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Other Voices

In “Get That Grin Off Your Face!”
{February), Victoria Branden quotes
“the dangerous iconoclast,” one Bonnie
Malleck, assaying “I recall feeling
morose and drained after reading most
of her [Margaret Laurence’s] books.”

“Brave Bonnie Malleck's is the first
dissenting voice I've heard raised
against this Canadian icon,” Ms.
Branden informs us, and continues
naively, “Margaret Laurence makes me
wonder why we bother living, when
life’s so dismal.”

Throughout the article Ms. Branden
implies that some person or persons —
reviewers? CanLir reachers? — raised
Laurence to a state of apotheosis for
some presumably unsound reason, and
once they had done this, were suffi-
ciently sheeplike to follow one another
in uncritical adulation.

I would like to draw atrention toa
review of The Stone Angel in the
Canadian Forum of August 1964 (per-
haps before Victoria Branden’s or
Bonnie Malleck's time) by H. T. K. and
headed "A Bleak Soul.” This book, the
reviewer says, “is devastatingly and
uncompromisingly Canadian. ... This
story is rugged and ungraciouws.. .. It
could only have been written by one

who understands the Canadian version
of the Scots Presbyterian soul.”

The reviewer, unlike Branden, does
not confuse Laurence with her subject
matter. She explains Hagar's lack of
humour: “There was lictle enough occa-
sion for humour in the life of a prairie
farmer or small-town dweller of her
era....This novel gives us a truthful,

unflattering, comfortless picture of the
kind of life thousands of Canadian
women on pioneer farms have led in
different parts of Canada....”

It is the subject marter that is
humourless, not necessarily Margaret
Laurence, whuse African stories,

H. T. K. points our, have culous,
humour, and grace.

H. T. K.%s is not a “dissenting voice
raised against this Canadian icon.” It is
a voice of understanding of how the
bleakness has entered Hagar's soul, and
an appreciation of and admiration for
Laurence’s ahility w depict this “repre-
sentative prairie woman, monolichic in
her strength, hard and unyielding as
stone..." and the circumstances mould-
ing her character.

Sylvia Boorman
Toronta

Blunting Coren

[F MiCHAEL COREN hasn't written a novel
anly because he wasn™ beaten asa child
(“Letters,” February), | hereby volunteer,
for the good of Canadian literarure, to try
to make up for this deprivation witch the
blunt instrument of Mr. Coren's choice.
This country deserves no less.

Richard Bingham

Tornto

Flagrant Insensitivity

WE SUBSCRIBE to Books in Canada and
use your reviews to assist us in selecting
Canadian books for our lending collec-
tions of audio and braille bouks, descrip-
tive videos for the blind, and braille
music scores. We are one of the largest
producers of alternare-format materials
in the world. Like any public library, we
serve a clientele that includes children
and students, homemakers and seniors,
and professionals in the work force —
lawyers, engineers, psychiacrists, and
authots. The only difference berween

: Boors 1n Canapa |-

the CNIB Library and a public library is
thar vur readers are blind and visually
impaired; and rather chan being 1n
print, our matenals are formarred so
that they can be read by these blind
Canadians. You may imagine vur dis-
may ru discover, on reading George
Galc’s review of Pierre Elliot Trudeau's
book (*Amaong My Souvenirs,”
February). thar any enlightened indi-
vidual would speak so disparagingly of
our audio books, of the CNIB, and of
the hlind community in general.

The offending paragraphs state in ref-
erence to Mr. Trudeau's Memoirs:

But maybe all this lirerary judgement
should be suspended since this really
1~ an unhook. It should be commit-
ted back to tape and sold as a one-
way conversarion, like the casserees
the CNIB produces for the blind.. ..

And blind many of us are 1n
Trudeau'’s escimation.. ..

Qwr audiohooks are nor unboolks
because rhey are transcribed o rape, nor
are they a one-way conversation fora
reader any more than literary works in
print! Our hooks on tape are produced
tw the highest professional standards.
Highly trained professional broadcast-
ers, including several well-known
Canadian authors, audition and volun-
teer their considerable ralents to narrate
talking buoks in cur studios. Fraquent
surveys of our clientele, which not only
includes wur registered library users but
also patrons of most Canadian public
libraries, confirm their satisfaction.
They rell us that our product competes
equally with other commercially pro-
Juced audio books.

Qur bowoks, hawever, do not atrempt
to embellish or edit an author’s work but
offer the same opportunity as printed
boaks present to the sighted reader; char
is, to enjoy an author’s work withina
personal context.

We are confident thatr Mr. Galt is not
“blind,” for he would not have elected to




AN UNCONVENTIONAL ROMANCE...

“...the love story flows with feeling.” — QUILL & QUIRE
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START

A CHARTER
AIRLINE

Susan Haley

Its a witly, wonderful, war-
ofthe-sexes romp from the
acclaimed author of Getting
Married in Buffalo Jump.
Helen is an edgy academic;
Max is an oversexed bush pilot;
both are mareoned in a remote
communily, inexiricably linked
by passion...and a charter air-
line business. $22.95 hardcover

[ Hacmillan
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use the word either metapharically or
otherwise to imply a condition of igno-
rance or mental limication. Blindness is
not the preatest problem faced by those
who are blind. It is attitude and ignorance
displayed often where least expected.

We have selected Memoirs for addi-
tion to our collection. Mr. Trudeau has
not only granted permission for its pro-
duction in audio format, he has also
consented to narrate it for us in our
Montreal studio. We are pleased that
our book selection committee ignored
Mr. Galt’s review in making its decision.
Qur confidence in using Books in
Canada as a selection toal in future has
been sevezely shaken. We cannot rrust
an instrument that demonstrates fla-
grant insensitivity and prejudice
towards our product, our organization,
and our clientele.

Rosemary Kavanagh
Executive Director, CNIB Library
Toronto

George Galt veplies: Before Rosemary
Kavanagh climbs on her steamroller to
kill any more ants — and imagmary
ants at thar — ler me first say that | am
sorry she was offended by my remarks. [
respect the CNIB and all the good work
they do tor the visually impaired, and |
would never intentivnally slight them
or their Talking Baoks.

Bur I'd like o point out thar what |
was disparaging was Pierre Trudeau's
memoirs. not the CNIB, nut their audio
hooks. and certainly not “the blind
community in general™! | called the
Trudeau volume an unhook hecause
thac’s whar | thought of it, and 1 du
believe it will wark hetter as a monao-
ksgue on rape. It certainly does not fol-
kaw that [ think every audio book 15 an
inferior literary work. That's Ms.
Kavaragh's illogical leap, not mine.

In v of those ironic moments thar
delight writers, the same day [ first saw
Ms. Kavanagh* letter. another one

{ Books IN CANADA |—-
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arnved that began: “Dear Mr. Galr:
Because of your meost generous support
uf the CNIB, I must inform you of the
serious shortage of vperating funds. ...."
As ['m sure many writers have, I've
given some thought ro the value of sight
and the penalry pad by the sightless,
and s | include the CNIB among the
causes towhich | ave amodest sum
every year, I'm menrtonimng chis only as
an illustration of M, Kavanagh's exag-
perated sense of ingury and insult. She
has apparently caught the dreadtul and
increasingly common werminology-ill-
ness that creates delusions of malice
everywhere and impels the atfhicred o
rolice and sanitize all spuken and writ-
ten words. | hope she recovers soon.
For my part, Fll conoinue to use the
word “blind” metaphoncally and liter-
ally however 1 wish — and whether or
nat It contravenes Ms. Kavanagh's regu-
latxns. 'l also continue to support the
very worthwhile work of cthe CNIB.

Credibility Problem

1 wras iNCENSED by Clint Burnham's
review uf Rubert |. Sawyers most recent
nuvel Forepmer (Bretf Reviews, March).

1 have nogualms about Mr.
Burnham’s opinions abour the book —
they are his to express even if they put
him in the minuarity concerning
Fureigner and Sawyer’ other novels,
which have heen called everything from
“fascinaring” to “brlliant” in a wide
variery of publications, including Books
in Canuadar.

Whar I dohave a problem with s the
tace that M. Burnham 1s absolueely unfa-
miliar with hoth science and science fic-
tion, a puint that hurts the credibility of
his review and that of the magazine.

First he calls Sawyer's Sal-Afsan —
the hero of the first novel and a recur-
ring character i the entire Quintaglus
trilogy — a saurian Copernicus, when
in fact Sal-Afsan s the Quintaglio
equivalent of our Galileo.

T A e T AT - LN R



Second, the use of the term sci-fiisa
dead giveaway that Mr. Bumham hasn’t
got a clue about what he’s talking abour.
Sci-fi isa term that connotes bug-eyed
monsters, laser beams, and rocket ships,
things from the by-gone pulp era in SFs
long and rich history. The current term
is SE And in the case of Sawyer's work
it’s “hard SF” because the sciences of
archaeology, astronomy, psychology,
and paleontology are integral to the
plots of his novels.

Perhaps future SF novels written by
Canadians might be more objectively
reviewed by someone who has an appre-
ciation for the genre, or at the very least
an opinion that remains unbiased after a
look at the book's label and packaging.

Perhaps then we won't have a
reviewer who cites a “fully developed
dinosaur civilization” — the mark of
well-crafted hard SF—as being “way
too strange.”

Edo van Belkom
Brampton, Ont.

Wyndham Up

THANK you to Douglas Fetherling for
his considered article on Wyndham
Lewis (“Canadian by Defaul,”
February).

I must say that the [ast thing Lewis
must have been was “self-pitying.” His
bold and scrupulous actacks on the
established men of literature, such as
Joyce and Hemingway, attest to his
unwavering conviction in himself.
Further, if “"Wyndham Lewis is univer-
salfly acknowledged as one of the most
important figures in the history of the
avant-garde,” why then were there only
10 people {two at my invitation) in
attendance at the lecture by B. W. Powe
highlighting the exhibit “The Talented
Intruder,” of which Mt Fetherling
writes?

In this regard, | would like o direct
M. Fetherling’s attention to the most
comprehensive analysis of Lewis's art

Budge Wilson

e
Courtshn

—

our country.”

newest collection.

Her short stories have been praised by Margaret
Laurence as “among the finest being produced in

Now this prize-winning author has released her

In bookstores now.@

e

work, Paintings and Drawings, by Walter
Michel, and to the accounes of consis-
tent and poignantly bitrer disappoint-
ments suffered during his Norch
American stay.

Lastly, there is no disputing Lewis's
assessment of Toronto as a “bourgeois
backwater.” As a resident of Toronto for
24 years (since the time of my birth), [
would say there's more than a hint of
truth to his observation.

Anthony Zarh
Toronto

Inappropriate Tone

| FOUND Jack Barten’s essay
“Homicidally Yours” (March) distaste-
ful in two respects: firstly, in its presenra-
tion of Paul Bernando-Teale and his
crimes as the answer to “What Canada
needs, whar Canadian true-crime writ-
ers need”; secandly, in its flippant

J p-u-b.l.i.s-h.e.r.s

description of Bernardo-Teale himself as
perhaps the “major monster” and
“unspeakable fiend” o fill the bill. The
accompanying illustration supporred
this inappropriate tone.

At a time when the ethical implica-
tions of profiting from crimes such as
Bernardo-Teale's are being seriously
considered by many people within the
publishing industry and withour,
Barren’s playful approach seems shal-
low at best. Yes, writers need subjects
and publishers need howks, bur are the
tragic consequences of Bernardo-
Teale's crimes really something to
gloar about!?

Anne Erickson
Scarborough, One.

Letters may be edited for kemgth or 1o delete
potentially libetlows statements. Except in
extraordinary circumstances, leters of
more than 500 words will not be accepted

for publication.

|
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here Life after Toronto?

Hogtown'’s satellite cities have distinctive literary traditions of their own

ALAN

TWIGG, the founder and edi-

vor of B.C. Book World, was asked to write an
introduction to a special British Columbia issue of Books in
Canada, he agreed to do so if the editors would promise to
publish “a special issue devoted to the region of Onrario.”
From the vantage point of Vancouver, this naturally seemed a
delightfully levelling idea: trearing Ontario as just another
region. Bur I find that when people in other parts of the coun-
try condemn Ontario, they usually mean Torontw (and by
extension perhaps also Ottawa, at least in the metaphorical
sense) and that they misunderstand the connection, in terms
of culture and writing, between the metropolis and the
province's other cicies.

Almost anything unfriendly one could ever say about
Toronto is likely to be true; it’s simply such a place. Yes, book
and magazine publishing are still concentrated there and, yes,
the individuals in these industries are still insensitive to —
indeed even ignorant of — how folks in the rest of Canada
live. But ics also one of the most polyglot, multicultural, and
multiracial cities anywhere, where one in four was bom out-
side Canada and some 140 different languages and dialects are

spoken: almost as many as there
are member states in the Unired Narions.
[c’s become the hotbed of all manner of multicultural and
Native writing (one of the good things you can say for it).

Yet it seems to me that to rake the pulse of the province you
must ignore Toronto to look ar some of the less populous cen-
tres. Oneario is home w 36 per cent of all Canadians, bur of
course most of the peaple live in smaller cities and towns.
Ranked in descending order, the biggest ones after Toronto
are Ottawa, Hamilton, St. Catharines—Niagara Falls,
Windsor, Oshawa, Sudbury, and Thunder Bay. Clearly, notall
of these are hookish spors. Some day someone may tormulare
a theory about the difference berween service economies and
industrial economies as it applies to the ability o atrract or
sustain writers.

Historically, writers from these ather places have usually
wound up in Taronto eventually, for the lesser cities empty into
the big one as streams empry into rivers. Yet some of the most
distinctively Ontarian wrirers are those who have either stayed
where they were ur ar least always continued to be infurmed by
the particular localities they came from. One thinks immedi-
ately of Alice Munro and Al Purdy as writers whose imagina-

i Books 1N CAnNADA I
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tive geography is rural and semi-rural Onrario; their voices are
unmistakably of that kind. What | propose to do here, then, is
to bypass Toronto entirely and survey several of Ontario’s ocher
ciries, looking at them as freestanding centres of writing and
publishing, not merely as satellites of Toronto.

These other places often have an ambivalent, not wsay
mutually antagonistic, relationship with Toronto, just as the
rest of the country does. They seem to thrive as literary our-
posts in direct proportion to the extent to which they succeed
in setting themselves up as self-supporting cantons. That is,
thelr virme is their localness, with each coneributing some-
thing to the whole while retaining something distinctly its
own. But the localness, a sense of themselves as viable arts
communities if not miniature city states, is dependent not
only on infrastructure but also on human energy. The lacter
resource waxes and wanes as individuals arrive, do work, ger
old, or move on. This process may sometimes kead to cultural
warlordism, bur it keeps all the activity from being sucked into

the soulless central repository that is Toronto.

If one can show the workings
easily enough by looking briefly at

several such places that quite conspicuously offer
themselves as saner alternatives to the metropolis
and have accents of their cwn, then Windsor is, in
its way, the perfect example of how transient energy
must come together with permanenc institutions. For a
number of years beginning in 1967, the American writer
Joyce Carol Oates taught at the Universiry of Windsor
____________{(called Hillbury University in one
EUSSUGIMEIE .. ovels, The Hungry Ghost).
While there, she edited the Ontario Review: (later
taking ic with her to Princeton in the Unired
States), and by the force of her personality and the
example of her own astoundingly prolific vutpur,
she seemed to will a lot of writing and publishing to
happen. Peter Stevens, Fugene McNamara, and Leonard
Gasparini were just a few of the writers associared with the
scene there. Since Qates's depar-
ture, but no doubt due to a long list
of other reasons as well, Windsor's
ch’i, so to call it, seems to have diminished consid-
erably, part of the inevitable lop-sided cycle of
such things. Yet some factors have remained con-
stant. Black Moss Press, founded in 1969, bravely
continues to pursue its traditional small-press literary man-
date in a time when most other small presses its age have
grown commercial or ceased altogether and been replaced by
others of more recent origin. The publisher of Black Moss, the
poet C. H. Gervais, isalso the long-time book columnist of
the Windsor Star.

London, Onrario, has always been a fundamentally differ-

ent kind of literary centre from Windsor. Beginning with

Peter Stevens,

C. H. Geryais)

Richard Maurice Bucke, the pivnecr psychologist and friend
of Walt Whitman, and embracing the remarkable Dewdney i
family of writers and scientists, it has been a city whose local '
culture has raken pride in being interdisciplinary. Even its
purely literary figures — pre-eminently, since 1960, the hus- :
band-and-wife poets James Reaney and Colleen Thibaudeau :
— spill uver into more than one area. Consider Reaney's work
in typography and the graphic arts or his enormous popular
success as a playwright.

[n che early 19605, of course, .

Richard M. B

Lundon became famous not only
nationally but internationally for
its visual art eruption, which coin-
cided with Greg Cumoe's mheri-
tance of Jack Chambers's mancle as
the leading local painter. For it was sig-
nificant that Curnoe was nut only a musician and visual arcist,
but also a writer’s kind of artist (and a painter's kind of writer)
who explored the interaction of rext
and image, collaborating with peo-
ple such as David McFadden and
blurring the distincrions hetween
creation and performance.

Several magazines came out of
London at the time. They were later
followed by Brick, founded by Stan Dragland in the 1970s. |
Brick has since been taken over by Michael Ondaatje (a one-
time Londoner) and Linda Spalding,
and moved to Toronto. But Brick
Books. the publishing house that
sprang from it, has remained
behind, and has thrived.
Dragland (whao is the poetry con-
sultant to McClelland & Stewart) is
one of the writers connected with the University of Western
Ontariv. A list of athers would have to include D. M. R.
Bentley, who publishes the historical and critical journal
Canadian Poetry, and the novelist Lawrence Garber.
Recently, Dragland has put so much of his energy into Brick
Bowoks as to make 1t one of Oneario's three imporcant non-
commercial poetry publishers (the orhers being ECW Press
in Toronto, whaose relevans series is edited by Bruce
Whiteman from Montreal, and The Porcupine's Quill in
Erin, whose lirerary director is John Metcalf in faraway
{Otrawa). Brick Books, which produces first collections as
important as Julie Bruck’s The Woman Downstairs alongside
works such as Dennis Lee’s Riffs, isn't the only press in
London. But unlike, say, Ergo Productions, whose titles are
best known within a small radius of the city, it makes the rest
uf the Canadian writring scene conscious of its aesthetic
while remaining under local control. In that way — in its
give and rake — it's very characteristic of its locale.

fames Reaney’

" Stan Draglend”
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The Victory of
Geraldine Gull

by Joan Clark

The struggle for survval in a
community of Swampy Cree on
the shore of Hudeon Bay pro-
vides Joan Clark with the
theme for this compassionate
and complex novel.
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Frog Moon
by Lola Lemire
Tostevin

Frog Moon combines pral tra-
dition, myth, language, licera-
ture, legends, and classic
tales to forge one woman's
singular history.

FROG MOON

A WOVEL OF DCCA LEMIRE TOSTEVIH

. ..cleanly written, immensely
readable, and desply satlsfying..."
—Malahat Review

°0-820953-69-7
°$14.85
epaper

now avallable n brade aperbask

diefributed to bookatores and librarles through General Dietribution Servicee

“...6he builds up a variety of long-

acknawledged tensions—between

French and English Canada, between

the ideale of youth and the compro-

mises of adulthood...and treats

\ || them with freabnees and a fine degree
1|| of sensitivity.™— Quill and Quire

0-9209535-61-1e
$14.950
papere

a new novel

Bur like all other lirerary centres, in fact like all of Canada’s
cities qua cities, London is looking somewhat ragged and
enervated these days, because of persistently dismal economic
conditions. When the Canada Council was forced to give up
its subvention program for writers in tesidence, London was
one of the clients hardest hit, because of the imaginative use
UWO had long made of the scheme, with writers as different
as Gwendolyn MacEwen, Susan Musgrave, and bill bissetr
enlivening the scene as long-term visitors who really got

deeply involved.

East of London, Stratford,
which lacks a university and is cul-
turally dominared by the Stratford Festival, has

come to be seen as a writing centre only recently,

at least insofar as genres other than drama are con-
cemed. The change has been due mainly to the

resettlement there of refugees from Toronto. The editor

and anthologist Geoff Hancock and his mate, the poet Gay
Allison, moved there and boughrt a bed-and-breakfast opera-
tion to subsidize their ather work (its advertisements promise
a literary atmosphere). Also, Beverley Daurio moved to
Swratford with her ever-more-ambitious publishing house
Mercury Press and a sister venture, the fiction magazine
Paragraph. Though published in Stratford, Pavagraph was
edired by Daniel Jones of Toronto until his death last

Gay Aflisen

February. {In somewhat the same way, Cunadign Fiction
Magazine, edited by Hancock from Stratford, is actually pub-
lished in Kingston. This process represents either healthy
cross-pollination or the breaking down of the city walls that
formerly distinguished the culture of these places. I'm not sure
which. Interpretation depends much
on mood. )

Because it is the oldest of
Ontario’s literary centres,
Kingston, as far east of Toronto as
London is west, is perhaps the best
developed. The city has a strong insti-
tutional economy— military and educational as well as gov-
emmental. [t also has a certain architeceural and imaginacive
grandeut, some of 1t traceable to the
tact that the city was briefly, in the
1840, the capital of the Province
of Canada. Like Windsor and a
number of other spots in what’s
now Oneario, it was once home to
Major John Richardson, the author of
Wacousta and the first Canadian-bom novelist. Since then, it
has had an almost umbroken line of literary associarions. Any
list of 19th-century figures would have to include the cos-
mopolitan scientist-novelist Grant Allen as well as the
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AN ISLAND ALPHABET
by Erica Rutherford

Thls beautiful alphabet book will enchant children and
adults alike. Erica Rutherford's bright. evocative pantings
Mustrate both familiar and unusual features of Frincs
Edward |sland life, from Abegwelt to the Dalvay Dunes, fraom
L.M. Montgomery to the Phantom Ship.

°0-921556-44-6
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ohard cover Fape
new children's books from Prince Edward lsland
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- SPUD

by
Stompin
5

.‘:: "T" lr_ “ L ‘l\ ;
R o Rl ﬁl Connors
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! F iy Ilm illustrated
e —mm_______ml by Brenda
[ Jones

“It"s Bud the Spud from the Erght red mud,

Follin' dawn the highway amulin™

Here's an enqagmg proture book verenon of Stompin’ Tom's
tamous song akout FEN spuds. Trave with Bud, as he
steers his rig down the highway with a load of “the best
dogaony petatoes that s reer been growed.”
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regional poer Charles Sangster, not to mention George

the 19¢ch century. Mary Alice Downie and M.-A. Thompson
caught the spirit of the continuum quite well in their recent
anthology, Written in Stone: A Kingston Reader (Quarry). The
significance of Richardson's Kingston interlude, however, m
that he edited a local newspaper and fought a duel there.
Until recently, much of Kingston's writing activiry was con-
nected with its newspaper, the Kingston Whig-Sumdard. Also,
duelling, in the figurative sense, is deeply ingrained in
the local character, a fact thar
Robertson Davies drewon in
Leaven of Malice and other works.
Kingston is close enough to Quebec that it has
always had a toe in francophone culture. It's home
to the prize-winning translator Wayne Grady, for
example. The novelist Gérard Besserte taughr ar
Queen’s for years and is the answer to a trick question that
involves naming all the Kingston writers whe have won the
Governor General’s Award. In Kingston, which also hasa
small butsolid theatrical communiry, it’s even pussible ro
attend French-language stage performances (they're pur on by
the cadets of the Royal Milirary College).
The back country in a demi-hme around Kingston i home to
many authors, including Matt Cohen, who's used it s effec-

Munro Granr, Canada'’s most important literary inrellecrual of

tively as a setring. A lot of wnters and commentatons live on
the various islands scatrered in Lake Ontario or else (the larest
fashivn) have second homes in nearby Prince Edward County
Down through the decades there have been strong links
herween Kingston's wrirers and Oberun Press in Ottawa, from
Michael Ondaatje and Tom Marshall
in the 1960 and 1970s ro Bronwen
Wallace in the 1980: and Amy
Friedman in the "90s. David
Helwig remains chusely assoviated 4
with Oberon {though like Ondaare
he no kingeer lives in Kingston, o phace

ha

"o Mars

he's written abour so well so often). In recent years, however,
Quarry Press has become rhe primary broker of Kingston wrir-
ing, rhough it increasmgly, and addi-
tionally, an imprint of narivnal out-
Lok and importance, both in us
magazine and its hook-publishing
arms. In addition ro Canadion
Fiction Magazime, Quarry produces
Puoerry Canaela Review and of course

Quarry, one of the meost rewarding of the broad-spectrum lit-
crary periodicals. As for Queen™s Univerwity, it has Queen'’s
Cuarterly, now a livelier journal than at any nme in the past,
and half of McGill-Queen's University Press.




— A DARING AND PROVOCATIVE LOOK

AT TODAY'S SEXUAL POLITICS
GENDER WARS

In what promises to be the most controversial baok of the
season, fiere is o thought-provaking and shackingly original
view of our post, present and fufure as sexual beings.

