrontation.”

Thatsaid, Stenson does draw arough
distinction between male and female
humour. The forme, he says, is often risqué
and sexually based, and usually focuseson a
male cutting loose from society to live dan-
gerously; irresponsibly, outside the conven-
tions. He cites the fiction of ]. P Donleavy,
one of his all-time favourite writers.

Female humour, on the other hand, is
“more psychological, more subtle” — and
here he mentions Arwood’s The Edible
Woman and the work of Ethel Wilson: a
female character finds herself mired in con-
vention, and humour arises out of humili-
ating or embarrassing circumstances. The
heroine is often the ineflectual victim of
bigger and brassier people, Stenson says,
“but there’s this great sarcasm happening in
the mind?”

This distinction notwithstanding,
Stephen Leacock “had a fernale sense of
humour?” Stenson chserves, while the
humour of W, O. Mitchell —another pro-
found influence — is decidedly male.
Stenson situates himself squarely in the
fernale camp. The stories in Working
Withowus a Laugh Tack treat “men living
blithely within convention,” he says.

“They have jobs, wives, and kids, and they
spend their weekends raking care of the
yard. Then, something happens to throw
them into the posirion of the outsider”

In “Bill’s Sperm Count;" the protagonist
discovers that he’s incapable of giving a
sperm sample at a docror’s office. In
“Blueballs the Pirate” a man named Jim,
who has had a vasectomy, is so shoclked by
the painful consequences that he is mans-
formed into his alter ego Jack, an implaca-
ble enemy of his own conventional subur-
ban life.

Stenson himself said poodbye to subur-
bia in 1989, after spliing with his wife of
10 years: “We had a diverpence — a colos-
sal divergence? Now divorced, Stenson
lives in a top-floor flat in a funky Calgary
neighbourhood that boasts more chan ics
share of writers. On Wednesday evenings
they often gather at a nearby bar.

Stenson appears to be endlessly prolific.
He recently completed a collection of
humorous stories that focus on an eccen-
tric hockey player named Doug Burns. The
first of these, “Teeth,” he wrote in the early
'80s. Since then, it has appeared in five dif-
ferent publications: “1t’s easily the most
popular thing | ever wrote””

Stenson wrote a second Doug Burns
story, and it was snapped up for an anthol-
ogy, and then a third {which elicited a
signed rejection from a senior ediror at the
Adantic asking to see more). “1 wrote the
rest of the stories at speed last fall — writ-
ing at just an absurd clip”"

The hockey player Doug Burns isan
example of what Stenson calls “the misfic’
When you're writing humour, he says, “you
can rarely go wrang with the misfic —
someone ill-suited to the life situation he or
she is in” With Burns, “l took all the stan-
dards by which hockey players are praised,
and | invenred a character in whom all of
these traits were inverted.

“So, hockey players are what? Tough,
hard-working, selfless team-players, win-
ning means everything to them, they love
hockey fans for whom they see themselves
as working, they're not afraid of a fight, they
come to the defence of smaller players on
the team, they love hockey more than life.

*Sowhom did [ creare? Burns is a ral-
ented hockey player, a high draft-pick, and
the highest-scoring forward on a terrible
team. He hates hockey but likes money.

The title ‘Teeth’ comes from Burns’s main
difference from the other players. He still
has all his teeth. It has to mean thar Burns
stays away from everything that is rough
and tumble about hockey, which is pracri-
cally everything about the game.”

The stories in Working Without a Laugh
Track, Stenson says, “are just another way of
playing with this idea of the misfit. You
start out with a character who is conven-
tional in every way — a camfortable
insider. Then you create a situation that
violently thrusts this person from the
inside to the outside. Suddenly the world
explodes. Part of what will be funny is that
the character has no skills whatsoever for
dealing with the problem of suddenly
being a misfit.”

Stenson recently completed a three-
month stint as writer-in-residence at
Calgary's Mount Royal College. He has
also just finished editing a book cailed A
Place of Many Vbices, which celebrates the
ethnic diversity of Alberta “This is still
viewed as a white European province,
Stenson notes. “The fact is, since the early
1970s, most immigrants have come from
Asia, Africa, and South America. [ wanted
to make the diversity of the population evi-
dent”

Stenson has yet another novel making
the rounds, “a pretty experimental piece”
about three writers, two men and a woman,
that is set in Calgary and takes place in a
single day. And he has been working spo-
radically on yet another book, a historical
novel set in the 1840s and focusing on the
fur trade: "lts very big, very difficult. 1 dont
expect it to be the next thing I finish”

Chances are, that next thing will be
humorous. “Lacely, Pve been taking humour
more seriously” Stenson says. “I've rediscov-
ered the power of it People have trouble
seeing the funny side. But if you take the
awful things that happen to you and show
they can be looked at humorously — that
takes a lot of weight off people.

“T've also come to the conclusion, aftera
long, long period, that humaour is probably
what 1 do best. Its probably the one area in
which I can claim a certain uniqueness.
My serious fiction has been okay. But 1
don't think it can lay quite the same claim
to being unique. I'm not givingup on the
serious stulf. But I find it more difficult to
do. Humour comes easily to me?” @

1 BOOKS IN CANADA }

26




Leave Language Alone!

If those who want to impose political correctness on English don't watch out,

they’ll be stereotyped as ‘intellectually challenged’

by WAYNE JONES

ITICAL OORRECTNESS is to language what excessive table
mannersare to eating. A bit of common-sense regulation is neces-
sary so that both the food and the company are enjoyed to the
fullest. If someone is always reaching across your plate in order to
get the salt, or if someone else insists on wiping his hands on his
pant legs, then it is unlikely anyone is going to have a good dinner.
On the other hand, if your mistaken choice of fork for the salad is
met with snobbish sideways glances, or if the conversation is civil
but unbearably insipid —“T really do sense a movement away from
polyester” — well, you will certainly be more imaginatively thor-
ough with your excuses the next time you are invited.

The same applies to the speaking and writng of language.
There are, of course, the most basic of conventions, such as how
words are spelled or pronounced, and the fact that certain mean-
ings and usapes are generally attributed to certain words. Political
correctness in language, however, is an azempt to go beyond these
hasics. It is forcible over-regulation aimed at making the language
conform osocial ideals.

The two most interesting things about political correctmess are
its forcibleness and its superficiality. One of the few solid muths
about laniguage is that it changes aver dme. New words are inoro-
duced and accepred, old distinctions of meaning are eliminated,
usages become obsolete. All this occurs as human reality changes:
[anguage follows along. Political correcmess is partially an amempt
toreverse the process, to change the language first in the vain hope
tha this will somehow contribute to the march of social progress.
For example, those who espouse political correctmiess presume thar
discriminatory amitudes toward people with AIDS might be dis-
couraged by using language that de-emphasizes their differences
from people without AIDS. Thus, the correct term has become not
AIDS patients but rather persons livingwith AIDS. The idea is that
the laster term asserts that the person involved is a person first, nota
victim, nota patient, not someone with a disease, but rather a per-
son (almost incidentally) lving with a disease, This simplistic trans-
lation of a social ideal into a conwived polysyllabic description is
typical of political correctness.

I am cemainly not saying that the ideal is unworthy. What is
objectionable is the attempt to work toward that ideal by forcing
language into artificial terminology, which is thought to be as pro-

gressive as people should be in reality. The effort is bound ro fail,
however, hecausa lamguage tends ro follow instead of lead. Iecan
never be forced to be any more enlighcened than its speakers are.

The polirical comection of English tends ro produce terms that
are cumbersome and far removed from normal usage, terms that are
ridiculously vague and inappropriate, terms that seem like selfparo-
dies. I am not sure any more whether vertically challenged is meant o
be a serious alternative for shon, or whether it is something devised
by people trying to satirize the whole process. In any case, this
example illustrates the rypical dynamic: the goal is ro eliminate dis-
crimination; the result is language that is euphemistic and conde-
scending. The idea behind designating someone as [adverb] chal-
lenged is to produce an image of that person as forging through
jungles of misunderstanding and prejudice, overcoming all obsta-
cles in his-or her path, and, finally, ending up being not quite equal
tousunchallenged folk but having spunk, dammit.

Now; that is offensive.

The other interesting thing about political correctness is its
superficiality. In this regard it seems to be typical of the surface-
oriented time and culture we live in. Models on TV and in
magazines, hoth men and women, with faces and physiques of
jaw-slackening beauty, are set like gods before the rest of us who
are more mundanely endowed. | have seen pictures of menls
bodies in magazine advertisements that have nearly made me
weep as | compared them to my own. Do the models know any-
thing beyond hair, skin, and muscle care? It doesn't matter;
appearance 1s all.

It is in this sort of world that poliical correctness exists. Itisa
careful, conservative world in which simplistic, meaningless jargon
is offered as a partial solution to the very real problems of discrimi-
nation. Women, people with disabilities, racial and ethnic minori-
ties— all continue to live without equalfty, but the correctars
imagine that society’s aritudes can change, that action can be initi-
ated by simply referring to them in a different way. The idea is that
at least we all seem to be liberated and non-sexist and unbiased.

What is the solution then? Leave language alone. It cannot be
changed at will and it is not the problem, anyway. Discrimination
may be eliminated some day, and only then will we have the correct
words necessary to talk to each other. @
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Im Search of an Intertext

There’s a refreshing absence of fiery polemics in the feminism of the 1990s

by ANN DIAMOND

:I:[F IGNORANCE i5 bliss, then Hell is consciousness.
Cr, in case you hadok noticed, the world is a dolled-up
slaughrechouse where the strong routinely rample and
crush the weak, and then justify their domination with
all kinds of pious lies and outright threass.

The I Ching has an ideogram for those rare, excep-
tional circumstances in which the dispossessed actually
geta chance to talk back. It’s called “aeading on the
tail of the diger” We are living in such a period, and
there’s no telling how long it will last, simply because
it's so rare and exceptional.

Asrecencly as che Late "50s, it was still possible for
many women to live in a second-class state of thought-
less selfsurrender, for which they were lauded by every-
one from the Pope to Ann Landers, Thar serviceable
ideolopy took a beating in the late "60s and early "70s
with the advent of the women’s movement. Those were
colourful, messianic, faction-ridden, and emotionally
exhausting days, from which many of us emerged with
battle fatigue and a profound fear of meetings. And yet
wouldn have traded the experience for all the diapers
in suburbia.

Asour generation surveys its scars, it’s gratifying to
think that for the fitst time since written records were
kept, relatively large groups of women have the wols to
become conscious makers of culture — and therefore,
of history. It remains to be seen whether the creative
efforts of women will now be allowed to take ract in
human society, or be wiped away by one or a combination of the
many hostile counter-trends and movements that are currently
Hourishing.

Perhaps this uncertainty partly explains why | had both a split-
ting headache and a great sense of hope and optimism when [ fin-
ished reading several new books by and about women.

Why headache? Well, feminist theory can be as chafing and
uncomfortable as a crinoline. Why optimism? Because of a
refreshing absence of the fiery polemics that we devoured in the

*70s. In their place are more and varied voices, and a comparative
approach that borrows from a range of different “leminisms.”

Two of the books considered here were published by university
presses, as the offshoot of conferences. There's a tendency for these
texts to interrelate, though not in the sense of umple overlapping
or narrow orthodoxy. Recurring themes reflect the vagaries of the
Zeirgeist, but also demonserate thar, in Canada, a community of
women academics and writers has developed a common discourse:
what Susanne de Lothmigre-Harwood calls “the feminist inter-
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text” Heteroganeous and flexible, not to mention “eidetic and
open-ended;” this intertext has acquired considerable coherence
and sophistication, qualities that may help it survive the current
hacklash. There’s a confidence, even an elegance, in much of the
writing, which suggests two things: the “greening” of the women's
movement over the last decade, and society’s growing tendency to
listen to and support womenss writing.

Women are also busy developing new genres. One of these is
“fife writing” a liverary category that includes diaries, journals,
notebooks, letrers, mavel books, epistolary narratives, and autobi-
ography.

In Essays on Life Writing: From Genre to Critical Practice
{University of Toranto Press, 288 pages, $50 cloth, $1995 paper),
Marlene Kadar has assembled a thoughtful, engaging, and alto-
gether readable collection of essays thar brings feminist and post-
modernist theory to bear on the multi-disciplinary theme of life
writing, using models from anthropology, history, and literary crit-
icism. Among the works discussed are Gail Scotts novel Heroine,
Elly Danieds first-person
account of sexual abuse, Don,
Margarer Atwood's autobio-
graphical fiction Cat’s Eve, the
journals of Marian Engel and
Elizabeth Smart, and Don

Quixote — by Cervanres, nat
Kathy Acker.

Kadar has done an unusually
fine job of collecting and
arranging these essays, which
results in a complex, yet focused
and extremely accessible
anthology. Despite a wealth of
concerns and approaches, the
various contributions do talk o
each other, raising and clarify-
ing concepts and issues, and
even generating excitement and
discovery. This is feminist criti-
cism at its reader-friendliest, and
[ hope it inspires more of equal
quality,

Another anthology, The
Anatomy of Gender: Women's
Struggle for the Body
{Carleton University Press, 250
pages, $1995 paper), edited by
Dawn H. Currie and Valerie
Raoul, takes a more general subject and uses it as a springboard for
astimulading and diverse collection of essays — proof of the valu-
able contribution of Women'’s Studies to our inrellectual and cul-
tural life.

Janice Williamson’ exploration of the semiutics of the
Edmonton Mall is one of the most innovative, playful, and well-
argued pieces in the collection. 1 was also particularly struck by
Winnie Torom's extremely lucid “Knowing Qurselves as Women,”
which proposes a feminist epistemology that would replace the

patriarchal notion of the “‘autonomous’ individual making
‘objecrive’ decisions based on ‘abstract’ judgement?” Calling for an
alternative model based on reciprocal autonomy and mirrering,
she proposes “Aphrodire imagery” as a basis for “new images of
Beauty and Wisdom. ..useful in enabling women to accept their
own authority”

Once you get past her introducrion, Yvonne Hodkinsorls
Female Parts: The Art and Politics of Female Playwrights
(Black Rose, 163 pages, $15.95 paper) is a readable and engrossing
book examining plays by five Canadian women. She does tend to
lace her prase with term-paper words like “instrumental” and
“concomitane,’ and stilted academese runs wild in cereain sen.
rences, such as: “The utopian vision of the Canadian wilderness
grips the female imagination as Merrin links human potential to
the inexhaustible landscape”

It's worth pressing on, however, because once she relaxesa bit,
Huodkinson is a surprisingly good cricic. She brings considerable
insight and sensitivity to her analysis of the work of Margaret
Hollingsworth, Cindy Cowan, Antonine Maillet, Aviva Ravel, and
Betry Jane Welie. With 2 finely balanced sense of whar moves a play,
she unravels the complex relationships and mured epiphanies that
underlie much of the writing done by women of this generation.

The book's thesis is an interesting one: that Canadian women
playwrights are creating a new dramatic vision based on recurrent
themes of wilderness, immigration, and colonialism. Hodkinson
analyses the uprooted, disoriented characters in Hollingsworth's
Ever Loving, abour three War brides who move to Lethbridge,
Hamilton, and Halifox with their English-Canadian husbands.
Since rebellion is unthinkable for these wotnen, Hollingsworth
relies heavily on understatement and irony. Hodkinson shows
how underneath conventional fagades lie broken lives, crushed
hopes, and psychological oppression. Selfdeception masks a deep
sense of cultural emptiness and loss, as too lare the women con-
front a failure they are still afraid to name. Says one of them, of
her husband and his bowling league: “It’s been an
enormously. .. full life”

Hodkinson deserves praise for her extraordinary sensitivity to
cultural and regional differences in analysing five very different
plays. She shows how in Aviva Ravel’s The Tuisted Loaf, which is
about an elderly Jewish immigrant woman facing death, “wilder-
ness” is transmuted into the bewilderment of trying to fit into a
toreign, gentile world. The dying womanr’s inner struggle leads wo
delayed recognition that she was meant to be more than just an
orthadox, selfsacrificing mother of three daughters.
Disappointed by what they've made of themselves in this new
world of “limitless opportunitg and distrustful of “too much edu-
cation” for women, she finally accepts the fact that her youngest
daughter will be an arrist.

In Re-Belle et Infidtle/ The Body Bilingual (\Women's Press,
176 pages, $18.95 paper), Susanne de Lotbinizre-Harwood discusses
methods and nuances of feminist translation. This is a playful, chal-
lenging book, for which de Lotbiniére-Harwood has written two
separate, but relaved, texts, in French and English: perhaps shesa
litle more playful in English, slightly more challenging in French.

Far from being neurral, translarion can be a dangerous activity.
Transhators have been persecured, and even burned at the stake
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for their efforts. Moreover, to be “bilingual” is to live in two dis-
tinct worlds and to be split between the demands of both. All
women are essentially bilingual, de Lotbini2re-Harweod argues,
since they are forced o use the masculine linguez franca along with
a more esoteric feminine language, which she says is based on
“mimicry, intonation, gesture, carriage, and position.”

“Belles infideles” was a term applied to 17th-century French
translations that were less than accurace but nonetheless
served the political imperatives of Louis XIV's court. De
Lotbinitre Harwood subverts the phrase in her French title,
Re-Belle et Infidle, thus demonstrating the complexity and
humour of her own wordplay. She proposes that 20th-century
feminist translators make use of “infidelity” to transform the
culture of patriarchy.

The book contains some striking facts and translation horror
stories: e.g:, the butchering of Simone de Beauvoir's The Second
Sex by her American translator. De Lotbinigre-Harwood
describes early attempts at linguistic innovation by women from
Hildegarde von Bingen in the 12th century to a mid-17th-century
French proto-feminist group called les précieuses, who invented
words describing 40 kinds of smile, 20 kinds of sigh, eight care-
gories of beauty, etc. She also gives examples of translation pro-
jects that have required an innovative and/for subversive use of
language on her parc. De Lotbini2re-Harwood’s unusual serad-
dling of two languages (she translares in both directions) has
made her extra-conscious of the technical problems of “re-writing
in the feminine

At dmes her point of departure can seem claustrophobic, as
when she arpues some of the finer points of gender grammar; one
can imagine an American feminist being slightly baffled by her
detailed prescriptions for dealing with the silente in French (she
recommends highlighting it in boldface). De Lotbinire-
Hanwood’s ideas are sometimes those of a radical, inspired techni-
cian whose dayto-day struggles revolve around punctuation, sen-
tence structure, and the quest for le mot juste. What the book lacks
in broad scholarship, it makes up for in verve and imagination.
Still, one needs to pinch oneself to remember there are other, less
minutely politicized ways of looking at writing.

Finally, for scary late-night reading, [ recommend Betty Steele’s
Together Again {Simon & Pietre, 194 pages, $12.95 paper), whose
toneof shrill hyperbole drowns cut its supposed concern: the
breakdown of family life in North America. This is the kind of
bock that might have inspired Bluebeand. [ts aptly named author,
Betty Steele, isa member of Real Women and a frequent lectureron
“feminism and the family” Her smile praces the jacker of this “lively
book?” which purports to “offer hope;” although what it deliversisan
irmational, extremist critique of the womeris movement.

Its not that Steele, who also wrote The Feminist Takeover, hasn't
done her research (well, actually, she admits in her dedicarion
that her husband does it for her) — she just marshals any fact she
stumbles across to fic her extraordinarily narrow-minded argu-
ment thar all current social problems are the fault of feminists.
There’s no menton here of racism, militarism, environmental
poisoning, or economic oppression as possible causes of rising
violence, widespread mental illness, or the myriad other evils for
which Steele holds the womer’s movement solely responsible.

One gets the feeling that Mr. and Mrs. Steele have combed the
local library for abridged gems of 20th-century thought, taking
anything that could be twisted cur of context to further their dia-
tribe. One minute Steele quotes Jung in defence of “nacural
instincts,” and a few pages later she unknowingly pours scorn on
one of his cencral notions, thar of the “feminine” within every
man. It the kind of neo-conservative demagoguery that aims to
crush the opposition under a bulldozer of bogus “learning”
Behind the relentless quoting of everyone from Freud to
Solzhenitsyn stands a prescriptive Revivalism with a punitive
agenda.

Ironically, her resolure defence of traditional femininity stands
in stark contrast to her own iron-clad thetoric — which is any-
thing but “eidetic and open-ended.” Chapter titles like
“Disillusioned Women, Neutered Men,' “Rampant, Unjustified
Reverse Discrimination,” and “The Ugly Face of Androgyny”
leave little room for debare and discussion.

Her thoughts on aprés-feminist “reconstruction” are right out
of Good Housekeeping: turn back the clock, reinstate the Golden
Age. Erase all those deluded, deeply unhappy thinkers, beginning
with Mary Wollstonecraft, John Scuart Mill, and Margaret Mead,
and wipe away the feminist bile thar has “put up dividing walls
berween men and women, love and sex, mothers and children.”
As if the sexes hadnt been living on different planets before femi-
nism existed. One wonders where Sreele, the self-appointed
spolesperson and conservative activist, would be without her
arch-enemy, that other, evil Betry, Betty Friedan — the Great
Satan whom she vilifies almost to the point of deification.

I recommend that you read this book if only to ger a raste of its
psychology — and the hatred and hysteria, reminiscent of the
Cold War, that fuel it. { found it bracing, in a way, to explore what
passes for thought in the world of Real Women. Steele’s personal
hymn of praise to George and Barbara Bush in the preface is most
instructive. If this is the alernative, we apparently have no
choice: forward to androgyny!

I'd be remiss not to admir, however, that parts of the book actu-
ally tugged at my heartstrings. When Steele abandons her ridicu-
lous, pseudo-intellectual pose and expresses her deepest fears for
the future of the world’s children, 'm inclined to listen, even: sym-
pathize — and this is the danger. Who isnt bewildered by our
slide towards alienation and social breakdown? When she
describes certain well-known feminist excesses, she also scoresa
point or two. But her amazing ruthlessness in blaming man-less
women for all the miseries of Creation is nothing short of absurd
— and a cautionary reminder of the repressive I[deology That
Was.

An eerie religious message also creeps in as Steele discusses her
belief that women should be limited to reproduction because
their thoughts are inherently demonic. Needless to say, this book
may strike a chord with people who also think Presron Manning
will save Canada.

