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m*journalist”at~a'smallmwestern Canadian college Hav1ng grown to.

.understoog/thls problem Barry ta

S . ABSTRACT
‘Barry MacDonald,’the protagonist of this novel, is a student
.t S : ’ :, o :

matur1ty iR an age of instant electronlc commun1cat10n he feels.

i

dlrectly 1nvolved in, 'not perlpheral to the historically important

’

~events of his.time. HlS attentlon to global problems howevery,leads
him to negPect the de1siv'~forces W1th1n his cao- operatlve house -and”
unconsc1ously to av01d 1nt1macy Wlth the woman who 1odes h1m

Although Barry s 1dent1f1cat10n with the peace movement is rooted

in his\personal experience as the son of a war veteran, his protest is
: . Cs ‘ . ) : - .

\

expressed in borrowed bolicnterms. Similarly, the intelligence,

agents set‘to observe him 'go ‘to considerable lengths to fit‘his
ral acfivities into a model imported from the céntres of action.
. F N o . : I

0 a letter to a friend, Barry'describes his political and.personal

1s01at10n' "I've been 51tt1ng on the 81de11nes all my llfe taklng the

long v1ew seeing the ‘world. reduc d to the 31ze of a Tv. screen Having -
S N
:é

s the first steps to close the

d1stance betWeen hlmself and his father and towatune hi§«actions to
i R e .

,the‘needS'of.his own community. But with the woman from whom-he has’
1
: . - .

’ begun to ‘learn about hlmself he still cannot reach a complete under-

standing The conclusion of the novel offers only the promlse that

he w111 express h1s new knowledge in action

PN
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SOMETHING IS HAPPENING

-

™ .

Hastilyi Barry 1aces three stacks of mimeographed paper on the

/curb and begins to co late, forming a new criss-croSS'stack which
grows as the.others?d indie. f i | _ - o
| Blue paper 'Histoly.of the Indo;China War since 1946,

White paper, slightly smudged toward the bottom: Seven-Point
Program of the Prov151ona1 Revolutionary GOVernment

. Pink paper Canadian Inputs to American Aggression

He has enough handouts for the’ largest demonstration ever held
be¥ween the Great Lakes and the Rockies . But, with the big storesh
':.closed for the holiday, there is almost no one‘on the street to read
them, except two policemen, and a palr of ladles,‘onepold the.other
youngy, ‘wearing nearly 1dent1ca1 cloth coats who give him one of their_
Watchtowers Where - are all the_big'talkers7 Do they think the bomber'
B E— 5 . AN
crews. slept in because. (it is Remembrance Day? jWhere is Zak with.his
flags and pickets ‘his pipe and drum7 Where are Mrs. MacIntyre and .
her Earnest Lad1es7' If‘the Co op doesn t turn out en masse l

The size of the protest 'though, isn t the most important thing.
Two, two hundred two hundred thousand ;. the message 1is the same, and
still the war makers won't hear it over-the sound of all their bombs
‘.Anti -personnel bombs Bacteriological bombs . Defoliation bombs
.Weather bombs Laser bombs, Smart bombsg, Insane\bombs. Deafened
by their bombs, the war makef; hear no one yelling NO! in the Streets

of New York or Toronto or London or Berlin or Tokyo or Calgary They'

g0 on draw1ng their game plans in blood But we, the witnesses, how



N

can we keep-silent? Not to revolt would make'us accomplices
The arches of the Bay colonnade ‘and the facing block of brick and

sandstone buildings are uncommonly deserted thlS morning, naked with- -

out their workday throngs 1nt1mate as if it were early morning, when

a whistle a block away sounds closer, not smothered in a crowd. The

K

clock in front of . the bank keeps a prec1se accounting of the cold

minutes Barry stands on the sidewalk just~asi”’”,uood‘on'this same

corner, 0ver two years ago, 'before the first 't own demonstration
He had 51m11ar anxieties that morning--what iffnobody comes’--even'
nore painfullbecause in his freshman naivete he“expected the:protest
to have some 1mmed1ate results. _But’at‘leaSt then'hehhad'Tom with .

. him, taking pictures and cracking jokes, assuring him that however
crazy the‘denonstration was ‘at least he’ wasn' t ‘the only lunatic
'Today Barry can't even be surelof ‘that, Tom is on the»other side hf
the Atlantic, 'and Barry' s.two years of per51stence haven t stopped a

.31ng1e ‘bomb from falling : 5‘ |

A trolley bus, almost’empty, wheezes and heaves‘its'lumpish

green-hody‘past the bank_corner and stops. 'hhen it-lunbers away

- again, Barr;‘sees Gloria.onithe.curh, a large sheet of poster paper
under one arm. He waves the two-fingered'peace.sign as’shetStrides,
confidently aergss_the:street toward\himl~ Since she left the Co- op
so suddenly last night, Barry has worried that something he said
might.havehupsethher; or that she thought he was playing the fool
;But now. as she comes toward him her round face breaks into a smile

and the affection in her eyes reassures him that he had no reason to

worry.