Ivifing readers fo consider such topics as testosterane,
saxuol posifions, erectians, orgasms, pornography and

lotex foscisms, Fovwicett slamdunks convention with his deeply
honest male heterosexual “where we’re of” point of view.

Qvality poperback
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Briay FAWCETT READING AT HARBOURFRONT!
Tuesoar May 17 a7 8:00p © For Ticxers: 973-4000

A Patrick Crean Book E
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SWERVE

SHERI-D WILSON

A dynamic poetry collection unveiling
a new feminineffeminist panorama of
erotica. “Sheri-D Wilson's work takes
us outward, creating resonant spaces
for a woman’s voice.” —SHARON
THESEN ISBN 0-88978-274-1; §12.95
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GARY WHITEHEAD
Humphrey Bogart, pocket calculators

and Mayberry, RFD figure in these
disarming, dark-humoured shorr stories

FARY A Tim 8

that mark the emergence of a major

new wiriting calent.
ISBN 1-55152-001-X; $13.95

ARSENAL PULP PRESS

Distribured by General

One way or another, then, there 1sa strong community of
poets, fiction writers, and eritics, as well as a large pool of free-
lance editors and wnirers — surprisingly large, n tace, when you
take intv account all che loners tucked away in surrounding vil-
lages or on outlying farms. Kingston-area authors and readers
feel themselves superior to the big-city pop culture that inun-
dates them, so they rub rogether, making sparks and giving one
anather energy. In some way having to da with the guality of
this process, Kingston writing has a feel similar ro anglophone
writing in Montreal and the Eastern Townships.

A new generation of Kingston writers has come along (the
poers Joanne [age and Judith Pond, the novelist Kate Sterns, the
short-fictivn writer Diane Schoemperlen, the all-rounder Steven
Heighton) but as yet no single mover-and-shaker has ansen o
take the place ance held by Helwig or Marshall — or chat held
currently by John Mercalf in Ortawa. The capital has always
artracted writers, because there are always ways for writers to eke
ourt a living there, as in the civil service, which has shelrered
poets as far apart in tune as Archibald Lampman and John
Newlove. Carleton University and the University of Ottawa
{where Seymour Mayne and others teach
and where the Joumal of Canadian Poetrv
is published) are other centres uf activ-
ity. So of course is the Canada Council.
Bur one shouldn't overlook those twin
institutions, the National Library and che
National Archives, for their place in the local
hookscape. Lorna Knighr, curator of literary manuscripts at the
tormer, also runs the long-lived Arc Readings, one of several reg-
ularly scheduled series in the area. And yet
curiously for a city almuost woeally devoted
1o government, there has always been a
strong streak of independence in
Ocrawa’s writers. In facr, there’s a group
called the Ortawa Independent Writers.
But like all these other places, Otrawa,
which has heen home at one time or another  Elizabeth _
Brewster, George Johnston, Nurman Levine, and Robin .:
Mathews, has seen 1ts principals come and go. There may, infact, |
he something that could be called the Ontario circuit, with writ-
ers (and the balls of almost protoplasmic energy that surround
them) moving on a circuit from one city to the nexe. i

Readers can get some sense of this berween the linesinsuch ¢
reference works as Albert and Theresa Moritz's work The |
Oxford Hhestrated Literary Guide o Canada (Oxford, 1987) onon
a much more populist plane, in John Robert Colombo’s [
Canadian Literary Landmarks {Hounslow, 1984}. Recently, the
ever-industrious Colombo has published not only road-map-
sized charts entitled Writers Map of Toronto and Writers” Map of
Canada but, much more significantly, a Writers” Map of Onuario.
It tries to show thar a coherent culture in fact exists in the very
place where s many people Joubt that one is pussible. 4
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THE CHOSEN MOONSNAIL SONG
PRMAT‘]E - ¥} SHERYL McFARLANE

Hlustrated by
Human Nature and Cultural Diversity SHEENA LOTT
ADAM KUPER

! We ane all Dananians new Ve i ther: 2 5ot vplana-
ton for the evolution of human atore? The great debites
| about human origims. culiusal listers and hunsan natum: woa-
| froni us with v opposing Inages of bumaa beings One uew
+ emphasizes bolngy. the niher enphases colinre .o te: k-
. dation of human behavior [ P Chenent Premicle Wi
+ Fuper reframes these dofinkes and recomadens the hunlmienlal

Rhythinic, evocative
and full of images of
the seashore,
Moonsnail Song is for
dreamers - daydme
and nighttime -

P! everywhere.

questions of anthropolog - M o 1 s
21 hatftones Handoaer ISBN: 1-551 43-008-8; $14.95 hardcover
Harvard University Press "ORCA BOCK PUBLISHERS™
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Brotherhood to Nationhood . CANADIAN TELEVISION
Bearge Manoel and the Making of the POLICY AND THE BOARD OF

Iodem Indlan Movement

by Per McFartane BROADCAST GOVERNORS,
Pt it 1058-1068
1993

AMDREW STEwWaART AND Witliass H.N. Huul

With the establishment of the BBG in 1958, Canada
entered into a watershed decade in the development
of Canadian broadcasting as the growing economic

and political power of private broadcasting chal-

: ' lenged the CBC.
“! urge each and everyone who is inferested in native history in _ 55.00 j 94
Ganads to read this book" Aroniawenrate, Eastermn Door ‘ :

Between the Lines, 720 Bathurst St. #404, Toronto, 0N M5S 2R4
416-535-9914 phone; 416-535-1484 fax

TSAR PUBLICATIONS A SUMMER FEAST
A Walnut Sapling .@@KS N CANADAQS

on Masih s Grave
Mesits G Summer 94 issue will feature:
stories by Iranian Women i Smaty ° Thomas King's photo essay on native writers;

T o Gail Scott on writing and race in Gertrude
Stein's Paris;
¢ Victoria Branden on how male writers are

Peter McFarlane's fast-paced political
biography of the strategies and maneu-
vrings of this three-time Nobel Prize
nominee is a riveting account of the most
vislonary leaders of the Native movement
In Ganada and around the world.

John Green & Farzin Yazdanfar

s __ . the stories allow readers to glimpse

{ke rich, poetic Persian spirit trapped within avoiding sex;
the rigid social constraints all Iranians, ° a profile of Joyce Marshall, known for her
especially women, endure.” fiction and translation;

—The Christian Science Monitor

° many reviews, including the latest

IN BOOKSTORES NOW gardening titles!

$14.95 0-920661-39-4




Discipline in Writing

While other authors wait for inspiration, Austin Clarke goes out and finds it

USTIN CHESTERFELD CLARKE spent his firse 20 yeams in

Barbados before coming to Canada in 1955. The

“Toronto writer has worked as a journalist, hroadcaster,
creative-writing teacher, and writer in residence, and also
served his native country as cultural attaché to the
Washington embassy (1974-75) and general manager of the
Caribbean Broadcasting Corporation (1975-76). The larter
experience inspired Clarke ro write his novel The Prime
Minister {General, 1977). In Toronto, he ran unsuccessfully
for electdon as a Progressive Conservative MPP. His publica-
tions include the short-story collections When He Was Free
and Young and He Used to Wear Silks (Anansi, 1971), When
Women Rule (McClelland & Stewart, 1985), Nine Men Who
Laughed (Penguin, 1986), and There Are No Elders (Exile
Editions, 1993), the novels The Meeting Point { Macmillan,
1967) and Proud Empires (Penguin, 1988), and the first vol-
ume of his autobiography, Growing Up Stupid under the Union
Jack {McClelland & Stewart, 1980). Clarke spoke with John
Oughton in Toronto.

BiC: Many writers who move from one country to another find
that they feel for a while that they have a foot in both countries, and
notreally a home in either. But it seems as though vou've been ahle
to participate in the political and cultwral life of rwo counuries at
once without feeling especially tom by it.

Clarke: Yes, that is true. You see, when [ was at schoul in
Barbados [ used to go every Tuesday into the House of
Assembly and listen to the debates, and | knew Errol Barnow
at the time, who had just formed the Barbados Labour Party.
He was leader of the opposition, and he knew [ was going
abroad to study, and he gave me private tutoring in eco-
nomics. He studied at the London School of Econemics him-
self. And then another man in the party, who's now Sir James
Tudor, coached me in political science. So | always had that
connection. My intention was to come here and do eco-
nomics and then go o England and do law, and go back home
and be a politician. So it's in my blood. It wasn’t strange that |
would seelk a sear in Toronto, and ['ve kept up my arcachment
to Barbados in the sense of having written the campaign strat-
egy and certain papers for two elections. Of course, politics in
Barbados is quite different from politics here. In Barbados, it i
like a culture, and people take part in it with mure gustoand

enthusta and passion. So T have never tound e distracting
or even a marter thar would cause me ro separate my political
interests in this counery fom my polincal interests n
Barbxades, but | wouldn’t run in Barbaden,

BiC: Yuu've also worked m jorermahsm. Dio xou think the variots
things vou've dome to make a iving have mfluenced vour wriing?

Clarke: [ had no intention of bemng a writer, really. When ic
vecurred to me thar 1 could nor pursue law, because of mar-
rape and little funds, etc., [ thought thar perhaps [ could be a
journalist. But I must say that [ stumbled into journalism. Te
wan the Christmas season and [ was working part-time ar the
post office. 1 did not like the atnrude of the supervisor, su 1
ook himn ar his word and lefe. [ went home expecting to have
some sympathy from my wife, who 1s Canadian-bomn, and se
her attitude to things is different from mine. She suggested
that | should probably go back out and look for a jub, hecause
Christmas was coming and we had one child, a daughter. So 1
went down 1o the Thomsan Building, and a man interviewed
me. He asked me vne guestion. He said, " If there was a fire in
this building, and you were sent to cover it, how would you
write it™" All [ knew about journalism was chac the lead para-
graph must satisfy the three or four Ws and an H, and thac |
could not put myself too personally into the story, un idea thae
15 changing nowadays. So | told him that, and he gave me a
one-way ticker to Timmins [Ontano), and the promise of the
grand salary of $35 a week. My first assignment was covering a
Kiwans Club meeting, ar which [ was embraced and given a
lat tor ear and drink, and [ went back to the office the same
night. I was a very efficient cub reporter and [ wrore five of the
best pages reporting has seen, and left it at the desk. The next
morning, the managing editor called me up. And he wore his
glasses ar the tip uf the nuse, so he lovked over them to look at
me, and counted the pages. Five pages. And then he said,
“Simms" — that was the namy of anorher reporter — “Would
you please transhare this mro jounalese ™ And the managing
editor’s advice ro me was, “I suggest thar you spend the rest of
the week reading the Glube and Mail ro wee how a news story
goes.” Sa Simms pue my five pages into three paragraphs, and |
tried to understand that. | was never gond at news reporting,
bhut | thought | mastered tearure wniting. And thaes whae [ did
when | went from Timmins to Kirkkand Lake. | used to string
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The Limit of Delta Y Over Delta X

A calculus formula.
A caleulating man.
A young woman
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but unwise.
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2504 York Avenue
Vancouver, B.C. VBK 1E3
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for the Globe, the Star, and the Telegram at the same time.
And then the Globe hired me. But the benefits of being a jour-
nalist in my past are very clear in my mind. [t has raughe me
discipline in writing. | know now that one cannot wair for
something called “inspiration,” but one should be at the desk
for the same time every day, even if nothing comes. If it is pos-
sible, one should remain in the same room, perhaps ar the
same chair until. ... You can't be running around, in and out of
the house and expect to be writing. You sit down for eight
hours or four hours, and what comes, comes. That is it. The
other discipline would be revising. In journalism, you don't
have enough time to revise as often as you have to revise in
fiction. ] usually revise about five times. If it's a shorcstory,
sometimes it may be six times. But very few things I've written
have been revised only twice. And, from joumalism, [ learned
to type. | still prefer the typewriter to the computer.

BiC: In the past you've said that you're very grateful for the clissi-
cal education you had in Barbados, that it had taught you disci-
pline. Did you mean it in the same sense as the discipline that you
learned from journalism?

Clarke: The classical education taught me discipline in the
sense of tackling things that are unpalatable or not exciting,
providing a pretty strong foundation in understanding lan-
guage, and also providing the curiosity to go look ara book, or
people, or situations. I feel that it more or less prepared me for

e
e
]

Neww

any profession thar | wanred to take up. Anather aspect of the
educarion, o, was the system of prefects. In my time the pre-
fects funcrioned as vice-principaks function in Toronw —
they were in charge ot adminsstration. Avan early age we were
put into classraons, if not 1o take the class, at lease o keep the
hoys quiet until the masters had come from their meetngs or
whatever. Su that would be one of the benefics that accnued
from thar kind of education. Mow, the other thing is, as vou
said, teaching. . .I would have w describe the reaching as very
exciting because it was during the rime of civil rights. when
the Americans thoughr they should succumb to some of the
Jemands made by the mare radical Black leaders, and when
Black Studies was introduced. [ came in at the beginning of
that. | was exposed ro some: of the best minds in America,
Black and whire, and the pussibality of sitting Jown at lunch
with a man like Robert Penin Warren and hearing him talk
about his poerry, or C. Van Wondwand, the crinc/hstorian. [n
the cullege. guests would be present; if you were invited to
dinner you might sit beside this man, or sit pretty close to him,
and he had written a book. And you had him there to Jdiscuss
the book, 50 voudidn't have to read the book. [ feel it is very
necessary for the fiction writer ro be exposed to this kind of
intellecrual stimulation, which may nor be directly connected
to what he's doing, but gives the mmd an opporruniry for
expansion. | suppuse [ thought of leaving Yale in 71 because a
certain jealousy developed wirhin me. ] would be lecturing
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The Small
Matter of

Getting There
by Christine Slater

4

‘When you really want something,
how much are you willing to
give?

force,

——

“Possesses a kind of power... through
clarity [and] simpliciry.”

Patricia Pearson

The Globe and Mail

dictability. The Quarterly runs novel-length
Fctions as well as fictions that consist in
the compression of only a handful el
concise sentences: poetry that refutes the
poetical: compuositional speculations that
invert the very ilea of the literary:
oddments ol ofien unclassifiable stripe:
wildly recentric visual art. Given the
controversy of it elfecs. The Quarloaly is
widely taken to be the most exeeptional
occasion for the reader o come into lively |
contact with tomarrow s writing today. i

“Near-perfect.”
Jerty Horton
Quill & Queire

“Proof of Christine Slater's talent.”
Ted Mumford, Noie

“Once I pick up one of her books, 1
can’t put it down until it’s done.”
Donna Lypchuk
eye Weekly

Founded and edited Iy Gordun Lish and
now published by Sam Hivate and
Guuer Press. Tlhe (rarterly is constituged

| of pruse fiction and poetry robust in the
chararter of its idiosynr rasy . Ranked as
one of the tap fve literary, magazines by
the Neww Yark Tomes Bok: Reewee. T
Quartery is known Jor its accessibility o
all comers. Newly reborn, The (uarterly
fully intends 1o regain its reputation as an
outlaw. periodical that careens with
quirkiness. energy. outrage. surprise iand
To keep its activity free ol pre-

Edited by Gordon Lish

From the depths of his despair,
impotence and shame, Abel cries
out, “Are men as bad as women say
we are?”

“A wonderful first nevel... cinematic.. full
of shore, deftly drawn scenes... Portnoy’s
Complantt and Boy's Night Out are two
of the only books 1o send me into choking
hts of faughter in public.”
Elizabeth Renzern
The Globe and Mail

| “Itis always a pleasure 1o welcome a comic
{ novel thar manages to break through the
old chichés and the older stereoypes.
Bov’s Night Out is one of the funniest
hooks that 1 have read in some time..
nicely wrirten and worthy of major note
and readership.”

Michael Caren

Lac Tones

by James R. Wallen

and giving seminars on books written by friends of mine, and
then all of a sudden [ would say, “Well, why am | not writing?
Am 1 going to be known as a professor or am | going to be
lnown asa writer! Do ] want to be known as a professor?” You
can’t teach and write ar the same time. | think you have to be
very organized to do both, unless you teach during the term
and you write in the summer. | like teaching as much, if nor
better, than writing. So 1 found myself spending quite a lot of
time with my students. I made a point of having the seminars
in my house so that my students would come, and I'd cook for
them, and listen to music, and talk...give them complete
exposure, which I think is so important to young people. So
those are the benefits from the three aspects of my former life.

BiC: You obviously have a great vegard for poerry. You wrote it
early on. Is there a secrer Austin Clarke poetry book waiting some-
where? Do you occasionally feel like venturing into poetry?

Clarke: I write poetry, yes. | probably could have been a poer,
but I don’t like dabbling in all aspects of writing at the same
time. I think one should specialize. The reason thar [ did not
continue writing poetry seriously could be blamed on a very
harsh letzer Robert Weaver wrote me. [ had submitred some
poetry to Tamarack Review, and Robert Weaver replied char
he did not see any semblance of merit in it, and that [ was
wasting my rime. We laugh about this now, but some review-
ers and critics have commented about the poetic quality of my

prose. [ take that very seriously. [ do have a bound book, like a
journal, where | put down some poetry. And [ do think that as
I get older I will probably spend more time writing it. I love
poetry hecause | was exposed to the best poetry when | was
going 1o school- So my good friends are brilliane poers. like
Derek Walcotr, Dionne Brand, Edward Braithwaite, and
LeRoi Jones, and more recently a young Guyanese, Fred

[ Aguiar, and of course Andrew Salkey, the Jamaican chap
who now teaches at Hampshire College in Massachusetts. 1
feel that when 1 need nourishment, | have ro get it in poetry,
and [ have learned a lot about writing from poetry. | men-
tioned Rabert Penn Warren; and 1 would say that my models,
in the sense of influencing my writing fiction, would he Eliot,
Keats, John Milton, Dylan Thomas, Braithwaite, and some
others. There’sa certain magic that the poet is capable of pro-
ducing un a page that very few fiction writers come close to.
The music of poetry and music itself are two great intluences
on my work. [ have always felt thac chere’s a place for music in
fiction if you are forthright enough and successful in describ-
ing a character against the impact of some piece of music.
When | was working on The Meeting Point, I was quite
impressed by certain pieces of classical music. And I played
them, my favcurites, day after day. At that rime, | was listen-
ing ta lots of Beethoven. And from listening 1o Becthoven's
Sixth Symphony, [ could see the possibility of weaving that
inro the fabric of the hook 1 was writing. Now, P'm not saying
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that 1 succeeded, but [ know that I attempted to relate sec-
tions of that novel to the movemenrs in Beethoven.

BiC: Something that Anthony Burgess tried about 20 years later in
his novel Napoleon Symphony.

Clarke: I'm aware of that book. But | wasn't doing it so delib-
erately: I was allowing the idea that the music put in my head
to coincide with some aspects of the characterization and the
movement and tempo and structure of the novel.

BiC: You were, I think, one of the first writers m Canada to veally
itz about racism here, as if it wasn't something that only hap-
pened south of the border. You made it an important issue in your
fiction. Do you think racism conditioned how you were accepred

here as a writer?

Clarke: [ tried to ignore that years ago, because it was not
important to me as a person, and it was certainly no indica-
tion of the value of my work if it was seen in those terms.
Nowadays I am becoming a bir angrier about that aspect of my
life. It is perhaps an arrogant thing for any writer to say,
regardless of his colour or ethnicity, that he has not been
treated by the literary establishment in such a way as reflects
what he considers to be the value of his coneribution. Bur as
you get older, I think you become more outspoken and, asa
writer, more radical. So I'm prepared to say that I don't think
thar my work has been subjected to the critical scrutiny it
deserves. And I don't think, therefore, that I have derived
from this output the benefits that | cught to have. But then,
even though 1 am a writer by profession, since it’s all | can do, 1
think it s the best thing [ can do. So, even if my whole work is
mediocre, it is certainly the best [ can do. In other wards, |
can’t be a carpenter, or a pimp, or a lawyer, or a doctor. So, if
that’s the case, then as a serious writer I'm in a position to
know when Pm bullshirting the reader and the public. ['m
also in a position to know whether my work is mediocre. And,
even if it is mediocre, I can still feel that there could have
been, and ought to have been, more attention paid. But then
it becomes absurd, because when you look at the Canadian
attitude to writing, every writer could make that claim. I came
along at a time when the thing was, “Well, why are there not
writers in Canada? And, to tell the truth, it must have been a
strong-headed decision on my part as a young man, as my fam-
ily and friends said, “Why waste your time sitting down writ-
ing™ I mean, it had to be a weird decision, and then o be the
only Black writer for many years. We, meaning the writers of
that generation, tried to solve this problem, and in the lare
*60s and *70s, there was the fantastic renaissance in Toronto
and other parts of the country concerning writing. And all
that energy and activity helped form the Writers' Union, of
which I was a part during the planning sessions. So, to answer
your question, | never regarded myself, as a wrirer, as an élite
person. | consider a writer to be in the same category asa

labouret, and ] always use the analogy of laying bricks. You get
accustumed to laying bricks every day, and then vou become
expert with the lircle patterns and things like this. And |
never regarded writing, my writing, as something that was
going ta change people or sociery. 've always been lucky to
write what [ want to write and, within reason, not having to
suffer because of what I've written and therefove not being
able to make a living. ['ve always been able to have things
ancillary tv the writing that cuuld continue w pay bills. So my
arritude has always been that, even though | said what [ did o
you about recognition and such things, the books will ralk for
themselves. And [ feel the houks will last, even though some
of them are our of print. | think somebody will come along,
some years from now, dig them up again, and publish them.

BiC: Do you feel that vou've had much influence on the wave of
writers in Canada now who are dealing with coming to Canada
from another cultire? { recently read a short stury by Neil
Bissoondath called “Dancing,” and it was almost exactly like an
Austin Clarke story. It’s about West Indian peopls having a very
noisy party and these cold white people come o the door and ask
them e et it doun. Now, I'm not saying he deliberarels pat-
terned it from you, but it's certainly an example of whar you made
possible in Canadian writing.

Clarke: 1 would nor like to project myself as a model, but 1
would say thart the writer is a bit like a scavenger or sponge.
And there's nothing new to be written about; everything you
can think of has been written about. [t is your point of view
that counts. Bisscondath is forrunate in the sense that he
came to the factory at the time when a Jor of che workers in
this factory were West Indian, and he could look ac this
assemblage and see characters. [n my time, there were notso
many, and I suppose my work must have heen shocking,
because | can imagine a Canadian opening my book in 1963
and seeing these things. He'd probably never heard, ardidn'’e
know, that they took place in Toronte. So that is the advan-
tage that people like Bissoondath and Cecil Foster have, thar
there is a sociery or world of characters from whom they can
pick the ones they want. But of course | would have to agree
with the historical reality, and say, "Well, since | was here first
and did it first, they are coming afrer me and perhaps they
might see something of value in what | wasdvingand try o
improve on it. You could say that now there isa school of
immigrant writing. Once upon a time it didn't exist. Our
problem is to try s fashion — the sophisticared term is
“canon,” but [ don’t want to use that — with all the examples
we have around us, something that you could define as the
West Indian novel, the model, so far as structure, poine of
view, language. slang, and so on. | think it is here for anyone
who wants to look. And the fact that we're heing raught and
read in academic circles should convince us thar all of the
work has not heen in vain. &
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I always think the country [ was born and brought up in
is full of events and emotions and amazing things going on all the time.
Alice Munro, 1982 interview

VER SINCE falling in love with the Another pioneer caim past Seaforth, on
fiction of Alice Munro, [ have a shabby site off the main road, hears a
wanted to visic her native whitewashed mscription: Colonel
Wingham. Finally, consulting my map of Anthony van Egmond here “grew the first
Ontario, [ set out to do just that. whear in the Huron Tract.” A champion of
Highway 8, my route into “Munrovia," freedom, like his celebrated ancestor
is marked by cairns that were unveiled a Count Egmont, he led the rebel roops at
century after the surveying of this road York in 1837. But with only 200 armed
through the great Huron Tract. One, just men under his command, the colonel suf-
afrer Sebringville, is crowned by a log- fered a quick Jefeat and died shortly there-
cleavingaxe. “With only the rags on their after in jail.
backs” —as Munro recounts it in the story Liberation from Family Comopact
“Chaddeleys and Flemings” — poor folk tyranny was van Egmond’s aim; Munro rells

thus claimed a chunk of wilderness for of liberation ina modem sense. After the

themselves. Munros own great-grandfa- break-up of her first marriage, in Brirish

ther came here in the 1850s with a brother ) Columbia, she returned to her roots by :

who, while clearing the land, waskilledby 7 ;0" ;" { weddinga man from nearby Clinton. This |

afalling tree. Such rales adom the Tracts | ] ; revived old memories, told in her accom-

rich mythology. : D : X plished and psychalogically rich fiction. :
R i ey Y -
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In “Chaddeleys and Flemings,” large-scale mechanized
farming erases a tombstone’s very site: “the corner ot a field
then was not necessarily the corner of a field now.” The mud-
ern world of consumerism and sexual liberation, similarly,
obscures an older one of bare survival in which women often
died in childbirth.