Together Again fils both as a diarribe and as kitsch. [t raises
spectres of suburban kitchens full of cross-stitched samplers and
pink, checkered tablecloths, and asks a whole generation of Lost,
Demented Women: “Wouldnt you rather live here ™

Uh, sorry, but the answer is siill "no™ ¢
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Lit(t)er-a(i)ry Grit-ic(k)-ism

The postmodern critic would like to take us somewhere.,

but is it anywhere that we want to go?

by MICHAEL DARLING

]E:UR BOOKS of Canadian literary criticism by four women
from three different English departments. If this were 1972, it
would likely be impossible o find any common ideological
thread to string them on. But in 1992 a reader can be assured of
finding in any book issuing from an English department a set of
shared assumptions about literature and how it should be
approached. All four of these boaks are clearly indebted to
poststructuralist notions of language and identity. While
inevitably informed by feminist theory, these books rely much
more heavily on the best-kmown male theorists: Bakhrin,
Barthes, Benveniste, Benjemin, Deleuze, Foucault, Lacan, and,
especially, Desrida. To this list should be added the name of
Robert Kroetsch, who, as criric, novelist, poet, and theorist, is
very much at the centre of the postmodernist and poststruc-
turalist enterprise in Canada. That so many male and, on the
basis of their writings, patriarchal thinkers should wield such
influence over self-confessed feminist critics is a paradox that
some brave soul (not I) might wish to explore.

As the most seltaware (if not the most self-centred) of the
four, Sylvia Séderlind, in Margin/Alias: Language and
Colonization in Canadian and Québécois Fiction {University
of Toronto Press, 264 pages, $49 cloth, $17.95 paper), makes a
number of telling observations about contemporary crirical
practices. She suggests, for instance, that “criticism may well
reveal more about the critic’s desire than about its presumed
object..." Indeed, one of the more obvious elements of con-
temporary criticism is its subordination of author to critic, and
primary to secondary text. Tired of being relegared to the mar-
gins of lierature as mere interpreters, critics have taken centre
stage with a vengeance, killed off the authors, and replaced
them with their own circus act, cracking the theoretical whip,
keeping the signifiers in play, and clowning behind the mask of
subjectivity (for, as Sdderlind reminds us — with tongue, |
trust, at least partially in cheek —"no self-respecting critic
would any longer lay claim to objectivity™).

Despite the fact that they are unquestionably in charge of
the show, however, poststructuralist critics fike vo think of
themselves as marginalized guerriila fighters, sniping at a com-

placent world confident of linguistic stability, unified identity,
and pelincal, sexual, and literary hierarchies. They seek to
deconstruct the polarities they find, undermining the notions
of determinate meaning and unchanging truth. For Susan
Rudy Dorscht, in Women, Reading, Kroetsch: Telling the
Difference (Wilfrid Laurier University Press, 138 pages, $24.95
cloth), deconstruction and feminism are partners in the game:
“] prefer)” she says, “to see the project of undermining binary
oppositions as necessarily a feminist project.” For Sylvia
Saderlind, postmodernist fiction is another willing aily of post-
structuralist theory, with the postmodern novelist bringing to
his or her work the same allegedly subversive assumptions
about the narure of writing: the postmodern work, she writes,
“problematizes the crucial notion of representation” and, like
the critic, is “aware of its own imprisonment in language.”
Smaroe Kamboureli, in On the Edge of Genre: The
Contemporary Canadian Long Poem (University of Toronto
Press, 244 pages, $45 cloth, $18.95 paper), finds in the contem-
porary long poem the perfect match for a critical theory that
conrinually discloses gaps and aporias, the endless displace-
ments and dislocations that constitute language: “The long
poem, then, makes itself felt through its discontinuities, its
absences, and its deferrals by foregrounding both its writing
process and our reading act.” Finally, the novelist and eritic
Aritha van Herk, even more suspicious of language than her
colleagues, proclaims herself, in In Visible Ink: crypto-fric-
tions (NeWest, 218 pages, $14.95 paper), happiest when free of
words: “I long, finally, to escape the page, to escape ink and my
own implacable liceracy, altogether.”

As the formal properties of postmodernist literature — dis-
continuity, self-reflexivity, [inguistic instability — have come to
be seen as its themes, the critic has become, by necessity, a the-
matic critic. All of these studies are, however sophisticated in
merhodology and rerminology, essentially extensions of the
thematic criticism of the 1970s. And, of course, the thematic
critic always finds what she is looking for.

in her discussion of the long poem, Smaro Kamboureli 1s con-
cerned, first uf all, to define it. According to Kambaureli, the
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genre “defines itself by resisting definition.” In other words, the
long poem is a poem that is all about its inability to be catego-
rized. If this sounds strange, I should add thar it would be difficule
to find any postmodernist works that are not generically ambiva-
lent or resistant to definition. Lyrics are found to interrogate lyri-
cism, fictions question their fictive status, the drama confronts its
own thearricality. Kamboureli never asks the obvious questions:
how long is the [ong poem? how poetic is the long poem?

As for the word “contemporary Kamboureli says, “it offers a
frame of chronological relativity whose margins are not cate-
gorically determined and that, as a result, can exceed both in a
forwards and backwards rnovement the ever-tentative line that
designates contemporaneity” In other words, “contemporary”
means whatever she chooses it to mean. With Humpty Dumpty

lamin Yaml\nllrnll wirke hnr maar I-l'“-n! Il!"l nasme hll k’wrer‘\
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Marlart, Mandel, Nichol, Bowering, Cooley, and Ondaatje,
managing to disuise their individuality by focusing on the-
matic similarities. Of Fred Wah's Music at the Hear: of Thinking,
she says, “It evades interpreration by making interpretation its
theme” Dennis Cooley’s Bloody Jack is described as “a book
that defines its bookness intertextually” One might equally
affiem that Garfield is a cat who defines his catness with refer-
ence to other cats. Crushing logic of this kind is an important
part of the poststructuralist mystery, and Kamboureli is a faith-
ful mystagogue.

Susan Rudy Dorsche has thoughtfully described her own criti-
cal methedology as “an uneasy mix of Western liberal feminism
and French posestructuralism.” This is akin to describing a meal as
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cuisine. The terms are so loose that they have no real meaning.
She could just as well describe herself simply as a follower of
Robert Kroetsch, for her book largely accepts him on his own
terms, following up on Kroetsch’s many useful suggestions for the
analysis of his novels and poems. While the task thar Rudy
Dorsche has set herself — to examine the possibility of construct-
ing a “feminist theory of subjectivity” from a reading of Kroetsch's
texts — sounds intriguing, to say the least, the distinctive flavour
of feminism is soon lost in the poststrucruralist seewpot.

All the conventional techniques of deconstruction are here
marshalled to escart Kroetsch's texts along the parade route to
oblivion. Every character’s name is a potential metaphor, every
term can be divided by the use of parentheses into two or more
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meanings {the chapter headmgs of Kroetsch novel Alibi are
described as “alter-na(rra)tive”), every theme has been mapi-
cally anticipated by Derrida, whose omniscience has never
been more sycophantically celebrated than it is here.

No matter how seemingly innocent the text, Rudy Dorscht
wrestles it into submission. Here she comments on Kroetsch's
poem. "Sketches of a Lemon™

The word “salmon” is not the word “over” because, although
they share the “o” and the “n" and their last syllables rhyme,
the salmon has the “sal” (a pun on “salle”? room) and the
oven doesnl. [s the “oven” not the lemon hecause 1t doesnt
have an “a" e

and an “m” even though it does have the “0" “e;

o I, Ry L ) ]
anaine n-:

She concludes by asking “Who knows?” followed by
Kroetsch’s line, “Now we're perting somewhere.” Well, yes, but
is it somewhere that any of us would want to go? [f the only
consequence of her critical lightheadedness were that Rudy
Dorscht would not be the one asked to bring the lemonade to
the next University of Calgary English department picnic,
then no one would be the worse. Sadly, however, it is more
likely that, confronted by linguistic lemon-squeezing of this
sort, undergraduate English students (nox all of whom can be
fooled all of the time) will be switching their majors faster than
you can say “compurer science.”

As a novelist, Aritha van Herk might have been expected to
eschew academic jargon. Bur, as a postmodemn noveiist and pro-
fessor of Canadiam literature, she evidently feels the need to
show off her academic respectability. Thus, the familiar themes
of dislocation, unnaming, and indeterminacy are trotted out in
In Visible Ink, couched in a deeply self-centred discourse thac is
made even more irritating by van Herk's insistence on referring
to herself in the third pewson, or as “this I" or as the “fictioneer”
Committed to the linguistic mise en ubyme, van Herk sees
everyones fiction, including her own, in the same seli-referen-

nl voray: “‘qu“ana l\a mvre har ararise Har erinriae hagnr har
tia: vorex Vanaee rauiiee el oSS, S0 STONCS Aauntl acl

stories. They haunt their haunting of themselves." Her rributes
to other writers are as moving as cryptic crossword puzzles, and
there is throughout a desperate atrempt to be profound, which
belies her claim to desire experience "beyond language™ *1 am
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suspended in an Arctic, not near Arctic or high Arcric but
extreme Arctic, beyond all writing and its romance, beyond the
intellectual comprehension or the peographical experience of
most of those people calling themselves Canadians.” In other
words, for all you morons in southern Ontario who consider
Georgian Bay to be the frozen northland, don' even bother try-
ing to think about the real Arctic — you couldn't possibly
understand it.

Sylvia Siderlind is a much better critie, who, while just as
familiar with contemporary jargon as her colleagues, is not
enslaved by it. She gets all the clichés of postmodernism out of
the way in her introduction, and then sets about her rask of
providing extended readings of five novels: Beaueiful Losers,
"Frou de mémoire, The New Ancestors, L'Elan d' Amérique, and
Gone Indian. Her stated subject is language and colonization,
but only the larer is dealt with in any depth. The individual
chapters are relatively free of the circular logic of poststruc-
turalist discourse, but the chosen novels are all those in which
familiar postmodernist patterns of doubling, repetition, and
metamorphosis are scructural and thematic essentials. If
Séderlind’s readings, as detailed and stimulating as they are,
explore no new ditections in criticism, her conclusions are
somewhat startling in their honesty. She admits that her “desire
to engage with a texe is often inversely proportionate o its
resistance!” which is to say what students have always sus-
pected: professors take perverse delight in assigning the most
problemaric, the most difficult of texts, and then refuse to

explain whar they mean. They're all abour “the arbitrariness of
che sign," an interpretarion that the student will inevitably
proffer on the final exam without ever knowing what it means.

Sixderlind also posits a sadomasochistic relationship between
reader and author that seems to paralle! the relationship
bhetween colonizer and colonized in Canadian fiction. And she
finds thar “manipulation is not incompatible with pleasure.” So
both the puzle-making “fictioneer” and the puzzle-solving critic
engage in a kind of mutual intellectual masturbation, in which
the real goals {course adoptions, tenure, all expenses paid to
conferences in exotic locations} are never mentioned.

But if literary criticism is henceforth to be filed under the
heading of “game theory” {if not with the sex manuals), it’s
clear that there are no winners or losers in this contest. That is,
no evaluation ever takes place. We don't know, finally, how
Kroetsch seacks up as a novelist next to Cohen, Aquin, or
Godfrey {much less next to Atwood, Richler, or Laurence), or
how his poetry compares with that of Nichol, Marlau, or
Ondaatje. Is there developmeni? Is there technical mastery?
Why is there never any mention of style? All thar seems o
matter is theme, and the themes are, as the deconstructionists
would say, “always already” fixed and unchanging. Along with
everything else, the concept of value has been “problematized,”
and rather than awempt to make discriminations, the contem-
porary critic views everything with equal approbation, as long
as it's appropriately selfregarding, terminally playful, and the-
matically correct. @
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THE NEW CANADA
by E Preston Manning
Macmillan, 373 pages, $29.95 cloth
(ISBNO771591500)

STORMING BABYLON: PRESTON
MANNING AND THE RISE OF THE
REFORM PARTY

by Sydney Sharpe and Don Brald

Ky Porter, 216 pages, $24.95 cloeh
€ISBN [ 550134124)

PRESTON MANNING AND THE
REFORM PARTY

by Mrerexy Dobbin

Loréma, 230 pages, §16.95 paper

(ISBN 155028357 X)

SINCE ITS FOUNDING in 1987, the Reform
Party of Canada has enjoyed a meteoric
rise— in the public-opinion polls, at
least. For mast of the past year, Reform
has run neck and neck with the govern-
ing Progressive Conservatives in the
polls, with popular support in the 15-per-
cent range.

That doesn't sound like much until it
is remembered that Reform still draws its
heavy support from Alberta, with some
from British Columbia and Manitoba,
but not much from Saskatchewan
(which tends not to trust populist move-
ments with Alberta roots). The Reform
Party does not exist in Quebec (for obvi-
ous reasons), is barely known in Atlandc
Canada, and is still testing the waters in
much of Ontario.

So, the 15 per cent looms larger than
it might if it were distributed evenly and
thinly across the country. The experts
say that, given the way Reform support is
concentrated in pockets, and the facr
that no fewer than five significant parties
will be dividing the vote in the next
national election, Reform could walk
away with anywhere from 40 to 80 seats.

Preston Manning — management
consultant, son of a former Alberta pre-
mier, Social Credit retread, evangelical
Churistian, and one of the most uncharis-
matic politicians of his generation —
could find himself the kingmaker in
Ouawa. On the outer edge of possibility,,
this Bible-thumper could wind up as
prime minister in a minority or coalition
government.

In real terms, Reform does not have a

A Manming for All

Seasons?

Like it or not, the Reform Party could hold the balance of power

after the next federal election

by GEOFFREY STEVENS

"Sheriff” Manning from The New Canada

track record to measure. It did nothing
of note in the 1988 federal election,
other than poll more votes in Alberta
than the Liberals (which is something
short of a noteworthy accomplishment).
It won one federal by-election and a
Senate election, both in Alberta —
which speaks as loudly about the unpop-
ularity of the Tories as it does for the
prowess of the Reformers. Ir abandoned
its nacional fund-raising campaign in
1991 when it produced only a fraction of

the hoped-for money. And it has proved
an altogether too anractive haven for
polinical fanatics, for rednecks who think
it's smart or brave to wipe their feet on
the flag of Quebec, and for bigors whose
idea of politically correct atmire is a hood
and a white bedsheet.

Still, ic’s the perceived potential of
Reform — thuse 40 to 80 sears — that
makes it the hot story of the year. Thar's
what has persuaded three publishers to
rush out hooks on the party and its
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leader. Interestingly, they are three very
different books, and they will appeal to
different audiences.

The New Canada is Mannings own
painstaking account of his life and
career, of the founding of the Reform
Party, and its ohjectives on the national
stage. It is written with all the flair of a
{very long) political pamphlet. Duil and
selfserving though The New Canada
may be, it will be devoured by converss to
Reform who need to believe that their
cause is noble — that Reform is more
than a party that does not care for immi-
grants and racial minorities, a party that
seeks to dismantle medicare and other
social programs, a party that would ger
along quite happily without Quebec.

Storming Babrylon, by two journalists,
the wife-hushand team of Sydney Sharpe
and Don Braid, is even-handed withoue
being bland. Their approach is straight-
forward and informational, yer they
manage to sound important alarms.
Manning, they say, is asking voters o
accept a political vision that is contrary
to Canada’s history of mixed public and
private enterprise, to its traditional effort
to find a compromise berween individuai
and collective rights, and to its "eretnal
quest” to accommodate Quebec within
Canada.

Equally worrying to Sharpe and Braid
is Manning’s religious fundamentalism:

In Preston Manning's life, evangelical
Protestant religlon is the first thing of
all things, the source of his aritudes,
beliefs, goals, and dreams. Polities is
notan end in itself, but the road God
has set him ypon in this world: his
path to personal salvation, his way of
serving the Almighty. He ishere on
earth to earn his place in heaven and
to take as many of us with him as he
can manage.

Murray Dobbin’s book, Preston
Manning and the Reform Party, is every-
thing that Mannings The New Canada is
not— tough and critical. Dobbin, a
Saskatoon writer and journalise, bringsa
left-wing perspective to his examination
of a right-wing movement.

In his own book, Manning writes
about his work as a management con-

sultant in developing the northern
Alberta town of Slave Lake through a
private company, Slave Lake
Developments. Manning calls it “a local
community development vehicle,’ and
makes it sound like a public service to
Native Canadians. But to Dobbin,
Manning’s efforts were distinctly less
elevated. He writes about the conflicts
of interest involving SLD and local
politicians; four major SLD sharehold-
ers were town cuuncillors who sold
themselves town land for their first pro-
ject. “ISLD was] simply entrepreneurial
capitalism,” Dobbin says. “It was exclu-
sively a real estate development com-
pany, building apartment buildings and
office space”’

Dobbin worries that Canadians do not
know whar they would be gewting if they
elected Manning. Manning, he believes,
is a malcontent who is alienated from the
mainstream of Canadian politics and is
marginal to modern Canadian society:

A selfproclaimed student of history,
Preston Manning has learned linle
from it. History is change, and
Canada, like other countries, has
changed in the fifty-odd years since
Ernest Manning [Prestons father]
became premier of Alberta.

The irony, as Dobbin sees it, is that
although Manning has built his party on
the public’s loathing of Brian Mulroney,
a Reform government would have essen-
tially the same agenda as the Mulroney
government: “There is the possibility
that angry voters will go to the polls to
seck revenge against Brian Mulroney by
voting Reform, only to find the next
morning that they have given him a new
lease on life.”

Manning’s political future, Dobbin
argues, depends on the continuation of
the constitutional impasse wich Cuebec.
As long as that crisis continues,
Manning can position himselfas a
spokesman for English Canada. Bur if
the crisis is resolved, his voice will lose
its distinctiveness and its influence. A
period of calm would bring Reform Party
policies under closer and more rational
scrutiny, Dobbin believes — “to the cer-
tain disadvantage of that party”

OH MORDECAT!

by George Galt

OH CANADA! OH QUEBEC!
by Mordecai Richler
Pengaun, 277 pages. $14 99 paper

(ISBN 0 14016817 &)

1T°s BEEN SAID that this book could reach
the wrong hands. Unspeakable damage
might be done. A public figure, Mordecai
Richler should have exercised more
responsibility.

Whar, you had to wonder, had the guy
got hold of, the plans for some new smart
bomb programmed to whistle down the
chimneys of parliament!?

Other criticisms have been: it's not
helpful. It inflames the debate. He's wrong.
He says things only for effect. He takes
cheap shots. He's a racist. He's doing it for
the money. And of course, the ultimate
canard, from a Member of Parliament, no
less: It's hate literanre and should be banned.

So take your choice. According to his
critics, the (Quebec author is either a pow-
erfully dangerous demagogue or an adoles-
cent loud-mouth tossing off tasteless and
ill founded insules.

My own choice is none of the above.
The inferno Richler’s attackers have been
fuelling turns out to be more a selfinduced
bonfire of their own vanities than any
spiteful literary flame-throwing on his part.
To discover thar all you have todo is read
the book, a bit of groundwork many of
Richler’ assailants apparently decided was
unnecessary.

Oh Canada! Oh Quebec! offers, in its
own discursive and entertaining way, a
thorough primer o the Quebec Question
as it has affected our peaceable kingdom
during the Trudeau-Mulroney era, with
emphasis on the period since the Parti
Québécols was firstelecred to office in
1976. Wharever history a Texan (the title
is also appearing in the United States}
might require to understand the
Jabberwockian political discourse of con-
temporary Canada is also provided. That
sober outline doesnt begin to account for
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the book’s usefulness and vitality, but itsa
fair chumbnail description and cught 1o
dispel the shrill media hyperbole that
implied Richler had been tabouring overa
twisted, drool stained screed on Quebec
anti-Semitism or had let [oose a demented,
racist blast against Quebec nationalism.

No. Any intemperate howls have come
from those Quebec journalists and politi-
cians Richler has offended with his telling
of hard truths. The Quebec intellectyals
who have howled the loudest include such
influential figures as the editor of Le Devoir,
Lise Bissonnette, and the author Jean-
Frangois Lisée, who is 2lso an editor st the
magazine U Actualité, These otherwise
intelligent, wellinformed, and reasonable
observers canlt seem w accept Richlers
heap of hard evidence that indicts the
extremist version of Quebec nationalism as
parochial and exclusionary.

First, the Quebec critics dislike his mes-
sage intellectually, because Richler con-
frontsall the contradictions in the seces-
sionist argument, demonstrates wittily how
asinine the insidefourside sign law is, and
repeatedly uses the term “tribal” to define
French Quebec’s indisputably ethnocen-
tric tendencies. Secondly, the francophone
critics, judging by their blind rage, are vis-
cerallyuncomfortable as targers of
Richlet’s mordant wit. No high-profile
intellectual since Trudean hasbeen this
tough on Quebec nationalists, and even
Trudeau, a quick hip-shooter loaded with
wilting put-downs, wasn capable of the
sort of deadly accurate, one-liner sarcasm
Richler can administer. Thirdly, these crit-
ics are deeply embarrassed that an interna-
tionally acclaimed voice— which is, inci-
dentably; bereer known outside Quebec
than any of the province’s francophone
writets— is telling people in New York
and Los Angeles about the Three Stooges
farce of Quebeck sign laws and the absurdi-
ties of its sovereigney debate.

Richler has said that all che fuss about
his comments on Quebeck anti-Semitic
history, which amount to only a small frac-
tion of his book, is a diversion to escape the
language issue. The critics are happier, he
believes, indignandy disputing his take on
anti-Semitism than discussing the indefen-
sible Bill 178. He may be right. Certainly
on the sign law; he has them in an awkward
corner. No matter how many lofty editori-

als and speeches disavow 178 — several
weighty francophone voices have ques-
tioned its appropriateness — it remains in
place, apparently supported by much of the
population. So Quebec nationalises stifl
have to answer for it If erasing signs of the
other isnt a tribal impulse, [ don't know
what is. French Quebeckers may bridle at
the “tribalism” charge but, as Richler
observes acidly,

When thousands of flag-waving narion-
alists march through the streets roaring
“Le Queehec aux (Québécois!™ they do not
have in mind anybody named
Ginsburg. Or MacGregor, come to
think of ir.