' ”Comrade!” he cries taking her - hands in hlS and ki551ng both her
cheeks., Gloria laughs kissing his cheeks in- turn and, freeing her
hands. holds up her poster, Whlch says in large black letters,

MAKE LOVE NOT WAR.
”Hardly original " Barry comments, Tbut the sentiment I like.
And it! ll ‘show up clearly for the cameras-. |

”If there are’ any," Gloria says,'and looks up the mall She

Sy
sighs w1th exaggerated disapp01ntment that mdkes Barry smile seeing

- in her the naive hope he has been trying to keep a11Ve in. himself for

'ktwo frustrating years..

The mall; though 'isru:éfnger Utterly deserted. Mrs.”MacIntyre

comes marching up the colonnade in her fur coat, some of her Women for :

Peace behind her; and a few students have arrlved with red felt poppies e

stuck in their ski jackets Gloria is explaining to Barry that she

has found someone to. play the trumpet during the rally, when Sid Hansen

. bpushes Barry s shoulder dumps a pile of handouts into his, arms, and *

;- tells him—-as if 1t s Sid s demonstration--to distribute them

A week ago Sid swore this rally would never take place -_'You

can t have a common front with that bunch of 1iberals" he shouted

‘across the Bow College newspaper office 'The revolution doesn' t

. whlch he, as neWSpaper editor, supplled/most,of/fﬁe/;nfo;matlon.

need a ladies aid ! Yet here he is, c1gar sticking out of hlS face
. .

_under a Che Guevara style ‘berét, giving orders, sendlng Barry east

while he goes west up ‘the mall with an armload of the leaflets for

{

'v" Barry's hands soon grow mﬁ/f;;m'tbe cold as he hands out ' T
~ the papers to'newcomefsj/;;d/h:%pulls down- the sleeves of .his sweater. ;_,



The wind is winter/bern’///f not today, then before long it will de—

////////
/////,l&vé/’a payload of snow on the city ‘Strands of dark grey cloud like

smoke from artillery fire rush past the Husky Tower's gigantic finger ‘

of concrete Barry pulls his cardigan closed at the neck but the
wind cuts.through his three 1ayers of wool. It lS oneg thing to
demonstrate 1n Berkeley, But in this weather it takes real dedication.

’ / ; . .

. His hands stiffening, he begins-tuckingvthe papers he ean’ t»give

i~0away into the doorhandles‘of shops He would like to put one in every

-

door 1n the c1ty, so nobody can cla1m to be 1gnorant

"You got a permit to distribute these things7" The young police-
: N : : o ‘
man holds ‘the colored pages in front of h1m Q,_ A

Barry nods. ”This is a. legal demonstration

The cop smirks and stands closer to Barry as if to. tell a joke.

- - N

IThey are about the same age. . Three yedrs ago they might have lined .
up omn opposing teams in a high school basketball game, ”You really
:believe.thiS‘Stuff?" The cop actually‘seems Curious. ‘"Ivmean, the
B.S.'équrs a lot of money intoAthis province." |
'Barry shrugs ”I'm trying to keep an open m1nd " He would like

to tell the cop what the province gives for that money, but thlS//Q/L
morning he must avoid arguments above all else o |
.The- policeman draws a notebook from 1ns1de’his blue parka and

writes down Barry $ name and address while Barry ‘stands at hlS

b‘shoulder watching their distorted reflection in the display window
of a store. @"If ! find one of those pleces pf paper 1ying around this
afternoon, I'11 nail you for littering, understand7"

| - ™ou can't do that}f yells Sid; arriving at Barryfs.elbow;' "Do

a



) . . S . N . ‘ "‘. N s
you charge the Bay every time you find dhe‘of_their bags qn the

.

8round?h o - ", o N

"Never mind;"_ Barry takes Sid'svarm; but .is.shaken off‘angrily.

A second officer has arrived,:and the two cops huddle .over a small

&

book of by-laws Backing Sid into the middle of the: mall Barryktells o

him, ”Let!s make it as easy*for them as we can. - They re notllooking“i o

for trouble'" :' : -

‘"Bullshit'" Sid yells \ 'Littering'”

”éhol iel”
Sid takes'the chewed -up C1gar butt out of his mouth, and, spit—

ting a-shred. of tobacco from hlS tongue flips the butt toward the ';

1 .
cops Fortunately, 1t 1ands short of them and they don't notice.