I pass the supermarket in Clinton where Munro buys her
groceries. Here one day a checkout boy discovered, 1o
Munro's dismay, that his customer was the same great writer
they were studying at school.

In Demce of the Hapjry Shades, “Walker Brothers Cowboy”
begins with the father’s suggestion of a trip to Lake Huron
tosee if it’s still there, the idea being that eventually it
won’t be, 85 lava and glacier reshape the planer. [ think of
this while driving to the Tiact’s major town, Goderich,
described in that coflection as “Tuppertown” and more
extensively in several stories in Friend of My Youth as
“Walley.” It liesat the mouth of the Maitland River
— for Munro the “Wawanash” or “Old Father
Maidand,” which offers “whatever myths you want.”

Ona cliff above Lake Huron, I join others in the
rite of sunser-watching, Lives are suspended at this
juncture of light and dark, while the lighthouse lamp
totates and powerboats swirl restlessly far below. But
the sun disappears, breaking the hush, and the
watchers quickly disperse.

In *Walker Brothers Cowboy,” Munro
describes a young girl at a similar over-
look anxiously responding to her
father's account of the origin of the
Grear Lakes: “*All where Lake Huron is
now,” he says, ‘used to be flat

by the Upper Town, which Les scraighe ahead.
Wingham came into its own when two nailways
joined here, giving rise to a fumiture factory and
woollen mill.
1 drive up the main street, Josephine, to i
where rwo grandtatherly towers keepcom-
A pany: they are the post uffice and the |
' town hall. In the town hall, a clerk ‘
kindly takes me upstairs to che audito-
rium, altered since Munro's youth by a
lighthulb-nimmed stage exrension now
land'....The tiny share we have of time used mostly by country-music groups. A
appalls me, though my father seems to S maoen I precocious and talented girl performing
regard it with tranquillicy.” T ~. here ar mid-century figures in “The

.:-"'-3'7',.‘.."":":":-!‘! . “ Time of Death” as Patricia Parry —
T was conscious of. . .the shape of people’s ?"":.. Jo 1-_‘-‘- I “the Lirtle Sweetheart of Maitland
lives, the shape of their stories, the whole - e iV Valley, the Baby Blonde, the Pint-Size
business of how life is made into a story by - .":-_-_':"-;": 'T T " Kiddie with che Grear Big Voice.”
the peaple who live it, and then the whole AT - X - i : Wingham was then known as the
town sort of makes its own story. ,:7;,‘:5"*:_ L= ; 2} “country music caputal,” and interest
1983 interview .:?"; -SRI ; ’ ‘* n in this genre has revived since
A I B “Primetime Country™ hegan its first
THE NEXT MORNING, | take Highway 4 s £ ‘% season here in 1991.

to Wingham, which lies beyond the
“prairie” — the lowlands embrac-
ing the Maitland River. Only

by dint of heroic effort, it is

said, did the fitst settler arrive

at thesite in 1858, On my left

is the Lower Town; vulnerable

to flooding, it was superseded

This is the site of the schoul operetta
in the novel Lives of Girls and Women,

the stage seemingly "bright asa bon-
fire, lit by such fanatical devo-

tion.” Also held here is che

revival meering chat forges

Dl Jordan's firse love, o fer-

vent hymn accompanimenit:
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EFATHERCJ Lyceum Theatre, the picture show of Munra's

\

\ North of the town hall I spot the sign for the
!
!

’THEI:‘I-!ERRL"’"" WEET
sk [ THEATRE '—r_:_:_—--____]'_‘—'lg_-__g‘-n% yauth, still in operation. | encounter the
] = i Al owner in 1cs minuscule lobby, and learn that

the theatre uses projectors bought in 1946. A
poolroom was once alongside ar No. 292,
which adjoins the teenagers’ hangour of roday:
Home Video.

The Blue Owl Cafe? | can easily summon up
the 1940s at Goud's Coffee Shop, No. 342, a
living museum — and also a cosy home for the
proprieror, Berry Good, with dozens of plants
in the currained windows. Phortos of her great-
great-grandparents and her own offspring

L L L P, ST

——— . -

f.:.‘.::" ;iﬁ;ﬂld;s':?; Glory, ﬂan.k t_he cash register and its image of the
To tell the old, ol story — Vll'gll'} Mary. Customers enter to bl_w
copies of the London Free Press piled
I look in on the council chambers, where atop the refrigerator, then sit at the
the doomed Miss Farris painted faces for the . countersancient stools ro read and

operertas—sent up “like bubbles, shaped with
quivering, exhausting effort, then almost casually
set free.” Here also is the weekly Great Books discus-
sion enjoyed by Del’s mother, whose life is viewed by
her daughrer assomething our of a novel.

When Munro was growing up, the library was in the

chat as the radio intersperses
Elvis-era runes with price
quotes for farm produce.
Good's, with its dared
menu and mismatched
chairs, faces stiff compe-

town hall (“PUBL CRE DING ROOM,” everybody hav- tirion from a generic
ing deciphered the notice by mentally fill- Jdoughnut shop ina
ing in the missing letters); the new one strip mall up che
stands just to the north. The Alice Munro street- Beyond
file is dismayingly thin, and ] begin to the crumbling
wonder if she has forfeited esteern in her CN station and a
home town by describing it so acurely. bend of the Maitland

Thus itcften is, whether the community
be Wingham or the Dublin of James Joyce.

River, a convenience store
takes the name and site of

What might have been offensive? Later [ - an old dance hall, the
would hear Winghamites express wonder Royal T.
thar this “prim and proper” girl could have Once sporting a rooftop
written graphic accounts of sexual dot-dor-dot-dash V-for-

. victory sign for air-force
pilots to see, the Royal T is
Munro's "Gay-La," where

" * Del glimpses the males’
“belt buckles or botrles

. glinting in the Jdark.

" Terrv. the Royal T's

- ebullient clerk, producesa
- commemarative mug
picked up at a garage sale

encounter (2 flash of insanity, a dreamlike,
ruthless, contemptuous breakthrough in a
world of decent appeatance”). Some towns- . g
people alsoasserted thar her work contained
identifiable references to local peaple.

These long light evenings we visited every part
of toum. We loitered past the Lyceum
Theatre, the Blue Ol Cafe, the pookroom.
We sat on the benches by the cenotaph, and if

any car honked at us we waved. Dismayed by — “The Royal T 1939-
our greenness, our leggy foolishness, they 1978" —and gives me a
drive on by; they laughed out their windows. Roval Tkey chain asa

Lives of Girls and Women
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] ask the woman waiting on me, “Back
in the 1940s when Alice Munro was grow-
ing up, was this bakery located here!™” She
tallies up the years her parents had worked
in it, consulrs others un this point, and
ascertains that, yes, this was the spot. |
marvel ar how slightly Wingham has
changed.

Orillia long repudiated its own literary
genius, Stephen Leacack, before capitaliz-
ing on his fame with “Sunshine Sidewalk
Sales™ and the like. | weigh the possibility
of this cccurring on Wingham's still-pris-
tine streexs. But such self-conscious myth-
making would be out of place here, where
people are still engrossed in day-tu-day
drama.

Despire drastic change in the rural econ-
omy and the loss of nearly all indusery.
Wingham remains very much itself.
Perhaps the town is destined some day ro
acquire a "Del Jordan Bake Shoppe™ ora :
“Lives of Girls and Women Bourtique,” bur |
I hope [ will never see it so transformed;
this would only confirm that sumething
very important had disappeared.

I return co vown. The former post
office, still with the moonlike clock where
Del noted the time, is now the local
museum. One entire room is devoted to
the saga of how “Doc” Cruickshank made z =
Wingham the only Canadian town of its PR "_.‘5
size to have a commercial radio station. 1 5
enquire about Alice Munro, and hear of
vague intentions to have her work hon-
cured. Greg Gatenby, artistic director of
Harbourfront’s literary events, once rold
me that this Winghamite is admired
internationally more than any other
Canadian writer; you wouldn't know that
from the museurm.

Toothsome baked goods are offered
next door at MacIntyre’s, the basis for
McArter's Bakery in Lives of Girls and . 7t ] ,
Women. In the novel, Del comes here in B ol e Crnid
the “big cream-and-chocolate, clean- .
smelling car” — owned by her American
aunt and uncle — “nosing along
berween the snowbanks almost silently,
like an impudent fish,” on an outing that
briefly makes the town appear “not
unigue and permanent as | had thoughr,
burt almost makeshift, and shabby; it
would barely do.”

And no list cordd hold what | wanued, for
what | wanted was every last thing, every
laver of speech and chowghr, srroke of light on
bark or walls, every smell, potholz, pain,
crack, delusion, held still and held wgether —
radiant, everlasting.

Lives of Girls and Women




When Del’s first passion concludes and she “repossesses
the world,” hunger for the town of Jubilee makes her compile
many lists, including one of the names on the cenoraph, just
down the street. [ drop in to the Aduance- Times office next
door, hoping that my keenness about Munrovia might be
shared by someone here. Atonce [ meet the advertising
manages, Audrey Currey. “My older sister walked to school
with Alice,” she cries, “me following behind!” 1t isn’ diffi-
cult for me to imagine this charming person as the teenager
she had then been. Time, eerily, is being folded back.

Audrey produces a map showing every building in
Wingham. With a felt pen, she draws red crosses on the
exact spot of important Munrovian events, fictional and
otherwise. Then along comes Audrey’s husband, Jim, a past
chair of the “Primetime Country” board, and l am taken to
lunch. In the Riverboat Restaurant (with facilities aptly
marked “Buoy” and “Gull”) we discuss various Munro sto-
ries. Jim emphasizes the intonation of one title: “Who do you
think you are?” Anyone transcending accepred norms may
expect this rebuke today, he points out, and yet both Jim and
Audrey affirm, "“We've got great people in this town.”

AFTER THANKING my newfound friends for their hospirality, |
go back up the street, enquiring about this place and thar. 1
was in Alice’s class,” the genial hardware-store owner
remarks, as I mull over possible models for a Selrite store in
Lives of Girls and Women. Such “country manners” are
described in “The Progress of Love”: “Even if somebody
phones up to tell you your house is burning down, they ask
first how you are.”

Map in hand, ] go westward one black to the Baptist
Church (“a Bible-believing, soul-winning church”}. Here
the infatuated Del attends Young Peoples: “never getting
used to it, always amazed and lonely as somebody thrown up
it a shipwreck.”

{ continue along “the quier, decaying streets where old
maids live, and have birdbaths and delphiniums in their gar-
dens” to 284 Leopold, once the home of Munro’s grand-
mother. A character based on her in “The Peace of Utrecht”
gives away clothes that had belonged to her daughter-in-law:
“Everything must be used up, saved and mended and made
into something else and used again; clothes were to be
worn.”

The Legion hall, now on Victoria Street, succeeds the one
where, in “Who Do You Think You Are?” Rose meets a male
alter ego from her youth. This is Ralph Gillespie, possessed of
a gift for character imitarion that she much admires.
Learning afterwards of his death from head injuries caused by
a fall down the Legion’s basement stairs, Rose suddenly feels
“his life, close, closer than the lives of men she’d loved, one
slotover from her own.”

@ 'Iil Father’s Body
Paut Wilson
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Bear Bones & Feathers
Louise Halfe

Heartrending poems
of Native life from a
powerfill new voice.
1-55050-0554 $9.95
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carthiness aed spirina 1111\.
— Peter Growski,
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Dreaming My

An exciting addition to
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poetry.”
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We lived at the end of a road running west from Dagleish over
some scrubby land where there were small wooden houses and flocks
of chickens and children. The land vose t0 a decenu height where we
swere and then sloped in wide fields and pastuires, decorated with elm
trees, doum to the curve of the river.

“Connection”

1 CONTINUE westward on Victoria, along the route taken by
Munro to and from the town high school (now entirely rebuilt).
She was lucky to have been taught there by Audrey Tiffen, once
lauded by Northrop Frye during her Victoria College days for a
“Devil in Panadise Lost™” essay. {Visiting this zestiul woman later
in her apartment in Don Mills, Ont., I was flabhergasted to be
shown a sepia class photo and told that Munro can recall the
colour of each garment worn by everyone in the shor.)

1 cross the Maitland, whose silvery willows somerimes
inspired Del to dream “a nineteenth-century sort of life, walks
and studying, rectitude, courtesy, maidenhouod, peacefulness.”
Bur there &5 also the flooding, which cast 20 lamilies from
their homes in 1948. In Lives of Girls and Women, it transformys
Uncle Craig’s huge town-history manuscript intv *a hig wad
of soaking paper.”

Ahead is Lower Town — the fictivnal Dagleish or West
Hanratty — which rose around the first sawmill. The road
zigzags past fairgrounds into “'a kind of little ghetto where all
the bootleggers and prostitutes and hangers-on lived.” West
Hanrarty, however, “got itself spruced up with pain and alu-
minum siding.” In “Images” a child meets Old Joe Phippen.
who lives in a cellar hereabouts (actually the hame of such a
man, I am rold); she promises her father nor to mention the
episode, “like the children in fairy stories who have seen their
parents make pacts with rerrifying strangers.”

The fox pens set up by Munros Bcher. Fall Lardlaw, Lie
directly ahead. When the Diepresaon killed fur-tarming, these
were adapred tor turkeys, which mhabit them today. 1 was used
tor things hemng killed,” <tys Del. In “Boys und Girls,” we're told
that decrepit horses were periodically slaughtered tor the Foxes'
food. Work was heavy, and Munro once emphasized this by
quoting Margaret Laurence on "peaple who teel guiley ar the
drop ufa har, for whom virtue only anses from work.”

Reyond the pens | fimd the Ladlaws' tormer home, now
housing a skim-and-nail-care chinie called Total Indulgence.
Here the vourhful Munro mdulged henelt by reading Wuthering
Heighis - which led her also toe write a Bronte-style romance —
and a Tennyson verse collection salvaged from an abandoned
house. Bur “the watershed book of my Iife,” a5 Munra Jescribed
it, was Lucy Maud Monteomenys Emily af New Moon.

Her marriage to James Munro was celebrared ar this house in
1951. Afrer irs break-up <he wrore Whe D You Think You Are?,
where, in "Simon’™ Luck,” Rese avows that never since the sep-
aration had she been “the free person, the one with all chae
power; mayhe she had used 1t all up, all that was coming to her.”

I e m bed beside wee beele sister. Istenng o the smgmg m the vard.

Life 1s mansformed. b these vorces, by these presences, by therr

high spirits and pranel esteem, Jor themselies andd each other.
*Cunnection”

I PEPART from Winpham on Highway 4, turning Jown the firse
concession o where Kepple Disney established a tarmin 1857
near Bluevale. Here was bom g son, Elis, destined o become
a Bible-reading oprimist fond of saying *Gad will provide.™
Contfidently, Elias bought a farm in Musourt, which soon
tatled, bur 11« amimal hite and the main streee of nearbe
Murcelline charmed his son, Walr.
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Walt Disney revisited his grandpa’s Bluevale farm in the
1940s, delighting the Wingham of Munro's adulescence. But
his sentimentally viewed animals do not belong in the natural
world she pormays. On an early summer day when nature
appears "debased, maddeningly erotic,” Del is driven down
this same concession road by the local radio station's news
reader, who masturbates in front of her. Where Disney pre-
sents moral absolutes, Munro explores multiple meanings and
refuses o take sides.

I RETURN ta Highway 4 in the late afternoon, and continue on
to Blyth. Ies Memorial Hall has an upstairs theatre, the scene
of “cantatas” remembered by Munro’s grandmorher as splen-
did affairs (blackface minstrel shows, actually). When an
innovative theatre company came here in 1975, therc were
qualms abour “no-goods from Toronto doing dirty plays,”
although the outcome, of course, was the Blyth Festival.

When picking up my ticket for the evening’s drama, ! ask
about a local treat: suppers at the United Church, with real
country cooking. “That’s prepaid, actually,” | am told, “but
perhaps some seats will be left.” [ am able to gain admittance
to the supper, which takes place in a basement hung with
framed embroideries spelling out the Beatitudes and the Lond’s
Prayer. At long rables are busloads of Torontonians here for
theatre and food — a buffet of beef, corn, peas, potatoes-and-
gravy, delicious pies.

I enquire about Alice Munro's father, who artended the
Continuation School in Blyth, and am intruduced to Shitley
Rutledge, a pleasant middle-aged woman. “Bill Laidlaw!” she
exclaims, “Why, my father stood up for Bill at his wedding'”
Shitley tells of growing up here — warbling Scottish songs at
the Hall on Scots Night — then moving away, but ultimately
returning to home turf, just as Alice Munro has done.

L ask abour Laidlaw’s boyhood home. Shirley identifies this
as the house “made of upright bricks” a block away ar 210
Drummond. Here he would read James Fenimaore Cooper’s
romantic depictions of trapping in the bush, and adope this
pursuit in adulr life to become, ultimartely, a breeder of foxes.

Viewing the willow-lined stream below, no» doubt the scene
of Bill Laidlaw’s boyhood adventures, [ am struck by the enig-
mas of personal myth. The father, fascinated by the wildness
from which the Huron Tract was carved, later struggles to
keep his family above the poverty line. The daughter, sustain-
ing her free spirit, enters a new wilderness that threatens to
smother the caims of an older morality. During the lives of
both —as in all generations — the imagined somehow must
connect with the real.

1 didn’t see that I wos the same one, embracing, repudiating. |
thought I could tn myself inside out, over and over again, and
tumble through the world scot free.

“Jesse and Meribeth"
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How Memory Works

Rita Donovan sees from A to C, and how I got there by

is mysterious’

LYNNE VAN LUVEN

A DONOVAN and the poet Blaine

Marchand are huddled around a table ar

the back of the Vienna Cafe, just off Sussex
Drive in downtown Ortawa, conducting a post
mortem on their perfformance on CHUO FM
radio’s “The Burning Page.” a once-monchly liter-
ary talk show.

This aftemoon’s pragram explored the differ-
ences between Kazuo Lshigura’s novel The Remains
of the Day and its film version, starring Emma
Thompson and Anthony Hopkins.

“Actually, [ liked the film maore than [ expected
to,” Donovan says. “Usually, | prefer novels to their
fifm trearmenis, but thar’s not the case this time.

“Of caurse,” she frets, “probably it doesn't really
matrer because | don't think anyone ever listens to
us. Do you think we bave an audience?” she asks
Marchand, wha is pretty sure chey do. Quick tw take
refuge in wisecracks, Donovan is still high from the
show, so she throws out more of her crademark one-
liners than usual, partly as a defence against our
impending interview.

An intensely private, introspective person,
Donovan loathes talking about herself, offering to
give a definitive interview on behalf of “some
other writer,” an insisting thar she becomes
“hopelessly inarticulate” when she tries ro discuss
her own work.

OQf course, at 39, with a B.A. from Concordia
University in Montreal and an M.A. from the
University of Alberta, Donovan is the antithesis
of inarticulate, but her feeling of being so may
stem from her fiction itself, which is often com-
plex, imagistic, and Far easier to experience than
to analyse.

Donovan's first novel, published in 1990, was
Dark Jewels (Ragweed), which won the Otrawa-
Carleton book award and was shore-listed for the
SmithBooks/Books in Canada First Novel Award.
Set in Cape Breton civca 1920, Dark Jewels was an
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intricate exploration of the Macfarland family, whose life
revolved around the coal-mining industry. Crirics called
Donovan’s debut impressive, describing the novel as “a hook
of breath-taking beaury,” and “compelling, anything but an
&sv read.”

However, when it came to Donovan’s 1991 novel, Deaisy
Circus, reviews were mixed — several of them shot with a
vein of perplexed annoyance. Donovan’s publisher,
Cormorant Books, called Daisy Circus “a difficult bouk to cat-
egorize,” bur it, too, won an Orrawa-Carleton buok award.

Even more than Dark Jewels, Daisy Circus is a haunting
novel; ostensibly the story of a questing young narrator
named Daisy and her convoluted relationship with her physi-
cally handicapped brother Drake, the novel reads like an
image-scape embroidered with the poetry of e.c. cummings
and a stream of jokes and puns thar are quincessentially
Donovanesque.

Daisy pursues impassioned interior monologues with an
imaginary poet/friend and her former stand-up comedy part-
ner, Elsie,while her memory teems with images of her child-
hood. As part of her research for the novel, Donovan stud ied
cummings’s unpublished papers at Harvard University, draw-
ing her title from the name of the poet’s childhood rocking
horse. The novel moves between a number of locarions,
including Montreal, Donovan's birthplace, as well as
Edmonton and Ottawa. The prose is laden with compelling
images; my favourite is that of Samuel de Champlain, frozen
forever in time in his Nepean Point statue near Parliament
Hill. Donovan writes:

Samuel de Champlain squints bronze eyes in the lare

cool sky; the moon is upon the river. The Indian crouch-
ing by his side is asleep or oblivious to the amazement on
the water, for the river is alive with astrolabes, wheeling,
plunging, jumping as fish leaping round now in circles....

Donovan expresses a restrained sort of exasperation with
critics’ reactions ro her writing. “T've always been able to sec
the story within the story, and that’s the way | write,” she
observed in an interview with the Edmonton Joumal in 1992.
“We’re fooling ourselves if we think we're writing in a linear
fashion, anyway. Even if we are telling an anecdote, we bring
in all socts of different scenes.”

Donovan’s third novel, Land o’ Lakes, a family chroniele set
in Canada and the state of Minnesota, is “looking for a pub-
lisher,” while its author is already one-third of the way intoa
new book, The Plague Saint, set in a futuristic Canada, around
2010, and in Florence, circa 1630.

Over the past two years, Donovan and her hushand,
John Buschek, a scientist and teacher, undertook a project
of a different sort, which culminated in the birth of their

Putting Brush to Paper

NE BY ONE Daisy saw them all succumb to their natural

deaths. Mr. Morse, from Algebra, was squashed
between two subsets. Mrs. Ames, History, was the only
recorded case of a histary teacher entombed in Ancient
Egypt, and she passed into the Underworld with a gusto that
surprised Akenaton. Mr. Taisir, Geography, was smmpeded by
a herd of reindeer In Lapland. Or perhaps by a herd of Lapps,
this last remained unclear: And Miss George, dear Miss
George, of Religion and Clvics, died of exhaustion after a par-
ticularly axing Roman orgy.

Which lefc Daisy without the benefit of ritualized instruction.
In Art class there was a truce between Daisy and the instruc-
zor, which enabled her to spend long hours drawing urns and
chipped china plates. The truce was only due to the strange
notes the instructor appended to Daisy's library permissions,
odd stuff she didn't understand. She ripped the notes up in the
washroom and took her chances with the usual diseases. And
she never spoke to him about the notes and she never
answered them, either, but he smiled at her as if she had
understood them, anyway, and he let her stay for a double-
period, to finish up her drawing of a spoon ina bow.

“This Is ckay, but isn't there something else...?”

So the art inscructor encouraged her to express herself freely.
Always, though, with a certain look on his face. Daisy thought he
was coming dangerously close to his own natural death, but she
closed her eyes and waited and then put the brush to paper. it
was just shapes, just a shape; it grew and curved.

“An elephant! Why are you drawing an elephant?” her
teacher asked. “Interesting. Sensual trunk.”

And he winked, and suddenly he was up to his neck in poi-
sonous paint, gurgling help me, help me.

Why had she drawn the elephant?

“Why not?” she decided. And made it trumpet into the sky.
She drew eggs and efephants and hills, and things that could
only be described as maracas with halr, dogs and camels,
beaked birds and bearded ladies, and her brother's crooked
neck and a large round sphere.

"What's the circle!”

“Three hundred and sixty degrees;” Daisy said. Damn.
Wrong class.

And the art teacher drowned in a vat of sienna red.

From Daisy Circus, by Rita Donovan, pubiished by Cormorant
Books © 1991, reprinted with permission.