The harshest criticism of Richler’s case
that I've heard in English Canada is that
Mordecai really went off the deep end
when he remarked to Barbara Frum on The
Jowrnal in March that Le Devoir in the
1930s was interchangeable wich the Nazi
rag Der Suermer. Certainly Lise
Bissonnette flew into a literary rage in her
edirarial the next week, saying there were
“no words to express the indignation, dis-
gust, and anger we feel" and that “The
appetite in Canada for his delirium is as
odious to us as are his accusations

Delirium? Well, maybe, but whose?
“Interchangeable” was an unfortunate word
for Richler to choose, but anyone who's
read the evidence has to come away agree-
ing that French Canada’s premier journal
of public discourse was indeed explicitly
and repugnantly anti-Semitic during that
period, “a decade;’ as Richler says more
precisely in his book, “in which the racist
effusions of Le Devoir more closely resem-
bled Der Sauermer than any other newspa-
per | can think of”’ Granted, there’s a differ-
ence in inflection between what he said
and what he wrote, but just the same, Le
Devoir does have a large and shameful stain
on its history. [ts editors, whatever else they
think of Richler’s work, would have berrer
served their own cause by less shrill defen-
siveness and a little more reasoned contri-
tion. [t’s exactly this impulse to deny the
dark, “ribal” side of narionalism thar got
Richler onto his soapbox in the first place.
Some journalists, both English- and
Frenchespeaking, have implied chat
Richler should stick to fiction. Mon-fiction,
they suggest, is an onerous form requiring
more reportorial legwork and more enthu-
sigsm for plain, unadorned facts than the
nwvelist will ever be able to muster. They
complain thar all he did for research was
read books and sift through files at the
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Gazetze in Montreal. And oh yes, he
doesntt speak French. The guy may needa
haircut too, butirsali fine by me. Not only
is the research, by whatever means, com-
prehensive, but the product, yetanother
tract on cur desperate national politics,
easily rranscends the dreariness of its sub-
ject. Richler sees the human comedy
between the constitutional clauses, but
alsovoices the pressing grievances felt by
Quebec’s minorities. Hels not trying to be
“helphul” in the all-Canadian sense of tip-
toeing around sensitive issues that might
arouse some faction’s ire. He tells i as he
sees it. And if there were a prize for books
that transform the Canadian constitution
inro an entertaining topic —a staggering
oxymoton, | know-—Richler would win it
inawalk

R1PPING YARNS

by Pat Barclay

THE GREAT CANADIAN
ANECDOTE CONTEST
adited by Geerge Woodcock

Hebunr, 142 pages, $12.95 paper
(ISBN'I 55017 0589}

ROYAL OBSERVATIONS:
CANADIANS & ROYALTY
edited by Arthur Bousfield and Garry Totfoli
Dunducrn, 237 pages, $14.95 paper

{ISBN I 55002076 5)

HERE ARE two collections of anecdotes,
each in a cause so worthy it’s impossible
to declare one more nobly motivaved
than the othet. The Great Canadian
Anecdote Contest, edited by George
Woodcock and “sponsored and compiled
by Canada India Village Aid [CIVA] on
the occasion of its tenth anniversary,” is a
fund-raising project in aid of village and
environmental rehabilitation and the
training of health workers in some of the
poorest areas of India. Royal
Observations: Canadians and Royaly,
compiled by Arthur Bousfield and Garry
Toffoli, who also edit Monarchy Canada,
marches stoutly to the relief of those
who feel under siege as Mr. Parizeau
srives to inflame Quebec and the federal

government pursues its dogged guwing of
our national institutions. (*...Canadians
have much more in common...than they
perhaps acknowledge today” note
Bousfield and Toffoli in their introduc-
tion. "Much, if not most, of that com-
mon experience revolves around the
Monarchy, which is the most important
shared institution within Canada.™)

According to George Woodcock,
anecdote is a “neglected art” today. That
situation could change if these books
find the public they merit. Each of them
ranges through the emotional scale from
poignant to hilarious, each succeeds in
distilling an impressive amount of wit
and wisdom, and each provides enough
read aloud material to drive the most
long-suffering spouse up the wall.

Woeodcock credies Margarer Arwood
for providing, in Barbed Lyres {Key
Porter, 1990), an anthology of satire on
behalf of This Magazine, a model “whose
general format we
found...excellent. ..and have shame-
lessly imitated” The best 50 anecdotes
submitted to the CIVA contest were
selected by a final committee of four dis-
tinguished judges: Silver Donald
Cameron, George Galt, Vicky Gabereau,
and Alan Twigg. They were then supple-
mented by invited “guest anecdotes”
from 21 professional Canadian writers —
well over half of the invitees responded
to the appeal — and arranged by name
in strictly egalitarian, alphabertical order
except for the six prize-winners, who
open the book.

A quick look ar the winners gives the
reader an idea of what to expect: four
funny stories, two of them involving
remarks from out of the mouths of babes;
a moving account of strange coinci-
dence, a phenomenon that occurs in var-
ious forms in nearly a third of the pieces
included here; and a heart-warmer
involving a whale trapped in a net, two
fishermen who can't swim, and a rescue
operation that takes place on the whale's
back. {My own favourite, a yarn by the
invited writer Ronald Wright, involves
two “realtors” from Product,
Saskatchewan, who find themselves
marconed in the Australian outback in
the company of a kangaroo.) Once
begun, this collection is virtually unpur-

downable and would be a sate bet as a
welcome gift for absolutely everyone you
know.

Provided you travel in monarchust cit-
cles, the same holds tree for Royal
Observations. This well-meant volume
*dves not aspire 1o be a cumprehensive
history....|I]t is rather a collection of
snapshors” revealing the mnvolvement of
the Royals in "virtually all che major
events that have shaped Canada,” from
George Il support of the Quebec Act
in 1774 to Queen Elizabeth 1T proclama-
tion of the Constiturion Act in 1982.
Though not every item panned for inclu-
sion turns out to be a nugget, the cumu-
lative effect is dazzling. We learn, for
example. that "je me souviens,” the famil-
iar motto of Quebec, originated with
Eugene Taché's evocation of the historic
relationship between French Canada
and the Crown: “je me suuviens que né
sous le bys je crfis sous la wse” (“ remem-
ber that born under che lily [ have pros-
pered under the rose”), and that “God
Save the Queen” is probably an English
adaprarion of a French anthem written
for Louis XIV. We are also treated o a
gaggle of funny stories about how
Canadians behave in the presence of
royalty; such as the vne about the hapless
mayor who, having furgortten to wear his
chain of office, explained o King George
VI thar he wore it only “on special occa-
sions.”

On the whole, however, Royal
Observations 1s a serious attempt to
remind us that our national heritage
includes a political ideal that transcends
mere party and racial loyalties, and func-
tions as a national resource in times of
emotional stress and political upheaval.
Canadians who sometimes feel they're
on a slipperv slope to oblivion will wel-
come this book’s message as something
solid to hang onta.
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GRACE INCARNATE

by John Oughton
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Lorna Crozier poem is like running

Loma Crozier
INVENTING THE HAWK
by Loma Crozier

MeClllmd & Stewart, 160 pages, $14.99 paper
(ISBNO7710 24770)

MY DEADLINE wheels by. As [ drive to
work on a fast-developing edge of
Brampton, Ontario, a hawk in a tree
overlooks the highway; the hawk’s eye
meets mine like an editor’.

I'm dragging my reviewing feet
because Inventing the Hawk is a hard
book to do justice to: long, larpely bril-
liant, definitely worth owning, variable
in form and theme, and — like life —
damn hard to sum up. Stumbling onto a

into a rropical rainforest on the
Prairies.

Crozier has written beautifuily abourt
the erotic life of vegetables in earlier
poems. Here she explores family his-
tory, middle-aged love, her facher's
death, “angels” who incarnate grace in
a post-God world. The book has four
sections, and forms that range from
short poems to long poems to prose
poems.

How do you invent a hawk? Crozier,
in her eighth book, offers two answers.
One poem, “On the Sevench Day” sug-
gests that God was too dreamy and
abscracr to create anything beyond

light and sky; his wife, stuck with the
worldwork, had to whip up the animals
on the last day, with no time to make
them immortal.

Some feminist writers regard any
such identificarion of woman with
nature as biological determinism. They
ery to outwit the linear pamerns of
male-oriented grammar, root out sex-
ism, and reveal the multiple values
within words. Crozier's poetry,
although deceptively conservative in
form, is just as radical and distinct from
male writing as that of her more bla-
tantly experimental sisters. The words
spring from her sense of her body, her
conscious femaleness and sexuality, her
honesty. Nearly every poem conjoins
the physical world — of horses, wheat,
a lover’s touch — with rhe language
she weaves ro celebrate it.

Which is where her second answer
comes in. Listen (and arent the
sounds wonderful?) how the ritle
poem captures the first time poetry

hic her:

She didn't believe the words
when she first heard them, that
blue

bodiless sound entering her ear.
But now something was in the air,
a sense of waiting as if

the hawk itself were there...

Sa the source of the poem is exter-
nal, natural; but to be embodied in a
poem, the “hawk" needs something
else: “Already she had its voice, / the

scream that rose from her belly.

Classical rhetoric divided the pro-

cess of persuasion into several steps.
Rheroricians analysed every possible
figure of speech and method of persua-
sion, but had relatively little to say
about the first and most mysterious
step: inventio, creation itself. Crozier —
as this book, almost too long and rich
for one helping of poetry, demonstrates
— i3 endlessly inventive, comfortable
in that mystery’s heare. And her best
poems achieve the exalted state she
imagines as her final invention, “the
radiant, uninvented blades of glass."
Like God's wife, she has made them so
well they are natural.

Backs 1N CANADA I

et

39

T Sl A T TR T T

P o gy

NS TR


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

MILITARY ENGAGEMENTS

by Donald Swainson

SOUTH AFRICA TO THE GULF —
CANADA’S LIMITED WARS

byJ. L. Granatstein and David J. Beccuson

Koy Pomcr, 266 pagss, $39.95 doth

| {ISBN [ 550133551}

THE VALOUR AND THE HORROR:
THE UNTOLD STORY OF
CANADIANS IN THE SECOND
WORLDWAR

Ty Merrily Weishord and Merilyn Simonds Mohr
HarpoxCollins, 171 pagos, $29.95 cloh
{I1SBN OO0 215744 6)

Contact by Ted Zuber from War and Peacekeeping
WAR AND PEACEKEEPING: FROM |

ONE OF the standard works on
Canadian military history is G. E G.
Stanley’s Canada’s Soldiers: The Military
History of an Unmilitary People. That
title sums up a fair amount concerning

were more than anxious to participate
in the Boer War. And, of course, out
contribution to the two world wars was
massive. In both instances we went to
war long before the Americans and
mobilized a relatively large number of
persons ro serve in the army, navy, and
air force. We also, in these cases, con-
tributed heavily in

- —

the assumptions that many Canadians
have about their military past. We like
to believe that we are not as aggressive
ot miliraristic as Europeans or
Americans. [n some ways this assump-
tion is at least partially correct. Canada
has not been an aggressor nation given
to wars of conquest; at the same time we
have in no way eschewed the use of mil-
itary force if we deemed it a proper way
to solve a given problem.

Very shortly after the birth of Canada
in 1867, we started a long process of
using the armed forces. We despatched
military expeditions to western Canada
in 1870 and 1885 that were designed to
pacify the rebellious Métis. Many
Canadians, primarily anglophones,

food, equipment,
and money. This
extensive milicary
history is as impot-
rant as it is interest-
ing, as these two
new books ably
demonstrare.

J- L. Granarstein
and Desmond
Morton have
already written two
excellent books
about Canada and
the world wars:
Marching to
Armageddon:
Canadians and the
Grear War 1914-
1919 and A Narion
Forged in Fire:
Canadians and the
Second World War
1939-1945. War
and Peacekeeping,
written by
Cranatstein and
David Bercuson,
compleres the eril-
ogy, by taking us through vur pre-First
World War and post-Second World War
conflicts. Granacstein and Bercuson
describe our battles with the Fenians
and the two expeditionary forays into
the prairies. Our African adventures, on
the Nile in the north and the Boer War
in the south, are also recounted, and
Canadian participation in Korea takes
up ahout a third of the volume. Finally,
we receive a careful account of the vari-
ous peacekeeping operations in which
Canada has participared.

Granatstein and Bercuson’s research
is impeccable, and the book is nicely
organized and well wrimen. lc is also very
well illuscrated, with dozens of well-
selected black-and-white photographs,

i‘
|
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sketches, and maps, and offersa
smaller number of colour illustrations,
some of which are superb. War and
Peacekeeping is a highly suitable finale
toa trilogy that provides Canadians
with a truly distinguished account of
their military past.

The Vialour and the Horror, by
Merrily Weisbord and Merilyn
Simonds Mohr, is a different kind of
work altogether. It is based on a tele-
vision series (alsa ticled “The Valour
and che Horror") directed by Brian
McKenna. This series was concerned
with Canadian involvement in three
aspects of the Second World War: the
fusile British/Canadian atrempt to
defend Hong Kong from the Japanese
and the subsequent horrors visited by
the Japanese upon the captured
Canadian treops; the involvement of
Canadian airmen in “Bomber
Command,” the air war that carried
heavy bombing into the heart of Nazi
Germany; and the Canadian role in
the Normandy invasion. Brian
McKenna and his fellow writers
Terence McKenna and Roman
Jarymowyez based their scripts on
hundreds of interviews with survivors
of those operations, and film was shot
in a wide variety of places.

Weishord and Mohr then turned
the television series into a book, a
process that reverses the normal rela-
tionship between film and print, and
the result is thoroughly acceptable.
The authors produce what is really a
set of social profiles of the implica-
tions of war for those who fought and
for those who were subject to its
eftects. The stories of the various par-
ticipants are hearr-rending and, per-
haps most important, make clear the
permanent imptint that these events
made on individual lives. Hundreds
of thousands of Canadians were pro-
foundly influenced by their wartime
activities, as a reading of The Valour
and the Horror makes very clear.

The military history of Canada
merits a great deal of arrention. The
Vialour and the Horror and War and
Peacekeeping are more than welcome
additions to the literature, and
deserve 10 be read and appreciated.
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Hummingbird Soup

by David Parry and Paitrick
Withrow

Fresh from his successful debut in The
Jacamar Nest, ex-CIA agent turned
insurance investigator, Harry Bracken, is
back in this newest spy thriller. With a
fast-paced plot that mixes up a heart-
burning recipe of sex, drugs and rock ‘n
roll, Bracken fans will positively devour
Hummingbird Soup.

$24. 95 Hardcover

Criminal Shorts

Mysteries by Canadian
Crime Writers

Howard Engel and

Eric Wright, eds.

A terrific anthology of short slories
featuring all of the big M’s: murder,
mystery, mayhem and the macabre are
each dished up in entertaining doses by
Canada’s best crime writers, including
Jack Batten, Ted Wood, Charlotte
MacLeod and the editors themselves.
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“...enthusiastically recommended to any lover of murder and
$18.95 Paperback

the collateral pleasures.” — Quill & Quire

Double Blind
by David Laing Dawson

Just what the doctor ordered — a medical
thriller pumped up with adrenalin and as
timely as today’s headlines. When a state
mental hospital doctor begins probing a
bizarre series ol HIV-positive cases,
suddenly he’s under attack by forces as
deadly as the AIDS virus itself.

“...medical mindblower-... a good,
fast-paced yarn.” — Publishers Weekily
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THE MAN OF HER DREAMS

by Carole Giangrande

PLAIN JANE

by Joan Barfoot
Maamillm, 243 pages, $24.95 cloth
(ISBN O 77159157 8)

THE PROTAGONIST of Joan Barfoot's
new novel is a timid soul with a
Technicolor inner life thar gives the lie
to her nickname. As a quiet, lonely
librarian who hankers after passionate
romance, Jane Smith is hardly the first
of her kind in fiction. Yet in Barfoor's
sensitive telling, Jane’s imagination is a
force for good. It goads and pushes her
to hope for abiding love and friendship
in the real world.

Joan Barfoot

As the story upens, Jane Smith is
responding to an ad in the paper froma
con in the slammer looking for 4 pen-pal.
Why is shy Jane duing this! Maybe nt's
her diet of romance novels, but its also
some mysterious nudging within, “a kind
of turning over uf her heart™ that allows
her to sit down and compuose a lerrer. She
knows 1t's risky; she doesn’t have a clue
abour this guy, or what sort of crime he's
committed. Jane feels she has lirtle to say
to him about her dull job at the library.
and at the youthful age of 28, she's sad-
dened by her plain and mausy looks. Yer
she's somehow convinced herself char
their encounter is inevitable, and there-
fore sure to succeed.

I Boowks 1IN CanaDa |-—-—-——-

Safely enclosed in chis fantasy, Jane
is free to imagine her prisoner asa
remarkable man. She sees him as hand-
some, physically strapping but not
scruffy, a decenr sorr who, sadly, wene
wrong and who could do with a bit of
redemptive love. Grimly realistic read-
ers might miss the point. If you think
women are {or should be) past all that
schlock, bear in mind that for the first
time, Jane has dared to hope in life,
albeit in tried-and-true clichés.

When the prisoner, Brian Dexter,
sends her an enthusiastic reply, their
mail-order friendship takes off. Jane
begins to believe the impossible might
happen, and so she starts to add to her
life the small, everyday pleasures taken
for granted by less timid people. She
pretiies up her apartment, takes ro
indulging herself in cut flowers and
stylish clothing, knits Brian a sweater,
and imagines the domestic pleasures of
dining, sex, and children. Her unac-
countably cheerful mood draws her
into friendships, some of them with
people in difficult strairs whose needs
draw her our of her imaginary world.

Then, harsher realities begin to
inrrude. Her mother, atcractive and
antagonistic, arrives and informs Jane
that she’s suffering from terminal cancer.
Jane has stored up years of jealousy and
resentment toward her. She only begins
to feel compassion for her mother’s suf-
fering when she faces her own dilemma:
is dream-man Dexter too much of a risk
in the real world?

According to the police, he is. They
fill Jane in on his record and advise her
ta steer clear. Having come this far, Jane
is stuck between the equally painful
risks of lonely fantasy and fearful life.

Barfoor writes with genuine compas-
sion for the dilemma of a character who
is likeable, bur often genteel ta the
point of prissiness. In a nice echo of
Victorian style, there's even a narrator
who butts in, makes comments, and
digresses. Without this elbow in the
ribs, some of us maght not believe that
Jane’s fantasies are for real in the “real-
istic '90s." And yet they are. In its own
brave, uncomplicared way, Plain Jane
speaks the truth about imagining and
hope, and their power to change us.
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SPEAKING WITH
AUTHORITY

by Adrienne Kertzer

PORTAGE LAKE: MEMORIES OF AN |

OJIBWE CHILDHOOD

byMaude Kege, edited by John D. Nichols
University of Alborta Press, 272 pages, $29.95 cloth,
$19.95 paper (ISBN 088864 216 4 cloth,
083364 217 2 paper)

DANCING WITH A GHOST:
EXPLORING INDIAN REALITY
by Rupert Ross

Octopees, 168 pages, $15.95 paper
(ISEN0409906434)

AN ANTHOLOGY OF CANADIAN
NATIVE LITERATURE IN ENGLISH
edited by Danlel David Moses and Terry Goldie
Onford University Press, 393 pages, $19.95 paper
{ISBNO 19 5403195}

Consequently what emerges is the
white academic’s imperfect under-
standing or interpretation of whar
Indians are all about, rather than the
facts in Indian terms.

THiS COMMENT by Harold Cardinal, found
in“A Canadian What the Hell It's All
About” and now included in An Anthology
of Canadian Native Literature in English,
addresses a problem currently much
debated: that of speaking for and speaking
abour, of manslation, of a white reviewer
like me describing books that to varying
degrees are produced by white writersfedi-
tors. Asa white academic, the revieweris
aware that she is no authority on “the facts
in Indian tenms?” At the same time she is
aware there is value in reporting her
understanding of these three books, in
hopes that by speaking about them she
enables the Native voices in the pexts to be
heard. This is her white academic’s imper-
fect understanding, and she writes by it.

In: terms of intended audfence, these
books are very different. Maude Keggs
Portage Lake: Memaries of an Ojibwe
Childhood is the most focused. Edited and
transcribed by John D, Nichols, a professor

of Narive studies and linguistics ar the
University of Manitoba, the book is adual-
language edirion of the stories Kegg told
Nichols. Twenry-five of Kegg's stories were
published in 1978 as Gabekanaansing/ At
the End of the Trail. This new collection
contains 16 additional stories as well asa
glossary and revised transcriptions and
translations of the previously published
tales; it will benefit students of the Ojibwe
language, as well as anyone interested in
its preservation.

Nicholsk introduction describes the
process of recording and transcribing the
stories. He points our where the rransla-
tion — because of English conventions —
may mislead the non-speaker of Ojibwe,
e.g., his use of paragraphs, punctuation,
and capiralization. The collection is
divided into four sections by season, again
an organizing principle thar Nichols has
applied, not something traditional to
Qjibwe classification. The result 15, as he
describes it, a compromise between the
desire for literal transcriprion and the
avoidance of awkwardness.

It is also admirable in its scholarly pre-
sentation and sensitivity to issues of both
translation and transmussion from oral to
written form. Even the reader whois not a
student of Ojibwe will find Kege's stories
captivating and her references to the lim-
its of memory poignant. So many of her
stories conclude, “Thar’s all I remember of
what 1 did." One senses that there is so
much more that we can never know
because she no lmger remembers., In hus
introduction, Nichols describes the his-
tory of the Anishinaabeg at Mille Lacs,
Minnesota: whires tried ro force the
Anishinaabeg to anuther reserve, and by
[911 only 284 Natives remained in the
srea. Maude Kegg's family was parr of this
group. Born in 1904, she became in 1968 a
puide at what is nuw the Minnesota
Historical Society’s Mille Lacs Indian
Museuin.