-~

’7C1031ng their bogk and casting warning glances at Sid\andearry,,they .

4turn their attentiod to the gathering crowd on the mall

A thicket of posters ah\ banners has sprung up in front of the
-ﬁBay. Barry thinks he catches 31ght of Gloria ‘but when she turns he"'
sees it ts someone.else with a similar red bandana tiedlaround her

_ head Behind her, a head taller than anyone around him, Zak 1is

: S
swaggering about in knee highzleather boots a peaked hat and. a long

k College:f his idea of an American‘revolutionary uniform ‘\He carries.‘
’a‘canvas bag of slats and a staple gun, w1th which he ig making more
‘;and more pickets from the posters people have brought His Committee
to Aid Draft Resisters (CADRE) has turned out in greater numbers than»
ever before, and occupies the whole front of the mall 8 concrete'

.stage; As Barry watches Zak pulls from his sack the clothesline



pulleyévand rope from which the flags are to be flown, and begins
. hooking them to one of the 1ighF standards, | '\
The flag 1owering:is the only one of Barry's original plaﬁs
that has been cleared by City Hall énd\police. ‘What he thought most
important--to have the demonstration at Central Park alongéide the
official cenotaph ceremony--was vetoed out of hand. So.now, downtown
where demonstrations have traditionally been held,_it will be easier
for thevCADREs to turn it ffom an anti-war to an anti-American ra%l?.
When Barry returns to the stage area Mrs. MacIntyre, followed
by a group of ladies, comes over to hi@ and shakgs é clutch of papers
in his f;ce. "Barry! }'m sure this ién'tiyour ideat!" She holds out
the back of the pifk sheet: a cartoon of the Foreign Affairs minister
'ébmpieting @ circular statement about Canada's neutral role on the
T 1. C C. by stlcklng one thumb: in his mouth and the other up hlS ass,
"Surely you don't expect us to.éndorse this7”_
Backing away, Barry steps onto.the toes of‘a lady who has crowded
in behlnd him. "Haven't they any respecp?” she shrieks. Barry has

~

no ready anéwers, yet Mrs, MacIntyfe will not let him pass without

éﬁ\exglanation.

Her next words are drowned out by a loud chant from the. front of

-

\the stage--PEACE PEACE PEACE PEACE-—that sounds 1ike a football team
doing calisthenics. The CADRES, in khaki coats, redﬂink-soak;d
bandages about their heads, bells and béads.jangling, dance ba¢k and
forth bobbihg their pickets up and down and waving peace signs and

clenched fists.

VThé&'re Americans,".Barry tells Mrs, MacIntyre, who has turned

»



to watch in'indignation. ”Their lives are on the line. 'Of_conrse
they\feel strongly.” He needn' t tell her, at this moment, that he
feels'just as strongly about Canadian hypocrisy and profiteering.

Somewhere in the crowd the quarterback calls a signal and the
chant turns to HELL NO WE WON'T GO, The‘ehanters are trolls of the
gridiron,‘bewitching Coach Nixon's game plan. Barry smiles at a
-prancing apeman in denim overalls--the one everyone calls Smoky-—who
is as tall and broad as Smoky Bear,’and whose reddish hair blows about
"in all directions. Over his shoulder he carries a cartoon pdster
the Statue of Liberty, torch hand broken off, lying flat on her bjck!
being raped by a rocket, and crushing‘the struggling masses under her.
Behind thenstage, Zakvis nnfurling the flags of‘the United States
Vietriam, and Canada. Their pulleys rattle against the light standard
in the stiffening w1nd

Barry glances at his watch and tries to move to the back of the
stage but ‘the ladies won't let him pass. Finally, help arrives out
of the crowd. Gloria‘pushes her way toward him, leading by the arm a
thin boyﬂwho 1s working up and down the three stops of a trumpet., '

"Barry,. she calls,r”here s the musician. Remember? I told ydu ’
he'd play taps for the'eeremony." |

The ladies back away reluctantly as Barry shakes the boy's hand
and leads him toward the stage. Mrs. MacIntyre is still grumbling,
but at least a confrontation has been postponed. It isvtime for
Barry to act, and Gloria is at his side.