-I BOOKS IN CAN.ADA_'—

a—
a

 pmmt. g sty mEpm L .. P



FREEDOM
from CULTURE:

Selected Fssays, 1982-92

JOHN METCALF

This collection presents eleven more of the polished and
incisive essays on Canadian literature and culture that have
made John Metealf a household name in households of the
better sort. His subjects range over the dangers of state
subsidy, anthologizing, the inflation of reputations by aca-
demics desperate to invent new ancestors, and the lunacy of
affirmative action in literature. The collection also features
loving illuminations of fiction's interior workings. These
sparkling essays are required reading for anyone interested
in writing in Canada,

6 x g inches, 264 pages, paper $17.95
Published by Ecw PRESS 1SBN 1-55022-202-3
Distributed by General Distribution Services

(416) 445-3333, FAX (416) 445-5967
1-800-387-0172 (Canada)

Pletrlbuted by General Dietributlion Services

RICK BOOKS

EARTH PRIME

by Bert Almon
“For twenty years I've read
everything of Bert Almon's that
| could lay my hands on, for one
reason only—the rewards were
always so great. He's a wonder-
ful poet!” — Don Domanski
Almon'a seventh volume of postry,
0-919626-69-6 » §11.85 » paper

NIGHT PHYSICS
by M. Travis Lane
Lane's work “...creates a mar-
velously resonant space in which
we can bear our existence with
Intelligence, good humour and
courage.”— Lilllane Welch
Lane’s tenth volums of poetry.
0-919626-70-X » §11.86 » paper

EVEN THE FAWN
HAS WINGS

by Cherie Geauvreau
“I've watched her poetry come cut
of a...place of paln into the very
open, celebratory and urgent ener-
gy you now have the pleasure of
encountering here."— Fhyllls Webb
0-219626-71-B » $11.95 ¢ papsr

New Poetry]

daughter Eleanor, now [8 months old, already an enthusi-
astic huok lover whom her dark, petite mocher describes as
“blonde and hlue-eyed. And tall. Gao figure.” Donovan sus-
pecrs that the parenring experience is probably influencing
her writing somehow, making her “aware of things from a
new perspecrive,” but so far she has felt no urge o write
children’s hooks.

One of live siblings raised by a Cape Breton mother and a
Québécuis father, Donavan grew up on Montreal’s south
shuore, in the Chambly area- “There were a lot of divisions,”
she recalls. “We had our French friends and our English
friends; there was the Catholic schoal board and the
Protestant school board, bur it was 2 rural lifestyle, so we had
Jots uf community.”

Despire the pustmexdern shifts in her novels, Donovan is
practically Vicrorian when it comes to her writing methods:
she writes longhand, in a senes of three-hale scribblers. *1 like
to see the writing coming out of my pen, feel that connection,”
she observes. “Working on a computer. it’s so easy roeliminate
a word, lose the way the idea started. . .1 like to see a lot of
wards, see them crossed out. | see the scribbles and | know
thought 1s anything but clear. 1 think better when ics just me
and the page.

“I hate the clicks of the compurer keys, roo,” she adds.
“With my pen and my copy book, 'm completely porrable. 1
like that leeling.”

After finishing university, Donovan moved o Ottawa; then
she and and her husband travelled to Germany in 1984, where
Denovan warked on yet another novel, still unpublished.
Cuoming back to Otrawa, she says, “brought me back home,
closer o my childhood.™

This month, Donovan is off to [kaly to soak up atmosphere
for The Plague Saint, which promuses at least a double narracive,
and will leap to connections between two divergent eras.

The novel’s focus “stems partly from the books 1 was reading
around the period when | was giving binth.” Donovan notes.
“Everything seemed so heightened then: 1t must have been the
extra blued — pregnant women develop 40 per cent more
bload, you know, to sustain the fetus.”

Questioned s ro the implications of wninng 2 novel about
plagues during the time of AIDS, Donovan quips, “I'm prepared
tor all misreadings,” adding thar she has no explanation for the
pleasure she derived from “wallwing in plague literature.”

Despite her disparate and sumetimes arcane interests,
Donovan insists that characterization, not Jata, plot, or politi-
cal message, drives her namatives. “When [ look at characrers [
chuouse, they are people who would not have told their narra-
rives in a strayghtforward way. It isn't me telling the story, ics
them; bu it's not automatic writing either.”

Ar this stage of her life, Donovan seems o have three
orchestrated demands upon her time: family life, her own
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writing, and teaching. Periodically, she teaches writing
workshops for University of Orrawa continuing-education
students. “There was a time when 1 said I wouldn’t be
caught dead teaching a writing workshop,” she admits.
“Bur the U of O attracts a good core group of young writ-
ers...and all writing workshops can do is save you a bit of
time, give you a community where you can express ideas. |
hate the notion of a few teachers who shape students in
their own image. Baing a crearive reader is the subversive
part of what I try to teach in any writing course. Most of it
is up to the students themselves. ... Writing something for
yourself is really che only satisfaction.”

Back in 1980, when I first met Donovan, she was in Rudy
Wiebe's creative-writing class at the University of Alberta.
Each student was allegedly writing 2 novel, parts of which
we read aloud to each other every second Friday, amid occa-
sional emotional outbursts and many ironic exchanges.
Some of the worst cynics, including Donovan and me,
dubbed the group “The Wiebettes,” and imagined ourselves
as a literary chorus line, executing polished, convoluted
sentences for our mentor, who had won the Governor
General's Award for his 1973 masterpiece, The Temprations
of Big Bear.

The promising comedic novel (there were many refer-
ences to the perverse and heartless “vaudeville gods,” as |
recall) Donovan was writing during thar period has since
been confined to “the abyss” with other abandoned writing
projects, but over the years she has sharpened her critical
skills just as she has broadened the base of her material.

Her intricate approach 1o storytelling, she speculates,
comes from growing up in a gregarious family, “from a lot of
years listening to people talk; they'd come over, rell their
story and go home. I’d usually be one of the last people there
sitting around, listening.”

As for the fragmented, non-linear style of her novels,
Donovan says, “That’s how memory works; very few people
recall things entire. | don’t see the world in a linear fashion. |
see from A to C, and how I gor there is mysterious. True,
there are people who see things in direct connections, bur |
don’t hold that against them....”

In a way, Donovan’s approach to writing reminds me of
the magpies we used to watch outside the seminar-room win-
dows in Wiebe's writing class: the swooping black-and-white
birds would whirl and dip from the pine trees to the ground
and back again, sometimes scooping up treasures — the
shiny cap of a pen, a bit of abandoned sandwich — other
times just dipping and diving for the sheer joy of it, their
feathers glistening in the bright Prairie sunlight.

Reading a Donovan novel is a little like that: you never
know quite what you will find when you dive into the prose,
but the joumey itself is always fascinating. &
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throats under the supervision of a corporate sector interested
only in selling us the appropriate weapons and body armour.

Even the most wide-eyed optimisc will agree that thus far,
the defence of Canada hasn’t been very coherent or effective.
Itisn'c only that Canada is being dismantled and doesn't real-
ize iz, oreven that Canadians are indulging the longstanding
national vice of making the best of a bad situation. Nearly
everyone is aware that life is getting nastier, and everyone is
whining about whatever element of the dismantling impinges
on their fun or their disposable income. But we're not making
the slightest attempt to interTogare the metaphors upon
which the alterations to our way of life are based, and we're
not questioning the agenda that will eventually land us —
each in a different way, but nonetheless absolutely — in the
future with (and as) quite a lot less than now.

An important component of the defence of Canada ought
to come from academe and from our writers. In some cases, it
has. But the specific characteristics of their efforts reveal both
Canada’s general diffidence about maintaining itself as a
viable political entity, and the primary problem facing all of
Canada’s cultural industries. In different ways, they all pay oo
linde attention to their position and stature within the initia-
tives and debates thatr concern them, and still less attention to
whether those they address are listening or are merely measur-
ing them for the next round of, er, alterations. All too ofren
what has been written in defence of the country tums out to
be something that the enemy doesn’t even bother to contest
— as was the case with nearly everything written concermning
NAFTA. At least as frequently, the writers — generally uni-
versity academics— are writing texts so opaque, specialized,
or myopic that their authors might be accused of merely giv-
ing moral comfort to their own illusions.

Having lodged those sweeping criticisms, | should eluci-
date the up side of the situation: if we lose this country in the
coming decade, it isn’t going to be for lack of intelligent
Canadians having thought and written about it.

Inrerestingly, the best piece of metaphor/agenda hunting
is to be found in a book that isn't directly concerned wich
culture. It is Linda McQuaig’s brilliant backgrounder o the
1988 free-trade negotiations, The Quick and the Dead: Brian
Mulroney, Big Business, and the Seduction of Canada, pub-
lished a couple of years ago by Viking. It is one of those rare
non-fiction volumes that fulfils the promise of its subtitle.
McQuaig revealed, among other things, our then-prime
minister’s irrational sycophancy toward things corporate and
American. Her book made other seemingly inexplicable
aspects of the Mulroney government — including its
Americanized need for constitutional literality — suddenly
begin to make sense. When the Canadian media played both
the Meech Lake and Chaslottetown fiascos as if che lead
actors were an updated version of the fathers of
Confederation, McQuaig's book showed how distorting that
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can find out what lite ar rhe end of the 20th century is like for
those of us who didn’t grow up underfoor at the Bank of
Canada offices in Ottawa.

Another book in the Davies series, Zen and the Art of Post-
Modern Canada, by Stephen Schecter, asks “does the trans-
Canada Highway always lead to Charlotretown?” withour
seeming to realize that this isn't a rherorical question. Aside
from demonstrating that he has listened w so much CBC
Radio that he could ghost-write for Peter Gzowski, Schecter's
book has the virtue of displaying an anxiety that not enough
Canadians feel: thar chis is a greac couniy filled wich remark-
able landscapes and some extremely decent
ideas about how people can live together.

Forall the various faults of these issue-
driven monographs, I'd like to see more of
them. I'd prefer them to be a lictle less aca-
demic, sure, and maybe a lictle louder and

media metaphor was. In reality, our leaders were disguised cor-
porate captains trying ro write a Canadian Declaration of
Independence from one another, and from Canada’s history
and heritage.

Since then, Canada’s publishers have brought out a wealth
of books that have analysed parts of the Canadian malaise.
False Promises: The Failure of Conservative Economics, edired
by Robert Allen and Gideon Rosenbluth, Ross V. G. Dobson’s
Bringing the Economy Home for the Market, and Stephen
McBride and John Shields’s Dismantling 2 Nation: Canada and
the New World Order have each, in different ways, tried welu-

Americans...may be even more helpless
victims of the cultural crisis than Canadians
are. The real enemy? The corporate
comimunications and banking empires that
have emerged in California and New York....

cidare what is wrong and going more wrong in Canada. |
mention those three not just because they’re particularly
good books, but because few readers are likely t have heard
of them. Intellectual merit, in this public non-debate, seems
to have little or no purchase, particularly when it comes
from socially committed presses such as Black Rose, New
Star, and Fernwood. I could name a dozen more hooks from
these presses that cover similarly important topics and have
suffered the same fate. It isn't clear to me whether thisisa
result of publishing overkill or 2 conscious media conspiracy
to disregard such books. Aside from coverage in a few politi-
cally factional (and politically ineffectual) journals, these
kinds of books are being ignored.

Perhaps because publishers have failed to find a receprive
audience for their comprehensive books on the subject,
we've seen the emergence of several series of small, issue-
related, in-your-face chapbooks. HarperCollins began a
promising series that unfortunately degenerated into fac-
tional complaining and then into hiatus, while Coach House
started its more ambitious “Hooligans” series, which was
launched with Senator Royce Frith's partisan Hoods on the
Hill, and last summer gave us Bruce Powe's light-headed bur
interesting A Tremendous Canada of Light. The little-known
but well-connected Robert Davies Publishing began its
“Food for Thought” series with Pierre Trudeau's diatribe
against the Charlottetown constitutional accord and last
year added Deborah Coyne’s Seven Fareful Challenges for
Canada. Any engagement with Trudeau's incisive mind is
worth our time, but Coyne’s chapbook reads like something
meant for a high-school inspirational (read “conventional
thinking”} essay contest. Even though [ found myself agree-
ing with most of Coyne’s generalities, her turgid prose lefr me
thinking that she ought to be required to spend a couple of
weeks handcuffed to someone like Douglas Coupland so she

brassier than the protorypes. My reasons
will be apparent rv anyone who comes across two books thar
have recently been launched into the cultural-crisis void by a
cauple of our universiry presses.

The berter of the two is Canada’s Hollywood: The
Canadian State and Feature Films (327 pages, $30 cloth, $28
paper). by Ted Magder, head of York University’s mass com-
municarion program; ic’s part of the University of Toronto's
portentously named (and otherwise unelucidated) “The State
and Economic Life” series. Magder asks himself two questions:
why Canada didn't produce feature films until the mid-1960s,
and whether we're likely to — or ought to — in the future,
His rather rorured answer to the first question is to provide a
history of Canadian filmmaking — and to conclude that there
were no feature films because a) John Grierson was running
the Nartional Film Board, and h) Hollywood deluged us with
high-gloss feature films at a fraction of what 1t would cost us to
make our own. Magder's second question lands him in deeper
and uccasionally horter water. He wants to be cosmopolitan,
which means that he'’s tempted to think of Canadian nation-
alism as, well, let’s be sensible and admut that the global econ-
omy can't be stopped. But he also knows that the images of
Canada Hollywood has provided us with eicher don't exist, or
aren’t much more accurate than the vision of Howard Keel
(dressed as a mounrie) singing “Rose Marie” w Ann Blyth
(dressed as an Indian princess) was in 1954.

Magder's solution, alas, is merely policically correct: he
abjures cultural nationalism {*“We do not need public support
of culrural production in Canada to express a national iden-
rity™) bur wants government to continue supporting cultural
production (*...we need public support for culrural produc-
tivn to explore the manifold and contradictory ways 1n which
we exist as social beings in our everyday lives"). For all his ralk
uf common sense, he seems blissfully unaware of how polici-
cians actually think. Imagine where the sympathies of a cash-
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“Deuglas Fetherling lived more in his first twenty-one

years than most of us do in sixty.”

—Anne Collins

“He describes a childhood that provides a new definition of
the word Gothic and a young manhood spent on the eccentric
edges of journalism and publishing. The story of his earliest
years makes this a work of literature. The chronicle of his
sudden immersion in late-1960s nationalist Toronto makes it
a valuable work of history as well.”

—Robert Fulford

“Those who feel that the Demon Mother exists solely in folklore
have only fo read the painhully vivid account of one in Douglas
Fetherling’s memoir, Travels by Night. Itisn"t only girl children
who are damaged by parents, and the damaging parents

FETHERL NG

DOUGLAS

aren’t always male.”
—AMargaret Atwood in “Spotty-Handed Villainesses”

New from Lester Publishing. Available at bookstores everywhere.

starved federal government would be in adjudicating compet-
ing budget claims for “keeping the starving from dying on the
streets” and “exploring the manifold and contradicrory ways
in which we exist as social beings.”

The Beaver Bites Back?: American Popular Culture
(McGill-Queen’s, 356 pages, $49.95 cloth, $19.95 paper) is
a collection of what appear to be academic papers collected
by David H. Flaherty and the late Frank E. Manning aftera
1588 conference at the University of Western Ontario in
London. The cartoon on the book’s badly designed cover.
which depicts a twig-carrying beaver confronting a star-
studded American eaple driving a southbound semi-trailer
filled with Canadian logs, seems to answer the question in
the book's title. Unfortunately, the papers within the book
rarely answer any questions of any kind. Their authors,
along with the editors, seem dedicated to setring us straight
on the mysteries of current cultural analysis, but the analy-
sis they provide generally isn't current, and, nearly six years
after the papers were delivered, the mysteries broached
aren’t mysterious. Mostly, they’re now either issues of fact or
issues of common sense that the authors proceed, in their
professional and institutional deliriums, to either muddle or
miss altogether.

There are, of course, several exceptions to this in the hook.
Frank Manning’s introductory essay makes some intelligent, if
cynical, points, and Seth Feldman's essay on Sandy Wilsons

My American Cousm does a betrer job— in 11 pages — of
contextualizing Canada’s film industry than Magder’s baok
does in 320. Feldman's elegant thumbnail excoriation of the
National Film Board is probably the best piece of thinking in
the entire volume, a gem in a barrel of mustly mouldy apples.

1 don't want to be unkind to David Flaherty, the book’s sur-
viving editor, since it must have been difficult to pull things
together after Manning’s 1990 death. But o be truly useful,
this book should have been in print before Manning died.
That McGill-Queen’s brought it to prine late in 1993 is the
purest evidence of just how serious it musrt think our cultural
crisis is. Whar worries me is how common that attitude — and
the behaviours it engenders — appears to be across Canada’s
university community, and within much of our publishing
community. We need a deeper sense of urgency and a sharper
focus on the changing meraphors we must engage.

I don't, for instance, think thar the United States is the
chief threat to Canadian political and cultural viabilicy.
Americans, blinded by their ohsolete Pax Americana, may be
even more helpless victims of the cultural erisis than
Canadians are. The real enemy? The corporate communica-
tions and banking empires that have emerged in Califomia
and New York, the ones that would like to live ina world
where corporate images, advertising campaigns. and slogans
replace the awkwardness of citizenship with commodities and
their consumers. %
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HUMAN AMUSEMENTS

by Wayne Johnston

McCleland & Stewart, 224 pages, $17.99 paper
(ISBN0771044380)

WAYNE JOHNSTON’s three previous
novels (two of which won important
national awards) locared their peculiar
brand of urban domestic mischief in
Newfoundland. With Human
Amuysements he has tumed to Toronto
and another mismatched middle-class
family: the era is familiar and the com-
edy as shatp as always, but the social
and moral issues seem larger now, more
insistently disturbing.

The Prendergasts are much like
Johnston’s other families. They seem to
occupy an ordinary humen landscape,
with a few odd and even bizarre features
scattered about, but it soon becomes
clear that a major emotional faulr line
runs directly beneath them, accumulac-
ing terrible force. The parents are both
part-time schoolteachers hoping to bet-
ter their lot: Mary is a naively ambitious
optimist who tries to marker television
scripts and progrem ideas; Perer isa
mordant cynic who works away ata
novel. Their son, Henry, senses trouble
coming. It starts when Mary, to every-
one’s surprise, actually sells something
— amoralistic kids’ show called
“Rumpus Room"; she ends up as writer,
producer, and host, and arranges for
Henry to get the starring role.

A suddenly success-
ful mather, a disap-
pointed, ineffectual
father, a young boy
confused by publiciry
— problems here, but
nothing exacrly
unigue or insur-
mountable. Then, a
few years later, when
Henry is 13 and just
about to be phased out
of the producrion,
Mary sells a youth-ori-
ented sitcom, “The
Philo Famsworth
Show,” based on the
life of the young inventor of televi-
sion. Henry wins the role of the ¢pony-
mous hero, thanks again to a deal his
mother cuts. The show becomes a cult
hit, something like “Star Trek," and
Henry/Philo, along wirh his parents, is
thrust into a fierce media sputligh,
pursued by goofy fans and rabloid jour-
nalists. Now life for the Prendergasts
enters a dimension of true craziness.

Henry tells the story of the family's
disintegration fairly straightforwardly.
Asa narrator he gradually develops an
awareness that the implications of
eventrs are as interesting as events
themselves, and, by the last third of
the novel, that his feelings are more
important than either. His father’s wit

Wayne Juhnston

»

can no longer mask anguish and jeal-
vusy; his mother's schemes for bigger
successes turn into desperate gambles;
his own notoriety forces him intoa
recluse's unnatural existence, isolared
in television studio or fortress-like
candominium high above Toronto,
losing complete touch with the “nor-
mal" world he knows is out there.
VW hen the catastrophe comes, it's a
heaur — a surreal mix of Tonya
Harding and Michael Jackson, with a
world convention of Philo-Trekkies
{the “Philvsophers™) thrown in to
swell the cast.

The narrartive voice that Johnston
fashions for Henry — earnest, compas-
sionate, deadpan — keeps rhe implau-
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sible from sliding over into the impos-
sible. This is not magic realism; what
Johnston seems to be able to do here,
even more tellingly than in his earlier
books, Is to push the distorrions of
ordinariness, of typical, even stereo-
typical personalities and situations,
right to the limits. When the earth
finally splits open, as split ir must, the
reader can find no literary formula, no
example in Borges or Pynchon to pro-
vide comfort, breathing space. This is
real pain, not artistic licence.

What is undeniably odd about all
the Prendergasts, as Henry records and
attempts to understand them, as he
works out his ambivalence about his
own responsibility for them, becomes
deeply sad. Johnston has indicated
before thac the victim in any family
situation is not always the one who
hurts the most, who cracks the most
self-lacerating jokes, who spends the
most time shut up in a dark room with
a bottle oreven fiercer demons. The
human story of the Prendergasts’
amusements is the most subtle and
complex picture of violence in the
name of love and crossed purposes that
Johnston has yet drawn.

The larger story is also complex. By
the end of the novel we have been
forced to think through our attitudes
toward a tangle of contemporary
forces: the nature of ambition and
fame, the role of the media, the place
of public opinion and hype in creating
value. Human Amusements doesn’t
have all the answers, by any means;
Wayne Johnston doesn’t even ask all
the questions. But the novel is remark-
ably timely, on its public side, and in
this respect Johnston advances into
new territory. He’s always been adepc
at recovering the dopey decades we
thought we'd put behind us. Now he’s
as up-to-dare as “Nightline” or “Hard
Copy.” and this gives his fable a new
and zlarming power. The weirdness is
right here, with the weirdos, in the liv-
ing room.

HER BRILLIANT
CAREER

by Barbara Carey

STORY OF K. D. LANG

by Victoria Starr

Rundran Henese, 320 pages 5260 80 harh
é ISBN O 394 22509 11

ALL YOU GET IS ME: THE REAL|

IMAGE and public perception are so
fundamental to the success of any per-
former that it’s hardly surprising that
celebrity biographies are usually glib,
cliché-ridden extensions of the encer-
tainment industry’s PR machine.
Victoria Starr’s biography of k.J. lang
kicks off with typical hype, serting up
the talented Alberta-bumn singer as
someone who

has completely bearen the system,
bringing joy tv millions of people
as she thrived against all odds,
retaining her strength, her focus,
and her commitment o herselfin a
way thar few artises d,

But Starr, a radio producer and
music journalist who lives in New
York City, settles down afrer the intro-
ductory gushiness and goes on to pro-
vide a very thoughtful account of k.d.
lang’s rise to stardom. It's a fascinaring
story: in the space of roughly a decade,
lang has radically reinvented her stage
persona, metamorphosing from a
campy counctry-punk singer with a had
haircut, to a Nashville-style crooner
with an androgynous — even butch
— penchant for cross-dressing, toa
crassover artist with whar one glossy
entertainment mag called *a new kind
of sex appeal.”

Along the way, lang has always
insisted that she is being true to her-
self, not to any marketing plan: and
certainly, it’s hard to imagine any per-

—
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former charring a pach to the top based
on the events in lang’s career. She
alienated much of Nashville and many
radio programmers by refusing to con-
form ta the stereotype of a female
singer; she antagonized cattle ranchers
—and got her music banned by some
counity stations — by promoting veg-
etarianism in a “Meat Stinks” ad in
1990; in 1992, she put an end to dumb
interview questions like “ls marriage
in the works for k. d. lang?” by
announcing that she was a lesbian. Of
course, controversy and a reputation
for unconventionality can stimulate a
celebrity’s career; as lang herself
pointed out in the afrermath of che
“Meat Stinks” uproar, the resulting
publicity helps sell records. And they
undoubtedly add to her appeal as the
subject of a biography.

In fact, much of the most inrerest-
ing material in the book centres
around these three “controversies” and
their impact (predominantly positive)
on lang’s career. How they affected her
on a more personal level is dealr with
in less detail; notwithstanding the
promisingly suggestive ritle All You
Get Is Me, this biography is really
about lang the performer. We are given
glimpses of the private person, particu-
larly in the brief closing chapter,
“Olive Q1l, Creativity, and Love,” and
elsewhere Starr does offer some of the
obsessive, if not revealing, personal
detail so necessary to the genre, but
she is mainly concemed with contex-
tualizing lang’s ascendancy. Start’s
description of the workings of the
music industry is absorbing. And her
discussion of the pressures on lang to
be a lesbian role-model is also insight-
ful.

Such is the charismatic performer’s
popularity that a skimpy litcle biogra-
phy pieced together from magazine
and newspaper articles sold more than
16,000 copies when it was published
by ECW in 1992, Starr’s full-length
treatment, which draws on an exten-

sive array of sources — lang hersellf,
her friends and family, journalists and
hroadeasters, fellow musicians and
industry insiders — 15 much more sat-
isfying. [t's a must for dedicated k. dJ.
watchers; and recommended ro others
as proof that it’s possible for a
Canadian celebrity to come across as,
well, nice, but definirely not boring.

WHAT BELONGS
To US

by Mary Frances Hill

HER HEAD A VILLAGE
by Makeda Silvera

Pross ung, 125 pages 512 95 paper
FI0-ISRE A NL L E—

MISSING PERSONS

by Carale Giangrande
Cormuemamt, |44 pages $12 95 paper

| (ISBN 0920933 03 81

CAROLE GIANGRANDE's Missing
Persons and Makeda Silvera’s Her
Head a Village and Other Stories hoth
deal with disruption, alienation, and
the instincts these conflicts arouse in
their characters. The authors” distine-
tive voices — Giangrande's rich, soul-
ful prose and Silvera’s lucid stury-
telling — mark the points in their
chamcters' lives where chaos and mis-
ery end and survival begins.

In Her Head a Village, her second col-
lection of short ficrion, Silvera writes of
strong Black women confronting
invaders of the most personal of territo-
ries — mind, sexuality, race, and home
— ar the very puint thar each woman
has begun to taste her independence.