Often we are left puzzling at the nature
of memory, at what exactly she recalls:
“That's what happened to me. All sorts of
things happened to me when | was a licle
gitl. ] couldnit tell all of it” Couldnt
because she is unable, or couldnt because
she chooses not ro? Whae 1s the relation-
ship between memory and invention! The

old man who frightened her hecause he

|

wanted ro marry her and called her hus gar-
den, who she feared would eat her up: if
she s feared him, why did she go tohum
and feed him some frv bread? The narta-

tive does not say:

Oh my, he was just glad thar | was feed-
ing hum that bread, that big old man
sitting there. “Hah, I'm full. | won'teat
you up” Thars all | remembec. [ dont
know what happened to me after that.

Discussing watems n one of her stories,
Kegg claims that the bald eagles were
Canadians, 2 group her grandmother told
her were “ignorant. ...about the Indian
way. ...almost white people.” Rupert Ross,
in Dancing with 2 Ghost: Exploring Indian
Redlity, argues very differently. Natives are
not almost whites, at least not the Ojibwe
and Cree Nartives whom he sees as still cul-
turally influenced by their hunter-gatherer
roots. A criminal lawyer in Kenora,
Ontario, since 1982 and currently the
assistant Crown aworney for the District of
Kenora, Ross has concluded that cthe legal
system fails Canada’s Native peoples
because it does not recognize the existence
and validity of very different cultural prac-
tices. He sees whites and Natives as cultur-
ally far apart, and hopes ultimately for a
“Canadian culrure which includes ele-
ments uf buth cultures”

How this new culture will be created is
not exactly clear, but the first stage is that
whites learn to listen w» Natives {the irony
that a white writer writes this is not
noted). Dancmg with a Ghost is addressed
nat ta lawyers {although Basil Johnstons
prefatory comments imply thar it is), but
towhites who have never considered the
possibility thar Narives don't necessarily
think exactly the same way as whites, and
who are not bothered by the implied
premise that all whires think the same way
or the equivalent premuse that huneer-
gatherer-descended Natives think the
same way. Ross 15 impassioned, and deeply
disturbed that the criminal justice system,
of which he is a part. 15 so destrucrive.
Hence the best parts of his text are the
personal anecdotes describing his own
experiences both inside and outside the
legal system.

But the structure of the book is a mess.
The lack of footnotes and the non-aca-
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demicapproach are not the issue. In his
preface, Ross states that his approach s cir-
cular, deliberately not linear, but Dancing
with a Ghost is in fact incredibly repetitive.
Surely a better-edited book would be more
likely to persuade its readers. And ata time
when Native writers comment how tired
they are of whites interpreting them, Ross’
text is primarily interesting for what ic
reveals about the impact of Native culture
onhim. He is certainly not arrogant. He
admits his limitations (including not know-
ing any Native languages) and his continu-
ing puzzlement at many Native rules of
behaviour, and he apologizes at the begin-
ning to Native people whom he is sure to
misrepresent. Unfortunately, given the way
he writes, all Natives seem representative,
interchangeable types.

Ross’s argument that the white adversar-
ial legal systern is totally alien toa culture
based on consensus decision-making is con-
vincing; many Native practices, e.g., avoid-
ingeye contact, expecting children to learn
by their own experiences, and preferring
healing and reaching to punishment, make
the white courtroom a place where white
and Narive misunderstand each other. On
the other hand, he is rather parernalistic in
imapining the problems of Native selfgov-
ernment, and very zomantic (although he
denies this) about the pleasures of hunter-
gatherer societies. Whites are similaly
stereotyped as alienated, and non-spiritual.

Basil Johnston's preface concludes:

IfMr Rupert Ross can convince his
learned friends to lock anew at the
adversarial character of litigation and to
examine the First Nations peoples’ con-
ceptof human nature and human mis-
conduct, and cheir manner of setting
right an eTrant man or woman, he will
have performed a service of great bene-
fic

Whether Demcing witha Ghost achieves this
ambitious end, its publication testifies to
the profound impact Native culture has had
vpon theauthor.

In contrast, An Anthology of Canadian
Native Litevature in Bnglish is an example of
the ironies that result when a whire pub-
lishing house decides to present the facts in
Native terms. Described in its own intro-
duction asa “symbol of empire” Oxford

University Press shows how publishers are
redefining cheir lists of what is macketable.
This in itself is controversial for the co-edi-
tors, the Native poet and playwright Daniel
David Moses and theYork University pro-
fessor Terry Goldie. Why are they engaged
in this project? Goldie in particular seems
concerned to explain his motives, not jus
because he is white bur because of his own

discomfort with the notion of a canon:

1 certainly want people to respecr this
anthology and find it inreresting, bur |
would feel personally a bit of a failure if
people thought that it therefore estab-
lishes what is the best in Native writing,
or even establishes what is the best in
Mative writing in 1992.

Anthologies do canonize regardless of the
editors’ declarations, especially those
directed at educational markets, bur Goldie
wants to free himself of the guilt of the
anthologist. Since he is apparently not inter-
ested in aesthetic evaluation, what principles
guided the editorial selections are not clear.

Inplace of a rraditional introduction
thar interprets the anthology, Moses and
Goldie have substituted 2 trenscription of a
dialogue, a reminder both of the roots of
Native liverature in the oral tradirion and
the fact that there is no single voice orread-
ing of this material. Goldie speaks of his
own reluctance to write about Native writ-
ing, his preference to instead help provide a
space for Native writers. He notes thac he
and Moses are most interested in writing
published since 1985; two-thirds of the
anthology is by people born since 1940,
Moses presents himself as more practical,
less ambivalent about his role as an editor,
and more concerned thar readers learn that
Native writers are not always raditional
storyrellers,

The anthology that results is varied,
moving from traditional songs and orature
to amobiographical narmatives, political
speeches, poems, shott stories, and excerpts
from plays and novels. Although the 42
woices are very different, what unites the
collection is the issue of language: language
and silence —*1 lost my ealk / The talk you
took away” (Rita Joe); language and ics dis-
appearance and the problem of shoddy
translation — “Some tribal languages are at
the edge of extinction, not expected to sur-

vive lor more than a few years” (Basil
Johnston); language and power — “The
Disempowerment of First North American
Native Peoples and Empowerment
Through Their Whiting” {the ritle of
Jeanneure Armstrong’ paper). The excerpts
from Halfbreed, April Raneree, The Rez
Sisters, and Princess Pocahontas and the Blue
Spots make the reader want more; the
anthology as a whole speaks powertfully for
the energy and variety of Native writing in
Canada today. Canonical or not, An
Anthologv of Native Literatere in English does
atrempt to give readers “the facts in Indian

terms.

ROUGHING UP
A LA BusH

by David Stafford

GEORGE BUSH'S WAR
by Jean Edward Smith

Furgherery 6 Wheteside_ $25 pages. $31 5 chith
(ISBN S50 1384 1)

INEVER SPIT on a mans moustache,’ goes a
common Arab saying, “unless its on fire”
This adenonition not to insult an oppo-
nent’ dignity was frequently and knowingly
broken by President Bush in the run up ro
Desert Storm, the liberation of Kuwait. On
several occasions he compared the Iragi
dictator Saddam Hussein with Adolf
Hitler; and to a group of congressmen in
December 1990 he boasted that if war came
Saddam would “get his ass kicked." When
he spoke to the country on 16 January 1991,
the day war began, he mentioned Saddam’s
name 20 times.

This personalization of the conflict is the
dominant theme of this lucid, succinct, and
eminently readable analysis of the origins of
the Gulf War. Jean Edward Smith, a profes-
sorof political science at the University of
Toronto, won its 1991 Best Teaching
Award. One can see why. He writes directly
and clearly, and avoids the miserable jargon
deployed by 50 many of his colleagues. His
concern is with presidential power and its
abuse. An expert on the US constitution
and US foreign policy, he believes, and con-
vincingly demonsirates, that from the
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beginning George Bush sought to flex his
presidential muscle and bypass Congress
whenever he could. As commander-in-
chief, the president of the Unired Stares has
always exercised tremendous executive
power. Bush pushed this to the limit, work-
ing with a small cotetie of colleagues in the
National Security Council, often ignoring
the joint chiefs of staff, and almost precipi-
tating a major consticutional crisis by his
neglect of congressional opinion.

Hence the notion that this was “George
Bush'’s war” Smith makes a strong case. He,
like others, believes that the president was
persuaded to take a hard line on Iraq’s inva-
sion of Kuwait by Margaret Thatcher. The
British prime minister happened to be visit-
ing the United States at the time, and the
two met at Aspen, Colorado, where the
Iron Lady convinced Bush that the loss of
Kuwait was analogous to the sell-our of
Crechoslovakia at Munich. Asa 16-year
old schoolboy at Andover in 1940, Bush
had been elecrrified by aspeech by the for-
mer secretary of state, Henry Stimson,
denouncing Hitleras a bully of small coun-
tries and saying how much he envied young
Americans who had the opportunity o
stand up for good against evil. Smith

. believes this left an indelible impacr on
Bush. Fired up by Thatcher 50 years later,
the US president experienced the struggle
ggainst Saddam as the moral equivalent of
the Second World War.

From there, all else flowed. Atrnopoint
did Bush seriously seek tonegotiate. The
military build-up was quick and massive.
Alternative options were blocked off.
Sanctions were given no chance to work.
When war camne, it was a war that Bush had
determined on almost from the beginning,
The president gets fufl marks from Smith
for his diplomatic and political skills in
building and maintaining the coalition
against Saddam. His manipulation of pub-
lic opinion was masterly. But the end resule
of a war brilliantly conducted was, Smith
believes, of dubious worth. “The destructive
consequences of the conflict, the enormous
toll of human suffering, the unsolved prob-
lems of the region]’ he concludes, “make
clear the utter folly of George Bush's war”

Utter folly? Perhaps, but this isnot acon-
clusion that flows from the evidence. The
single-minded focus of the book on Bush
and US decision-making means that Smith

tells us livle about the Middle East, before ar
after the conflict, and even less about uther
world leaders who likewise determined to
expel [raq from Kuwait. Indeed, Smith
appears ta see every other world leader
{Margaret Thatcher excepted) as a virtual
puppetof Bush. That they had beliefs, inter-
ests, and agendas of their own is hardly con-
sidered. Thar the world communiry might
have had a genuine interest in overturning
the occupation of Kuwait and checking
Iraqs ambitions is likewise not discussed.
The consequences of not using force agamst
Iraq are hardly examined. Smith, an
American by origin, has been quoved as say-
ing thar he is a “yellow dog Democrat” who
would vote for a yellow dog before hed vore
for a Republican. His book is a damning
indicrment of Bush. But in icsown way
George Bush’s Whr is as determined and skilful
an effort as the president’s own road to war.
And asseductive, partisan, and selective.

LLONGING FOR
HOME

by Douglas Hill

UHURU STREET
by M. G. Vassanji
MreClelland & Stewer, J44 pages. 514.99 paper
{ISBN Q77108717 9)

DAR ES SALAAM, on the coast of Affica
looking eastward across the [ndian Ocean
toward India, and Metro Toronto's
Scarborough, winter fields to the north, a
bleak landscape with a few brambles blown
by a light wind” — such are the antipodes
of M. G. Vassanji's fictional world. In the 16
interlocked stories of this, his first collec-
tion {coming after rwo novels), he offers
carefully focused snapshots of personal his-
tory. Uhuwru Street is a sort of conwernporary
album of the Asian settlement that first
established itself as the middle class in colo-
nial Tanganyika in the late 1800s, saw its
position made precarious when indepen-
dent Tanzania was created in 1961, and
then began gradually to disperse, in sub-
stantial part chrough emigration to
Canada, during the years that followed.
The armangement of the stories in this

volume underscores the culrural journeys of
Vassanji’s subjects. The first nine pieces, all
short, are in a mmor key: most are narrated
by a young boy who lives wath his mother,
brothers, and sisters ahove their small
family shop i Dar es Salaam. Each detailsa
significant childhood or adulescent
moment touched with significance. The
common thread is anxiety, the childs pus-
zlement as he encounters one mystery (or
terror) after another, usually in the shape of
the ohscurely defined orherness of adults.

In the second part of the book the stories,
longer and somerimes more diffuse, range
turther; their titles — “Leaving.” “Breaking
Loose!” “The Londen-returned,” “Refugee”
— indicare Vassanji’s broader concerns.
The central theme is now emigration, the
effects of the twinned imperatives of aduca-
tion and economic hetrerment un young
adults who chouse to trade all the safe if suf-
focating certainties of iriends and family, Dar
and Uhuru Sereet, for the cold confusions
— atherness ance agan, now Cultural with
acapital C — of Europe and Norch
America. Clear images of loss fill these larer
stories, as well as shadows of muved desire,
unrealized joy, surprising loneliness.

In the final story, “All Worlds Are
Possible Now” the narrator comes home,
back to Dar, hack to the rituals of place and
community. Likely he will seay. “There was
an element of escape in my return,” he
muses, “as there was once in my leaving””
Tentatively he reclavms his past, retraces his
youth, finds a relationship that promises
then disappaints. The lesson?“When it
comes down toit, there is only a plain long-
ing for a home, a permanence”

Lthueru Sereer works quietly; Vassanyi's
mstrument is wony, not indignation. There
is little overt violence ur sex in the stories,
but when it does occur i's all the more
powerful for being understated. Subtle
racism (orsexism or classism) may not draw
blood; for Vassanji’s characrers che »cars are
inward. Disarmingly simple surfaces mask
cumplex questions, while the voices of the
narrators, funny, sardonic, melancholy, pro-
vide the reader an vpportunity for intellec-
tual distance and emotional sympathy.

There is much in this volume o admire:
pace, uming, economy of means, richness
of effect. Uhuru Street does its work quietly
and purpasefully; Vassaniji’s confident skill
is impressive.

= Books 1n CaNADA I

ih



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

IPRISONERS OF
CIRCUMSTANCE

by Daniel Jones

HOW DO YOU SPELL BEAUTIFUL? |

by Patzick Lane
Fifth House, 192 pages, $19.95 cloth
{1SBN 0920079989 )

Hemingway, it was not like any story [ had
ever read. That same year | had published
my first and last collection of poetry and
was making the painful transirion to prose,
and Lane’s story influenced me as much as
anything I can remember.

It has taken another seven years for
Lane to publish his first collection of sto-
ries, How Do You Speil Beauriful? He has, of
course, continued to publish collections of
poetry for which he is widely respected.
His Poems New and Selected won the
Governor General’s Award in 1978, and
his rwo most recent collections have both

been short-listed — Winter in 1990

Patrick Lane

PaTRICK LANES first published story,
“Rabbits,” appeared in the April 1985 issue
of the Canadian Forum. (1t would Jarer win
aNational Magazine Award.} The story of
a frustrated mill worker and his oppressed
wife, “Rabbits” offers a brutally honest yet
compassionate portrayal of the lives of the
working pocr end the inability of men and
women to communicate their needs and
desires to one another. More compelling,
however, is Lane’s control of language.
Each sentence is a tiny, perfect story in
itself.

At that ime, American writers such as
Raymond Carver and Richard Ford were
notwell known in Canada. While
“Rabbits" was clearly indebted to

and Mortal Remnains in 1991

Like “Rabbits," the 20 stories in
How Do You Spell Beausifud? are bleak
portraits of men and women trapped
in circumsrances they can neither
comprehend nor change. Most of the
stories are set in company towns in
the interior of British Columbia,
where mill workers and their families
live huddled rogether in trailers,
united only by poverry and violence.
In "Marylou Had Her Teeth Out.’ a
young girl has the sticches ripped from
her gums by her father. In “Sing Low{’
two brothers pick up two women
while driving through Alberta. One
woman has been badly beaten and
gives birth toa stillborn baby in the
back seat of the car. Clinging to one of
the brothers, she is destined to repeat
the past.

Male sexuality and violence per-
meate these stories. Lane is less suc-
cessful when writing from a woman’s
point of view, as in “Irene Good Night,"
where the narrator’s ruminations on her
husband’s brutality fail to convince.
Women, however, can and do escape. [n
“Burning Wings," one of the finest stories
in this collection, a woman is exchanged
from one man to another to pay off a debr.
She manages, however, to escape her cap-
tor — but only by murdering him.

As well as the underlying humanity in
his narrative voice, it is the very artistry of
Lanes prose that saves his characters. He
uses modifiers sparingly and simile hardly
atall. There is lircle dialogue. It is what
Lane has left out, whar is silent, that uli-
mately speaks for these characters and
their desperate lives.

ELEGANT
CONCISIONS

by Douglas Glover

DEEP HOLLOW CREEK

by Sheila Watson

McClelland & Stewarr, 1 26 pages 314 95 paper
(ISEN 07710 8823 X)

SHEILA WaTsoN's Deep Hollow Creek
belongs nn a long shell of Anglo-colonial
navels in which cvilized white women
go to the bush, fall under the spell of
darker people’s gods, and come away
repelled or changed (see, for example,
the works of E. M. Forsterand D). H.
Lawrence). The whire women stand for
an etiolated European culture striving to
revive itself with a transfusion from the
primitive (read sex, the body, nature,
blood, instinct). But the pnimitive often
turns out to be dangerously ambiguous
or, at best. mysteriously indifferent.

In Deep Hollow Creek, Stella, a spin-
ster schoolreacher, comes to British
Columbia’s Cariboo country one autumn
“to find life for herself” What she finds
instead is a claustrophobic valley inhab-
ited by enigmatic Shuswap Indians and
intensely inward-looking, jealous, and
gossipy settlers left behind in the back-
wash of a played-out gold-rush. Stella
stays through the winter, experiences the
resurrection of spring, tries in vain to
connect with che Natives, then leaves,
wondering if she 1s mad or if the settlers
(or the Natives) are mad.

The white inhabitants of the valley
comprise three families — Bill and
Mamie Flowers and their long-suffering
factotum, Mockett, Sam and Rose
Flowers and their five children, and the
Farishes, a childless couple on the out-
skirts of the sertlement. Watson retails
their lives with a pungent wit and a
wealth of precise detail {for such a shorr
book) — down to school-tax payments
and water rights along the creek.

Mamie Flowers is the grandz dame of
Deep Hollow Creek, given to fainting
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:np": and nrnl-rnrrntl winter illnesses

durmg whlch Bill and Mockett must
cook, pay court, and empty her chamber
pot. Mamie came to Canada from
England in response to a letter from the
Fiowers paterfamilias, Adam, hoping to
marry money and drag Bill back to
England. Now, she and Bill and Mockett
run the store and the Stopping House,
the centre of valley civilization. Up the
hill, Sam and Rose dwell in rural isola-
tion, envious of the richer, more cultured
Flowerses below. Rose refuses to leave
their homestead except to have her

babies and, once, to come down and

insult Mamie at the school party.

Stella’s arrival caunses all these rela-
tionships to change, to adjust slightly,
like a pebble hitring a still pool. Nothing
much happens in Deep Hollow Creek, but
a lor happens, if you see what I mean.
The characters manceuvre to gain the
privilege (and income) of boarding the
teacher, selling her a horse, entertaining
her. The teacher, in her turn, tries to dis-
entangle herself from petty social obliga-
tions by renting a cabin by herself, buy-
ing a horse, and hiring Indians to cook
and clean for her.

There is no rising dramatic action in
this book, no narrative climax. What
there is is an extremely cunning and
ironic interweaving of village squabbles
and cosmic themes. About where the
climax of the novel should be there is an
elaborate scene rife with poetic allusion.
Stella, riding home from a visit to the
Farishes, encounters a pair of ymmg bulls
tearing up dirt and fretting their intem-
perate maleness. She ponders the castra-
tion of cattle — the constant tumult of
nature and its struggle with the culture
that seeks to cut it off and control it.

Then she heard an undulating voice
crying. Throw off the bands of cus-
1om, break down the barriers. Nature
stirs deep within you. l am the primi-
tive urge, out of the blastoderm end-
lessly calling.

Cyeek has the studied ele
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gance and concision of The Double Hook,
Watsor's first published novel, although
Deep Hollow Creek was originally written
in the 1930s. It also shares the layers of

symbolism (flames and light = life, dark-
ness = death), Biblical, classical and lit-
erary allusion, and the overarching refer-
ence to Native mythology (Coyote, the
Shuswap trickster pad, shadow wichin
shadow, watches over everything} that
made Watson’s earlier novel a source of
endless delight for academic critics.

But a deep vein of irony nms through
this book, a subtle lightness that takes
the reader by surprise and helies the
dared romanticism of Watson’s theme.
There is a hilarious scene, for example,
when Mocket and Bill Flowers get

drunl and 'Irnn the vaporous Mamie on

the floor not once but twice. The hack-
woods burlesque of the opening scene of
Act 1V of Macbeth during the school
party is delicious.

--.Though you untie the winds and
ler them fight

Against the hay stacks: though the
muddy

Fraser

Confound and swallow all
PIOSPECLOrS up

Though the range and rolling hills
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Creek,

Though Russian Thistle and alfalfa
mate

together

Answer me.

Deep Hollow Creek ends with a gently
mocking note — Stella watching a pair
of grouse maring and thinking of Mamie
teaching Bill the hesitation walez —and
a vision of the generous and ineluctable
welling up of nature, the mysterious life
force only just hidden beneach a flimsy
veil of culture. This parallelism is vincage
Watson and the epitome of her art.

(GRADATIONS OF
[EXPENSE

by Phil Hall

WEST INTO NIGHT
Ty Glen Sorestad

Thstkadown. 63 puges. 31T paper
USBNO200 33 47 0}

AfEy A WYETLY

Ar TER ATLANTIS

by Gary Hyland
Thitedinm, A0 pages. $11 paper
{ISBN 020633839

YOLIDON'T
by Patrick Friesen
Tamspme, 90 pages, 59 95 paper
{ISBN QRB301 163 n)

GET TO BE A SAINT

YEs, THE LESSER truths are also true, but
they are not as revelatory or as useful:
poetry; like all products, comes in ranges
of quality — quality not as a judgement
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inner truth the author is willing ro
spend).

Gradaticns of expense are evident in
these three poetry books. There are ade-
quate, publishable poems that do not
aspire to be masterpieces — they are not
so inclined; their poesy may not care for
the rigours of ambition. They are the
wise poems that [ call “the undriven.”
Glen Sorestad writes poems of this sort:

Whs snow ever so white, ever so deep
us the winters the child in me
remembers?