The qhanting nf‘the‘CADREs quickens, then stops abruptly. There

-/
is an expectant buzz between the two canyon walls of brick and stona,



-

JAIllis in readiness. Protessor Humboldt is waiting to give his speech
talking to two of his &tudents and chain- smoking cigarettes. Reverend
Cameron, chairman of Calgarians Against the'War and the first speaker,
stands by the stage beating his arms against the sides of his dark
tweed coat to keep warm, )

"Good morning.Barry! Your boys and girls are out in force I'm
glad to see." Cameron must have seen the handouts that outrage Mrs:
MacIntyre yet he is as friendly and cheerfut—as ever. He and Barry
check their watches and agree it is time to begin + "What ewould you
say, Barry," Cameron asks scanning the crowd, "if you could phone
President Nixonvright nqw?" °

Barry smiles, thinking it might. be easier to put a ca11 through
to God. "I know what th y'd say.' ‘ He nods toward the shouting

picketers. ) B . - -

The Reverend laughs the white breath billowing around his face

~

the same color as his hair "He's promised’ peace, remember." Cameron
moves to. the stairs at the back of the stage. = '"We can't let him
forget it."

1

Then.Barry is on the platforn, and at his feet are the raucous
cheers, angry_hearded faces, encouraging smiles of friends curious
faces of people who might one day be friends | They are a small knot
of protesters, fitting snugly into one corner of the mall, yet so
protestant that they are split into half a dozen factions He switches‘
on the microphone, then noisily moves it to'face some of the newcomers.
1nstead of the - pickets A rush of excitement rises through him and

‘he shivers with an exaggerated movement of his shoulders

4

by



"I tell you, we have to stop meeting like this!! Appreciative

_ﬂi;ﬁghter fipples through the‘crbwd. ,"Let's end this war soon, before

we all catch cola," A low roar eof ag;eement.' Glancing at the clock

on the bank corﬁer which gives him less than ten minutes till elevén,

he hastily»intréduces Reverend.Cameron andvretreats to the pavement.
 Came§on claps him on thgfshoulder as they pass on the sﬁairq,'

‘and goes right intb his speegh, add;essing the young Americ;ns directly.

He draws a parallel between their situation and the dilémma?facing

Jews in Christ's time: whether to submit to an unjust authority;p-

"We're told that when the beople were on the point of rébellion Christ

told them, Render unto Caesar what is Caesar's. But clearly~-and you'
lads understand this--when Caesar demands your soul, that you must not

. { .
render.” His voice booms over the street with as much confidence as

if-he Wéré"behind his owh pulpit; and the listeners respénd.with
respect. | |

Barry clenches his fists Qhén he héars the phrase, Render unﬁovv
GCaesar, His father used to repgatlchose_words whénever they,afgued
about 'the war', fhat is,uﬁhe wdf against Hitler; the ;good war', his
father called it, because he féught in it and it:'pulled'thié couﬂtry
out of the deéression'r They oouldvbe terrible arguments, especially
when his father w;Std;inking, aﬁd‘Barry stiil can't reason when he
hearé those words. The reverend drones on, iﬁvoking brothérly love

and thg Prince of Peace, but, standing behind the loudspeaker, Barry

misses some of the words and doesn't follow the speech.
peec

‘He watches Gloria prbagside him with her mitts over her

ears, and gradﬁally;the %ensig



full of cdntrasts--the soft lines of her face w1th her scuffed hiklng

-

boots, her faded jeans with her colorful handbag and bandana-—but
somehow she reconc11es them all. When she looks up at him and slips
her hand intdohis he knows’ whatever made her leave last nlght that

nothlng has come ‘between them. But for the first time he admits to
v .

'

himseif how much he will be hurt when something does. Con

. ~

The bells of a downtown church mark the hour, and Cameron's voice

breaks off abruptly. '"Now in the name of Jesus Christ Our Lordy- let

us join in two minutes' silent prayer.
L N v | v

- : : o o
Aftercthe inevitable_coughs'and cleared throats, a 311ence descends

in whlch the low rumble of city traffic grows to fill the vacuum. Two.
minutes of solltude in this crowd, each person alone with his.of hef
‘fears, war fantasies, menories illusions:of securityb Alone with the
beat of eardrums and the- ech01ng hum of peacetlme traffic. It is the
' o

eleventh hour of.the eleventh day of the eleventh month. Why not
eleven ninutes' silence5 Unbearable! He can hatdly bear to think»of
the undeclared war in South East A51a and of.the thdusands“of lives
sacrlflced senselessly for a Pre51dent-s non existent honor It is
obvious the Wsr can't be-won, isn't worth winning, only serves the
interests of sOmeone's'orofit. Yet the Pentagon experts who call
down fire at a distance of ten thousand'miles won't see it.

Barry's nind slips back to earlier Remenbrance Days, to. school
ceremonies when the two mfnutes ended in giggling, to his fathef in,-.
'unlform highstepplng around .the kitchen and saluting his Legion buddies

Then he thinks of the last war the atomic one; of how the world has

learned to live with it, to believe in overkill as the wsy to keep
o _ - )

10
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peace;‘of how in the name of war, reason is suspended He wonders if
a country slips into war the .way a person slips into love, a second,
third and fourth time, long‘after he should know better, or gout of
some deep urge to self destruct.