“Baby” tells the story of two troubled
wamen making love, oblivious to che
would-be rapist lurking in a homopho-
bic heat cutside rhe daor; and the tide
story applies racial and political inten-
sity to a writer's search for a “room of
her own.” In “Canada Sweet, Girl" an
honest woman's nine-year bartle for

Carole Giangrandz
and Makeda Silvera

dignity in work and motherhood is sud-
denly undermined by inmigration laws
designed ro treat her like a piece of
baggage. OIn the verge of losing all she
has built, she 15 struck by an over-
whelming sense of alienation on a cold
Toronto screet: “Mi don’t even want to
tun for shelrer....Dis coldness cyaan
match di numbness in me.”

In Silvera’s work. the immigrants’
despair in the face of a racist and sexist
Canads is matched by the spirit and
optimism underlying the women's efforts
to maintain dignity. In “Weltare Line,” a
proud, empatheric woman surveys other
immigrants at the sucial services office:

The ane in front of me is a Filipina
woman, Just come to Canada, it seem.
Maybw a refugee ! Come ko think of it,
all of ys 15 refugee, come here forone
reason or another. Adope all kinds of
name and identity to stay on.

Her Head a Village reveals Silvera as
a storyteller in the oral tradirion. Her
words ride the page in a consistent
rhythm: these stones are disciplined,
unclurtered, and beg o be read aloud.

Carole Giangrande has a rarce ability
to construct her characters as part
human. part vpen nerve, vulnerable and
ready to burst at the slightest touch. The
fine stories in Missimg Persoms, her first
collection uf fiction. are heavy 1n
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anpuish, catharsis, poetry. Giangrande’s
characters are slaves to gnawing memo-
ries they are unable to shed. Giangrande
shifts deftly in and out of the psyches of
a tired 28-year-old man pining for lost
love, and a dispossessed farming couple
reconstructing the pieces of their own
lives in the urban garden of an enig-
matic, lonely iramigrant. In the title
story, & photographer yearns to fill the
vacuum left inside her when close
friends mysteriously severed all concact
with her. She mountsa collage of all she
has lost in a gallety show; with the over-
whelming public response she suddenly
feels “part of a circle of people who've
all lost someone; part of this circle called
the human race.”

Memory becomes an unexpendable
limb in Giangrande’s characters; per-
sonal identity is merely an accumula-
tion of all that has passed and refuses to
leave the mind and body. In “Into the
Fire” a woman lives inside the senses of
her rwin brother, who was stolen from
her by war. On the eve of a peace
march where she knows the past will be
spewed up once again, she hesirates:

...In me [imemory] shouts, buried
alive, pounding its fists to ger out.
That's what has come of buming
pictures, papers; memory is our-
raged; it’s a fault line shifting under-
ground, an angry rumble deep in
the earth. Instince reils me this will
not be a march but a small excava-
tion; my feet will scrape the dust off
memories as 1 walk, and I'm afraid.

Giangrande wisely does not try to
lighten the emotional load in these sto-
ries; rather, her rich prose invires the
reader into the sensuality thar springs
from a deep mouming for all that has
disappeared, all that, as she writes, “is
niot ours and yer belongs ro us.”

AN END TO
SILENCE

by George Kaufiman

OUR LITTLE SECRET:
CONFRONTING CHILD SEXUAL
ABUSE IN CANADA

by Judy Steed

Random Howse, 276 pages. 327 chah

fISBN Q303 22318 )

NOT LIKE DAD

by John Andrew

Muacmdlan, 218 pages, $17 95 paper
(ISBNO 77159025 8)

THE I1SSUE of child sexual abuse is
swamping our society. The very day |
received two review books on the
wopic. the Globe carried a first-person
article on abuse and false-memory syn-
drome, Esquire magazine featured che
story of a family torn apart by “recov-
ered” memories of childhood abuse,
and Saturday Night weighed in with a
strong article on the subject. Modern
Woman magazine also got into the acr,
though its personal account of false
memory syndrome was safely buried in
the back pages, behind the fashion and
make-up advice. Sexual abuse is clearly
past the rabloid (and tabloid TV)
shock-story stage; writing about abuse
has become a growth industry. Bur sex-
ual abuse is far more than an insatiable
media’s flavour of the month.

If that hasn’t become clear to some
people by now, reading Judy Steed's Our
Little Secret will remove all doubts. The
bock isa passionate call vo end the col-
lective denial in our saciety, but Steed's
passion is solidly grounded in a sound
journalistic approach to her subject.

Steed's dedicarion, “For the
Children,"” says it all. Like the topic
itself, this book is often grim and dis-
gusting because Steed does not spare
us the details of these disturbing cases.
Indeed, the purpose of the book seems
to be to counter some of the retrench-
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ing already going on with this conrro-
versial issue. She quotes an expert in
the field: “Very few children, no more
than two or three per thousand, have
ever been found to exaggerate or to
invent claims of sexual molestation.”

For raany of us, the immediate
response is to reject this view. Todo
otherwise is to accept that we live ina
society of monsters who prey on their,
and our, vulnerable young people. Our
Litre Secret, though, quickly breaks
down that kind of denial. It is impossi-
ble ro read these horrific stories and still
downplay the extent of the problem.

While the book examines several
cases from across the country, the most
unnerving one involves a popular
chuirmaster in Kingston, Ontario.
Sreed's description of Kingston (“smug,
whire, a little self-righteous™ isa linle
smug itself, but her exhaustive investi-
garion of the case of John Gallienne is
the stuff of parents’ nightmares.
Gallienne eventually admitted molest-
ing dozens of young boys who had been
entrusted to his care, but nor until after
a sturdy circle of community protecrion
had been painstakingly stripped from
around him. Many members of the
church, and the community, were
unwilling ro accept the truth; even
muore frightening, many supporters
stuck by him even after the full extent
of his betrayal had hecome clear.

[t took several suicides, broken
lives, determined pulice work, and the
courage of some of his victims ro
finally stop Gallienne's voracious prey-
ing on the lives of voung people. Steed
documents the string of sharrered
adult lives he left behind, a grim legacy
of the cost of the silence thar allowed
the choirmaster to carry on his abuse
for years.

The case of three sisters who finally
took their father to court for incestuous
abuse is also unsettling. Initially, though
all three spoke out at his trial, the father
was given a light sentence, and his iden-
tiry was protected by the court. Through

| 1
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their persistence, the sentence was
eventually quadrupled, and the sisters
uiumphantly (though painfully)
revealed their identity to the public.
Steed emphasizes that the justice
system is just beginning to carch up
with the public’s sense of the serious-
ness of sexual abuse. Says one judge:

We send bank robbers who've
caused no physical harm to the pen
because they’ve committed a crimi-
nal act...but with rapists and
pedophiles we say, “They need
treatment,” as if they haven’t com-
mitted a serious crime.

A chapter on the men who prey on
young chikdren in Third World coun-
tries presents nothing new, but it does
put human faces on both the victims
and the perpetrators. As Steed shows,
it’s the kind of despicable crime that
has for too long been legally and
morally ignored here in the West.

If Steed’s book paints a sad picture of
the terrible scope of the problem we’re
facing, John Andrew's Not Like Dad
nazrows the focus to the individuals
involved. Andrew gives us an unflinch-
ingly honest portrait of a life thrown
into painful turmoil by chiidhood
incest. Abused, sexually and every
otherway, by his brother and father,
Andrew was cheated of a normal child-
hood and spent his young adult years
trying to undo the damage of his past.

All the familiar stages of response
— from denial to confrontation and
acceptance — are painstakingly
detailed, as Andrew tries to save his
marriage, his self-esteem, and his san-
ity. A series of supportive therapists
and friends {including his wife} helps

him in the process of healing.

Andrew spares no one, especially
not himself, in charting the abuse and
its pernicivus effects:

The easiest thing. . .would be for me
tor dismiss {my parents) in anger and
judgement. But even i | wanted o, |
am not able o doe .. struggle today
to see their own woundedness in a
family legacy of incest and silence.

While his story of pain and trauma
is. understandably, difficult to read, he
tells it with a compassion, eloguence,
and flair tor storyrelling chat keep the
narrarive from lapsing into maudlin
confessivn. Andrew makes us feel the
pain and the degradation, but he also
tempers it with the perspective of a
survivor coming to terms with all char:

I cried for the child who found
safery behind the lavers of paint on
the wall of his bedroom. | cried for
the teenager whu bartered his body
for the illusion of safery. And [
cried for the terror of a young man
trying to stay one step ahead of
where he had finally arrived.

Not Like Dad will be remendously
helpful to anyone sharing Andrew’s
problem, and will provide insight and
infurmarion for those of us trying to
absorb and understand this phe-
namenon.

While these two books approach
the issue from two very different
angles, they share a thread of hope:
thar the curse of silence and shame
thar has kept child abuse hidden for so
long is slowly, painfully, being lifted.
Like the survivors themselves, society
as a whole will have to deal with the
frightening ramifications.
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JusT ABOUT THE
HOLE STORY

by Eileen Manion

THE RAIN BARREL

by George Bowering

Tulenbisiks, 200 pages, B15 9% poper
(ISBN O ARR22 3459)

[F1 HADN'T read the covering letter that
came with the revicw copy of this book,
1 might have thought the holes in
“Discoloured Meral,” a first-person nar-
rative about if ] can say these stories
are “ahour™ anything) a flight from
Calgary to northemn Germany and
back, were some bizarre printing error.
There are six round, blank spaces that
hegin on the second page of the story
and get increasingly bigger as the story
“progresses,” until the reader arrives ar a
blank page. Then there are six pages of
text the size of the holes, but the round
fragments do not match (except in size)
the spaces where something is missing.
The last page, like the first, is holeless,
A first | was irritated. A volume of
short stories should not need a cover-
ing letter. muttered some niggling
New Ciritical conscience [ thought
had died at least 2( years ago. The let-
ter invited the puzzled reviewer to call
the publisher and ask what the holes
are for. Burt it was too carly in the
morning to call Vancouver from
Monrreal. and | did not want to have
to pay for a long-distance call.
Anyway, thar seemed like chearing;
the reviewer’s job 1s wo interprer, ina
tone of confident authority. So here
we go: the holes call artention to the
fact thar stories depend on readers —
they are the spaces for the reader to
reconstruct the story; the holes repre-
sent the fragmentation of the narra-
tor, peinting to the fact that he is not
areliable, unirary consciousness like a
narrator in a realist story: the holes
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symbolize the structural defects in the
plane (note title); hole puns on
“whole,” which is something we
never get in a postmodern story. The
holes are a distraction for critics?
Something for professors of Canadian
fiction to talk about wich their
classes? A reminder thar we can’t
know everything?

Specularing on the holes got to be
fun and [ felt less irrirated, more
intrigued. Postmodern fiction is, after
all, supposed to destabilize che reader,
de-naturalize the conventions of fic-
tion, one of the most basic of which is
that, unlike poetry, the words go to
the end of the line.

Most of the other stories in this
collection also play with the relarion
of writer and reader as well as with
the staples of fiction itself — plor,
character, setting, point of view.
“Rhode Island Red,” all plot and no
characrer, shows what happens when
a chicken crosses a highway at an
inopportune moment. In “Fred and
Pauline” the writer/narrrator just
invents a couple of characters. In
“Desire and the Unnamed Narrator,”
the speaker inserts himself into
Margaret Arwood’s novel Surfacing,
and eratic fantasy mixes with crirical
commentary. The narrator of “Little
Me," while eating the special in
Daphne’s Lunch, chats with the nar-
rator of “Staircase Descended,”
exchanging problems: one has just
seen his double in an 18-month-old
toddler; the other is convinced that
his wife can’tsee him.

A few stories, reminiscent of
Borges, use the conventions of genre
fiction — rime travel in "October 1,
1961,” where a baseball player from
2023 returns to 1961 to appropriare
Roger Maris’s home-run record; or the
murder mystery in “Nadab,” a story
presented through multiple points of
view, which lead us to believe thar the
former Hare Krishna devotee Nadab
shot his friend, making it look as if his

lover's hushand Jid ir.

“You want a story, warch televi-
sion....We Jdonr duo stories here,” says
the hard-hoiled cop in “Nadab.™
{ Bowering doesn’t do apostrophes in
his contractions.) With the posemaod-
ern story, the srory is the undermining
of the story, the questioning of the
proper relativnship of writer, reader,
character, and crine. (Remembher the
holes.} If vou insist that storics must
be writren in a familiar realist nuxle,
you won't like The Rain Berrel. Bur if
you admire fiction thac's less like soap
opera and more like performance arr,
these new staries have enough irony,
subversion, and playfulness for any
postmodern fan.

UNCOMMON
AESTHETICS

by Duvid Prosser

CALLING THE SHOTS
by Janiz Cole and Holly Dale
Quuctrry. 200f pages. 523 495 papey
(ISBN 1 33082 M50

IN 1988 the filmmakers Janis Cule and
Holly Dale completed Calling the
Shots, a feature-length documentary
about women whu make movies. Of
the research matenal they’d amassed,
including more than 50 filmed inter-
views, only a fraction had made 1t into
the final cut. Wondering whar t Jdo
with the rest of ir, they had a bright
idea. Why not rype some of it up and
put it into print!?

The resulting book, Calling the
Shots: Prafiles of Women Fihmmnakers,
presents transcripts of interviews with
20 filmmakers from the United Stares,
Canada, and elsewhere, accompanied
in each case by a filmography and «
brief bigraphical introduction. Cuole
and Dale have consciously chosen
their interviewees ro represent s
broad a crass-section of female talent

%

The Book
Everyone Will
Be Talking
About

The Hole That
Must Be Filled

The Hole
That Must
Be Filled

Kenneth J.
Harvey

“A powerful glimpse into segments
of Newfoundland life of a
particularly hard-scrabble variety.”
- Quill & Quire

“One of the mast gifted new writers
in the last ten vears... He will become
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in the feature film industry as possible;
so the Indian filmmaker Mira Nair
(whose 1988 film Salaam Bombay! took
two prizes at the Cannes Film Festival
and received an Academy Award nom-
ination for best foreign film) shares
space not only with Parricia Rozema,
director of I've Heard the Mermaids
Singing, but also with Penelope
Spheeris, director of Wayne's World.

In their preface, Cole and Dale
declare two intentions, among others:
to reveal the complexity of the movie-
making process and to attempt to
define a “feminist aesthetic” of film-
making. The first of these aims is ful-
filled, sort of. In response to such ques-
tions as “How did your movie X come
about? or “Was it hard to find financ-
ing for Y7 or “What was it like your
first day on the ser? the interview sub-
jects obligingly recount their experi-
ences applying for internships, devel-
oping ideas, labouring over scripts,
pitching to producers, striking deals,
and putting jerks in their place.
Unfortunately, few of the anecdotes
are intrinsically memorable (though I
do like the one by Deepa Mehrta about
getting a call from George Lucas and,
assuming a prank, saying “Ha, ha, very
funny” and hanging up on him), and
they do all rather tend vo cover similar
ground. Few things are as unengaging
as other people’s shop talk, and readers
whose interest in film does not extend
to giving a damn about how many
drafts the script of Fast Times at
Ridgemount High went through are
liable vo find their eyes glazing over.

The main problem here is the book’s
chosen format. The transcribed q&a
session is a dodgy journalistic genre in
all but the most accomplished hands.
Wichout a narracive voice to set place
and mood, to desctibe expression and
gesture, to divine nuances of meaning
and emotion, to pass quickly over
inessential detail, cranscripts make
pretry dull reading. They work best
when interviewer and interviewee

engage in a true dialogue, fossing deas
back and torth. interrupting, challeng-
ing, enlarging on each others remarks;
but when you ask someune u question
like “What is your film about ™ or "Dao
you have any advice for aspining film-
makers?” (as Cole and Dale &, with
numbing regularity}, then you're prac-
tically guaranteed answers that sit on
the printed page like cold suer pudding.

The guestion of whether there
exists a distinctively feminist aesthetic
of filmmaking proves a more reward-
ing line of enguiry. Not because the
evidence is conclusive — anyone who
thinks it ought o be should ask them-
selves whar sort of common aesthetic
they might hope to discern in a book
subtitled “Profiles of Men Filmmakers”
— bur precisely because it is not. The
truth — and iv is a profoundly
encouraging truth, by the way, of
which this book is most welcome evi-
dence — is that there are as many
kinds of women's movies as there are
wormen making them. Such filmmeak-
ersas Anne Wheeler (Byve Bye Blues),
Randa Haines (Children of a Lesser
God), and Martha Coolidge (Rambiing
Rose) all make the modest suggestion
that women's creative ralents might be
as diverse as men's, bur it is the
Québécoise actress-turned-director
Micheline Lancedt who wins the
cheer. "] don’t speak for crowds,” she
says, sensibly. *1 speak fur myself.”

Lizzie Borden, director of the bril-
liant Working Girls (not ro be confused
with the Melanie Griffith movie
Working Girl, in the singular} puts her
finger on the real issue: "By purtting our
our own images, and choosing how we
want to show those images, we are 1in
fact changing the world.” Changing
the world is, of course, what all artises
do. If there's a special reason to cele-
brare female world-changers, perhaps
it is simply that every once in a while
some woman will think of a new way
of Juing it that would never bave
occurred o a man.
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AFTER SEX WAS
INVENTED

by Pat Barclas

HOW TO START A CHARTER
AIRLINE

by Susan [aley

Mayrmithan, 250 pages . $24 95 Lath

UNBN P71 uMS

THERE™S A moment 1n Susan Haley’s
new novel when Helen and Max, her
two main characters, enjoy a pose-coital
discussion about the invention of sex:

“IMy wite]. ..got ki of a roten
deal,” |sand Max|. “Marmed her
hefore they mnvented sex.”

“When was that ™™ asked Helen.

“The vear | was twenry-five,” he
rephed promply.

“Was thar how old you were when
you gor married?”

“Nao. [ was twenry-rwo.”

Helen laughed. It was histoneal
rruth. She had been alive and lucky
tor be young when sex was mvented.

The exchange 1 significant because
it typifies the rurf that Haley'’s heen
carving out for herself in her three
novels thus far: A Nest of Singing Birds
(NeWest, 1984); Geting Married in
Buffalo Jump (Macmillan, 1987}, and
now Hme 1o Start a Charter Arrline.
Haleys heroines are educated, femi-
nist, and sexually experienced.
They'te also comforrable with how
they look, nat big on che housewitely
virtues, and resourcetul when faced
with 4 challenge. When they manage
to fall im love wich exactly the nghe
mman — which is the development in
their lives char is of particular interest
to Haley — they do it with a mixture
of sexual abandon and calculating
thought. Here’s Helen watching Max's
bush plane as it Jisappears into the sky
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above the tiny northern settlement
where they've recently met:

She felta major revolution in her
consciousness.

She was already looking forward
to him coming home that night.

It wasnot just her consciousness. It
was her whole body. Every inch of her
skin was telling her that it had been
used tendlerly for a true purpose. ...

He was by no means a proper mare
for her...-She had been an intellec-
tual; she had been married toan
intellectual. There was an absolute
separation of experience, taste,
interests, class, life hiscory. She men-
tally tried him out in her home, in
the city apartments where she had
lived when she had been at univer-
sity. He firted nowhere.

It was, of course, impossible. But
this was Island Crossing. They had
methere.

In nearly 3 vears of reviewing con-
remporary Canadian books, ['ve come
across remarkably few “serious” love sto-
ries. The reasons for this state of affairs
are worth pondering. Have our “serious”
nuvelists been too preaccupied with
angst to take love — arguably the finest
emotion of which human heings are
capable — serivusly? Has the gricty real-
ism of our time been judged incompati-
ble with romantic love? Mayhe the hat-
tle of the sexes that fiction wrirers have
exploited for so long simply made a
novel about honest love berween equals
inconceivable.

But in the post—women's liberation
fiction thar Susan Haley writes, the
“invention of sex™ has made genuine
love a fruitful fictional possibility again.
A Haley heroine, having freely sampled
the alrernative, is ready to recogmize
true love when she meets it in her soup.
Thus she values it properly: she allows ic
to rransfurm her; in company with her
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partner she experiences a “revolution of
consciousness.”

She also discovers that loving some-
one has consequences. When Helen
commits herself t» Max, tor example,
she must somehuw deal wich his wife
and two teenaged boys as well. Possibly
even worse, she must come to grips with
a telephone-book-sized document titled
the Air Carrier Act if she and Max are
going to have a future in business
together. (Fortunarely, as an educared
feminist she is equal to this task, and
gets busily on with it while Max pre-
pares the ptarmigan stew.)

Haley sets these and various other
shenanigans against a vibrant northem
landscape peopled with Narives, a
junkie pilot, a shotgun-toting plane
owner, and two visiting anthropologists,
one of whom is Helen's husband,

Paul, who used to beat her up. In How to
Stavt a Charter Airline, Susan Haley
proves that it’s possible to marry gritty
realism with romantic love and begetan
intelligent, moving, and funny novel. In
the end. though, it’s probably her skill
with language that should keep the sus-
ceptible reader coming back for more:

They walked down che road to the
Legion Hall. Max immediarely
deposited her at a table and went
off to get their drinks at the bar.
Trying to appear nonchalant,
Helen ook in the musicians, a
pimply guitarist and his octogenar-
1an colleague, the fiddler. They
were the anly two people in the

place wha were nat staring at her.

“Excuse me.” Someone put his
arm confidentially on the back of
her chair and squarred on the floor
heside her. Helen rurned to lock
inco a grin armanged like a car grille
helow aser of headlights....




THE VIOLENT
ONES

by Christopher Moore

WEB OF HATE: INSIDE CANADA’S
FAR RIGHT NETWORK

by Warren Kinsella

HaperCelling, 386 pages. $26.95 cloth

(ISBN (0 255074 1)

AN

hoasted of using his steel-toed com-
mando boots to stomp” Natives in the
Canadian citivs where the forces sent
him. And vn almost any night, White
Power skinheads stalk and sometimes
murder gays and immigrants in most
Canadian cities.

There is awful stuff out there, and
Warren Kinsella knows a great deal
ahout it. Kinsella has been document-
ing race-hatred organizations in
Canada since his days as an anti-racist
punk rocker in
Calgary. Since
then, it seems,
he has covered
every Aryan
Fest rally, inter-
viewed every
neo-Nazi and
racist skinhead,
and assembled
every scrap of
documentation
about far-right
activities across
the country. In
Web of Hate, he
meticulously
charts the

Warren Kinsella

LAST YEAR George Burdi, a middle-
class Catholic kid from the Toronto
suburbs, beat up an anti-racist
protester during a Heritage Front rally
in Ottawa. In 1990 Dan Sims and
Mark Swanson pounded the
Edmonton journalist Keich Rutherford
with a baseball bat because they heard
he once reported on the presence of a
suspected Nazi war criminal in
Canada.

Terry Long, a veteran Ku Klux Klan
and Aryan Nations organizer, prepared
for race war by stockpiling automatic
weapons in a concealed cellar in
Caroline, Alberta. His friend Matt
McKay, Canadian Airborne Regiment
corporal and Somali peacekeeper,

hondings and
schismas of the
Ku Klux Klan,
the Church of the Creator, the Aryan
Nations, the ldentity Christians, the
Holocaust deniers, and other fringe
groups with loony, often contradicrory
rationalizarions for hatred and vio-
lence. He examines the international
networks that circulate race hatred,
and the reckless vivlence of the racist
skinheads such groups cultivate. Web
of Hare is derailed and up-to-the-
moment, and evervone concerned
abour hate networks and neo-Nazism
will be indebted ro ir.

A back cover blurh says Kinsella
book will “shock this complacent
nation.” Well. | was shocked. But from
Kinsella's puint uf view, [ may still he
complacent. His exposure of hate-
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group activity in Canada has been
bath effective and brave, bur having
laid our the facts, he seems content
with superficial thoughts about how
we should respond.

Kinsella is hard o dispute when he
argues that racist violence is incteas-
mg. Bur he is less convincing when
he asserts that “rhe values of our soci-
ety" are threatened. Kinsella con-
fronts us with young male misfits who
love ro abuse and oo fight, who love
to use guns and srrut ahout in
paramilitary gear. They are cerraindy
alarming, and they arc dangerous to
all whom they encounter. | don't
want these people on my street or my
subway platform. But their funda-
mental enthusiasm is violence for s
own sake. To truly threaten our social
values, they would have to tap into
sumething thar earned them broader
cummunity supparr.

Violence-loving young thugs who
join the IRA Provos in Ireland, the
Kahane/Kach groups in Israel, or eth-
nocidal militias in Bosnia do threaten
their societies, precisely because the
disgusting causes they espouse do com-
mand significant community support.
Kinsella can suggest no equivalent to
thar in Canada. The ideas of Canada's
hate networks are cuncoctions of
louny drivel, mostly borrowed, and
their passion for violence mostly alien-
ates and horrifies Canadians. Though
Kinsella leaps on every case of a neo-
Nazi joining the Reform Party, Social
Credit, or even Real Women. he pro-
vides no evidence uf convergence
hetween the neo-Nazis and political
groups thar command any significant
popular suppore in Canada.