Were the days ever so cold?
(“Winter Myths™

There is another type of poetry thac |
call “the overly gifted.” Too smart for ics
own good, such poetry wears a trunkful
of masks and seldom shows an actual
face. Gary Hyland's poetry is of this sort:

Giloss, floss. frothand fluff — O

the lighmess of the bnghtness

will bubble you through
(“Becoming Dead™)
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A type of poem | call “the driven”
comes in cwo forms: the driven-to-
health-for-wisdom (for example,
Elizabeth Bishop’s wotk) and the driven-
to-destruction-for-wisdom (John
Berryman’s work). Patrick Friesen writes
a healthy form of “driven” poem:

ifits chosen
silence is not an enemy
it is where words begin and end
silence is the hearts chamber
between beats

{“silence”)

It true that Glen Sorestad is “a leading
fipure in Prairie literature)” as the cover
blurb notes, but West into Midnight is plod-
dingly wistful, full of the “clichés of thythm
aswell as of phrase” that D. H. Lawrence
once praised Whitman for pruning from his
work. I liked Sovestad’s Prairie Pub Poems
betrer. At least they werent this close to
nostalgic versification and prosaic remem-
brance. But there will be those who love
these poems, and [ can see why. They are
faultless ar what they do. They remind one
of Alden Nowlans poems, but have less
humour. In fact, one poem (*Old Friends
Meet") acknowledges that Sorestad and
the late Nowlan are “kindred spirits”” 1 like
best the poems in the second section of the
bools, because they are less precious.

Last year, Roo Borson and [ were
judges for the Saskarchewan Writer’s
Guild poetry manuscript competition.
One of the three entries that we chose
was Gary Hyland's After Adantis; as ]
recall, we praised it as having “technical
virtuosity within a range of styles [ liked
the manuscript better than I like this
book, buc then I'm judging it in a differ-
ent context, and the published text has
been modified. A. long poem, which Roo
and I singled out for praise, is missing,
and a new poem calls Raymond Carver a
“turd"! A dextrous confidence here
seduces the reader while eluding risks.
There are dialect poems, prose poems,
philosophical poems, the “linesandline-
sandlinesandlinesoflines” kinds of poem
— just about everything.

I tell students that being really smart
wortt help them with poetry; how much
you know is not as important as how
attached you are to the little you do

know. But Hyland’s a good poet with sur-
prises to offer, and once again, | should
add thar his admirers are justified.

Patrick Friesen has shaken loose, as
you can see: “sometimes you slip the
tyranny of fear at night and the world
shines beneath your feet sometimes you
shake loose and gypsy's in your arms.”
Here he is even shaking loose of tradi-
tional poetic forms that rely on an iso-
lared voice. You Don't Ger to Be a Saint is
composed of umbling sequences of frag-
ments of voices that have been done in
collaboration with dancers, actors, visual
artists, and singers. (One way out of
poetry’s limitations is ro invire others
in.) There is a radio piece about Richard
Manuel, formerly of The Band. There
are two dance-collaboration sections:
interpretive movement mixed with
memories, stories, and facts. Images of
rain predominate.

This is a healthy endeavour: to expand
and not repeat. Friesen knows thar the
wide spirit of the long line is justified only
by honesty. This is the only book of these
three that reads as if it hurts to say what it
says; and it displays an adventurous
moodiness and inclusiveness:

this time vun gogh gets to be born in

greece
athenian light across his eyes

emily dickinson vaults the midnight
horse

and galops to her love

I'm a child in a northern mree

still climbing at the sky
(“biography™)

Friesen, through his theatre and radio
work, is opening poetry's windows for us.
It can get stuffy in here, yes?

ART VERSUS
CIVILIZATION

by Stan Fogel

CRONENBERG ON CRONENBERG
edited by Chris Rodley

Knopf CanadafRandem House. 124 pages. 516 paper
{ISBN 0394 222709)

I'vE GoT the Cronenberg bug, or has the
Cronenberg bug gor me...and many oth-
ers, spreading a sort of Cronenberg's dis-
ease from cinephile ro cinephile? How
else to explain why Cronenberg’s queasy
images are all the rage? After all, he’s
even “framed” that arch cut-up and con-
spiracy-finder, William Burroughs; and a
damned fine job he did of it in Naked
Lunch say [, and even the gaunt guy in
the undersized hat.

Nonetheless, approaching Cronenberg
on Cronenberg | was tempted to think the
following: “too early” or “de trop” or “a
Life” before his life has gone on especially
long or (and this is surely paranoid, leav-
ing me ripe to have a tiny, slimy
Cronenberger slide into or out of my
flesh) that people blithe in one medium
are usually feckless in another. Well, a
list of film directors one would like to
encourage the publishers of this book
(it’s one in a series) not to publish is
probably in order, but it wouldn't include
Cronenberg on Cronznberg.

There are many reasons why the vol-
ume works. One is the playfulness of the
book, which vpens with a Nabokovian
{Nabokov, along with Burroughs, is a fas-
cination of Cronenberg’s}, or false, fore-
word; it’s “author” fortunately senit this
piece off before “his mysterious death by
selfimmolation” Then there is che for-
mat, which intersperses Cronenbergs
musings with some pithy situating by
Chiris Rodley, the book’s editor.
Cronenberg on Cronenberg also contains a
“filmography” that is both up-to-date and
comprehensive.

Most valuable, though, are the inter-
views Rodley recorded with Cronenberg
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who, I note thankfully, sounds unlike an
auteur with hauteur. Instead, Cronenberg
comes across as a human and pensive
sort whose candour about the often
bewildering gestation of his often per-
verse films and willingness to articulate
reasons for that perversity make his
remarks more than jottings for fans or
tidbits for academics.

Cronenberg normalizes the Byzantine
world of movie deal-making and reveals
the impositions on his art that budgetary
constraints have made: the choice of
Toronto aparement buildings as sets
shaped scenes in some of his early films,
for instance. In recent years, Toronto has
had ro dauble for Tangiers because of the
Gulf crisis and the impossibility of secur-
ing insurance for Naked Lunch to be shot
in North Africa.

Gossip, of couzse, is a good goad to
read any book, and theres some of that
here: Samantha Eggar saying, “The
Brood was the strangest and most repul-
sive film Pve ever done” and Jennifer
O'Neill crying when she read the actual
script of Scanners and realized that the
producers had previously sent hera
seript with all the violence removed —
because they thought she would have
rejected the role if she'd known the film's
cOntents.

Nonetheless, it’s not the citillation,
but rather Cronenberg’s efforts to answer
questions about his — to some—dis-
tutbing engagement with the demented
and the extreme, sexually and otherwise,
that are the atraction of Cronenbergon
Cronenberg. His conclusions regarding
the artistic versus the civilized and the
political will not please everyone; they
are, however, lucid and forthright.

Having moved from virus to verisimil-
itude, I'd like ro leave the last word on his
“place” to Cronenberg: *When people
say, ‘Creat, another Cronenberg movie!
Ler’s take everybody and have popcorn’
— then I'll know 'm mainstream.”

SIDELONG
AUTOBIOGRAPHY

by Virginia Beaton

THE INVENTION OF TRUTH

br Elizabeth Brewster

Oberon, 138 pages, $12.95 paper. $25.95 cloth
{ISBN.0 88750869 3 chuth. 0 837508707 paper)

ELizapeTH BREWSTER describes this book
asa "sidelong autobicgraphy!” It's cerrainly
nor a conventional author’s memoir; if
your idea of a literary bio involves names,
dates, anecdotes, and inside gossip, The
Invention of Truth will be a disappoint-
ment. Here, instead of juicy comments
about Canadian liverati, are poems, some
family photos, journal excerpts, and
dreams. Quirky and rambling as it some-
times is, this book is less about a writer’s
life than it is about memory, and the way
truch changes over a lifetime.

Brewster is the author of numerous
baoks of poems and shore stories, as well
as several novels, The Sisters and Junction
prominent among them. Born and raised
in New Brunswick between the wars, she
arended the University of New
Brunswick, Radcliffe, the University of
Toronto Library School, and Indiana
University. She has won the E. ). Prant
award for poetry, and has caught at the
University of Saskatchewan. Fragments
and vccasionally entire chunks of her
own history sometimes float to the top of
her work; for instance, much of The
Sisters contains elements of Brewster's
life, in that its protagonist, Jane
Marchant, is alsa a quier, bookish girl
who rises from her rural New Brunswick
background to study in Fredericton dur-
ing the Second World War.

Despite Brewster’s talent as a prose
writer and poet, this book is oddly unsaris-
fying. Each section has a unity of theme —
one isa collage of dreams and impressions
of her father and another, “Clara Flapg's
Journal} served as a frame for The Sisters —
but the sections dont evolve into a coher-
ent whole. Much of the writing is impres-
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sionistic rather than specific, and there are
significant gaps in the chronology.

Brewster does write at some length and
with obvious affection about her parents'
personalities and their continued effect on
her. “It’s my way of coming to terms with
them, perhaps,’ she writes. “Maybe my way
of prolonging their existence, since | have
no children”” The section “Victorian
Interlude” is particularly interesting as she
mingles journal entries, dreams, and the
Tarot in order to interpret memories and
conversations with her parents.

Yet the result of this focus on her parents
is that liwtle is learned about Brewster in
her adulk years as an independent woman.
The writer who recreates engaging scenes
from girlhood — a child who read the
Bible, Shakespeare, and the funnies with
the same avidity — is oddly silent about
her middle years. What's missing are the
links between the child, the university stu-
dent of 1942, and the woman who exists
now. Between 1942 and “Clara Flagg’s
Journal” in 1972, events and dates are
sparse, and aside from the mention of the
two world wars, external references are few.

While biographical Jdetails arent obliga-
tory, the overall tone of The Invention of
Truth — gentle, slightly bemused memo-
ries — rantalizes the reader because of
what is left unsaid. Brewster's guiding
ideas, emotions, and motives are at least as
impottant as the bare facts of her life, but
she has not yet written out her story.
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IPATTERNS OF
VIOLENCE

by Karl Jirgens

“ERONT LINES”: THE FICTION OF
TIMOTHY FINDLEY
by Lorraine York

ECW, 147 pages, $25 paper

| {ISBN ] 55022 ]0] 9)

MORAL METAFICTION
by Donna Permee

ECW, 120pages, 520 paper

(ISBN 1 55022 1388}

IT 15 NOT ENTIRELY fair to compare these
two books. Both critics are accomplished
in their own fields and have solid creden-
tials. Lorraine York’s book is at least partly
inspired by an undergraduate course that
she taught on Timothy Findley, and is
aimed at creating a pracrical and detailed
criticism of his fictions in relstion to the
idea of waras a male text. Donna Pennees
study is aimed at her peers, addresses a ten-
dency in Findley’s work towards historical
revisionism, and enteys into complex dis-
cussions of the ontological and epistemo-
logical ramifications of his fiction. Ina
way, the two books complement each
other. York’s serves as an introduction to
patterns of violence in his novels and short
stories while Pennee examines the impli-
cations of these patterns, and both authors
address history and its relationship to
Findley’ writing. Both are using a critical
approach that is feminine if not feminist,
an approach that works well as a means of
illuminating Findley's literary strategies.
Following up on Jonachan Culler’s con-
cept of intertexuality and Hayden White's
views on history, York argues that “war, like
historical discourse, is a text which may
have structural affinities with other texts
suchasnovels and stories!” While she does
deal briefly with Findley’s revisionist pos-
ture towards dominant vessions of history,
York focuses on war, history, and the novel
as forms of fiction. She idenrifies the sex-
val, familial, physical, and intellectual vio-
lence that is at the core of Findley’s fiction,

and views his six novels and various short
stories as a suite about violence —an
“interlocking system of war fictions.” Her
view goes beyond that of earlier critics who
saw Findley as the author of anly two nov-
els on war (The Wrs and Famous Last
Whords). York’s research is impressive: she
quotes from Findley’s personal papersat the
national archives and consults a daunting
list of sociological, political, and historical
studies of the first and second world wars. If
there is a weakness in “Front Lines™ it is
that York does not fully address the larger
narratological and philosophical implica-
tions involved in Findley’s ficrion.
However, to be fair, enly so much can be
done in a book of this length, particularly
when considering the entire body of
Findley’s writing. York’s strength is her abil-
ity to illuminate Findley’ oeuvre in terms of
an all-encompassing patrern of violence.

In Moral Metafiction, Donma Pennee
also deals with Findley’s writing in terms of
fiction as history and history as fiction.
Pennee analyses his posture toward the
formation of dominant modes of discourse,
and the way that they tend to marginalize
particular social groups. Her analysis takes
into account politics, gender, sexuality,
race, and class. She also deals with the role
of the reader in (re)construcring the text.
History, like fiction, requires interprera-
tion, and, for Pennee, the reader is
engaged in an interpretive choice that is
both possible and morally necessary.
However, Pennee explains that this
reader-engagement is complicated by an
epistemological question, since within the
context of Findley’ fictions, archival mate-
rials, phorographs, letters, newspaper
items, and other forms of documentation
are shown 1o be either questionable or
false. Pennee explains Findley’s meta-fic-
tive method and his tendency 1o bring so-
called “authentic” sources of information
into question as his means of challenging
dominant ideologies. Like York, Pennee
casts her critical eye across the body of
Findley’s writing; she reads his fictions
intertextually and discusses their recurring
motifs, narrative patrerns, and conceprual
schemes.

York's and Pennee’s studies are intelli-
gent analyses of Findley’s textual strate-
gies, and provide a powerful opening vol-
ley in boolkelength studies of his fictions.

ARRIVALS AND
DEPARTURES

by Michael Coren

LAST TRAIN TO TORONTO: A
CANADIAN RAIL ODYSSEY

by Teery Pindell

Duuglas & Meinryre, 380 puges. 326 95 clath
{ISBN OO 2157781

SKETCHES IN WINTER: A BEIJING
POSTSCRIPT

by Charles Foran

HaperCollms, 210 pages. $24 95 cloth

(ISBN 0 838%4 741 0}

LITERATURE is as much a victim of the
petulant whims of fashion and fad as
any other art form. Travel writing was
considered difficult to sell for twa
decades, and gifted and jubilantly
evocative travel wrniters had a wretched
time of it in the "60s and early "70s.
And then came the renaissance.
Authors of the stature of Martha
Gellhorn and Eric Newby broughe the
genre back into the mainstream, re-
establishing the school of travel writing
in its proper and esteemed place.

The form has two distinct manifesta-
tions: the Laodicean, apolitical volume,
a delicious guide to faces, feelings, and
facets of a place; and the political study,
examining and interpreting the stare of
affairs and affairs of state in a particular
country or region. The American rail-
way addict Terry Pindell is an exponent
of the Laodicean approach.
Specifically, he writes abour trains.
Train addicts are usually a breed of
which to be wary; dirry ski jackersand a
wretched monomania. Not so with
Pindell, however; in terse and sinewy
prose he recounts his year of travelling
across Canada on the railway system,
which culminated in a trip on the final
tun of the eastbound Canadian from
Vancouver te Toronto in January 1990:

1 am not prepared for the sheer emo-
tion of the gathering at the CN sta-
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tion in Vancouver....As a visiting
American I am struck by the lack of
the slick, well-rehearsed demonstra-
tions one sees 50 often in the United
States when a special interest group
is threatened by government action.
But there is protest: it is homespun,
individual, and personal. An old
man carries a sign hanging by a
string from a stick over his shoulder.
He has scribbled his message in red
and black fele-tip pens on a one-by-
four-foot piece of one-inch styro-
foam insulation.

The interwoven nature of Canadian
history and the Canadian railway is
captured poignantly in this volume.
The train has played an integral part in
Canadas political evolution, and is in
many ways the quintessential symbol of
national unity. Pindell used this roman-
tic means of transport as a vehicie of
discovery, travelling north to Canada’s
geographical limics, into Quebec, and
through the Western heartlands. As an
American he is atractively incredulous
at the size and scope of Canada, at the
very fact that such a disparate and often
desperare land is a nation at all. His
conclusions are sanguine, even opti-
mistic. The old trains may be gone, but
the spirit behind them is perennial.

Charles Foran's Sketches in Winter is
the other sozt of travel book, a sail
through profoundly troubled waters. He
was an English teacher at a Beijing col-
lege when the Tiananmen Square mas-
sacre took place. The appeal of this
vibrant and successful book lies in its
refusal to analyse contemporary China
through the coal-black glasses of politi-
cal history and Maoist rheroric; instead
Foran employs autobiography, memo-
ries, anecdotes, and pungent fragments
of conversations with the Chinese peo-
ple themselves. He also has a gift for
direct and invigoratingly challenging
writing:

I remember once trying to accom-
modate what, on the surface, seemed
a generous concession by Chairman
Mao Zedong...-nineryfive percent
of the population appreciated what
the Party had done to end imperial-

ist depredations against China and
supported the Party's main goals.
Almost as an afterthought, Mao
squared the equarion by saying that
only live percent of the population
should be considered “bad ele-
ments.” Only five percent! That's
fifty million people, twice the popu-
lation of Canada, and the principal
justificarion for a whale network of
cruel “labour-reform” camps.... The
staristic comes straight from hell.

Foran has an intimate knowledge of
the denizens and dramatis personae of
Beijing University, which was the epi-
centre of intellectual life in China and
at the heart of what occurred in
Tiananmen Square. He brings chis
knowledge, and marvellous empathy, 1o
bear on his examination of what hap-
pened during the protests and on his
interviews with Chinese students and
teachers. A flavour of this literary jour-
ney that remains in the mouth long
after consumption is that just as wich
many of those who were formerly citi-
zens of the Soviet Union, the new
Chinese generation has aspirations,
fears, and hopes that would not be out
of place in Winnipeg or Wyoming.
There is such a thing as the human
spirit, and human ambition, and chey
know no national, economic, or racial
boundaries. In reminding us of that,
Charles Foran has done a valuable
thing indeed.

LIFE LIVED
EVERY DAY

by Merilyn Simonds Mohr

NO BURDEN TO CARRY:
NARRATTVES OF BLACK WORKING
WOMEN IN ONTARIO 1920s TO
1950s

edited by Dionne Brand

Whrrun's Przss, 2688 pages, 517 95 paper

{ISBN Q38961 1637)

THIS BOOK is part of the relatively new
subgenire of oral history. Subtitled
Naratives of Black Working Women in
Ontario 19.20s to 1950s, it is a collecrion of
taped interviews with 15 elderly black
women who ruminate on Canadian life
over the last eight decades. Reading it is
like spending an afternoon with a roomful
of charming, strong, witty women who
have a liferime of stories to share.

] had ro go in and see a coloured family,
and [ had forgotten where the coloured
family lived,” recalls Bertha McAleer, a
pastor’s daughter bomn in Amherstburg,
Ontario, in 1909

So1seen a little boy come along, and 1
said to the little boy, “You know where
the coloured family is™ He said to me,
“Whar colowr?” ] thought: [sn't that
strange? And it just dawned on me: |
guess he's not used to that. | said,
“Brown," and he sard, “Oh yes, they
live right down chere”

The interviewers, including Dionne
Brand, who writes an impassioned, intelli-
gent introduction, guided their subjects
with a list of 30 questions, aimed at discov-
ering what their lives have been like.
Some of the answers are surprising.

*“We knew that we were Black,” says
Viola Aylestock, 82,

but it was never emphasized. When
this Black thing took over, Pm telling

you, we older people, we laughed —so
whar? We know we're Black, why

emphasize it so? But, of course, you
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must have an identiry. | can remember
a friend of mind — her grandchildren,
they had vo have the Afro hairdoand
everything, "Grandma, you just dont
understand” And Grandma says,
*Well, I do understand! I've been Black
all my life. Why wouldnt [ under-
stand?” Oh Lord. And they got Black is
Beautiful —well Brown is Beautiful
too.

The colour baz, it tums out, crossesa
multitude of hues. Bee Allens uncle drove
astreetcar in Toronto in 1924:

He was there because they dido't know
he was Black. He didn't look Black —
he was wotally white in appearance.
And my brother, he went through the
white army when they were nor send-
ing coloured soldiers with white sol-
diers.

Some of the women deny they met
with discrimination —as women or as
Blacks— while others responded to it
with quiet rebellion. June Robbins, 79,
recallsa large dinmer party planned by a
prominent Chatham doctor and his wife:

They come cut and gota whale bunch
of us girls. We all went there, and when
we had gotven there, these liwle boys
— they wouldnt be very old —she
wanted us to call them master like they
do down south — slavery. Weall
decided we're going to wait right rill
near supper time for them to sit down
at the table. We all got up and walked
out, just left.

“Black women have in some ways always
been liberated? says Gwen Johnston, 77,

Weve hod to be. We've had togoout
there and help our men bring in the
bread, and if there wasn' a man we'd
have ta bring in the bread on our own.
1 think that we have to be very, very
carefial about pewring separared from
the Black men. Black men and Black
women have to get closer rogether,
work out their problems, and some-
times women's liberarion gets in the
way — womers liberation as defined
by white women.

Individual stories may rankle or delight,
but there is no single, simple “truth” to he
drawn from an oral history such as this.
What No Burden to Carry does, su
admirably and so necessarily, is to bring
into high relief the terrain of everyday life
— of Blacks, of women, of all Canadians.
This, too, is history.

NOT SO FREE
[ENTERPRISE

by Sheri South

THE NEW BUREAUCRACY: WASTE
AND FOLLY IN THE PRIVATE
SECTOR

by Herschel Hardin

McClellmd & Stewenr, 5384 puges, 329 95 Joth

{ISBN Q77103914 X)

THs Book rakes a long, hard look at the
private sector’s spending habits. The “new
bureaucracy” Newspeak for the free-enter-
prise systemn, is criticized for being exactly
like the “old” bureaucracy (a.k.a. the gov-
ernment} that it often upbraids for wasting
public funds. Herschel Hardin argues thar
large corporations are just as guilty, if not
more s0, of wasting resources that could be
bewer deployed elsewhere.

His look at corporate bureauctacy
reveals that there is little relationship
berween stockholder return and the com-
forts uf six-figure executive salaries that
include such perks as stock options, chauf-
feurs. and clothing allowances. Hardin
makes a strong case for full disclosure of
execurive pay, to help sharehaolders make
informed investmenr decisions. Those
corporate sharks and raiders who make
Ivan Boesky's motto “greed is good” theit
credo are charged with paper
entrepreneurialism: they may orchestrate
leveraged buy-outs {LBOs), spectacular
mergers and acquisitions, but they donlt
develop and market new products and
technology or increase productivity.
Takeover games do litle more than gener-
ate mega profits for the key players and
prop up the stock market through the
movement of huge blocks of shares.