. bt .

At last the two minutes are over. They seemed like eleven
Gloria stands aside for the young music1an who steps up onto the -
a_Nstage. As the three flags are lowered he 1ifts the trumpet to his
/lips and pl¢z/ The horn echoes from the’ walls of the buildings in
a drawn out -ery that seems to be . coming from everywhere at once.

Now Barry is back on stage, and he says more than he 1ntended

about the dﬁr, the Silent MaJority, and a- hypothetical phone- call to

A

. Nixon, before 1ntroducing the flnal speaker Professor Humboldt reaches
into his baggy jacket pockets for some file- cards clears his throat
: n01sf1y into the microphone and begins to speak He begins with a
.number;, which B;;ry misses. Is it thousand or hundred thousand?
Hundred million?k In short impassionednbursts, Humboldt fires out
figuresf tons of explosiveb, thousands killed; millions interned in
“what he calls concentration'camps . . . The numbers have an emotional
‘thetoric of thelr own; the effect is overwhelmlng, but flnally\con-
fusing, and some of the. faces in the street appear frightened

- "And Vietnam is not unique " the professor shouts, abstractedly
pushing back'the black flag of hair that flaps across hlS forehead
"Look at Laos and Cambodia look at the Latin American dictatorships
look(at Greece. .." His catalogue of American crimes draws cheers.

and raised fists from the front of the stage. But Barry Senses‘anger

creeplng 1nto -some of the- other faces, anger at .the crimes but. also



at the speak

what is to be done? The professor ends

thing that should be done Sign a pet1t1

eht‘ng'them with facts, nothing but ugly facts.

4
\

"So much more exciting than meek hopes for peace, these outrages; but’

s address without naming one

¥

2. Kidnap'a Yankee offikial?

'Blow up an oil refinery? Drop out? Send a dollar to thlS box number7

Nothing.

As he climbs down from the platform Humboldt throus'Barriuan
uneasy,glance. The two,speeches-have'not complemented one‘another.
lhe gathering Barry has to address.lookS'confused and frustrated, not
ready to be dismissed.and told to go home}

"Thankdyou for being here ".he says into the mike, his thrdat dry
and constricted. “Unfortunatgﬁy, no American offic1a1 could accept our’

¢

invitation to Speak ”'.Laughter starts in front, but doesn't spread.

' Bérry sees Zak's peaked hat,bobbing at the western fringe,,and points:

toward‘him. A1l the same, we will be marching'the few blocks to the

U. Sﬁ Consulate to leave our calling card.”

o Ratt]%ng the drum now strapped around his neck, Zak leads the way,

‘e

another studen& 1imp1ng along beside him playing 'Yankee Doodle on

i

_the flute. Leaving a space behind them, Reverend Cameron follows,

¥

surrounded by women and studeﬂts ‘Barry”recalls the»instructions he -

/4'
v N
’

is to give, and speaks again into the mike. = '"March in an orderly

manner. down the'middle qf'the street. Stay withln the police cordon

. . R

It seems absurd to be telling these people to control themselves,

They shuffle slowly past the platform, remlndlng Barry of nothing so

MR e
SR

much as a movie 1ineup

‘Two of the Students for Christ"are'disﬁantlfng{the sound system.
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Already, Sid has packed up the flags and pulleys along with the unused
handouts. Barry stedﬁ down from ‘the stage and links arms with Gloria
at the end of the parade. From here only the faint march beat of the

drum can be heard, and the siéhs and banners block their view of the

front of the march,

Up ahead, the draft re51sters have started a chant that drowns

44
Yankee Doodle’

HO HO HO'CHI MINH.'.HO HO HO CHI MINH.
The whole street seems to be laughing with them, and the trumpeter

adds to the noise, bleating out raucous notes.

HO HO HO CHL MINH

And Barry and Gloria 51ng along, laughing and skipping arm in arm,
The. original pair of policemen have been Joined by reinforcements
s -
and now guards accompany the demonstrators to see that there are no

stragglers as the march moves out of the ShOpplng core into. the terri—

" -

tory of 011 company offices and construction 51tes A few bypassers

look on with mild 1nterest from the sidewalks Some teenage boys leave

- .the curb and join the-noisiest of the radicals An unshaven man,

perhaps a veteran walks along51de with the police between him and - the
marchers ‘'shouting 'Cowards Traitors! Commies'' At‘least it is
some reaction It would be humiliating if no one were offended

As they ,are nearing the Consulate Barry hears screams up ahead

and a: sound like a bottle smashing. Pickets wave crazily He glimpses

a’man swinging ‘his fist at someone or something on the ground Every¥‘

toa

one is pushing, trying to get away,* but Barry‘hurries,toward the

disturbance -someone mayfbe hurt. When he arrives at the intersection,

L oedd
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two people are éprayled on .the pavement. Policemen are nudging the
cqrious toward the sidedalks, but'Barry’éiips between them into the
circle. | Sld and one of the cops he swore at earlier are bent over
Smoky, the apeman who is on hﬁz back,gasplng for breath Two offlcers
huddle around a youog woman on the" curb.