In a brief conclusion, Kinsella pro-
poses simple solutions that will “stamp
out” racism and hate. He regrets the
civil-libertarian rulings our courts
sometimes provide, and he proposes
screngrhening hoth administrative and
civil-law restraines upon racist speech.
Given the way Canada Customs
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already abuses its authority to inspect
for pornography, it is alarming to see
Kinsella recommend that it should
also supervise dissident ideas. And
when our libel processes are already so
unjust that virtually their only func-
tion is to permit the relatively wealthy
to harass the relatively less wealthy, it
is scary to see a journalist propose
broadening their reach, merely on the
calcularion thar victims of racist
speech will be able to spend more on
litigation than its purveyors.

Foreseeing such criticism, Kinsella
declares that

people’s perspective on the prob-
lem of organized racism dramati-
cally changes the first time they
spot a swastika painted on their
place of worship.

A civil libertarian, he means, can be
dismissed as someone who has not yet
been mugged. But, even allowing for
the real concerns Kinsella raises, the
laws need to be rooted in principles as
well as fears,

LIKE A ROLLING
STONE

by Keith Nickson

TRAVELS BY NIGHT: A MEMOIR
OF THE SIXTIES

by Douglas Fetherling

Leste, 255 pages, $22.95 cloth

{ISBN I 835555 66 3)

JUST As the first golden period of our lit-
erature shows unmistakable signs of
exhaustion, along comes a memoir that
beckonsus back to where some of it
started — bohemian Toronro, circa 1967.

It was here that Douglas Fetherling,
full of a shy poet’s ambition, settled
into the house where the pioneering
House of Anansi Press was born. But [
run zhead of myself, made light-
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headed perhaps by an intense four-day
read of Travels by Night, a compelling
and colourful memoir not lacking in
curiosities and unanswered quesrtions.

The first part of the book covers the
1950s and early *60s, when Fetherling
was a child in the gangster-and-steel
town of Wheeling, West Virginia. The
second and longer section begins when
the 18-year-old Fetherling flees
Greenwich Village in 1967, determined
to live the literary life in Toronto.

Fetherling’s mother was a disturbed,
violent, drunken woman; his father
was hard-wortking and long-suffering.
Fetherling attributes the domestic
warfare to class differences between
his parents:

My facher was 2 product of the
upper middle class who through an
unfortunate conjunction of cir-
cumstance and personality, married
a lower class woman...the friction
it produced was real enough o
destroy lives.

In her addiction to drink and gam-
bling, Fecherling's mother drags the
femily to bars and racetracks, and to
restaurants like Billy's Spaghetti
House, run by Big Bilt Lias, “the local
crime lord.” She raises hell, while gam-
bling away her husband's pay cheque
and impoverishing the family. Young
Pouglas stays home whenever he can.

Supplied with plenty of good mate-
rial for natural story-spinning,
Fetherling's economical and brisk
prose works well. As the story pro-
ceeds, he gradually widens the focus 1o
include political events of the time
such as McCarthyism, which began in
Wheeling, and the Vietnam War.
Fetherling also draws deft portraits of
his parents and the gangsters who con-
trol Wheeling. Curiously, the exis-
tence of an older brother is acknowl-
edged, bur little more is said.

Fetherling, compiete with a stutter,
finds his vocation early when he lands

a job at the Intelligencer newspaper. He
was 16 or 17 and duly impressed with
the salary of $80 a week. And not for
the fitst time, Fetherling was surprised
at his good fortune, “given thar [ usu-
ally couldn’t talk on the telephone,
was terrified of strangers and had no
special interest in the facrs.”

After his father's deach, Fetherling
moves to Greenwich Village; here the
story rruly gers weird. He meets Allen
Ginsberg, hangs out with the Fugs —
remember them? — and has an upper-
class girlfriend called Jasmine.
Fetherling does crazy things like this:

We practised a primitive form of
performance art, such as when we
stoud ar busy intersections dressed
in old tuxedos and gave public
readings of TV Guide in English
and Spanish while smashing relevi-
sion sets with a stolen fire axe.

Fetherling seems rarher serious
about all chis, and there's little sense of
fun in these Village adventures. The
weirdness really sets in when
Fetherling starrs filling in days at the
public library reading up on a place
called Canada. And lo, deep in the
Village, the eye of the '60s hurricane,
Fetherling doth pine for sleepy
Toronto. Scrangeness indeed.

Though not a draft resister,
Fetherling was attracted by Canada’s
“abiding tradition of anti-
Americanism.” His loathing of Yankee
things runs deep; he writes that his
relationship with Jasmine didn’t work
because she was “infected with the
great American virus.” He announces
rather archly: "I felt [ could never
again have a serious relationship with
an American, and | have not.”
Fetherling doesn’t consider chat
maybe he and Jasmine were waging
anather class war, the same kind that
destroyed his parents’ marriage. After
turning 18, he moves to Toronta in
search of “privacy.”

L Boors 'm Canapa I—

Although Fetherling is shy and
awkward, he Joes well merely by hang-
ing around — sometimes rather
doggedly. Thar's how he got a job ar
the Intelligencer. and in Toronto it
helps him get work at Anansi, make
friends at che CBC and Maclean's, find
girlfriends, hang out ar a literary salon
on Church Streer, and go to endless
parties. Personally, [ find something
heroic in Fethetling's knack fur getting
where he wants to go so soon after a
nighemarish childhood thar left him
emotionally damaged.

The account of Anansis early vears
is fascinating, especially rthe sharp
porerairs of Dennis Lee and Dave
Godirey. In a relling anecdote,
Fetherling describes how he chaper-
oned Allen Ginsberg around Toronto
and obrained a manuscripe fur
Anansi. As the lowly office clerk,
however, Fetherling louked un while
Dennis Lee edited and published che
hook. Gwendolyn MacEwen is lov-
ingly remembered and chere are
vignettes of Margaret Atwaod,
Howard Engel, and John Glassco.
There are well-drawn skerches of
many friends and acquaintances who
have since slid into vbscurity or even
commitred suicide.

Fetherling himself remains a shad-
owy figure, happy to stay drug-free at
parties, play acolyre to stronger per-
sonalities, and observe the merrymak-
ing. The reader 1s left ro kook through
these pages for ¢lues about the real
Douglas Fetherling. The scanty evi-
dence suggests that Fetherling was a
Canadian horn in American skin. His
love of secrecy and privacy is surely a
common Canadian trait. Eacly on,
Fetherling writes about his father in a
way that might well describe himself:

---he had, | feel, an essencially
English character, so race inan
American. He must have sensed
that, without quite realizing what it
was that made him su out of place. ...
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LAUGHING AT
CONVENTION

by John Doyle

ARCADIA WEST

by David Gurr

Quarry, 416 pages, $21.95 paper
{ISBN 1 550082097 4)

IT SERMED for a while thar the grear days
of the experimental novel were behind
us. In the heady, hallucinatory '60s every
publishing house had a per wrirer whose
work treated the pat formulae of plots
and narrative lines with high disdain,
Sometimes it was possible to believe that
it was all a lark, a laugh at convention
that echoed all the way back to Lawrence
Sterne. Often, however, serious claims
were made for the snipping-and-reassem-
bly scheol of fiction. The suspicious,
bewildered reader was asked to believe in
the book as a cultural touchstone rather
than a mere curiosity.

Elvis

Oedipus

From Arcadia West

Fora multirude of reasons — crirical
neglect and the sheer cost of publishing
complex texts— the experimencal
novel in Canada, the United States, and
Britain faded back o the dark corners.
Now the computer has changed all that
and the wild and wacky novel is back —
easier to produce and, in the case of
David Gurr’s Arcadia West, it even looks
awfully familiar. Arcadia West is both a
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novel, in the sense that it’s a story, and a
storyboard in the sense that it’s a movie
moving along at a fast clip over pages
interupred by compurer-generated signs,
symbols, instructions, asides, warnings,
and countless bits of sheer, wanton
trivia. The panels of old-fashioned story-
boards appear always ar the start of chap-
tersand ZA P! appears when the scene is
switched from one narrarive level to
anather. Period, Location, Characrer,
and Action are synopsized at the start
and after that you’re on your own.

The first thing the reader sees is the
HOLLYWOQOD sign and there, beside
it, is poor old D. W. Griffich in 1946.
He's a has-been in Hollywoad, living in
a hotel as decrepir as he is and
morasely going about the business of
pitching his last grear movie wea to
various moronic moguls. [ntw his dwin-
dling life comes Myles Manyon, a
phoney PBritish actor, writer, and
schemer. When Griffith dies, ashe
dues soon enough, Myles rakes the
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screenplay far The Story of America (An
Epic ferr the Atomic Age) and spends
muost of his life trying to have some ver-
sion of it produced. ZAP! We're in real
time and the narrator — Yours Truly, or
the more friendly Y-T — isin Los
Angeles, doing business with Myles
Manyon in the present day, unloading
uodles of Elvis trivia and, in general,
careering through contemporary pop
culture with Ezra Pound’s Guude o
Kulchur as a handy reference guide.
The Story of America is a motherlode
of malarkey in this crypro-novel. It's
the gist of American histary told from
the skewed vantage point of
Sophocles, Seneca, and others. There's
a lor of steamy sex, jokes, and madcap
meanderings through Greek drama.
Then there' some husiness with a rab-
hit and a grear load of expletives.
Thomas Jefferson has a role to play,
but that is overshadowed by what goes
on in Rumadn togas. Somehow all of
this becomes interconnected with the
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beginning of the Gulf War, Bill
Clinton blowing his saxophone on
*Arsenio Hall,” and a lot of lurid,
tabloid-style speculation abour the pri-
vare lives of real Hollywood stars.

What is happening here is a basic
reliance on one giant metaphor. For
all the novel's splashy sidebars and
constant use of computer trickery, the
intent is to paint all of Western cul-
ture as a vast repository of pop-culture
kitsch, gossip, and glamour. The Elvis
myth that pops up all the rime is
placed on the same level as Greek
mythology. American history is given
through the techniques of TV-chan-
nel surfing. All experimental novels
attack the false cohesion of time,
place, and action as they are pre-
senred in conventional writing. Here
a cohesion is imposed on a chaotic,
vast, and interconnected story by
using TV, comic-book techniques,
movie structure, and the relationship
between user and computer. The book
looks scattershot and random, but an
order is being sedulously imposed.

It is a measure of Gurr's skill thac he
manages to maintain a sense of fun.
This is at times a hilarious book, brim-
ming with good and bad puns, outra-
geous jokes, and sarcasric innuendo.
There is a current, dubious craze for
artaching abstract dignity o the trash
of pop culture — bad movies, low-
grade rock and roll, and ancient TV
shows — and Gurr manages to turmn
that affectation on its head by wildly
soaring through Hollywood history
and exposing the stupidity of taking it
seriously. At the same time the book is
a challenge to the reader to concen-
trate. It only looks glib and crazy.
Arcadia West is several things: an all-
out joke, a street-wise examination of
the fascination with trivia, a multi-lay-
ered text that contains, somewhere in
the layers, a commentary on the frailty
of the ways of communication that
link contemporary people rogether. It
is also indescribable.

THE SECOND TIME AROUND

by Glenn Sumi

Eliza Clark

WHAT YOU NEED

by Eliza Clark

Somerulle Hegee, 152 pages 519 95 paper
{ISBN I 895897 11 4}

MANY ASPIRING Writers, Just starting
out, search for a genuine voice — an
authorial thumbprint thar distin-
guishes them from others.

Wich her first novel, the acclaimed
Miss You Like Crazy, Eliza Clark found
her voice. Deeply rooted in the
American South, it was a hukey mix-
ture of plaritudes, jukebox lyrics, and
psychobabble, spoken by loud-
mouthed women and shy men. Clark’s
dialogue was a kooky concoction, for
sure, bur her voice was hilarious and
seductive, a bona fide pleasure.

That voice is back agamn in Clark's
second novel, Whae You Need, a hook
o confidently written it's hard
detect any second-novel jitrers. Ifany-

= —— —y

thing, the new buok seems more
accomphshed than the first, exploring
more ambitous termtory and dispens-
ing with some mild self-indulgences.
When the hook vpens, Terrence
“Buddy” Whelper has pust split from
his wife, moved o Savannah, Geurgia,
and set up as a “superinrendent slash
M. Fix-It" in an apartment building.
Buddy's life 1s comiurtable, if dull, with
his Craftmatic adjustable bed and La-
Z-Bay recliner. He's a bit eccentrric,
never taking off his miner's hardhar
and safery goggles. but his landlord
realizes thar “a man left to his own
Jevices, unprissied by a woman's
Jdomesricating touch, was bound ro be
somewhar rough around the edges.”
Before long, however, Buddy's staid
life 1s upturned by Durene LaTisha
Perney, an exotic dancer, wannabe
backup singer, and womuan-on-the-
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run. Having just electrocured her
abusive boyfriend, Chad Delmonte,
Dorene needs a place ro hide our
until the heat dies down. Qut of the
blue, she knocks on Buddy’s door,
strips to the music of Tony Orlando
and Dawn, and decides to settle in.

It’s ta Claxk's credit that all of this
takes only a few chapters to set up.
One of the problems with Miss You
Like Crazy was the over-abundance of
dialogue, funny though much of it
was. In the earlier book, Clark was
discovering the joys of language —
seeing just what she could get away
with—and the result was pleasur-
able, if a little unfocused.

What You Need is tighter, and
shows off Clark’s new control of nar-
rative. The poine of view shifts easily
between Buddy and Dorene, so we get
arich sense of their lives — through
Buddy's phone calls to his ex-wife,
and Dorene’s troubled relationships
with her boyfriend and her psychic
mother. What emerges is an interior
dimension that was almost wholly
absent in the earlier book.

A few chaprers in, Buddy and
Dorene are together in the shower.
Dorene has just told Buddy about her
sad life in stripping, and Clark gives
us this quiet passage:

Buddy took the soap from the
shelf and smoothed it over
Dorene’s shoulders, her breasts,
stomach, hips, thighs, turning her
this way and that as he needed to,
like adoll or himself he was wash-
ing. He didn't take advantage.
They were walking on glass, every-
one was. You went through the
world stepping as lightly as you
could, trying not to get cut, hop-
ing for something somewhere
warth the effort, worth believing.

It’s a tender moment, revealinga
side of Buddy’s personality we didn't
know existed. He too has been cut by

life’s shards, which in a way explains
his present condition.

The book’s main theme is echoed
in the title. People ger what they
need from others and then leave. Itsa
sad theme, taken up by most of
Clark’s characters. Mothers abandon
children; men commit adultery; peo-
ple murder. At une point Dorene
muses,

From now on Dorene was making
Darene her top prionty. To hell
with being nice. Nice was for peo-
ple who saw rainbows and forgot
about the rain that pelted you
first.

[t's an appropriate message for the
stack-taking '90s. If you aren't acting
for yourself, then you're being acted
upon. And the number of victims in
the buok is considerable, ranging
from a parrot abandoned by its suici-
dal owner, roa flea-bitten bear
trapped in a rusty old cage. (Clark’s
symbolic use of this bear is, to he sure,
a bit rusty itself.)

This is nat & suggest that the
book, as Durene might say, is "all
gloom and doom.” Whar You Need is
genuinely funnier than Clark's first
book, filled with car chases, a shop-
ping spree, a beach-front childbirth
scene, a bowling team made of hair-
dressers, and a feisty 80-year-old
woman who still twirls a mean baton.

Perhaps the only question that
nags at the reader is this: "What's
Eliza Clark, born and bred in
Toronro, doing wriring about the
American South again?”

It must have something to do with
irony and voice. Clark’s characters
would be hereft in chilly Canada,
with our understated, irenic jokes.
Her guod country people are almost
devoid of irony; they call aspade a
spade.

And with wriring this good, you
don’t ask questions.

June E. Trusty
& Associatesfet associés
Widely experienced
senior French and English

professionals,
based in Ottawa:

oWriters
oEditors
o Translators

Full design and
production capabilities

Telephone and fax:
(613) 789-9696

CANADA'S INTERNATIOMNAL
IMMUNIZATION PROGRAM

HELRINGICHILDREN
BEATNIHEODDS

O Canada is an
I important partner in

the global effort o
help children in the
developing world
beat the odds against
six deadty, but
preventable, diseases — measles, polio.
tuberaulosis. tetanus, whooping cough
and diphtheria.

Through the worldwide initiative,
mere than three million young lives
are saved each year. Despile this
encouraging statistic, nearly two
million children a year still die for
lack of immunization. The odds can
be beaten with your help.

For more infermation on how you
<an help support this program,
please contact:

Canadian Public
Health Association
1565 Carhng Avenue, Suite 400
Qitawa. Ontanw Canada K1Z 8RI
Telephone (ol 3) 725-376Y

Fax ol 725-9820




ORDINARY
DAMAGE

by Linda Leith

CASINO AND OTHER STORIES
by Bonnie Burnard

FerperCollins, 176 pages, $22.95 doth

{ISBN Q00 224255 9)

THERE'S NOTHING showy about Bonnie
Burnard. A quiet, medicative writer, she
is more given to thinking things
through than to dramatizing them. Her
characters are anxious, wounded people
stumbling around more or less engag-
ingly in some unprepossessing Prairie
town, or somewhere in Ontario, The
stuff of her stories, in shorr, is the stuff of
every day. Perfect —in the hands of a
writer who can tum it into material
worth all our attention. In her new col-
lection, Burnard makes this look easy as
pie. Casino and Other Stories is beauti-
fully written and shaped: a subtle, sub-
stantial achievement.

Burnard’s subject is the damage that
people sufferand inflict, and she finds
hope even in lives reeling from cruel-
ties. She has a special sympathy for
divorced women and adolescents, but
her collecrion — which is dedicated “To
my brothers” — knows that men are
human too. In “Breaking the Law,”
newspapet reports of remote horrors —
arape, a severed human head in a refrig-
erator—remind a single mother named
Chrystal of the dogfights that used to be
organized close to her childhood home
in Ontario. Churystal’s worries about the
world in which her adolescent son is
growing up — a world thar includes
Mike Tyson and serial killers —are
stilled in an ireage of her son's Onrario
uncles, Chrystal’s own brothers:

grown-up, dependable, funny, com-
plicated, sorrowful, good men who
don't lay money on bleeding dogs in

Benunie Burnard

dark barns, or pound other men's
skulls, or dream in madness.

The brilliance of this collection 1s
often as brief as a sentence and 2s com-
fortless as the truths that flicker through
a lonely woman's mind. Bumard knows
hexw 1o suggest, she knows how to use a
chilling derail. and she especially knows
how to unsettle. In “iggle Flicks"
Heather remembers a day soon after her
divorce was finalized when she was sit-
ting alone in her backyardand a
monarch butterfly came to rest on her
bare shoulder:

She was breathless, amazed, chank-
ful. Bur it stayed too long, longer
than seemed possible, and when she
turned her head ta look she saw thar
it had been partially dismembered.

This dismembered creature reminds
us of other incomplete or broken bodies
in the collection. The severed head in
the fridge. The woman in “Nipple Man™
who has undergone a radical mastec-
tomy. A wounded deer in “Dieer Heart.”
The adolescent girl in the very first
story, “Crush,” who is leaning so far into
the kitchen cupboard she’s painting that

...astranger. coming into the
kitchen, seeing only the rounded but-
tocks in the terryeloth shorts and the
long well-formed legs, might think he
was looking ar part of a woman.

11
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Already the paint of view has shifted
from the girl to the “stranger.” It
quickly goes back to the girl, who has a
crush on the bread-delivery man.
Knowing he’ll be ar the door any
minute, she strips off her blouse and
bra. “Jesus,” he says, when he comes to
the door, and he backs out of the house
quickly just as the girl’s mother gets
home. Without waming we get the
man's point of view — his fear, his
repressed desire — fur a couple of pages,
and then we move inta the mind of the
mother and her jumble of emortions in
tace of her daughter's sexuality:

She feels harren. She 1s not a mother
any more, not 1n the same way. [t 1s
as if the @irl'’s undressng has wiped
them both off the face of the earth.

Our sympathies not only shift bue
also expand in this splintering of con-
sciousness. In the end — and the story is
only nine pages in length — we come
hack to the girl, her understanding that
she has frightened the man, her embar-
rassment over her mother's reaction,
and her refusal ro deny her own adoles-
cent desire. “It’s the best feeling she's
ever had. She won't give it up.”

Fearing for this girl, we find ourselves
remembering another meaning of
“crush.” We are reminded, too, of
another woman in danger of heing
crushed — in the concluding story of
the collection, “Ten Men Respond to
an Air-Brushed Photograph of a Nude
Woman Chained toa Bull.” The col-
lecrion seems to be exploding here, in
this radically fragmented story. In the
very process of disintegrarion, though,
“Ten Men" paraduxically succeeds in
bringing Casino and Other Stories ta
completion, as the flying debris around
10 ordinary, all-too-human men
reminds us of all the earlier stories in
the collecrion — and of all the damage,
sexual and otherwise. char is suffered,
inflicted, and sometimes survived in
this very impressive book. &
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FIcTION

NaNCY BAUER's fifth novel, The
Irrational Doorways of Mr. Gerard
(Goose Lane, 323 pages, $16.95 paper),
isa mystery set in and around
Fredericton, New Brunswick. Lt begins
intriguingly: Arlene, a thirtysomething
single mother and freelance reporter,
kidnaps a five-year-old girl from the
home of Mr. Gerard, a psychic.

The rest of the baok focuses on
Arlene’s quest for explanations for her
“irrational” ace. Who is this strange,
subdued, dark-eyed girl she names
Andrea? And why does an exotic reli-
gious cult, which worships the ancient
nature goddess Cybele, want the child?
Is James, the friendly weaver who rents
Arlene a cottage fora song, a member of
this marriarchal cult?

Bauer writes in a lucid style that con-
veys her story effectively. But asa mys-
rery writer, she is unfortunacely urable
to sustain the tension necessary to keep
the reader on edge; the suspense is lost
amid too many scenes of mundane
domesticity. In facr, this book might
have been stronger if Bauer had simply
written a love story between Arlene and
James; the latter, we find out, had once
sécretly been in love with Arlene’s
mother, and made a special promise to
her dn her deathbed.

Nevertheless, there may be enough
mystery and romance in this novel for
diehard fans of both genres.

ANNE CimoN

THE NOVELS of Sam Selvon, who grew
up in Trinidad and is now based in
Calgary, are being reissued and, happily,
rediscovered. His second novel, first
published in 1955, An Island Is 2
World (TSAR, 237 pages, $12.95
paper) isastartling, reeming novel of
ideas. Set in Trinidad in the 1930s to
'50s, it is mostly abour Foster, a man ror-
mented by the search for some signifi-
cance in his life and some sense of what

it means to be living on a Caribbean
island where the sweep of world events
is felr only slightly. As the title implies,
the main intellectual problem is
whether an island offers sufficient suste-
nance for someone filled with vague
dread abour his role in the world.

In his introduction, Kenneth
Ramchand points vut that Foster is
really a writer trying to write. He's
uneasy ahout the paths in life chat are
offered to him. and a great part of the
novels attraction is the way Selvon pre-
sents characters who represent alterna-
tives to Foster’s rambling unease. His
brother, Rufus, sets out to America to
find an educarion, a career, and a wife.
His father-in-law, Johnny, an artisan
with a family, purges his doubts with
drink. Then there is Foster's triend,
Andrews, an artist who seems — but
only seems — to have found personal
salvation; there is also a priest witha
very different source of fulfilment.

Selvon, a gifred comic wricer, gives
ample space 10 Rufus and Johnny, as
well as Foster. Their loquacious energy,
foolishness and all, is celebrared with
humour and affection. The two strands
of the novel — real life set down as it
happens and an artist’s struggle to come
to terms with reality — blend perfectly
to create a unity that is sweet and
strong.

JosHN DOwLE

AN AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL novel trans-
lared from the Yiddish by Zigmund
Jampel, In the Heart of Warsaw
(Véhicule, 326 pages, $16.95 paper)
confirms Szloma Renglich's gift for tra-
dirional storytelling. His self-conzained
sequel to When Paupers Dance (1989)
smoothly narrates 14 years of struggle: a
broken family, a shattered economy in
Poland berween the wars, the rerrors of
the Nazi invasion, and escape into the
USSR. “The world is full of stories,”
Renglich writes. “Everyone carries
around his own bundle of miseries.” Few
relate them so well.

In succincr prose, Renglich recreates
a historical nighrmare without direct
comment on politics, economics, war,
anti-Semitism, or human character. He
conveys emotional tmpact through
action, and universal themes through
an intensely personal focus. Reading
him is like listening to an “elder,” some-
times with duriful parience, but more
often with rapt attention. By the book's
close, one wants to call him ro see how
he's doing.