The marker is. as one analyst wrote, “a
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pracucal means of making meney for
those with no special ralent for anyching
else”” Trading doesnt pruduce anything
directly, other than make-work. Inmially
stocks may have heen »old to raise new
capital, but no funds go intw the company
treasury when people buy and sell those
shares on the stock exchange. Simularly,
the commodity and foreign-currency
exchanges are part of an “ultimate crap
game” that doesnt “do” anything produc-
tive. Institutional investors and financial
counsellors feed off stock-market inflation,
creating their uwn bureacracy through
newsletters and exorbivant fees.

Even sports, the arts, and advertising are
nat immune, according to Hardin.
Companies aiach thewr names to existing
SPOIts 2vents, of try o targer an audience
by concocting their vwn evenes. The farge
salaries garnered by professtonal athletes
and celehrines, and the extra layer of
endorsement income that comes from
wearing logos and pushung produces,
increase costs to the public.

But if it 15 true thar muoney 1s wasted by
the private sector on sybaritic pleasures,
this observation is hardly new. The New
Bureaucracy does supply the reader withan
undifferentiated, albeit interesting, succes-
sion of examples supporting Hardins con-
tention that “free-enterprise wWenlogy is
the last refuge of wasteful bureaucracies,”
but it is one wichour development or sub-
stantial analysis. His tone, which verges
on the envious rather than the analyucal,
makes for tiresome reading in his consader-
ations of corporate spending.

What's more, his comparison of govern-
ment waste and extravagant corporate
expenditures is flawed. The reason that
government spending is so closely seruti-
nized is that the fmds used ro support the
public sector are obtained through com-
pulsory taxation. Taxes, like death, are
inevitable; bur no one has o mvest in the
stock market if they don’t want to.
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CANADIAN FICTION in the 1950s was
hardly teeming with feisty female charac-
ters— especially those of Ukrainian ori-
gin. Due to her singular personaliry, Lilli
Landash, the heroine of Vera Lysenko's
1954 novel Yellow Boots, should be well
known to Canadian readers. Alas, the past
38 years have not conferred on Lilli the
fictional status granted either Hagar
Shipley or Del Jordan. Therefore the
republication of Yellow Boots (NeWest,
355 pages, $14.95 paper) is timely: it coin-
cides with the centenary of Ukrainian set-
tlement in Western Canada, and it intro-
duces Lilli— and her creator—toa
whole new generarion of readers.

Vera Lysenko (1910-1975) was born in
north Winnipeg and following the com-
pletion of her B.A. ar the Universiry of
Manitoba in 1930, wenton to become a
joumnalist and social activist. Her first
book, Men in Sheepskin Coats: A Study of
Assimilation (1947} was the first English-
[anguage history of Ukrainians in Canada
written by an "insider”

Unfortunately, a similar prependerance
of documentary minutiae tends to stifle
the vitality of Yellow Boots. Although Lilli
isa charming character possessed of a win-
some spirit, Lysenko’s narration stumbles
under the burden of excess detail about
Ulmainian-Canadian Prairie life. Perhaps
Lysenko’s recitation of customs and ricuals
isanattempt to combat the marginal sta-
tus forced upon her culture during the first
50 years of this century, when the "Anglo
presence)’ to cite a phrase from Alexandra
Kryvoruchkss introduceion, was so pre-
dominant in Canadian literarure.

Nevertheless, despite Lysenko’s some-
times unwieldy prose, readers cannor help
responding to Lilli’s growth from a sickly,
overworked farm gitl, whose insensitive
father is blind to her promise, to a delight-
fully original folk singer. Call this a pre-
feminist novel with a multicultural twist.

Dr. ROBERT SNOWY, the protagonist of
Double Blind (Macmillan, 256 pages,
$24.95 cloth), is 45 years old, 18 months
sober, and “five months, three weeks and
two days, but who's counting™ away from
— maybe —regaining his general licence
to practise medicine. To pay his alimony
and keep qur of bars, the “specially
licenced ex-ush” does weekend call dury at
the Maryland State psychiatric facility.
When he notices an influx of unusual
patients — HIV-positive homosexual men
who, while unaccountably healthy physi-
cally, show signs of sudden and severe psy-
chosis — he figures that a ground-breaking
publication on this anomaly couldnt hurt
his chances with the licensing board.
However, he soon discovers that his lile
research project has antagonized some
dangerous people, and put his own sanity
at risk.

David Laing Dawson, a clinical psychi-
atrist and author of one previous thriller,
Last Rights, has created an authentically
nightmarish atmosphere and 2 believable,
if not always lovable, hero. Snow’s struggle
to stay sober as he searches for the source
of the bizarre epidemic, while simultane-
ously facing the respective terrors of het-
ero- and homosexual courtship in the "90s,
is well told. Less convincing is the por-
trayal of a gay physician, whose sybaritic
bathroom, Russian Blue cat, collections of
Lalique, Royal Doulron, and “Canadian
pictures.. .Cranstons,’ not to mention his
sexual proselytizing, are all a bit roo much.
Unfortunately, the opposite can be said of
the plot: there just isrit enough of it to sup-
port the series of well-writen
Hirchcockian set pieces (a friendly squash
game turns suddenly vicious; the hero
impulsively leaves his own prints on a pos-
sible murder weapon, etc.) that keep the
narrative trundling along. The dénoue-
ment, which relies on a deus ex laboratory
invelving "recombinant DINA” (what
else?) is unsatisfying, and to me makes a
brutal sexual assault that occurs earlier in
the boak seem, in retrospect, not only gra-
tuitous but illogical.

ANNE DENOON

D. E BAILEY has proaduced a novel for the
selfhelp generation; childhood trauma,
guilt motivation, parental alcoholism, the
dysfunicrional family — Healing the Dead
(Douglas & Mclntyre, 200 pages, $16.95
paper) covers all the catchy cnises. In this,
his second novel, Bailey struggles to rise
above pop psychoanalysis into meaningful
spiritual commene; but although the story
itself is compelling, 1t is hampered by
bland, clichéd dialopue and a melodra-
matic narrative.

The plot follows the lives of the three
Sykes children (Jayne, David, and Rose)
as they grow through childhood and early
adolescence in Toronto, and into adult-
hood in New York City. Lnitially a quite
typical, middle-class family, the Sykeses
experience an unpleasant episode that
threatens to emotionally cripple them for
generations to come. While playing “mob™
in their Toronto basement, with what she
assurnes is a toy revolver, young Rose
fatally shoots a neighbourhouod boy. For
the Sykes family, the result of this violence
isa cloud of guilt and denial, which takes
the rest of the novel and some serious
“working through” to dissipate.

Unformumately, Bailey seems o have no
more than a surface understanding of his
characters. Explained rather than devel-
oped, they impress as marionemes who are
manipulated to illustrare a tale of emo-
tional resurrection that never comes to life.

JuHN DEGEN

BEFORE writing a play, Anton Chekhov
used to write detailed profiles of his char-
acters. Then he would throw the profiles
away and begin. Barbara Sapergia has a
talent for imagining lives, particularly
the lives of girls and women, bur the sto-
ries in South Hill Girls (Fifth House,
167 pages, $12.95 paper) often seem like
mere profiles: overly detailed, giving
equal weight to trivial and significant
events, unfolding wirh little sense of dra-
matic structure.

Most of these stories are set in South
Hill, a working-class neighbourhood ina
prairie rown. “Matty and Rose,” one of
the more shapely inclusions, is a nostal-
gic remembrance of the time a Black
man maved into the neighbourhood.
Most of the other stories are told by
women musing privately about their
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lives. Their voices are methodical and
articulate, and their emotions seem real
if a little simple. But the stories are with-
out tension and never surprising.

Sapergia follows her related characters
over three decades; a daughter in one
story may be a mother herself in another.
But the effect of these connections is
merely to sering the stories together,
rather than to move them towards the
complexity of a novel. South Hill Girls
reads more like a series of promising
notes than a finished book.

CARY FAGAN

BROWSING THROUGH the average
Canadian garden, one doesnlt find roo
many black wlips. And in the CanLic
plot, you wonk find too many Bruce
Eascns, either. Black Tulips (Turnstone,
149 pages, $16.95 paper) is a bleak but
compelling first book of short stories.
Eason, a former Montrealer now living in
Winnipeg, does not craft bloodless, care-
fully academic ficticn. Instead, Easonks
characters are sweatily, grittily real; their
world is seen through a blackly humorous
glass. They are also, as is Grandma in the
story “Country Quirks] unreliable in a
sinister sort of way. Does Grandma really
bash Grandpa over the head with her cast-
iron frying pan? Eason insinuates that she
does, then suggests she doesrit— and
leaves the reader in the same confused
doubt thar haunts the grandchildren
Normean Todd and Joy Joy.

Despite their determinedly mundane
realism, there’s also something slightly sur-
real and askew about all of Eason’s stories,
some of which are really only vignetres.
You rezd them quickly, and then they hang
around in your head to haunt you for days.
I'm not sure I really liked any of Easons tales
—but 1 couldnk ignore a one of them.
Watch for bigger things from this writer.

LYNNE VAN LUVEN

I DELVED into Michael Mirolld’s The
Formal Logic of Emotion (Nuage
Editions, 191 pages, $13.95 paper) with
considerable guste; both the cover illus-
tration and the story titles were intrigu-
ing. But despite the best use of a T. S. Eliot
quote since Susan Cheever's Looking for
Vork, the book was disappointing.

Perhaps Mirolla’s years of toil for
Montreal’s trash tabloids have affecred
his narural warmth of spirir, for his clever
and witty constructs reveal a disturbing
lack of authorial empathy. The charac-
ters enact their creator’s fantasies with a
chill, facile precision; the moment they
have outlasted their usefulness they are
returned, without ceremony or sympa-
thy, to the void from which they were
advanced. Only their usefulness as pawns
in philosophical dilemmas (e.g. Being
versus Non-Being) is explored; chey are
not allowed to develop any emaotional or
spiritual resonance, for that always vpsets
the apple-cart.

But lo, there is hope: “The Truth-Tree
Methad™ opens with a dashing display of
genuine lyric intensity, mercifully free of
the intellectual posturing so readily
deployed elsewhere. Sadly, it peters out
into a somewhat predicrable postmod-
ernism, where the hero, refusing further
orders, wanders off naked to embrace his
demise in a snowbound forest.

Mirolla’s obvious antecedents are
Kafka and Borges; fans of these two mas-
ters will perhaps be chrilled. | was, I'm
afraid, only sporadically impressed. 1
longed to be touched in Yeats's “deep
heart’s core™; for the most part, the long-
ing remains.

GORDON PHINN

Evizs WHEN | was a pig-tailed, Mennonite
tomboy in feed-sack skirts I knew the mys-
tesies of the Word were best packaged in
black, zippered leather: | desperarely
wanted a zipper Bible. After reading Armin
Wiebe’s Murder in Gutenthal (Turnstone,
279 pages, $12.95 paper), | figure maybe ir’s
agood thing I never got one. Cornelius
Bergen, ak.a. Schneppa Kjnals, a parochial
“Pee-Eye” who has taken crash courses in
sleuthing via correspondence, lazes in his
job [ike the hammock it is. Being a private
investigator in the Mennonite rural bordes-
town of Gutenthal does not scratch his

| 1

diplomas veneer; he is simply a good neigh-
bour — fora fee. That is, until licerally
undercover commerce in zipper Bibles
mvolves him in intrigue. Suddenly, Kjnals
finds that unzipping scopture is twice as
dangerous as peeling back a fig leaf: this
bumbling, milquetoast gumshoe is joleed
into the higher hermeneutics of verses por-
tentously underlined, baggies of cocaine,
tens of thousands of dollars, and old photes
suggesting that pacifist community mem-
bers had Nazi affiliations.

If Kjnals werenlt so bedutzed by hor-
mones, solving this complex tangle might
proceed more quickly. But it only takes
tight jeans and the slippage of a bra smrap o
skew Kjnalss cunning. Within the easy
banter of folksy hilaricy, Wiebe strews his
clues with alacrity until they are about as
soluble as the agglomerate of his characters’
names on the reader’s tongue. Beitelkopp
Blatz, Schmuggle Veens, Rosmack Rampel,
and Holzyebock Hiebat are as tenacious in
the mouth as the January molasses in
Mamas shoofly pie. This mix scrambles
clarity: sometimes to comic advantage, at
others to the disadvantage of the tales
intelligibility.

Kjnals makes it through to“revelations”
by the seat of his pants: a shot in the ass
brings apocalyptic visitors to his hospiral
bedside. Wisely, Wiebe leaves enough loose
ends dangling so that his hero is not budged
from the comic integrity of his befuddle-
ment. After all, Kjnals reminds us, “1 am
Schneppa Kjnals. | am everywhere. lam
the eyes at the back of your head. | s2e the
world in a stepped-in cowpie. | am a good
neighboyr fora fee”

ELIZABETH ANTHONY

A RECENT collection of poecry and stories
offers plimpses of a Dutch presence in
Western Canada. Buffaloberries and
Saskatoons {Netherlandie, 90 pages,
$995 paper), the sixth in a series of
anthologies, contains the work of six writ-
ers. The anthologies, according to the edi-
tor Hendrika Ruger, atempt to redress the
“noticeable absence of work by Dutch-
Canadians in the literature of immigrant
writers of Canada”

The writing ranges from the pioneer
experiences of Jane Aberson, who from
1929 to 1973 wrote about her Canadian
advenrures for Dutch newspapers, to the
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wildlife observations of Dick Kekker, who
emigrated to Canada in [959 and sewtled
in Edmonton. This atrractive volume also
includes the poetry of Alice Van Wart,
who lived in Alberta and British
Columbia for several years before moving
to Toronto, and the Manitoban Sarah
Klassen, whose poetry refleces her Prairie
farm background; and prose by Aritha van
Herk, best known for such niovels as No
Fixed Address and The Bnt Peg, and Pleuke
Boyce, a poet, shore-story writer, and trans-
lator.

Each piece of work in this eclectic
assortment is written with the atention to
craft and dezail you would expecr of the
stereotypically meticulous Dutch:
Dekker's description of his sighting of

wolves in “Song of the North” is as pood as

anything of the type writen by Farley
Mowat and Aberson’s A House Party in
Canada” reads [ike someching Susanna
Moodie might have written had she been
less judgemental. Of the poetry, Van
Wart’s “The Loon Poem” is eerily beautiful,
and Klassen’s “Interlake Childhood™” series
is haunted by the ghosts of countless
immigrant farmess.

LYNNE VAN LUVEN

NN _WryrrTInNwN
W dih & W A E W

LY 41

-
aZ

The fact that we have vo talk about it
means that a lot of people dont want
to hear it. And as soon as there’s
something they don't want to hear, its
very important that we say it.

THUS JEWELLE L. GOMEZ in an essay co-
written with Barbara Smith, “Taking the
Home out of Homophobia: Black Lesbian
Health,’ one of many contributions to
Piece of My Heart: A Leshian of Colour
Anthology {Sister Vision, 393 pages,
$1995 paper), edited by Makeda Silvera.
The “i¢" to which Gomez refers is, of
course, leshianism, and the “they” she
mentions is the majority, moral or not. As
the subtitle indicares, this collection of
poetry and prose is ahout more than being
a woman-loving, woman-identified
woman. It is about being a woman of
le\l Il'ﬂﬂd awonman IlJl'Iﬂ lnm!e mﬂFﬂ

something all of the contributors to this
anthology are proud of, but which they
have all been made to feel ashamed of at
one time or another. A large number of
vibrant, creative women writers are repre-
sented here, some of whom — such as
Audre Lorde— are well known, but there
are also talented new authors such as
Christina Springer, Nice Rodriguez, and
Kit Yee Chan.

Asawhite lesbian, [ could relate to
these women's words and worlds in many
ways: women-loving women are an often
misunderstood group of peaple. Tobe a
woman of calour and to love women must
be even more alienating, and can often be
{as is pointed out) more fighrening than
being a white lesbian or a straight woman
of calout. [ wasn able ro relare whale-

heartedly to these women, but 1 was able
to listen, recognize, and understand cheir
situation.

There is a grear deal of pride in this
book: as Raymina Mays writes, “Tell them
there are two things that I'm going to love
being for the rest of my life: queer and
black” Piece of My Heart is a piece of hope,
a piece of truth, and a fine collection of
work from a part of our society that is too
often shunned and too little praised.

GRETCHEN ZIMMERMAN
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Well, it can be, acconding to Stanley Coren,
apsychology professor at the University of
British Columbia and the author of The
Left-Hander Syndrome (Masxwell
Macmillan, 375 pages, $2995 cloth). Coren
reports that there are two main reasons for
{efties ro fear for their lives —accidents and
disease. Because this is a right-handed world
{only roughly 10 to 15 per cent of us are left-
handed), lefi-handed people must contend
with machines and tools designed for the
right-handed. Consequently, they suffer
more injuries than righehanded people, par-
ticularly in accidents relating to driving.
Lefties are also more likely todie of disease
because of poorer immune systems and a
propensity for inheriting certain maladies,
inchiding diabetes and allergies, that righties
donkt suffer from as frequently or as seriously.
Coren analyzes these issues in some detail,
using a barrage of staristical sudies o sup-
pore his claims.

But despite the dep
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book is a pleasant combination of science,
history, and seléhelp. Coren records the
many linguistic slurs against lefties and the
biased stereotypes thar have traditionally
depicted them as incompetent, immoral, or
even evil. The science mn the book not omly
provides a careful study of what makes lefi-
handers different, but also asks the correct
questions needed to elicit a true picture of
life on the lefi. The selfhelp theme will bea
welcome one for those lefties who are some-
times confused, often without realizing i,
by everyday implements such as power
teols and kitchen gadgets.

Behind all this is a plea for acceptance of
the lef-handed minority, which should be
manifested, Coren says, in more sensitive
design and more research into the problems
that plague left-handed people. Coren

argues thar tolerance and appropriate design
will more likely come abour if lef-handers
themselves take part in educaring the rest of
the world about their problems.

MARTIN DowpING

A NOTIONAL but important line separates
Canada from its hulking neighbour to the
south. Borderlands: Essays in Canadian-
American Relations (ECW, 328 pages,
$45 paper), edited by Robert Lecker, con-
tains a collection of essays that considers
how this boundary affects those on either

sida nfir Rardarlards aroide ie inharmonele
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multi-disciplinary, including in its compass
history, economics, sociology, political sci-
ence, and the arts.

Several uf the 14 essays collected here
will be of interest only to the specialist, for
example Thomas Mcllraith's description
of transportation systeros in the border-
lands from rhe late 18th to the early 20th
centuries, Peter Meserve's discussion of
provincial and state responses to boundary
water controversies, and Laurence
Seidenbergs treatise on recent negotia-
tions between Canada and the United
States regarding the theft of American
television signals by Canadian cable tele-
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vision broadcasters {easily the least pene-
trable study in the book). There is, how-
ever, much here to interest the general
reader. Norable are a historical analysis by
Mildred Schwaitz of socialistic move-
ments among farmers on both sides of the
horder, and a study by Shemill Grace enti-
tled “Comparing Mythologies: Ideas of
West and North”

Although Victor Konrad's capable
inzoduction serves to vnify this varied
collection, nowhere did | find a definition
of what constitutes the “borderlands”
Several of the essays are in fact compara-
tive studies with only passing reference to
the Canada-US border. Many of the con-
tributors, however, do use the concept of
the borderlands as the starting point for a
vigorous analysis of the Canadian-
American relationship. [n the words of
Sherrill Grace, “the study of borderlands
can certainly show us what we share, how
we came to share it, and why”

ANNE GIARDINI

THE COLLECTION of essays Video the
Changing World (Black Rose, 228 pages,
$3795 cloth, $18.95 paper), edired by
Nancy Thede and Alain Ambrosi, looks
primarily at the uses of video by Third
World communities and organizations:
their reasons for using the technology, the
debates and problems that have arisen,
and their attempts to democratize video
and television technology.

There seems to be something about
video that makes people write in
labyrinthine postmodern jargon, end Video
the Changing World is unfortunately no
exception; it is necessary to wade through
an awful lot of academic verbiage to get to
the little hard nupgests of actual experi-
ence. Most of the contriburors, in fact, are
First World academics and “development”
vorkers. But the concrete experiences that
do get relatad are interesting and valuable.

Debbie Brisebois’s account of the cre-
ation of Inuit television innorthemn
Canada, and this project’s subsequent sab-
otage by the federal governmen, is impor-
tant reading, and the several accounts of
hands-on workshops in Africa and Latin
America are interesting, though sketchy;
again, we hear more about the theories
being illustrated than about what really
happened or what was really produced.

Video the Changing World is probably of
limited interest to the general reader, but
those who work with video — and espe-
cially those trying to use video in commu-
nitp-development projects — will find ix
useful.

MaGGIE HELWIG

MOST READERS will approach
Christopher Ondaatje’s The Man-Eater
of Punai (HarperCollins, 208 pages, $35
cloth) hoping for some hint about the
impulses behind the author’s notoricusly
mercurial career. As John Fraser says in
his introduction, “Christopher Ondaatje
is an officially controversial person.”
The book is an account of Ondaatje’s
rerurn to Sri Lanka to sae his curiosity
about a2 man-eating leopard, a much-sto-
ried monster that had haunted his child-
hood. The journey was also Ondaatje’s
attempt to confront another demon —
his father’s strange self-destruction.

As such, it is understandably a self
besotted book in which the author views
the minutiae of the past and the trivia of
the present as vastly important elements
in his journey. Ondaatje recalls his boy-
hood in Sri Lanka and his school days in
England with a frankness that is unnerv-
ing and faincly risible. He was a “fag" (a
servant to older boys) in his public
school and, he claims, a fine cricketer.
His father was a laconic man with a
sharp temper who eventually became
unstable. The civil war that rages in Sri
Lanka as the author ambles through it
remains nothing more than an irrirating
background noise. These are the truths
we glean from the text and the earnest
captions to the tourist-type pho-
tographs.