"I was just watching,” she gasps;hrunning her fingers through a

!
rip in her jacket. "I live right over there, ninth floor. I was

watching from ;he sidewalk, wheh SOmehody pushed me fhoh behind. Ran
right over me. I feel like I;ve broken a rib."v
‘.Thé polgce crowd around her. "CGould you recognize the ﬁgh who
hit you? .Do you hee him here?". | »
| “"What did he do then?" The oops scowl éf Barry ‘for asking, but
listen with their notebooks open. V |
”He'knocked ﬁhat guy down.' She nods at Smoky, who is standing
up slowly, brushing off hlS overalls, Spifntets of wood and scraps of
vpager—-the remains of hlS poster-—lle scatfered oo the road.
Leaning heavily on ohe of the officgrs, the-yohng‘woman tfies.tov
.stond{ "No, you wait here," the other officer says, "iflllget you a
: sgdad car;”

When Barry turns back to see how Smoky is, he fihds Sid ‘arguing

w1th the cop who took Barry's name before the rally "You can't arrest
him!" Sid shouts "He was attacked!"
The cop responds just as angrily. '"Those people say he swung

that picket like a weapon.”

""But that wasn't him!" Sid yells, ‘Someone on thekéidewalk.murmurs
. ) a
assent, but another disagrees

A

?he girl says somebody knocked him down " Barry says
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The cop glares at him, then back‘at Sid. "You ‘guys want to be
witnesses?" He makes it sound like a threat.

Later at the police station, the scuffle on Eight Avenue is merely
an irritating‘complication The clerks are already busy taklng down
storles about a fight in Central Park. Sid, who has pocketed h1s beret
.to look more respectable, recognizes one of the men belng escorted out>
of a back office. ”Holy shit! He's a Maoist, They must have demon-
strated at the-cenotaoh.”‘ » ' S

*"0.K. you‘guys.” "The desk offlcer 51ghs wearily as Smoky is 1ed
forward and the. contents of his pockets are deposited in a large brown
venvelope Smoky, recovered from his winding, clowns around for his
frietds, turning-his”pockets inside out, but he is qulckly led away to
Ma-back_office, charged w1th assault and caus1ng a disturbance.

| "Assault!" Sid yells. '"Who dya think he assaulted, that chick on
the 51dewa1k7" H
g The desk offlcer shrugs | "Your friend better hope she's all right."
While Sid and o of the bystanders are giving their statements the
desk officer hooks Barry s elbow ”You re the organlzer of this thing
aren't you?" A look of disgust punctuates the word 'thing'. "Ape
you aware of your legal re;ponsibilities?" |

"I think_so.é All Barry-knows is that he hasn't done anything
wrong. 1 | |
| "Well, you better make damn good and sure; dThere's the phone if
- you’want to‘call a 1awyer."

'Are you arresting me too’”\
The officer purses his lips as if considerlng it, clear1y~enjoy-,

A

\



ing Barry's worrig§ expression. "Not now,”.he says at last, '"but
surely'you'll.supply a lawyer for that freak, won't you?'
Barry dials the College newspaper office'and‘interrupfs Zak in

the midst of writing an article about the march. He promises to phone

16

the Student Union's lawyer. ﬂWe}ended up, a couple dozen of us, stand-

ing around the Consulate," Zak says, ”listening to your Father'Cameron

pray. But that flght,\that S really front page

As Barry hangs up, Smoky is being led down ‘the same hall where

_the Maoist dlsappeared - The desk cop stamps a sheet of paper and-says,

"Bail will be set in the morning."

- Sid slaps the desk furiously. "You can't do that!" But the

offlcer 51mply stares at him as 1f he can t belleve he is so naive.
_ "Have:.'you got the girl's story?" Barry asks. ""The girl who was
knocked down?"