Informative as social history, moving
asa personal account, In the Heart of
Warsaw also engages asa novel. [t is
plot-driven, full of intriguing characters
and srirring situations. Though ar times
heartbreaking and truly temifying, it is
ultimately uplifting in its affimation of
compassion and its faich that power
help or harm remains in one’s hands
even amid totalitarian brutality. Tts liter-
ary merit and thematic depth, com-
bined with compelling subject matter
and craditional style, make it not only
deserving of a wide audience but capa-
ble of satisfying one.

CATHERINE AUSTEN

Miss PEGGY had been whoring ever
since she could remember and she felt
no shame about it.” With the opening
line of the title story of Ladies of the
Night (Sister Vision, 174 pages, $12.95
paper), Althea Prince draws the reader
into a somerimes alien world. Her
evocative prose and her uncanny ear for
the dialect of her narive Antigua bring
that world vividly alive.

The title scory deals with fidelity and
infidelity, both familial and sexual. A
secret revealed at the end explains
much of whar went hefore,

Most of the stories that follow are
subtle variations on this basic theme
and structure: infidelity clarified by
means of a secrer unveiled. A daughter
discovers why her father has indulged
her mother's indiscrerions; a wife finds
vut that her husband is having affairs
with several other women. While some-
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times the “secret” is predictable, the res-
olution of the conflict is almost always
satisfying.

Not all of the stories are set in the
Caribbean or revolve around sex.
Several take place in Toronto, while
others deal with the cancemns of aban-
doned, elderly women.

Whriting in The Guardian, the theatre
reviewer Michael Billington once com-
mented thet “a play that is local,
detailed and specific often has the
capacity to reach out beyond its imme-
diate environment.” So it is with Althea
Prince’s stories. You may never have
drunk brebrige or eaten fungie, never
gone to Carnival or dared to dabble in
witcheraft. But when Prince createsa
world filled with such images, you feel
right at home.

LauRa BYRNE PAQUET

A “TRULY distinct society” is how
Sergeant Moreau describes Entry Island,
home to fewer than 200 people and the
scene of two sinister deachs in Jean
Lemieux's Red Moon (Cormorant, 240
pages, $14.95 paper), translated by
Sheila Fischman.

Moreau is the chief investigator of
the murder(s). He's a sharp cop with a
"distinct” sense of humour, who has
chosen to be posted to a small commu-
nity rather than promoted to the city.
It’s his job to unravel the clues. Why
would the eligible daughter of an aging
arrist in residence and the hard-to-get-
along-with middle-sged nurse both die
by plummeting off the same cliff, about
24 hours apart?

Central to the investigation is the
young visiting doctor, Frangois
Robidoux, who has the dubious distinc-
tion of having slept with both women
onasingle night, as well as having been
the last person to see each of them alive.

Qriginally published in French in
1991, Red Maon is a fast-paced and
insightful psychological thriller with a
terrific sense of humour. The author
chooses to call the dogs in the book

“Freud" and *Churchill.” whule he nick-
names peaple atter anemals. And whar
distinguishes the book from many con-
tempurary mysteries is its lack of vio-
lence and gore. Instead Lemieux. him-
self a pracrising physician, prefers to
examine the characters by peeling away
layers of thin skins. And in~odomg, he
expowses a tangle of underlying motiva-
tiung, twisted relananships, long-stand-
ing rivalries, bitterness, scandals, and
anguish that permeate the community™
seemingly peaceful fagade.

Moartrs W

NON-FICTION

THE EVENTS that inspired Wiule
Hemsworth’s Killing Time: The
Senseless Murder of Joseph Fritch
(Penguin, 284 pages, $25.99 choth) are
any small rown’s worse nightmare. In
Burlington, Ontario, two teenagers
bludgeaned a stranger to death for rea-
sons so mundane as to barely register:
they wanted his credit cards ro buy
clothes and erinkets, and his car o go o
British Culumbia and party. Steve Olah
was caught within hours, Jamie Ruston
and his girlfriend, Cari-Lee Chisamore,
within days. Olah and Ruston are now
serving life senrences.

One’ heart goes out to the Frich
family for their horrific bad luck: Olah
and Ruston were teenagers from hell.
Ruston was more emotionally disturbed
than clinically ill. Chisamore was wich
him out of loyaley on the night of the
murder and then fled with him fur lick
of immediate oprions. Of the three,
QOlah was the most wernifpngee — o pay-
chopath by general agreemenr, and por-
sihly schizophrenic as well. In the weeks
leading up ro the crime spree, he beged
to he treared for hus menzal illness, but
ncither the judicial nor the medical sys-
tem had ears to listen.

This is almost the archerypal story of
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small-town reenagers on a crime spree.
The hest parts of this hook are those
thar discuss wherther Olah was insane,
and if tus cnme could have been pre-
dicted and stopped. The opportunimes
tor hindsighe are endless. Hemsworch
knows amd respeces has mareral, bue
there s a Lick of depth here, and little
new ~atd about the erimuinal justice sys-
tem ur the people e Killmg Time isan
interesting read bur only sometimes a
PrOVOCHTIVE alle.

MaTTien Ko rELR A

EveryTHGG fram MMadonna and TV sit-
coms to nlls and comie books has
lwely hecome fodder for academic theo-
nzing, so why not sports? Thus reasoned
Richard Grruncau and David Whitson,
protessors of culrural studies ac, respec-
tively, Simon Fraser Unweerary and the
Univemity of Albert., who have com-
hined to prsduce Hoekey Night in
Canada: Sport, Identities and Cultural
Politics {Garamond, 312 pages, $29.95
clath, $21.95 paper).

“Modern spore,” the authom argue, “is
sigmificant as a central dimension of pop-
ular expenience and collecrive memony.”
They examine hockey from ity ongins in
the [9th century {when it was thought of
a5 *a civilizing culwaral pracrice™) o con-
emporary nmes (rfe with controversy
about the ameount of vielence i the
game ), ancd from s most onganized level
{the Narional Hockey League) o
mast informal setting {the arenis and
ponds of small-own, rural Canada).

Drawing on theories of sociolugy,
econamics, politics, gender relations,
and even urban planming, Gruneau and
Whirson analyse: rthe role chac our
national game plavs "in the broader
constiturion of soctal and cultural life,”
A chaprer linking hockey's rough-and-
rumble stele po rraditional wdeals of mas-
culimity 1» particularly interesting,

Thus besak 1 not o hyzhr read — bue
irs aun enpnossime one for readers with a
serious neerest in popular culoure.

Bee vy LipELL
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WO FIRST collections, @ second from Wayne Keon, and
the larest from twa established poets: whar links these
books is their consistent qualicy.

The publisher's blurb describes Maureen Harris’s first book,
A Possible Landscape (Brick, 59 pages, $11.95 paper), as
playful, and while Cinderela and Frog Prince stories are play-
fully reinvented for sceptical ears, there is alsoa darker, more
evocative seam. Whether she assumes the character of
Persephone or Eve or Alice, the narrator’s themaric preoccu-
pation remains the same. Through forests, into tunnels, or
down wells, her women ache for the descent, in which they
“encounter what is lost, what is gathering itself / beneath win-
ter’s snow, to be born,” so that “past this unease and stepping
through a curtain / 1 find meadow grass, a heap of words, shim-
mering” Forin the surface world, each narrator struggles
blind: “At any moment I can't see it anymore. / A hand gropes
(for the wall).” The desire is not to re-emerge from this lost
landscape but to remain, “undisturbed.”

This intriguing relationship with the Jungian underwor{1)d
is the most strikingly original aspect of the book. “Never fall
in love with a snake; / he’ll soon tire of your wearing / the same
skin day-out, day-in,” Harris warns. Like the snake, Harris
tries on the skins of women of fairy tales and mythology, yer
one believes she would shed them all if she could find that
place where words are not tight-fitting, bur the liberation she
seeks. “I’'m still waiting for / the word that will unleash me.”
So, unleashed, ] look forward to the next book by this lyrical
and provocative poer.

James Deahl seems to have found the words in his new
book, Even This Land Was Born of Light {Moonstone, 112
pages, $14.95 paper). In his precise articulations of landscape,
we pet such a highly charged evocation of place — be it a steel
town, Toronto, or the Appalachians — that it is as if the
reader were the first person to stand there. With an imagists
care, he compresses considerable emotional resonance inta a
single detail: “1 count eleven sparrows on my garden fence. /
They are mountains rising to the clouds.”

In graceful echoes of the Japanese style, he allows the natural
world to form the most eloquent syllables of human experience:

You roll against me
prress of smooth cool belly

Surfaces and Shadows

by SANDRA NICHOLLS

scent of ground tumed
monst and dark

in new spring.

(“In the East Wind™)

Deahl is organic, earthy, eratic. For lum, few borderlines
exist between the natural and the man-made world, so that a
river is “a brown muscle,” the bay has a “rocky throat,” motor-
ized horns become “steel bats,” and we hear “the thunder of
log trucks." He works in the immediacy of the present tense,
and with a few deft strokes can call up an entire history, for
example, that of Pittsburgh’s steel industry: “The wapper has
worked here rwenty vears, / bright comert swinging through a
sky of flowing iron.”

This is a hefry book, and my unly quibble is that it’s too
long. By abour page 85, although the poems are consistently
goud, I found myself tiring of the relentless syntax of subject,
object, verb, and the weight of the accumulated details began
to plough me under.

Joanne Page's first book, The River and the Lake ({Quarty,
82 pages, $12.95 paper), opens with the entrancing “Black Ice™

Wait for the beat of yorer heart to slow
enonsh to hear the light tatter-music
weeds make without wind

and finally

a great boom

s the river draws breath.

A remarkably assured beginning. anw the callection courses
forward at the same crackling pace throughour che firse section.

“The River” chronicles the lives of a small vown. Page isn't
shy; she names names. [t was “Young Bill Corbert” who “ran
rough-cut / hemlock through Ben's planer.” “Aggie” who
couldn't read the sympathy card. While 1t’s easy 1o imagine
the characrers, there is something clannish abour this naming,
sumething thar excludes the reader. It's a strange phe-
nomenon: how much more effective [ found a poem like
“Confidence,” where the “she” remains unnamed.

Page’s understanding of a small town 15 thorough and con-
vincing, and she invests its seemingly mundane features with
grace and potency: “green tomatoes / in the dark, ripening”
and the music from the Legion dance, “rising / like yeast, /
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warm, rich, undeniable.” Page is particularly eloyuent when
she rackles death. At the funeral of a young drowned gitl, she
juxtaposes the “unsupportable flaw” of her hair “done all
wrong, back from her forehead / instead of bangs,” with
warer lilies spread out in the river.

In the powerful second half of the book, Page grapples
wirh the death of women friends by cancer, and the narra-
tor’s own struggle, as after surgery she finds “my dark and
gleaming centre { laid open.”" Meditative, rich with
insight, and slowed right down, the poems search foran
explanation and find, in the ambiguity of the land, a quier
peace in the absence of answers. The poet links herself ro
“an afternoon so burdened with knowledge/ of its end,”
and contemplates how

the lake road knows no purpose

bug to divine,

no precision

beyond the accuracy of getting there.
("before spring”)

As the edges of other lives and deaths begin to blur, Page

observes:

in deep water

minnows and their shadows

visible buz absen:

...at the same moment.

(“high summer sun tracks small fish™)

This is an extraordinary hook, lyrical and intelligent, and
graced by Page’s own drawings and paintings.

Moving from Page’s world into the stark, clean lines of
Wayne Keon’s Storm Dancer (Mercury, 103 pages, $11.95
paper) is a bit of a jolt. Here traditional Ojibway and Toltec
spirits roam about on downtown streets as freely as on moun-
tains ot in forests, and Keon calls out an aggressive chant to
them, calling them down, calling them into the music of his
life. His language is plain, his syneax is bracing, and his reso-
nantrepetitions often create the insistence of a drum beat, or
a heart, or a sound itself, as in “high cravellin”:

Just the eagle
nd raven
soarin

nd cryin
soarin

nd cryin
soarin

nd cryin
onal that
blye nd
wind

or “the bell of saint john™:
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GO FISHING

¥ AKES,
U 1-“1.]&5 &
e -u}‘) GLS

An r\:::,nr-. Gmd. to Western Canada

By jakc nlscDun Jd

WITHOUT THIS BOOKI

LAKES, LURES AND LODGES:

AN ANGLER'S GUIDE TO WESTERN CANADA

by Jake MacDonald

A fully illustrated guide to the best fishing m British Columbia,
Alberta, Saskatchewan, Mamteba and Nerthwestern Ontario.
Written by a fishing guide with over 201 years of experience, thie
book lsts you n on szcrets no angler can ' afford to miss, including
whers to catch, when To catch, and how ta catch Northern Fike,
Walleye, Mugkiz, Trout, Catfish, Salmon and Bass.

O-BREOI-176-5 o $16.95 o paper

Lasagna
The Man
Behind The
Mask
Ronald Cross
and the Oka Crisis

Hélgne Sévigny
Ronald Cross

Published by Tulimbuoks

To the Mohawk nation, Oka was simply a tempo-
rary open declaration of war by Canada in what
Mohawks regard as an ongoing cold war between
their nation, and the colonial powers of both
Canada and the USA. This is the story of the unre-
solved situation at Oka, the 78-day seige that filled
the TV screens and newspaper headlines through-
out North America and caused UN observers to
investigate. Updated to reflect events of 1993 and
1994,

Ronald Cross is listed by Amnesty International as
the only “Canadian political prisoner.” ¢$16.95¢
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G006 TP heann
AL the hell
'carlf;.nuuﬂ qul Leggo the hell

of samt john
and

coitchm up
catchm up

1o thie phu‘c.\
: ol e

dlready

feen.
This is a mostinteresting and refreshing collection of Many of the poems wind down toan anonymeus *vou,” perhaps
poems. Together they create a memory map of . alover, orasoul, aspirit, or the reader. Theres a seli-consciousness
growing up as a boy on Lynch’s Lane In Comer Brook : ) T
inthe 1950s and 1960s. This sort of Journey has been  about i, yer 1t works. Forin the end, irall botls down to *you™:

taken before—and many fimes—in ficlion, poetry,
art and fllm but Leggo does it beautifully and seldom _ .
bogs down In sentimentaliy. His Imagination takes ~ dream, and reahity. Keon knows we cannot separate « wrselves from
offfrom vivid recall, a wonderful combination. By the either history or the kand thar keeps histores memory, the spirits
and ofthis collection the iandscape is revealed—
colours, desires, disastars—and we feel we’ve been

mouncainy, sacrifice, sunsets, misery, friendshap, power, love,

that move dreamlike in and our of time. Keon roms wichin, tothe

Growing Up Perpendicular on the Side of & Hill

thero with Cec, Frazer. Macky. my brother and L. " spint, the storm dancer, and finds the power; he shares the healing
—Anne Hart . with usina hook of unlikely but convincing connecrions herween

ISBN 1-805387-38-1 - $11.95 inner and vuter worlds.

Millick Press:an imprint of Creative Publshars Fe . .95 » award-

-y herrhatl gyt In .Bedrock (v Ehlfl.llt.. 105 pages, $9.95 paper), the award

Phone (709) 722-8500 Fox (709) 722-2228 winning poet David Solway navigates abuve and below the sur-

I face of Greck 1slands. and in the shadows of language eself,
looking for the “hedrock of experience,” “the fugitive coordi-
natex," a jump-start on elusive cosmic answers. Through his
vivid questioning, acute observations, and life on che island,
] the navigaror is

A sequel to A Flask of Sea Waler,

THE GOAT THAT FLEW gt

P . K PA.G'E heve among bvdock and couchgrass
ILLUSTRATED BY MARIKA GAL where a lutle 1s more than enough.

{"The Lorus Eater's Confession™)
Erland has beenturned into a goat by the Evil Wizard and

separated from his beloved Corille. So the adventure  Storm-scayed by a Maritime Mizzard, [ was captivated by
continues in this much-awaited sequel to P.K. Page's Solway'’s powerful descriptions of islands filled with lighe, of the
best-selling fantasy adventure, A Flask of Sea Water: coldest sea:

i—"”T’"T_""‘?*\)YC‘-‘\v‘ Ly marrew-cold and near unswonmable,
L‘ﬂ__{? _'g_l__*‘ Al@; the sea from cluse a different shade of bluc.
THE GOAT THAT FLEW of blotung paper or of gugele Jug.

PK. PAGE or the blue of gradual inumacy

" "
S |
NSRS I M3KIR A G ‘ Blll‘.‘ :

The poet wades inro existencial musings, like the snorkler

T Beach Holme who “frog-flops. .. / all snortand thrash / ...beyond his harbor-

N Publishers ing depth.” Yer Solway s never out of his depth, or ¢lumsy,
| 3 & \ 3\ |SBN 0-88678-334-5 e.xcept pethaps when he_ rrics twy explain tbu book, asking ques-

1| 15 colour illustrations rions such as, “1s the solidity of grammar founded on the

$17.95 . semantic vagrancies of tendency and incention” I'd really

racher read the paems, which are lovely, tender, and spun with
available from the hands of a master. @
General Distribution
Services
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OVELISTS aren't bum but made
—self-made, through a variety
of labour-intensive methods.

By the time a first novel gets into print,
most writers have served lengthy
apprenticeships, in academe, newspaper
offices, literary mags, or some other
wildemness. So these four first novels, far
from bursting fully formed from the
thigh of Canadian consciousness, are
metely the latest floweting of talents
that have found expression already in
other forms.

LolaLemire Tostevin has distin-
guished herself with four fine collections
of poetry, reaching a level of fluency she
translares splendidly into prose. Hes first
novel, Frog Moon (Cotmorant, 217
pages, $14.95 papet), is ambitious,
accomplished, and mature. In the open-
ing chapter a young girl in a convent
choir is told to listen, mouth the words,
but not to sing. Funny, haunting, nora
word out of place, this image of the girl's
lonyg wait for the time when she too may
sing strikes a near-perfect first note.

Tostevin evades potential problems
in moving from poetry to the novel’s
sustained development by dividing her
narrative into 18 distinct stories. These
are connected by two main threads: a
gitl's convent education, and a family
Christmas some years later. By this time
“the child who spoke French isno
longer the adult who speaks English.
[Laurz] is the smallest doll in a set of
dolls...each doll living within another
version of herself, as in a vault.”
Tostevin opens version after version to
release the captives within, moving
back through the mining towns of
Northern Ontario and Quebec, forward

Self-Making Methods

by MAUREEN McCALLUM GARVIE

to Toronro and Paris. The story istold in
a rich gachering of voices: the priest in
Se-Bruno, the nuns art the pensionnat in
Sturgeon Falis, Laura’s Anglo husband,
her worldly school friend, her almost-
grown children and almost-old parenes.
All rogether they make up a heritage.
But what weight is Laura to give to
each? How is she to keep from being
overwhelmed in a babel of rongues? The
tension berween integrarion and assimi-
lation is subtle and complex; in its work-
ing our lies Laura’s sense of self.

The link berween individual identity
and the past is cencral as well co Richard
Wagamese's Keeper 'n Me (Doubleday,
214 pages, $13.95 paper). Wapamese isa
former columnist for the Calgary Herald;
in turning now to fiction, he draws on
his own past. The story is framed by the
voices of Gamet Raven and Keeper, the
elderly Native who becomes his spiri-
tual guide. Abducted as a roddler from
an Qjibway reserve by the Children’s
Aid, Gamet has passed through an end-
less series of foster homes, Jost to his
family until he is nearly 25 and in prison
for drug trafficking. Neither whire nor
Native, he has passed himself off as
Hawaiian, Mexican, and Black.

Sporting a huge Afra, lime bell-bot-
toms, and a canary-yellow shirr, Raven
goes home to the kin he can’t remember
in a ramshackle village in Northern
Ontario. His recovery of his Indianness
is the main thrust of Keeper 'n Me. The
nartative is carried through dialogue and
storytelling, full of reasing, self-deprecar-
ing humour (“Anishanabe got a good
word no one ever argues with, Indyun or
not... TRA-DISH-UNN. Heh heh
heh™). But when Wagamese turns seri-

ous, his voices can grow parrulous. The
story often drags and the climax is a sen-
timental rather than an emotional one.
Hugging and happy rears are rife: this
story of return and healing slips roo often
into cliché. Though the writer succeeds
in getting voice vividly onto the page,
the dialect can be 2 hindrance when he
requires more descriptive power, or
when he struggles to convey powetful
silences in words.

Technigue and form are not a prob-
lem with Christine Slarer's The Small
Matter of Getting There (Gurter
Press, 99 pages, $9 paper). Slaterisan
experienced writer of fiction and her
previous book, a story collection called
Stalking The Gildzd Boneyard, was
widely praised. Her assured first novel,
like Tostevin's, is built up by layers, in
this case using diary entries, excetpts
of novels by one of the cenrral charac-
ters, and smoothly crafted narrarive
bridges. The story is set in London,
England, where the hungry young
writer Mal Sully meets the publisher
Kay Blessing, two decades older than
her protégé and with a hearty appetite
for what he has ro offer. The seduction
is quick: she goes for the marrow, then
spits out the bones.

The book’s language is smoorh and
unremarkable; a slight plor is carried by
sharply realized images and concise dia-
logue. Slater juxtaposes the passionate,
self-absorbed aches of youth and the
cynical and savvy urges and itches of
middle age. Will success spoil Mal Sully?
Maybe not in the long run, hut by
launch time his marriage is in vatcers, his
next manuscript already rejected as
repetitive and trite.

—{ Booxs IH CANADA i
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“It T do nothing else,
I'm going to teach her
[ “.' A
how to ride. That's
' N 7
what fathers do:

Gary Round. 39

]

As far as Heather is concerned,
her dad is no different than
anyone else’s. And he’s not.
Except that Gary was diagnosed
as having multiple sclerosis two
years ago. Try as he does to be
the best father he can, he gets
tired very quickly. He shakes
badly at times and once he fell
out of his chair, and he cried.
But Heather was there to help.

Tens of thousands of Canadians
have multiple sclerosis. It's a
family affair of the worst kind;
often coming at a time when
families are busy enough making
ends meet, let alone seeing their

dreams destroyed.

Become a volunteer. Make a
donation. Together, we'll find a
way to stop multiple sclerosis.

CONTACT US TODAY!

ﬁ =
Multiple Sclerosis
SOCIETY OF CANADA
250 Blaor Street East, Suite B20,
Toronto, Ontario M4W 3P9

Mal Sully’s fictional novel bears slighe
resemblances ro James R. Wallens Boy’s
Night Out (Gurrer Press, 187 pages, 515
paper), but unlike Sully, Wallen is nu
neophyte wordmonger. Coming froma
background in film and theatre, he hasa
number of screenplays and radio plays to
his credit.

His Bow's Night Chat begins and ends
with an erectivn. Ahel, the agitated pro-
cagonist, sees o whole room as the exeen-
sion of a ricking clock; so all this novel,
with its passion, hope. anger, stupidity,
and despair, is an extension of Abel’ ris-
ing and falling penis. Abel’s Friday
nights, a rerrifying blend of L'nder the
Voleane and TV heer ads, are regular
near-death experiences (*his body can
usually manage three drunk sessions 1n
the course of a Friday night withour hu-
piralization”). During the course uf this
particular grim hacchanalia, figures
appear from his past, speak, and with-
draw in sorrow and disgust. With every
debacle comes some further shred of
insight, bur Abel is already 27 and life
may be roo short.

A book that answers the question
“are we really as bad s women say we
are?” in the affirmative may he unlikely
to appeal to female readers. (Whar's
more, the maroon and chartreuse cover
has to be one of the most repellent in
the history of first novels.) Yer my
admiration for Wallen grew in the face
of a torrent of one-liners and surreal
fragments of Spiderman comics,
“Jeopardy” shows, Camille Paglia,
Elvis, and John 3:16, delivered with
breathtaking timing. Here, fur exam-
ple, is Abel boarding a bus:

The squeeze is on. Through the
doors, up the stairs, past the driver
with his dead eyes and vutstrerched
claw holding teansfers by the
pound...RIGHT TO THE BACK
PLEASE. As if he had any choice,
secing how his feet have yet to
touch ground. Off we go, down the
aisle, right to the back please, to be
hung on hooks and gutted. Hey,

what pves? There are nut enuugh
huoks to go around. Some people
must starud, feet sloshing about in
viscera. Abel is one of the tew left
standing-.. A paun in his head. In

his heart.

It also helps thar Wallen's female
characters come off o worse than male
unes — in fact, are generally more intel-
ligennt amul fexcused on their career pachs
and RSPs. Abel may wish to believe
that their withering scomn s because of
his Railure to produce the cighrand a
halt inches of his dreams; but he knows
at heart — and 50 Jo we as readers — it
is hecause of his tragic inability to find a

handhold on life. &

— RGN ——

QUR REOUEST for outrageous
authorftitle combinations pro-
duced a grand toral of seven
entries, which confirms our earlier
decision o disconrinue Can Wit
The winner of the final contest is
Dorothy Scully of Vermilion,
Alberta, who suggested several
amusing possibilities, including
“Lynch on Cartle Rustling” and
“Lightfoot on Dancing.”