A climax of sorts is reached when
Ondaatje arrives art the place where the
man-eater was finally shot. It is also at
this point that he reveals the truth he
has learned about his father's rapid
decline, The problem for the reader is
that Ondaatje invests this climax with a
great deal more seriousness than it war-
rants. In fact the entire hook, utterly
lacking in irony or wit, gives greater
weight to the aurthor’s inner turmoil
than it possesses. A cynic can only con-
clude “so what?

JUHN DOYLE

RAINER MARIA RILKE' paean to Orpheus,
written: in 1923, celebrated the transforma-
tive power intrinsic in the image of this
tragic yet rranscending god: “Hail the
spirit that may unire us / for verily in
images we live" The way of image Rilke
honoured was not our way of festooning
our leisure with the ready-mades of cellu-
loid entertainment or buying into slick
visual enticements to consumerism.
Rather it was one of “pojesis,” less a con-
cept than a living process, as explored by
Stephen K. Levine in Poiesis: The
Language of Psychology and the Speech
of the Soul (Palmerston Press, 135 pages,
$12.95 paper), a slim, moving volume of
his own essays and poetry.

A professor at York University in
Toronto and one of the inaugurators of
ISIS-Canada, a training program in
expressive-arts therapy, Levine defines
poiesis as an integrating, transformative
activity we can engage in through creative,
“embodied thinking,’ using the human
imaginative capacity not to abolish, but to
transmute the suffering of the soul into the
wine of nourishing meaning. In this con-
rext, the expressive arts {visual, music,
drama, movement, and writing) are not
about aesthetics, but rather envisioning
and creacing adequate —and somerimes
eloquent — containers for our anguish
that enable us to “imagine ourselves more
deeply” and finally joyfully project our pos-
sibilities into life.

Levine shows how arts therapies relate
to Western philosophical, sociological,
and psychological theories and have their
roots in shamanic practice. And there are
doors in his work through which readers
from all walks of life can enter, not just
academicizns or therapists. Levine accom-
plishes an integrated, whole, and mov-
ingly human work by progressing quite
seamlessly — considering thar this beok is
a quilt of separate pieces — into an unob-
trusive demonstration of the power of
poiesis.

ELIZABETH ANTHONY

jl_ﬂoou IN CANADA =




W EN | SPEAK, or think of speak-
ing, now | can hear my mind
speaking it rightafter!” This is
my three-year-old daughter, Bret, relling
me something amazing. Here’s the rest of
the conversation, starting with my reply:
“Good, you can hear yourself think””
(Long pause, as her thinking speaks to
her.)

“But only girls’ minds speak”

“QOh...what do boys' minds do?”

“Nothing. They just think?

I tell you this to open our casual char
about eight new children’s books because
Brew’s distinction between thinking and
speaking is a useful one, perhaps, for judg-
ing such publications as these. {Her
notion of gender distinctions with regard
to thinking. ..well... .l “think” abour that
elsewhere — presumably withour “speak-
ing” to myself)

This speakingfthinking conversation
reminds me of how “a spoonful of sugar”
was supposed to “help the medicine go
down —“thinking” being the medicine,
and “speaking” being the sugar, The mou-
ble s thateach decades children end up
having to open their mouths for new
medicines as well as new sweeteners. True
consistency resides only in the use of lan-
guage itself No mawer how much thought
goes into speaking of current social con-
cerns, children love or dismiss stories based
on how they sound, how they look.

For these reasons, I choose three
favourites from the pile of books in front of
me. A merging of visual and textual
vibrancy, and an absence of sweeteners or
preachings, has caused these three to rise
to the surface almost on theirown.

How the Animals Got Their Colors
{Lester Publishing, 48 pages, $18.95
cloth), by Michael Rosen, has only one
thing wrong with it: notice the price.
Although this baok. is for ages six and up, it

Moving Parts

by PHIL HALL

is so beautifully designed,
John Clementsons illus-
trations are so vibrane,
and the nine stories so
irreverent and primal
thar a parent who pays
$18.95 will probably want
to keep it on herown
shelves. It even hasa
dust-jacker that mimors
its shiny boards under-
neath.

This said, | admire the
book enough ro have
ignored the promotional
guidance as to age level,
and have begun to read
one story each Friday
morning to Brett and her
nursery friendswhenldo | !
my Participating Parent .
stint. We've begun a
murzl on which, after o
they hear a story, they
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draw the animals and give
them their colours.

Coyote, that “Mr. Wiseguy” who loves
to eat goose, has thrown his eyes into the
river, only to have them stolen by geese.
Now he has yellow eyes forever because he
had to put cactus Howers into his empty
sockers. Ocherwise, how would he ever
find those laughing geese? The next week,
country people get turned into frogs
because they won't share their pond-water
with an incognito goddess. (How many
green crayons can | find?)

Freda Ahenakew and H. C. Wholfart
have edited and translated wanisinwak
iskwesisak/Tiwo Little Girls Lost in the
Bush — A Cree Story for Children (Fifth
House, 40 pages, $14.95 cloth), as told by
NehiyawfGlecia Bear and illustrated by
Jerry Whitehead. The preface states that
this story is part of “a larger callection of

From How the Animals Got Their Colors

womers life experiences to be published in
Cree with an English translation, under
the title kohkominawak otacimowini-
wowa/Our Grandmothers' Lives, As Told in
Their Oun Words.

This book deserves to be quoted for its
rich, repetitive, enthusiastic rthythms of
recorded speech — and for how these
have been preserved in translation:

As we were waking up, vh, my lixle
sister had badly swollen feet since she
had cut herself. And in the old days,
of course, all you had ro wear was
flour-sacking— slips made from that
kind, and brassiere for your breasts
was also made from char kind, from
flour-sacks, chat kind was all you had
to wear. Then L said to my little sister,

i Books 1w CanaDa }




"] will take off my slip and bind your
feer with ir)" I said to her. And so |
took off my slip and tore it in half and
then wrapped her feet up with ir.

Such repetition, coming right from the
mouth as it does, seems to me to be one of
the great strengths of the oral waditions
when they are used in children’s literature.
Considering how children love refrains,
such dialogue as the above seems to offer
them the pleasures of repetition in & crys-
talline, yet fundamental form.

I wishfully think chat, wich such dual
texts as these, a small cassette with Cree
on oneside and English on the other

' would be a good idea.

My third favourite is Martyn Godfrey's
Is It OK If This Monster Stays for
Lunch? (Oxford, 32 pages, $795 paper),
with illustrations by Susan Wilkinson. I've
also taken this one to nursery school and
tried it cut: the unabashed, wonky allitera-
tion of the text was a big hit. Listen for

yourselves:

Tammy was terribly tiny and wore a
torn, tatered, too-tight T-shirr. She
had a black boot with a buckle on
one foot and a blue boot with a bell
on the other. She kepe @ slimy slug
named Sloopy in the pocket of her
purple, polka-dot pants.

The younggirl in this story brings a wild
weirdo home for lunch every day of the
week, only to be told by each of the mem-
bers in her family that trolls, gremlins,
dinosaurs, space creatures, and monsters
may definitely not stay for lunch. When,
on Sunday, she meets Michael, aboy with
darl skin, and also invites him home for
lunch, her family says sure. Why Michael
but not the various weirdos? Read and see.

Because this book dezls with racism, it
does belong in the "thinking” caregory, the
“medicine” category. But its exuberant
word-dance, and its tangencial, almost
unstated way of gerting its point across, isa
lot more fun than it is “sweet” or preachy.

Huph MacDonalds Chung Lee Loves
Lobster (Annick, unpaginated, $14.95
cloth, $4.95 paper), illustrated by Johnny
Wales, is the story of two boys who follow
an old man to the harbour in
Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island, to

find out what he dues each month with
the single live lobster he buys. Everything
leads to this one noble, if uncoated, pall:

All the time my fanaily was growing, 1
worked in the restaurant cooking lob-
sters, | had to put lobsters ineo very
hot water and give them pain. When
I stopped work [ wanted to dosome-
thing tw restore some of the pood |
had raken away. S every month | buy
one lobster and give it its life to please
the spirits of irs ancestors that [ have
hurt.

Aunt Fred 1s a Witch (Second Story,
unpeginated, $595 paper}, by Rachna
Gilmore, may be useful as a debunking
device because, as its title indicates, it has
some fun tackling that ofd pointyehat-and-
broomstick caricarure thar so blinds our
children toa history of appalling

expressions that are interpreted literally in
the artwork. Aunt Floydie has a green
thumb. She turns blue when shes blue and
plays a fiddle when she’s fit as a fiddle. Her
friends, slipping into the night, are seen
sliding precaniuusly off the page. The big-
teatured, absurd illustrations are the main
attracrion, and kids will enjoy the discrep-
ancy between whar “living high off the
hog" actually means compared with how it
is represented.

*“Talking" and “thinking” unite in a
pragmatic way, I suppose, in My First 100
French Words (McClelland & Stewar,
unpaginated, $12.95 cloch). Thisisa
sturdy “pull-the-tab word book” in which a
full-page scene of a park or a home is faced
by a page of items from the larger picture.
Pull the tah at the bortom, and the words
under the pictures change from English to
French. The boak has noauthor, no

violence by church and state
against women healers and
eccentrics. But, hey, thisisa
funny book, and Chum
McLeods illustrations are stylized
action shots at tilted angles with
bent door-drames and lots of red.

Aunt Fred has red hair, and
“witch” is acrually an acronym
of her full name: Winifred Inez
Tara Chowdry Hogarth! A
necklace of garlic cant prorect
Fred's niece, Leila, from her
aunt’s infectious capacity for
fun. As Fred says, “I get so tired
of peaple telling me toact my
ape, don’t you?”

The only message Jarina

Marton wants to pass along in
Amelia’s Celebration (Annick,
unpaginaved, $1595 cloth, $595
paper) is actually a suggestion that all chil-
dren are old encugh to sty up for celebra-
tions. Amelia cank sleep because her parents
are having a dance party under coloured
lanterns in her backyard, so she getsauc of
bed, swings and dances by herself, and even-
tually falls asleep on the grass. Her parents
are 50 relieved when they find her. Mext
time theres a party, she can stay up.

Once in a Blue Moon (Oxford, 32
pages, $795 paper), by Nicola Morgan, is
just good old nonsense and fun. The story
of Aunt Floydie is wld by way of figurative
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From Aunc Fred Is a Witch

humour, and the full-page scenes would
perhaps be more interesting if they had
small narrative elements drawn into them.
As always with books chat have moving
parts, the usefulness of this teaching tool
will depend upon the durability of its tabs.
Bur then. in a way, all books could be
said to have moving parts, [ think as I tum
grimy, familiar pages for Bretr at bedtime
once again. And as she grabs my lapel to
pull herself higher in order to see the pic-
tures betrer, it occurs to me thar we all
depend upon the durability of our tabs. ¢




ESPITE THE nay-seying of a number of the more conserva-
%) tive elements in poetry today, the range of possibilities

remains as wide as ever. | think this is for the best, and
am saddened by such amempts to negate poetic proliferation as
Gary Geddess autocratic removal of concrete poetry from the
third edition of Tiventieth Century Poetry and Poetics, an act that
denied more than 2000 years of pattern and concrete poetry. Of
the Canadian writers who have kept this particular flame burn-
ing, John Riddell and David UU have both published nifty books
recently. Riddells E clips E (Underwhich, 108 pages, $995 paper)
is full of new forms of iconographic text, made by shredding, over-
painting, and deploying different type sizes, all of which make text
apainterly proposition. A visual deligh, it continually teases us
with potential meaning as well, and suggests chat there are ever
more possibilities of play as new methods of production arise.

David UUYs Hiph C: Selected Sound & Visual Poems 1965-
1983 (Underwhich, 71 pages, $17.95 paper) isa lovely retrospec-
tive of ULJs work in various media, inchiding some silkscreen tip-
ins. URJ practises a classic art as opposed to Riddell’s more
romantic efforts. The work here ranges from typewriter poems
through sly collages to purely pictorial texts. They will startle and
delight, reminding readers {viewers) of the childlike joy they
once took from simple texrure before it became texts.

The Chilean-Canadian poet Gonzalo Millan has also worked in
visual modes, but Strange Houses (Spliz Quotation, 250 pages,
$21.35 paper), translared by Annegret Nill, is a [arge selecrion of his
more straightforward poetry from 1968 to the present. Early on,
Millan sought to sidestep “the inflated Self of Post-Surrealism, by
redesming objectivity and intraducing colloguial language” After
fleeing Chile following the 1973 coup, he produced “Citedad/ The
City” the 110-page centrepiece of this colfecrion: its simple and
reductive syntax reflects the reductions of life under the tyrant’s rule,
juxtaposing deliberately banal images of advertising beauties and
the continually consuming rich with the torture and silencing of
the poor. More recent poems explore the nuances of exile in a
deliberately aphoristic mode. Stramge Houses is a moving introduc-
tion toa multicultural voice most of ushave not even known was
here amongus.

Susan Musgrave gives us fair warning, in the title poem of The
Embalmer’s Art: Selected Poems 1970-1991 {Exile, 170 pages,
$14.95 paper), that “the embalmer’ art / is poetry. Of a kind, mind
you, / and not to suit everybody's taste.” She has here collected
poems from all her previous books, and added seven new poems
from a forthcoming volume titled Receiving End of Love. For new
readlers, this is as good an introduction to Musgrave's work as
they're likely to get. A precocious young writer, she produced
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Keep It Concrete

by DOUGLAS BARBOUR

paradigmatic Gothic-symbolist poems from the first, and while
her emotional range has broadened, especially towards a biting
black humour, and the autabiographical allusions have become
both somewhat less privately symbolic and more humorously coy,
the basic Gothic strain remains strong. Thus, in the new poems,
the protagonist of “Here It Comes — Grief’s Beauriful Blow-Job”
suffers through various forms of sexual assault only to reiterate
that “it didn't even hurt /f not the way it hurt to be / loved less”;
Pve got a feeling there are many hattered women who would dis-
agree. Musgrave has made her reputation as a poetic witch, and
The Embalmer’s Art can only enhance that view of her poerry.
Leona Gom has created a very different reputation for her
poetry over the years, gaining a wide readership for her wittily real-
istic memories of growing up on a northern farm and evenrually
escaping to the big city, her sly interrogarions of male-female rela-
tionships, and her deeply moving archival digs at the fraught site of
the family. Gom has always been a narrative poet, even in her
shortest, most clearly imagist poems, and in recent years she has
turned zo novel writing; thus it is not surprising to find her telling
us that The Collected Poems {Sono Nis, 274 pages, $17.95 paper)
“will {although poets have said this before and lied) be my last
book of poetry” It offers a generous selection from all her previous
books, plus two new poems, the latter fact itself as strong a resea-
ment as possible that she is not lying. As all her previous books are
now our of print, The Collected Poems offers a good overview of this
poet’s realistic and compassionate, humorous and humarne, poems.
Sarah Klassen, who also has something of a farm background,
works a similar emotional landscape in her narrative sequences.
In Violence and Mercy (Netherlandic, 110 pages, $395 paper),
her second book, the poems aren't necessarily anecdoral, but the
connections throughout each sequence are essentially those of
story. The sections respond to reaching school, growing up asan
immigrant, being hospitatized, travelling through the Far East,
reading of war and battle in news reports or the Bible, and viewing
the recent exhibition of da Vinci's drawings. Klassen has a good
eye for detail, and insists that the imagination must tutor the eye.
| prefer her visions to her sermons, as when, instead of relling us
how hard it is to write a poem about Jesus, she finishes a poem
about how her mother tried to carve her family history in the old
country by showing what she knew in her own new place:

Hawks their dark wings motionless
carve up the clouds, shafts of sunlight
fleck the shivering leaves. At my feet
perfect strawberries ripen

wild and sweet in the shade.
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The larger narrative arc of novel ar autobiography informs thac
ever-enlarging Canadian genre, the documentary poem, although
the best of them subvert simple narration with lyric interven-
tons. The Saskatchewan poet Robert Currie’s Klondike Fever
{Coteau, 112 pages, $995 paper) is the Tatest such work, and itis
based, oddly enough, on the diaries of a New York man wholed 17
men to [oss and death in the famous Klondike Gold Rush. Currie’s
ateempts to enliven the characterizations, to suggest the awesome
qualities of the land that finally defeated these men, and even to
invent a wife for Dietz as a psychological balance, all work well as
pare of his “documentary novel,” but there really isnt anything
about the book that provides me with the sense that it is poetry
rather than ficrion. It’s a good story of its kind, and the hardships

* of the trip, on a leaking ship, sledding across the Malaspina
Glacier, and losing men to sickness or the elements, have all the
qualities of good adventure fiction. But although [ enjoyed
Klondike Fever, | just couldnit escape a feeling of déjé: be.

Don Kerr is best known as a kind of praitie anecdotal poet,
although his recent Talldn' Basie revealed an acute ear for the jazzy
sound of conversation. He can also cut a satiric, comic jig, and
many of the best poems in In the City of Our Fathers (Coteau, 134
pages, $995 paper) demonstrate a Bakhtinian comic flair in coping
with the various languages that impinge upon the workings of our
lives. Kery ranges from light, nostalgic visions of prairie pasts,
through sardonic views of the rush ro replace all signs of those pasts
with new; ouzofplace buildings, wry commentaries on political life,
afew love poems, then “Kill Road,’ a brillians sequence of anger
and hate, various comic poems on the problems of language and
communication, toa sertes of more serious sardenic poems about
being a witness to our time. As this list itself suggests, there is per-
hapsjust too much on his plate in this book, and [ have to admit
that I felt some editorial cutting would have improved it When
Ketr is on, however, he can hit worthwhile targets, and many of the
satiric poems work very well indeed. Since the best of these poems
areso pertinent, its too bad there’ a bit too much padding around
them. Nevertheless, In the City of Our Fathers has rauch wo offer.

Magpie Helwig is a more sombre witness to the wounds of this
time and place. A smail, deliberately ugly, and careless-looking
pamphlet, Graffiti for J. J. Harper and Other Poems {(Lowlife,
unpaginated, $2 paper) is as angry and immediae as the wall-wrir-
ing its named after, Mixing actual representations of ill-spelled
graffiti, carefully fragmented documentation from the Harper
Inquiry, and her own passionate meditations on the spiritual
emptiness of the world in which such people are murdered,
Helwig achieves a strangely painful affirmation:

And he is dead

and he is dead

and he is dead

and [ am nothing much

in the face of the long hate, praying for un-
identified flying souls, knowing there is blame
and let understand, eleison, mercy

God the Propellor

God the Acciden:

God the Condition of Pain.

In the “other poems,’ bewailing anomie, isolation, human
destruction of the whales and perhaps the whole ecosystem of
Earth, she still insists that “we only keep going” and “that the
world is round / humility is endless, and it rains” and “that we are
simply real” These poems are aimost too eager to share the pain:a
romantic rhetoric threatens to undermine their spiritual policics.
But their cry demands anention, just like the writing on the walls.

Joanne Arnot evokes another kind of pain, the more personal
suffering of children in dysfunctional families, in many of the poems
of Wiles of Girlhood {Press Gang, 96 pages, $9.50 paper), her first
collection. The title piece is a series of small prose takes in the thind
person, demonstrating how childish imagination provides escape
from the attacks that come from witchin and without the family: it
achieves just the right distance. Nor all the poems char follow man-
age that, as they swempt to teke us inside a mind and heart braving
domestic horrots and surmounting them, if only in the writing.
Arnow’s control falters sometimes, and usually to the detriment of a
poem’s literary sincerity, but when she understates and finds the
right images that do all the work on their own, these poems hum
with a righteous anger that forces a reader ro respond. Through
poems that confront the sexual abuse of her own childhood, Arnont
moves to poems celebrating her own motherheod in all its social
and psychological difficulty. “Umbilicus” is especially inreresting,
because its later formal revision in *Reprise” affirms “wom-
anstrength” beyond simple fear and anger. Bur, as she sugpests, the
energy of these poems is essentially fuelled by rage, and it can burn:

If you were a wild dog

instead of my father,

how many times would | oy to befriend you,
before shooting you doum?

Kim Morrissey chooses a famous fictional protagonist
through whom to explore the wounds of child abuse in For Men
Who Dream of Lolita {Coreau, 80 pages, $995 paper). “ am
the Baok of Dolores B. Haze,” says this answer to Lolita, “l come
with a curse.” Especially for the men che title isolares. Morrissey
follows the given stary, bur this time ir is Dolores who gets 1o tell
it, and her version darkens further and removes the comedy
from the version of “Mr. Humbert Squared.” But Morrissey’s
Dolores is strong, and the poems do not whine; they simple ren-
der a stunning raking of inmocence in the cool, conrrolled lan-
guage of the survivor:

and now it’s the mouth
the mouth and the tongue
pressed doum

to the faint smell of sea

think ice cream
Yyou scream, we all
hold my tongue
swallow hard

and relax

—i BOOKS IN CANADA _ll__




As the narrative behind the poems moves forward, they slip easily
across protiominal reference, until we are implicaed on both sides of
the sex/power equarion they interrogare. From the historical docu-
mentsout of which she made Batoche, Morrissey has moved to ques-
tion the cultural power behind a fictional document. For Men Who
Dream of Lokita is a powerful strike against patriarchal assumptions.