\

"Girl?" The'cop 1ooks back at his file. ”ThlS is Elghth Avenue

1 youlre,talking about7 Oh yeah, woman taken to hOSpltal We'll get

her story, don't worry." -
"But you need it now," Barry insists. '"To understand--"

Now the officer slaps the desk:top "You told us enough, all -

right'7 For a kid who didn't see nothlng, you sure got a lot to say,

don t you?"



incident Recérd o i,,-'/ '
Date: 11.11.69 | o
Time: 11:25 A.M,
Place:v Eighth'AVen;é; Bétween Fifth and Sixth Streets S.W.
vDetails: Disturbance diring legal'pblifiééi'démbnsfFation (Célgarians.
Against War, organizer 3arry MaéDonéld); Appér;nf fight -
'betwgeh participant andtspectatof? | | |
- Charged: fJames;Roﬁald Smith of Calgary, Américan‘citiZen:,pesault,
. élcaUSing a disturbance. _ |
Questioned: ‘Sidney Hansen; Arﬁold Abglla,_Barry_MacDbﬁaiﬁ,vall.of:
ey Ve
To . note: DemoPstration was Left%,t orientated. Chegk with Leo on

{  Smith and friends‘Hansenzand_MacDoﬁald, suspecfgd Leftists.



. ‘ GOD SAVE HIM GOD DAMN IT'

Scratch a veteran'and you'll'find a monarchist This ex-tailgunner
in the York forAinstance with the dog-chewed ears and eyes that screw
.up whenshe‘blinks. Sid and Barry have no sooner sat down at the next
' table than he starts squirming in his seat mumbling to his 1maginary

companion~something_about longhaired hippie atheists andr- Buy’him,a‘
beer,;and he slides his chairwover, slaps Barry on-the shoulder pulls
- sid's patchy beard playfully and begins the story oﬁ his first bombing

m1581on--n1neteen years old--and hlS medal pinned on by the King him-

v
e

self.
"God saye him God damn it; I don t care what you ‘say."
Barry laughs. "All I said is, Her Majesty $ a pretty nice girl "
v”Donlt giﬁme that, I heard you say God is dead, you black——

"The 'g I said the king is dead." Banry is astounded the name

of His- MaJesty can st111 1nspire Such passion e
" The vet thggghtﬁully””mpties his glass of beer "Yah, youfyoung
SISt «-*""“'—‘m ’ B
_—""bastards don t know how 1ucky you are.
Many a veteran does know however, and has cause- to love Her . A

Majesty today Godpbless her,-she wouldn't close thedtaverns on
. : ]
Veterans Day. BetWeen the Queens and the Imperial a steady parade of

drinkers marches alone by the wall or in pairs holding each other up.

e et

thence West to the York on Centre Street

"Now the king was a York, one of the kIn”E " the tailgunner

declares,vwiping hlS mouth on hlS sleeve k "And the finest figurg/ofﬂ<f»»(”””
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“a man’ygu could hope to see. So)you:knou what‘I'mean, eh? Say a nord
against him and you answer tofme.“ — .
o Sid has finished his beer-and‘chewsﬁon his cigar,’lookiné at'the
| -door to show Barry it is'tine'to.leave From the York it is more than '
a block to the Empress, and against such a8 wind it can't be walked on‘
less than two rounds of\draft But. nore than three and the will is
gone. So before their buddy finishes the’ tale of his 1ast bombing

mission--tail dragging over the Channel-—Sid and Barry bail out, throw ‘

.their collars over their faces and run for the walk light

!

West of Centre Street tze/s}dewalks are H‘eserte’d‘“‘7t‘I'i"e'"'d‘r"'il‘ikf‘e‘.'fs""‘"l"“'i_"“"_‘""“w

are all indoors and the tro ey buses rattle by nearly empty. After’

the York, the Empres seems hushed Getting drunk 1s,a serious business’

‘here, and- ody wants it spoiled by talk of war, old or ‘new. -The’

;////;//regulars at. the next table eye Sld and Barry w1th silent suspic1on
. _ Ty ‘

_while young Indians in cowboy boots strut back and forth sizing up -L*

lthe bouncer
Sid swallows the 1ast of his beer and bangs the glass on the taHLe -

”Let s get g01ng before Zak fills up the front page with your little

protest ": ‘ SR R g.x‘- ' 4

) ___/4.

1 . Sometimes Sid acts as, if the Arroﬂiwouid—go“HSGE’;ithout him at’ the

.. helm—"What'1l you- put on the front page then7 The football .S

Sld spits out ‘a shred of tobacco and. heads fer’fhe/door with

quick short st s~’m’EIng Barry scramble out of his chair to catch

_up. "Why dya wanna advertiSe your own failures’" Sid demands ' "Justi-

9

E think of the headlineS'. 'A Hundred C&lgarians ShLver Qne HOur for

T

Y )
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Conscience'. Shit Barry, is that revolution? That clown Smoky did
more than your whole damn rally to sho& what's really goihg—aown. The
pigs were so scared they busted him for bleeding in the street.'{

Full circle. Now that it is over, Sid calls it 'your little
protest'. Next he'll be saying he had no part in it. His beret wilil
be tucked away in his desk drawer again, and once more he will ridicule
the idea of co—operatiné with the Reverend Camerons and the Mrs. Mac-
Intyres. Sid has never had to compromise, and never expects to. Wﬁén
he enrolled at tiny Bow College to get as far as possible from hié-
parents and the path they had cleared for him into Osgood Hall, he went
on drawing his allowance as always, not even answering letters from
home. He wo?ld have been outraged if the money were denied him.