Solution to Acrostic #62
“Blue, nearly translucent flames
leaped from the liquid fuel tank, yellow
from the solid fuel tanks that once
ignited could not be turned off, seven
million pounds of thrust and all | could
hear was the single ¢ry of a marsh
bird, the echo of a tiny human voice."
Minus Time, by Catherine Bush
(HarperGCollins)




Bombs Away!

by PHIL HALL

LIM PickENs. [sn't that the stage

name of the actor who rides the

dropped bomb like a wild bronco
at the end of Dr. Strangelove? Well,
spring in the children's book trade
means | have to ride a few hombs also.

Have to. Because my daughter, Brett,

says that | must not leave any of her
favourites out of my review. And we dis-
agree. She has insisted on clinging to
and extolling the virtues of a few of
these books for review — ones that |
had quickly pronounced “rurkeys.”

From Ninja's Carnival

Just like stuffed animals and blankets,
children’s books are sometimes diaboli-
cally defended and wom apart by rotten
kids who, out of spite, will not listen w
the bertter critical judgement of their
parents. And so Brett has championed
Nobody Knows! (Gemma, 24 pages, $8
paper) by Sarah Yares, and illustrared by
Darlene "Toots" Toews, as well as Teeny
Weeny Penny (TSAR. 24 pages, $4.95
paper} by Shenaaz Naniji, wich illustra-
tions by Rossitza Skortcheva Penney.

MNow, these are the two worst books

{ Books IN CanaDa }

in the bunch — in my opinion, that is.
Bus Brett loves them. Dioes this mean
that my standands are irrelevant?
Perhaps. Or does it mean thar at five
and a half my daughter has learned thar
hy sticking up for the under-turkey she
can get my goat!

Nobody kKnows! looks amateurish. It is
aboutr Ann, a six-vear-old girl who has
cerebral palsy. With a friend’ help, she
uses her walker to adventure to the park.
She meers a rurtle, who moves slowly,
like her. She encounrers an alligator.
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Her mom doesn't know where she is.
Nobody knows! Her mom comes run-
ning, worried.

Assisted in its publication by the
Cerebral Palsy Association of
Manitoba, and partially coloured by
computer, this book has illustrarions
that are crudely pencilled in, then gar-
ishly enhanced by shocking pink and
shaded greens. The story is told from the
point of view of Ann, who can't speak
but writes down what happens.

But just as I am about to criticize the
clunkiness of the prose, I wonder if the
text isn't based on the halting speech of
children with cerebral palsy. It has cer-
tainly been written for them. Not me.
And on second thought, maybe the
pink and green are usefully distinct....
Disliking a special needs book for chil-
dren! I should be ashamed of myself. As
penance ] owe Brett a fourth read
through the damed thing.

Teeny Weeny Penny is a story that a
child can play our as it's being read. At
least chat’s why Brect likes it. (You'll need
a penny, obviously.) Shaira finds a dirry
penny in the garden. Ics smaller than
usual pennies. She shines it up and calks
it lucky. Should she throw it in a foun-
tain, bank It in a pig, buy a friend’ toy?
No. Her daddy spins it like a top and tells
her to keep it for good luck. He gives her
three other pennies: one for the fountain,
one for the pig, and one for the toy.
(You'll need four pennies, obviously.)

Grandma’s Heart (TSAR, 24 pages,
$4.95 paper), also by Shenaaz Nanji
and Rossitza Skortcheva Penney, again
features Shaira and her family. This
time, Shaira is worried about the size of
her Grandma's heart — whether it is
big enough to love all the members of
her extended family and still love her,
too. Where the fluid and wispy draw-
ings of Teeny Weeny Penny are
enhanced with orange, Grandma's
Heart uses green. These are nor expen-
sive, showy productions, though their
covers ere tropically festive.

Asisall of Ninja’s Carnival {Sister
Vision, 24 pages, $6.95 paper), with its

story by Ramabai Espinet, and its art by
Farida Zaman. This will be a good book
torall children who like fairs, but expe-
cially for those who get caught up prepar-
ing forand celebrating Caribana each
year. As snow falls ouside the window of
his new home in a northem city apart-
ment building, Ninja dreams that he is
back in the West Indies with his Gran on
Jubilee Street on Carnival Day. He hasa
scary and indoctrinating encounter with
the devil dancers, the Jab Malassies, who
turn out to be men from his neighbour-
hood, dressed up, swinging their railsand
tridents for the festival. “Play de devil!
Jab! Jab! Play! Jab! Jab!™

Purple Hair? T Don’t Care! (Oxford,
32 pages, $5.95 paper) and Cookie
Magic (Oxford, 32 pages, $5.95 paper)
are both new from the “Ox Tales”
imprint.

Dianne Young's Purple Hair? I Don’t
Care! is deligheful. Brect and | agree.
Without giving too much away, Lean
rell you thar Mrs. Della Ragon is having
ababy. A very peculiar baby. However it
looks, the mother will be delighted:

Breath thar’s smoky —
Okey-dokey.

Wings of blue —
Weil, whoop-de-doo!

Besides the maternal thyme-making,
what makes all chis so much fun is that
in Barbara Hartmann's watercolouts
everyone in the old village is trying o
imagine what this baby will look like.
The skeleton in the docror's office imag-
ines a skeleton with purple hair, of
course. The sleeping cat dreams of a
purple cat. And soon.

Cookie Magic, by Geraldine Mabin
and Lynn Seligman, is almost as pood,
but not quite. This is a story about two
kids who earn money far a pet by pet-
sitting, watering planrs, even visiting
someone’s granny. They feed cookies to
each plant, each fish, each dog and cat
— and to Great-Grandma Berry too. It
seems as if the cookies work magic,
because every creature has babies! Even,

—| Books in Camnapa %

it seems, Great-Grandma Berry! (Not
really.} Well, somehow all of this comes
off as less plausible than the purple-
haired, blue-winged haby in the previ-
ous story. The prose is less funny than
the poetry, and Mark Thurman's illus-
tratioms for Cookie Magic are less fanci-
ful, less derailed than Hartmann’s are for
Purple Hair? I Don't Cure!

The Flying Tortoise, An Igbo Tale
{Oxford, 32 pages, $17.95 cloch) will
probably be boughr by folklorists and are
lovers more than by children, or for
children. Barbara Spurll's illustrations
are jungle-lush and in their detail flirt
with an omithological satire | admire.
The story itself has been told in many
ways in many cultures; here it is retold
by Tololwa M. Mollel, and 2n end note
explains thar the Ilgho are a people rom
southeastern Nigeria in West Africa.
The Igho apparently use Mbekuy, the
troublesome rrickster turtle, in many of
their stories. In this one. Mbeku per-
suades the birds ro each give hima
feather so that he can make wings to fly
up ro a feast with the Skylanders. Then
he ericks the birds into letring him eat
every hit of the feast. How the binds get
their revenge, and how Mbekuy recuper-
ates, is a rale that explains how the tur-
tle got its patchworked shell.

Final confession: after all of our dis-
agreements over the merits of these
books, there is one thar I would not let
Brett touch. I did show it to her, but
then put it way up high. Thisone is
Daddy’s own! Seven Mysterious
Wonders of the World (Raincoast,
$11.95 cloth) is a pop-up book by Celia
King. Imagine: Atlantis and
Stonehenge and the Bermuda Triangle
and Shangri-Laand...all popping up!
Tha old thingumabob collector in me
cartwheels when | open this book. Of
caurse, my motive for keeping it from
Brett isn't completely selfish: I'm going
to put this toy in a time capsule for us to
open in 20 years or so. (That is, if Dr.
Strangelove remains a fantasy.) As they
age, mysterious wongders (such as this
book) just get weirder and weirder. 4

L
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HAVELOST track of how many book
launches I have attended, ] am 34
years old now and have been a part

of the literary community, firs in
Britain and now in Canada, foraround a
decade. So we are into the hundreds.
Hundreds of glasses of wine, hundreds of
cardboard plates of cheese and frui,
hundreds of exchanges of courteous and
perfunctory humbug. Noram [ a regular
at these events, unlike some writers and
lirerary journalists in Canada whase
maxim appears to be “Now is the time
for all good men and women to come to
the aid of the launch party.”

Asaspectacle, book launches are
unique in their peculiarities, their
fagades of interest, their rigid and regu-
[ated mores and moves.

Over in the comer, ralking eamestly
with the owner of the bookstore, who
only opened the place ona cold
Thursday evening because he was guar-
anteed extra sales and a mention in the
“Noises O column of the Globe and
Mail, s a dramatically embarrassed pub-
licist. She is specularing why nobody
has tumed up from apy of the major
newspapers and why there are only 17
people in the place. She wearsa now
weli-rehearsed look on her face, as
though she has just heard tragic news,
pethaps of a death, over the telephone.
She has employed it five times this
month alone.

“l know there would have been a line
50 yards long if it hadn't been for the
snow (Montreal)/ earthquake {Los
Angeles)/ indifference (Toronto). And |
just can't understand why Harbourfront,
The Idler pub, the U.B.C. Bookshop all
decided to host readings on the same

Eat My Launch

by MICHAEL COREN

evening as our launch. Ir's entirely therr
faulr. I'm definirely going 1o ralk ro my
publisher and | know he'll be very, very
pissed off.”

In the apposite corner is a knot —
tight, coiled, and unuriginal — of
lugubrious young poets who write about
the mystical sancrity of the clitoris and
are published by Whire Nostril Press.
They are competing in the playotfs for
the “nonchalance and contempt for
establishment succesy” competition,
They discuss a figure holding court in
the middle of the roum.

“That talentless bastard vver there
has just got another bloudy grant from
the Canada Council. Sickening.”

Talentless bastard approaches and
holds our a hand in friendship.

“Hi, man, how are you? Loved the
last column. And cotgrats un the grant,
well deserved. Yeah, mazel cor.”

And chen chere is the poor auchor.
Was chis such a good idea! Was the head
of publicity correct when she said that
lzunch parties don’ sell books and char
the money would probably he berrer
spent on an adverr or an airplane mip ro
other cities?

Perhaps. But she did admit, speaking
in academic terms and thinking of other
authors who were nothing like him ac
all, that launch parties do bolster the
epos of nutoriously insecure people.

The cynosure of the hour knows dhat
some of his peers, other young novel-
ists, spend hours. days, on the tele-
phone inviting and then reinviting
people to their launches. These tend w
be the same people who are obsessive
about blurhs, hunting down celebrity
authors with the assiduity ol a safari

iy
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leader ondered to sarisfy a royal visiror,
“I've done ix. | mean, I've really done ic.
Jonachan Tedious has not only agreed
o give me o brifhant young writer,
with promise aplenry’ but has also
agreed to come to my launch.” His
friend 1s cynical. “Darling, he comes o
every launch. And he hasn'tread a
hucok in years.”

Bur just as our Galahad in the autho-
rial wilderness 15 wishing rhat he was
indeed appearing somewhere in Halifax
Jdiscussing the relevance of his bouk to
the rape of the fishing industry, God
rises from has slumber, smiles Jown on
him., and Jdirects his heavenly flashlight
towards the tower of unsuld copies.

Lights. Lights. They are illuminating
hi effores and his creative panache. He
15 transfurmed by the piercing exposure
of television. Yessssssss, {e hasall been
worthwhile. Quickly he evinces apachy.
TV is u sell-ouc, he'd racher have an
extract in Why magazine or the
Onanisin Review. Hanestly. Still, the
cameras are here so he mighr as well do
rthe interview. “Relax, honey,” from one
of thuse annoyimg poets, who have scat-
rered like a bunch of mall raws being
approached by a security guard, and now
buzz around the Aoor babbling at any-
thing that moves. “les Cable 103 doing a
piece about the owner of the bookstore.
Apparently he has an interesting collec-
tion of hackey memorabilia.”

So it ends. Really enjoyed it... See
you at mine. .| don't think reviews mat-
ter anyway.. . Anc vou poing to Banft?
And the author moves gradually
rowards his publicist and asks ever so
yuietly, “I didn't sign oo many copies,
Jid 12 N, dear, not at all. Noragall.

1l
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When propery filled in, the letters in the box form a quotation from a Canadian book. Find the letters by solving the clues below and writing the
answers in the numbered spaces provided. Then transfer the Istiers from the spaces to the appropriate squares in the box. The first letters of
each answered clue form the name of the authar and title of the book (solution next month).

A. “Camptown Races” refmin __ _ __ __ _ — L. Local deity - o
100 121 66 159 26 1M 71 8 29 168 96
B. Toronto subway stop (2wds.) — — — _ M.Iish pronunciation of Timothy __  __ —
i 186 3 B ® ¥ 1B Findley title? (4 wds.) 32 @ 141 160 6 v 15 W
C.Veryclose (3wds.) . _— __ — _ _ — e —
] 67 169 127 184 78 38 151 88 135 156 83 28 52 193
—— — N. Canadian self-imagedrawn __ _ _ __ __ —_
m 3 fmm “'IE BOUk Of JOShl.Ia M 176 9 128 103 170 134 120
D.Refuse remover (2wds.) . _  _ __ _ . (7 wds.) . e
1 3B 14 4 177 122 150 79 fc I [ B 2 152 75 112
2 6 155 3 ™ S 19 @0 10
E*____ _  chamoes", — _ __ _ _ . — -
wi“ingtoaccept risk (3 wds_) BM 2 8 116 9% 335 153 183 1% ¥ 8
—_ 0. East Toronto University, say __ _ __
14 8 ¥3 M
F. Drink rapidly e P. Actor Robert - _
88 161 46 184 50 9 9 14
G. Family of Dutch painters —_—— - Q___ subscriptionto . __ __ __ _ __ __ ___
- ra ] q7 Books ,'n canada' please! 154 181 83 185 110 313 167 B
H. Notin the floor or ceiling = — — . _ (2 wds.) —
(3 st.) 12 43 W5 9% 113 142 135 182 85
— R. 1979 William Leiss title _ —
114 (5 WdS.) 0F 7 157 183 45 104 179 6B
|. Addition to church service =@~ __ . e — —_
{2 st.) 140 96 40 191 133 36 103 2 57 9 137 nN? 16 14 1”12
J. “Heard melodiesare ____, ... — - — e —
are sweeter” 155 64 74 185 H W 5 19 12 27 192 21 17 13 48 3
Keats, “"Ode to a Grecian
Urn" (4 wds.) ® o1 15 128 1@ W M 1B 27 W v ;@
—— e — S. Query concerning Christinas __ _ _ _ __ _ __ ___
42 147 175 @1 Warfdpainter? (2 st.) 15 130 M4 9% 4 109 178 19
K. Directions to the privy, =~ __— _ . _—
perhaps (3 st.) 189 48 B8 80 65 93 156 90
SOLUTION TO ACROSTIC #62 an page 56
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TUDENTS of Australian culture

call them the Canadian Exiles.

They were the Canadians (and
some Americans, too) who were sen-
renced to “transportarion to the
antipodes” for the crime of sympathizing
with William Lyon Mackenzie and
Louis-Joseph Papineau in the rebellions
of 1837-38. For those from Lower
Canada, this meant being sent in chains
to Sydney, while a worse fate awaired
the anglophones — the penal settle-
ments on Tasman’s Penipsula in Van
Diemen’s Land to the south.

They numbered about 200 in all, and
were on the whole a highly educated,
even literary bunch. Within five years
or 50, most of those who hadn't escaped
were given patole, and in the 1840s
many of them wrore books abour their
misadventures in the northern and
southern hemispheres. It's safe to say
thar these narratives are more central to
Australian writing (where they're part
of the large stream called convicr litera-
ture) than they are to CanLit. (In some-
what the same way, escaped-slave narra-
tives of the same period, though they
frequently deal with Canada, are a fer-
tile field for scholarship in the United
States but seldom studied here.)

Not all the people arrested were
guilty, and not all those punished were
sentsuch great distances. Some, like
Mackenzie himself, escaped to the
United States and lived there uncil the
eventual amnesty. Others were ban-
ished to the United States for a set term;
such was the case with Charles Durand,
a Hamilton lawyer who unwittingly got
caught in the net when the authorities
{as though forecasting October 1970)

A Bitter Exile

by DOUGLAS FETHERLING

starred amresting peaple on the slightest
pretence.

Iffew Canadians readers today con-
sult the books by those whao were sent o
Tasmania, then hardly anyone knows
the cautionary tale entitled
Reminiscences of Charles Durand of
Toronto, Barrister (1897).

On December 5, 1837, the 26-year-old
Durand was in Torento on court busi-
ness, his carper bag stuffed with legal
papers. This was the day of the Bacde of
Yonge Sereet, when Mackenzie’s men
and the kocal oroops finally clashed at
arms — an event about which Durand,
though always a Reformer in his poliics,
claimed to know nothing. At the end of
the day, he was stopped by the sheriff,
wha let him pass with a waming, “I hupe
you are taking no par in this rising, or
trouble, and will not do so.™

Durand tried to retum o Hamilton by
coach, burt the vehicle was caprured by
rebels, and he was forced o walk hack ro
Toronto through the woods at night. At
Streewsville, 2 Tory mob arrested himas a
suspected spy. He proposed posting a
huge bail ($10,000) but the judge refused
and Durand was held in the Toronto jail,
waiting months for his sedition trial to
begin. The book gives a vivid and
detailed picture of prison life at that time.
While he was in custody, the authorities
wrecked his house, stole what they
wanted of his property, and harassed his
young wife {who gave hirth toa daughrer
during her hushand’s incarceration).

As Durand recounts sa bitterly, he
was a political prisoner, guilty of noth-
ing more than having written articles
for one of Mackenzie’s papers, the
Constiturion. In such an armosphere of
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retributiun and hysterta, in a sirvation he
likened to“a Star Chamber, or political
mguisition!!,” he was found guiley. The
court seized all his possessiuns and exiled
the prisoner from Canada for six years.

Many whu received similar sentences
never returned ro the place that had
spurned them for their pelines. Bue
Durand, after living first in Buffalo, then
n Albany (where one day he saw
Papineau 1n the flesh), and finally ina
wild Prainie town calked Chicago,
returned to Toronte and established a
new practice — and for well over halfa
century nursed his quite understandable
grudge. He continued to doso even
after virtually all his old enemies (to say
nothing of his old friends) died off.

[n frail old age, he could only shake
his head at “the bloodshed and sufferings
[that] could have heen saved by honor-
able men and true concessions on the
part of a wicked set of men, who would
not Jdu justice w the people at large.”
Whar's more, he couldn’t understand
how those opposed ro Reform could
“wrire so bitrerly against men struggling
for justice, as the noble farmers were wha
ook up arms against an ungodly set of
office-holders like those of Toronto in
1837" — even though he was ar least as
bitter on his side a5 his opponents had
been on theirs. Mare so, in fact.

He must have heen the kind of per-
son who thought he could win by haring
longer. Which is to say that he wasn't
quite as New Testament as he thought
he was. He let rancour avercome princi-
ple, and at some pont crossed a line. He
ceased being someone to be admired for
his tenacity. He became someone to be
pitted for his inability to forgive. @
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UANGO QUANDARY. During a

speech to a Toronto audience,

the articulate Conrad Black
strained his already extensive vocabu-
lary by reportedly arracking the “vast
quango of transfer payments and wealth
distribution” that Canada is groaning
under. Bur a quango is a group of people,
nota government program. [t origi-
nated about 20 years ago as the acronym
for quasi-autonomous nongovernmen-
tal organization and has since spawned
quangocrat and similar neologisms.
Perhaps the controversial rycoon meant
10 say quantum, or even quagmire.

UGER, AUGUR. A Calgary
Herald columnist claimed that
ucien Bouchard’s calm

response to the federal election results
“augers well for the atmosphere” of
Parliament. That may be good news for
thase who find politics boring, but whar
the writer meant to say was that the
Bloc Quebecois’s attitude augured well,
or showed promise, for responsible gov-
ernment. Originally, an augur wasa
Roman refigious official who was con-
sulted as to whether or not the gods
favoured a proposed course of acrion.

URROUNDED. In The Great

Dragon's Fleas, the author Tim

Ward described a Ladakh court-
yard as “surrounded on three sides by a
double row of balconies.” To surtound
something is to enclose it; the word isan
absolute and has no need of qualifiers,
such as completely surrounded or sur-
rounded on all sides. The courtyard, not
being surrounded, is bordered on three
sides by the balconies.

(Quango Tangle

by ALEC McEWEN

OARDOF EDLECATIOR. Mackean's
reported that a Progressive
Cunservative proposal to divert
welfare and unemployment tunds into
education and jub mauning “wene by the
hoands” hecause of feared acousacions
that «t would dismantle the social safery
net. The word hoards means the stage of
a theatre, and those who walk them are
actors. Togo by the hoand, in it literal

sense, s when an objecr drops or s
thrown vver a ships side or hoard; s fig-
urative applicition means the abandon-
ment or neglect of somethimg.

ANDEM TWOSOME. According to

afJuill & (are review of

] Robert Janess Kadeidoscope,
the crime is unravelled by a “tandem of
detectives” consisting of a Sdreté and a
Gestapo officer. Why not call them a parr
o a team, for wintdem really means rwo
persans or animals working together one
hehind the other, as in nding a randem
bicycle or pulling some other vehicle.
The same investigaton are later described
as a“duo ol sleuths,” and perhapsa longer
review would have produced a couple of

cops ora brace of bohbies.

UALRANT, MINIMAL. A Colgary

Herald edirorial predicted thar

the passage of NAFTA will not
soun extinguish “the protectionise fires
bumning s strongly in many quadrants of
the United States.” Quadrant, like quar-
ter, derives from a Latin source meanmg 4
fourth part, but whereas quarter can now
sigmity any district of whatever sizc or
shape, quadrant is not synonymous in
that sense, for it means one-fourth of a
circles area, enclosed by two radii and an

| Books IN CAnADA }

— . ey W AR LA e G N s, D e e gy | N wewaey =

arc of circumtfurence. The same writer
incorrectly described Canada’s popula-
ton ws mmanal, which means the small-
est pusathle, not just sovall.

KX ITRALE. O CCER. Allan

Fotheringham, wrring about the

1994 Werk] Cup competition in
the United Srates, claimed that most
cinzens of that country don't realize the
mnrernatimal Jominance of a game that
1> not baseball or foothall but soccer. Yet
soceer is true foothall, for it 1s played
muinly wich the feet, sometimes with
the hewd, and oo ream member other
than a pealkeeper 1y allowed to put a
hand on a ball thar remains in play. The
hall in Nurth Amencan toothall is
rouched by a foot only on punts, kick-
offs, and exrra-point actempts. Socecer
vriginared in England as socker, o
Jiminutive of Association foothall, as
Jistmct from Rughy tootball or rugger,
bur the expanded torm survives, for
example, in the International Foorball
Federarion, better known by its French
acronym FIFA.

ANKER. The publisher of

Vikram Seth's A Swztable

Boy 15 repurted to have
Jenounced the five Booker Prize judges
a5 "wankers™ for their failure w confer
the award on his author. Wanker, a word
unfamiliar to many Norch Americans,
has long heen British slang for a person
whu masturbates. No doubr the individ-
ual biases of the Booker paneliscs
affecred thetr decision and may even
have induced them te pull strings, but
nut necessarily wires, tw influence their
colleagues. ¢
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egaGrip

RETRACTABLE BALLPOINT PEN / 0.5MM AUTO PENCIL

The Nega Grip™ Ballpoint Pen and Clutch Action Pencil with Lead Guard™ both offer
wide body dasign with rubberized grip area for optimal comfort and control while writing.

Tha P300 0.5mm clutch action automatic pancil features:

o Covered white vinyl eraser o Cushioned grip area for a comfortable positive grip o Lead
Guard™ surrounds the 0.56mm lead with a seif adjusting metal gleeve and keeps the lead from
breaking under normal writing pressure o 0.5mm HB lead with clutch action lead advance o

Yellow plastic barrel with dark gray accent pocket clip and grip

The T700 reiractable refillable ballpoint pen features:

o Cushioned grip area for a comfortable grip o Medium point premiurn black ink refill for a supe-

rior writing quality o Fashionable purple plastic barrel with dark gray accent pocket clip and grip.
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Bausch & L.omb

SEE THE POTEHNTIAL

0 The magnifier market is growing. [ There are multiple uses for magnifiers in the home, office, during travel
or anyplace where light and magnification are necessary. I ‘The new folding lighted magnifier
is a unique extension to Bausch & Lomb's complete line of magnifiers.

SEE THE FEATURES

0 Built-in-light enables reading in low light conditions. (Comes with 2 AAA Duracelle alkaline barteries.)
I Unique folding handle swings in and out for convenient use and storage in pockets, purses, briefcases, glove comparmments, desks and
other Eimited places. 0 Features popular 2” x 4%, 2X reading lens with 6X inset. [ Includes attractive, protective storage case.
0 Available in a free special 6 piece display.

RefEX

For further information call Rotex (416) 759-9361
ROTEX CANADA INC., 1410 Birchmount Road, Scarbarough, Ontario MIP 2E3 Fax: (416) 759-3197
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