Robert Hilless poems have always dealt with family, and in
Finding the Lights On (Wolsak & WAmn, 88 pages, $10paper), he has
created a series of poems thar with care and doubtful love places him
in the midst of life leaving and life arriving, “Letters o My Mother”
addresseshis mothers madness and absence; with surreal edginess
and empathetic domestic imagery these prose poems capture the
confusion of feeling her behaviour engendered. The adeptly offbeat
sonnets of “Sometimes You Awake Afraid” explore some of the most
traditional resonances of love lyrics in terms of married love. Hilles
mostly makes the form work for him and against its conventions, bue
sometimesa degree of abstraction creeps in. The eponymous final
section castsa wider net: mass murderers stand far too close to par-
ents and children trying to find a way through the world. In both
verse and prose, he uses the resources of sentence structure ro con-
front the dark news of our mortality head on:

Off in the distance school
chilidren wait as though our langunge were not
encugh. Soon they will be at our throats like
wolves charging from the hills, not waiting to
see what love is tn our eyes, mevely tearing ar
the flesh, tearing and ewailing their madness
driven o a freny by the grumts of gods.
Dead. Dzad,

Although pain and suffering are given their place here, the
final mood of these poems is not gloomy but vital: these hard
lessons, they say; are necessary if we are, as the final senrence in
the book puts it, to “learn how to love and how to / save the
beautiful for the morning”

After publishing a number of beautifid small books of poetry in
the late *60s and early *70s, Nelson Ball has been silent as a poet for
15 years or so. He has recently retumed to poetry, and 2s a state-
mentof intent, perhaps, has released With Issa: Poems 1964-
1971 {ECW/, 120 pages, $12 paper), a loving and lovely collection
of exquisitely precise minimal poems. Ball’s poems celebrate the
nuances of nature and of human relationships; they tell us noth-
ing, but they indicare possibilities and insist upon the engaged eye
and spirit. A number of my fellow poets have been talking about
this book recently, savouring the force such economy can muster. [
was surprised at the light comedy of many of these poems, buz not
at their precision and subtlety, which I remembered from the ear-
lier books. In the midst of so much romantic rhetoric and expres-
sionist ranting, Ball’s poems stake a place for understared craft:
they are carefully constmicred and offer no bogus pleasure. Just Lis-
ten ro the subtle sounding of as tiny a poem as “Dry Spell? includ-
ing the delicate leap to two syllables in the final stanza:

storm
clouds

roll

past

tease
these

ratdling
aspens

[ can unly hope that such subtle craft will gain its proper audi-
ence this time around. A wonderful book, arousing my desire for
the new poems | hope to read soon.

Perhaps the skill and craft of The Hours Acropolis (Harbour, 88
peges, $995 paper) will finally win John Pass the audience he
deserves, for the book is a carefully fragmented sequence of poems
structured by title upon an opening poem, “Contents” Deliberately,
and with classical &lan, Pass domesticizes myth and mythologizes
domesticiry, always finding the "fulerum / of the spectacle, still{ point
under // this comic life, exhausting / the plot with prac-falls” Yet if the
essential comedy of life is the focus of chis book, it does not deny
pain, suffering, or loss; rather it finds in the various languages of our
searching species the means by which to contexnualize them and
keep living alive. 1t difficult to render the flavour of this subtle yet
brilliant poetry; Pass plays the language for both sound and sensual
resonance, and he willingly utilizes the poetic thetoric of many
times and cultures, So there are vast intertexts, delighdii allusions, a
quick wit [ love in any writing. His elegy to bpNichol, by placing
that private death in the context of Ben Johnsons public fall rom
grace, displays the kind of music and allusive range he achieves
throughout:

So close

and swift you might've missed him, the poet
took breath and sang and was cut to pieces

who called himself "beep™ on the phone.
Sound fellow. Ate a hearty breakfast.

Generous, confident, uncompldining
em his cane and cushion, a fraggle

with the best of them
they made him the voice

of the rock, the echoing
grave-playful part.

“beep here.”
Brigfly.

To me, The Hower's Acrapolis has already staked its claim as one
of the finest books of the year, and | hope 1o see it on next years
Governor General’s short list; but whether it receives that proper
accolade or not, | recommend it as a prime example of what fine-
tuned poetry can accomplish. ¢

—1

1 Booxs IN CAaNADA Ir




e —————

HE BAD NEWS first. Mythology
{University Editions, {15 pages,
US$8 paper), by Peter Torch, is

dreadful. It’s an allegory, of sorts. Love, in
the guise of a young couple described as
“the last two flower children in the world
fights against Evil to allow Good tosur-
vive; the time is the near future, the seming
North America. Jack, the hero, pursued by
the strategems of the Lord of Darkness,
journeys on his motorcycle across a decay-
ing continent to rescue Janthene, reset the
Clack of Life, and save the world.

The adventure is full of adolescent car-
toons of character and incident, and the
writing contains enough offences against
grammar, usage, punctuation, and taste to
demoralize an entire high school English
department. Only a masochist would read
this book. Onlya sadist would try to
review it I'll just quote one early sentence:
“Holding out the basket with one hand
and holding up her white gown with
another, her sandal-wearing feet stepped
frorn one stone to the next Matters do
not improve.

Hard Aground (Breakwater, 94 pages,
$14.95 paper), by W. C. Sellars, tells its tale
straightforwardly, but therels not much tale
to tell. The time is 1965; the nagrator,
Ralph Fraser, is a Newfoundland-born
Toronto businessman who renurns ko
Labrador, where he worked in Intelligence
in the Second World War, to renew
acquaintances and solve a leftover puzzle
about a wartime plane crash and a mysteri-
ous German submarine. There’s a story
here, but the fictional techniques are rudi-
mentary: the plot is thin, the narrative
prosestoday, and the dialogue stiff and
improbable. Good intentions, maybe, but
anunsatisfying read.

Christopher Moon shore didacric
novel, The Power of the Gift (Polestar,
124 pages, $12.95 paper), likewise suffers

Natural History

by DOUGLAS HILL

from a lack of vitality. A fictionalization of
the encounters between a pair of burne-out
thirtyish buddies, Patrick and Peter, and an
elderly New Age gury, Gartch Xavier, it
never tises to the exhilarating heights of its
admitzed model, the narratives of Carlos
Castafieda. The writing is occasionally
humotous but never gripping, and Moon
has the irritating habit of interfering with
his dialogue: characters constantly say
things “lamely “lightly” “kindly” “meekly’
“knowingly” This can lead ro clunkers:
“Two thousand layers — holy doo-doo!”’
Peter commented wonderingly”

Forall its novelistic thinness, the book
has considerable therapeutic substance.
Most of the documencation of personal and
group healing process— which, to be fair, is
whar Moon really cares abour— rings true,
and at times can be quite affecting. The
basic message is that our lives are in our
control; we need not be trapped in our past.
Like many selthelp books, The Power of the
Gif will seem simplistic to most readers, bue
[ chink it will be illuminating w0 anyone
primed for radical insight.

Joan Hall Hoveys Listen to the
Shadows (Zebra Books, 320 pages, $550
paper} is a mass-market genre novel; the
category is romantic suspense. The author,
from New Brunswick, sets her tale in a sea-
side town (Maine, perhaps) with the usual
suspects: the heroine, Katie Summers, a
late-blooming artist who supports herself by
working in a coffee-shop; the ambiguously
auractive, “boyishly handsome” lawvyer,
Drake Devlin; the gentle, cormented psy-
chiaurist, Jonathan Shea (“wide shoulders
straining against the soft camel wool of his
blazer”), who treats Karie after a shocking
accident. One scary event succeeds
another, and the implausibilities of plot and
motive mount coward silliness. Bur all
works out for the best, and who cares about
loose ends? Hovey writes competently, and

her formula produces a predictable hour or
wo of light entertainment.

Robert MacNeil, the well-known
broadcast journalist, has higher ambitions
for Burden of Desire (Doubleday. 466
pages, $2750 cloth), a mainstream histori-
cal romance set against the backdrop of
the 1917 Halifax Explosion. And he real-
izes must of them; this is an intelligent and
energetic novel, with a sarisfying density
of scenic detail and human emarion. If the
romantic tangles at the hearr of the book
depend on an interlocking series of coincr-
dences best lefr unexamined, no mawer;
such strucrural devices never stopped the
Victorian novelists.

MacNeil has done his research care-
fully, and his talent for panoramic narra-
tive serves him well. Historical figures
(Robert Borden, ]. W. Morrice, Ernest
Jones) interact with fictional characters;
the themes of the book — the terrible
blundering carnage of the Grear War, con-
troversies over treating mental illness, the
emerging emphasis on sexuality n human
development — are built up in situations
and discussions that, while occasionally
stagy, are seldom trivialzing.

Burdin of Desire is “popular™ fiction in
the same sense that the work of Pierre
Berton and Peter Newman is “popular”
history. If ir won’ find favour with literary
crigics, it will nonetheless appeal o a wide
general readership. MacNeil knows how
to write strong and confident prose, how
10 maove a story, and how to flesh out scatis-
tics with vividly imagined incidents. Sure,
everybody and everything’s a bit larger
than life, but theres enough stirring drama
and nobility of characrer to compensate.
Pl be surprised if a TV mini-series doesn®
follow; ] mean no slur.

The Afeerlife of George Cartwright
(McClelland & Stewarr, 296 pages, $16.95
paper), by John Steffler, 1s in the historical
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Why people are
rushing to buy
this fﬁrst n@ve]"l

——

%... destined to become a
Canadian classic. I doubt
there’s another Canadian novel
in English, all of Hugh
MaclLennan included, that can
offer as clear a Janus-eyed
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founding cultures.”
— Globe & Mail

‘... a brilliant first work
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up the Canadian literary scene.”

— Now Magazine

... unforgettable ... a
deft and incisive portrait
of women of two very different
generations ... a remarkably
gifted first novelist.”

— Mantreal (zazette

“VOICE-OVER is an
imaginative feat almost
uncanny inits intensity ”

— Rosemary Siilivan,

author of By Heart

Now a National Bestseller!
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mode, too, but it aims to reinvent, not
reproduce. The real George Cartwright
{1738-1819), aiter an undistinguished mili-
tary career, first sailed to Newfoundland in
1768. Two years later he went back, toser
upa trading enterprise in Labrador: his
adventures there form the imaginative
centre of Stefler’s baok. By 1779
Cartwright was finished, broken and

bl(]k;. ht‘ wuuld EIVCIJI.II. h.la IEmaiiling
days quietly in Nomnghamshire. He lefe
behind a jourmal (adding six imagmed
years ta the record), some place-names n
Lahrador, and ennugh unanswered ques-
tions for a novel.

Steffler 1s an accomplished poet; what
seems to have drawn him to this project
are the challenges in structure and lan-
guage it presented. Happily, he meets and
surmounts them with good sense and
great skill. He devises a kind of ime-warp
to bring his hero poignantly mto the pre-
sent day, and interweaves Carrwright
words, historical accounts, and his own
descriptions and meditations into a ich
fictional tapestry of the past. None of this
manipulation is at all heavy-handed;
Steffler smoothly evokes time and place

and character for the reader, bur his narra-
tive devices never vhtrude.

In Steffler’s hands, Cartwright's human
significance is a capacity for dream and
wonder juined o unfocused motives and
uncertamn principles. He 15 simultaneously
enchanted by the expenience of the New
World and bewildered by it. Adrift upon
hustory’s ude, he becomes an exemplar of
mans ."ll.um\' tobotch his UppOunities
through an excess of ambinun; the novel
suggests clearly that this 1s not a failing
peculiar to the 18th century. He is one of
“them,” and yet also one of us.

The Afterlife of Geonge Cartumght teems
with natural history and folklore. Scenes
of horror —filth, suffering, the crimes of
European colonization — are set against
the monumental Labrador landscape: “the
sley vvercast, the clowds hugh, a nbbed
vaul in apal and slate-blue spanning the
whole earth, the air beneath clear ro che
rim oof the black, Batened hills, the black,
flattened sea.” Anchored in the past, the
buok never teels like a period prece.
Steffler has vaken the dry stuff uf history
and made of it astylsh, thoroughly

engrossing contemporary novel. ¢
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WITH SPRING in the air, Can Wie's fincy turns ro the runeful. Imagine, it you will, a
Canlit title made into a musical comedy, and chen provide an appropriate song or two
from its score — “Ivan, Ivan, Make Up Your Mind” from the musical version of
Dostoyevsky’s The Brothers Karamazov is the sort of thing we have in mind. The prize is
$25, and entries should be sent to Can Wit Nu. 165, Books in Canada, 33 Draper St
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Results of Can Wit No. 163
WE weRE delighted with the deluge of entries sparked by our call fur humorous, near-miss
versions of CanLit classics. Accuording o the chortle index among Books in Canada
staffers, Graham Steele of Halifax, N.S., was the clear winner for Hugh MacLennan's
“Check the Barometer” and Ruhinton Mistry’s “Quite the Trip” Hunourable mentions
to Margaret S. Young of Sydney, N.S., for Sinclair Rossk “As For Me and My Habirual
Abade” and vo Edward Baxrer of Stratford, Ont., for E. . Pran’s “Towands the Last Nail”
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CAMNLIT AcnmrosTIiC

No. 46 By Fred Sharpe
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When propetly filled in, the letters in the box form a quotation from a Canadian book. Find the letrers by solving the clues below
and writing the answers in the numbered spaces provided. Then transfer the leters from the spaces o the appropriate squares in the
box. The first letters of each answered clue form the name of the author and title of the book (solution next month).

A ;nﬁ'pm_kﬁw_ds_.)hea“h”: T EE W R ® N. Yeats's playhouse (2 wds.) EE TR T ®WE i
® M 6 13 18 8 2% 114
0. Naked-by-choice person ——— — — _
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R. Borders Ontario, Manitoba, — — — — — = = =
D. Fawning followers ~  ——— — — — — o and Minnasota {4 wds.) 3 W6 18 % 12 170
26 71 54 104 & 18 161
E Strestsof 19900  — — — — — — — — mWm e Wy s
Jason Sherman anthology 2 ¢ W7 1% ¥ 1@ S
F. Wealthy o 5. Son of Daedalus i o Y
2 105 i85 48 T. Well, maybe that, then =
G. Painter Jack _ e E W W (2 wds.)
H. AT ?:gt(ag%lg;): e T ) U. Landed a fish, aided by pole —. — - ==
V. Sawa David Gronenberg — — — = = = = 5
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0 120 18 B2 16T 2 & _
[]
J. Struck out toward (2 wds.) W T A ET T
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contributors, say

. e SOLUTION TO ACROSTIC =45
L. Frederick Philip Grove novel — — — — — — — —
(3 wds.) P M 4 8 18 B “The town fathers called their women wnves, daughters. They
S —— locked away in their hearts the pink and impossibly blue Dresden
- imagesufmothe:sdadormore.'[hevfoundnonamefonhe
M. 'é":,‘:‘n';;[;’;e":ﬁ;g‘sm S T E W W H W ® | laketothe south of Kleinberg”
Kleinberg, by Michael Kenyon (QOolichan)
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TYLISH WRITING. Alchough the

1992 edicion of The Canadian Press

Stylebook is mainly intended to
help journalists and editots, it provides
a useful reference source for anyone
interested in good writing. Among the
few criticisms that the book deserves is
its refusal to accept the modern use of
gender as an alternative for sex. It is true
that gender relates strictly to nouns and
pronouns, not to humans, plants, and
animals, and that expressions like gen-
der gap and gender equality are ungram-
matical applications. Yet the word sex,
in the sense of sexual activity, is now so
widespread that gender has almost
inevitably replaced it for the descrip-
tion of male or female categories.
Gender can no longer be summuarily dis-
missed, as it was in Fowler’s Modern
English Usage, as a blunder or a jocutar-
ity. Canadian Press also displays some
inconsistency in its forms of spelling. It
favours Labor Party, not Labour Party,
for the British political organization,
simply because its own normal style is
labor. The irrationality of this alrer-
ation of a proper noun may be seen
from the fact thar whereas aluminum is
the preferred North American spelling,
a major Canadian producer of that
commedity is Alcan Aluminium
Limited, a corporate name that can
only be properly spelled in that man-
ner. A minor quibble concerns the use
of brackered metric equivalents for
imperial distances, where the example
“Canada’s 200-mile {320-kilometre)
fishing limit” is in error. By interna-
tional convention, the widths of all
maritime zones, including coastal fish-
ing areas, are defined in verms of nauti-
cal miles, not statute miles, so the cor-
rect metric conversion is 370
kilometres.

Vodka Good, Meat Rotten

by ALEC McEWEN.

NORMITY, ENORMQUSNESS. A
Vancouver editor, in an article that
appeared in paragraph magazine, jus-
tifiably complained that the spellings of
English classical poets had been altered to
the American form in a modern anthol-
ogy- In his view the resulting inconsistency
was “hardly surprising given the enormity
of the task” Although many grammarians
insist that enormity means outrage, not
large size, it is commonly used in either of
those senses, The main objection tosuch
dual usage is the possibility of ambiguity. A
reference to the enormity of a building, for
example, might suggest that it is huge, or
unsightly, or both. Enormousness is
rejected by some authorities as being unfa-
miliar, even awkward. Yer there are other
synonyms, such as immensity and vast-
ness, thar could be used insread, withour
causing misunderstanding or confusion.
Canadian dictionaries tend to confine the
meaning of enormity to monstrous
wickedness or gross deviation from the
acceptable standard.

rence of child deaths by culpable

homicide in Toronto, the Globe and
Mail cited two recent killings: one of a
girl by her father's common-law wife, and
the other of a boy by his babysitter. Both
deaths were incorrectly described as
infanticide, a crime in which, according
to the newspaper, the killer is usually a
parent, “2nd that parent is usually the
mother” Neither of the two deaths was
infanticide, for under Canadian law that
crime can be committed only by a
mother. Infanticide, which carries a pun-
ishment of up to five years imprison-
ment, applies only where a mother’s wil-
ful act or omission caused che death of
her child who was born alive and who

died before its first birthday. A further

I[NFANTICIDE: To illustrate the occur-

[ |

condirion is that, at the time of her
child’s death, the mother’s mind was dis-
turbed, either from the eflects of giving
birth to the child ur from the consequent
lactation. Even if the mothers mind is
not proved to have been disturhed, how-
ever, she may still be convicred unless ic
is established that her act or omission
was not wilful.

N THE TREADMILL. CanadExport, a
@ federal government publication,

carried a laudatory item abour
prosperous Casta Rica and the foreign-
investment opportunities it offers. Asa
group of citizens living under a private
enterprise, free-marker system, the coun-
try's middle class is said ro be “firmly on
the economic tread mill of the global
economy’” Since the figurative use of tread-
mill implies a dull, monotonous life that
seems to be going nowhere, Costa Ricas
middle class appears to be less enviable
than the writer really meant to suggest.

OST IN TRANSLATION. There isa
]Ltale, perhaps apocryphal, that

when an English speaker quoted
“The spirit indeed is willing but the flesh
is weak” at the United Nations, the
Russian translation appeared as “The
vodka is good but the meat is romen.” [n
the Globe and Mail’s report of a museum’s
recent acquisition of Mata Hari's scrap-
books, the adopted name of the seductive
Durch-Javanese spy is translared as “eye
of the morning” Although eye (mata) of
the day {(hari) is a better literal transia-
tion, the everyday meaning of the
expression is the sun. The Malay lan-
guage vses the word mata in a variery of
colourful compounds, of which two
other examples are mata matz (all eyes)
for police officer, and anak mata (eye
child) for aptic pupil. ¢
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1992 STUDENT WRITING AWARDS FOR POETRY AND SHORT FICTIORN

We are pleased to
announce the 1992
Student Writing Awards
co-sponsored by BOOK CITY
bookstores and BOOKS I
CANADA magazine.

There will be three prize winners in each of two categories:

poetry and short fiction.
First Prize: $1,000: Second Prize: $ 500: Third Prize: $250.

.k — RULES o

R The entrant must be 2 full time undergraduate student at a Canadian univer-  exceed 2500 words; a poetry entry may contain up to two poems with a
or community college; employees of BOOK CITY or BEDFORD HOUSE ~ maximum of 2500 words in total.
I' LISHIFIG and their families may not enter.
4. Entrants agree to permit one-time publication in BOOKS IN CANADA.
2. Please supply with entry: Name, home address and phone number, uni-
versity or coffege address and phone number, student identification num- 5. The decision of the judges is final. Winners will be announced in the
ber. No entries will be returned unless accompanied by a stamped, self-  October [992 BOOIS IN CANADA.
addressed envelope with sufficient postage.
6. Entries must be postmarked no Later than July 15, 1992 and should be
3. Each student may submit one entry per category. Short fiction should not  addressed to:

|

STUDENT WRITING AWARDS, BOOKS IN CANADA,
33 DRAPER STREET, SECOND FLOOR, TORONTO, ON M5V 213




THE PICK OF THE PRAIRIE CROP!

- m - Here is a wonderful celebration of the harvest season and the family
T farm on the Canadian prairies. Following one family, the book captures
in excepticnal colour photographs all of the many activities during the

/"%}- 1991 harvest on a typical prairie farm.
f - v -
- L Together, the photos by Todd Korol and essay by Sharon Butala are a
2 ) : o e beautiful and lasting tribute to the prairie harvest, the powers of nature,

and the hard-working people wheo farm the land.

“This book will induce recollections, smiles, laughter, discussion,
and serious thought. Both young and old wiil love this treatment
SarAlnane BUTALA of farming past and presen! inspired by llfe on the family farm
during harvest season.”" - GRANT MacEWAN

JCarsta EOMN

128 pages

96 pages of full-colour pholos FIFTH
814" x 11" quality hardcover Fifth House Publishers HOUSE
$34.95 Distributed by University of Teronto Press 1 BLINHER~

COTEAU BOOKS

Women’'s Studies

- POEMS for MEN who A CELIBATE SEASON .
von men || DREAM of LOLITA by Carol Shields & Blanche Howard 2 IR Lﬂ?f
whe by Kim Morrissey An entertaining, intelligent and witty

collaborative epistolary novel about

L Through feministre-examination, the breakdown of traditional roles,

laywrightand poet Kim Morrissey P
LorrTa l1',ecll‘;1‘m;ns'.gNaalbokow.l’s"I..nhl:a asa ﬂes:and communication ina
”"j survivorof child sexual and ITiage.
y emotional abuse. $14.95 pb ISBN 1-55050-024-4
hM MIROSIDY

$21.95 cl ISBN 1-55050-030-9
$9.95pb ISBN 1-55050-029-5

Women of | WOMEN of INFLUENCE QUEEN of the HEADACHES OUEL \'
renes by Bonnie Burnard by Sharon Bulala 1 l‘% . ]‘“ -l.ll .
- 7 |A powerful and perceptive collection A powerful collection of fourteen short
L of short stories focussing on women stories about ordinary people.
" =] | and theirexperiences. Thecollection Nominated fora Governor-General's [
; i | hasreceived critical acclaim nationally award for fiction. l./
= | | *dintemationally. $6.95pb ISBN 0-919926-48-7 o~ A
$10.95 pb ISBN 0-919926-82-7 )
R mml N :

All titles available through University of Toronto Press