Sid's revolution, tHé one he's waiting for, will be swift and
certain; it will involve no ﬁalf—measures. He may, in the meantime,
occasionally demonstrate, or publish a newspaper, adding his bit to the
centuries of revolutrionary promises, but he doesn't call that revolution.

'A real revolutionary,' he says, 'makes a revolution.'

It won't be today, however. Barry shivers as they walk into the
stiff wind toward Bow College.. Too optimistic about the day, he hasn't

worn his winter coat, and has left his woolen tam at home in order to

look less of a crank. He passes the Royal, but stops out of the wind
in the entrance to the Wales tavern. '"I'm getting in where it's warm,"
-he says.

Sid gruntih_f”Come on,-goddam it. Zak's probably barricaded him-
self inside the office by mow, demanding Nixon's resignation,"

“1You go ahead “Bafry'havéé~the peace signhon,his way inside.’



"God save the Queen'"
Sid raises his fist., '"Heijl Hitler to you too."

The Herald box in the corner'by'the.door is empty, so Barry buys

yesterday's Globe and,Mail--ﬁhotos of Calley and Manson side by side
on the front page; America's demonic twins--and takes it into the dark
smoky bar. The Wales is end of track for monarchists: there are no
royal watering holes further west., It is the tavern closest to the
College, and yes, here are the remains of the demonstrators, still
occupyiﬁg two tables under the calf-roping murél, hunched over to
1isten to the bony psychology lecturer who marched with Bertrand
Russell and a hundred thousand others, and won'f let anyone forget it.
Barry heads for the washroom first, hoping to miss the nuclear dis-
“armament stories. He finds the prospect discouraging: year afteri
year of brief demonstrations fbllowed by interminable re-hashing. 1Isg
that ;Heir common fate, the veterans and the ones who‘taLk about
revolution? _He doesn't want to end ug érying in his Beer over the
“fall of '69 like some ancient Gréy Cup victory.
A radio is broadcasting the news from a speaker over the urinals:

"heavy shelling in the demilitarized zone', 'pro-Nixon demonstrationv

in Washlngton draws fifty thousand"“ A veteran leans. agalnst the

;urlnal fumbllng w1th hlS fly and assurlng Barry 1n a loud voice that

~ he is all rlght

Barry decides that if he can't find Gloria in the bar he will go
straight to the newspaper office, but on his way out the door he
collides with a short wiry man, eyes down, his grey scalp partly

covered by a khaki army cap. The man looks up with a ready scowl,
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and, shocked, Barry recognizes his own features on this pale beaten
face. A dim iight‘comes to the clouded eyes; a look of 1love herhaps,
but swiftly contained and disguised as surprise. His father grasps
Barry's shoulders to eteady himself and barkslgruffly, "What the hell
they let you in here for? Why'nt you buy your old man a drink."”
for as long as Barry can remember, Mack MacDonald has called him-
self his old man, Put today the adjective fits. In the two years since
their family fragmehted, thevsteel-tough‘body he used to brag about has
gone slack. Something pasty and grey appears to have been pushed under
his sagginé skin. He shoves Barry toward a table uhder the steerj
wrestling mural, sits heaVily with his back to the wall, removes his
army cap and strokes his few strands of white hair. |
~Facing him across the table, Barry tries to feééli Qhether Mack -
was this»bald thenlast time they met. But the image that comes to
Barry is:of his father at the kitchen table, that summer morning in
" '67 after Mom left him, his hair‘retreating but(stiii~mestly black,
talking not of his wife but of land priceé. Again and again;hash
' Barry 11stened he reckoned what he would have been worth,by then if
‘he‘had stayed on the farm, if hail hadn t mowed down hlS wheat fleld
,and driven him,frnally Off'hls father' s.lanq - That was- ten years be-
-fore»Barry was born--1938--and a year later Mack was a soldier, on his
way to Eurdpek
' fcelebrating Remembrance Day?" Barry says, observing the bar of
colored stripes pinned to Mack's windbreaker: TheAribhonsymgst;be

safe in a drawer at home.

"Armistice Day!" his father corrects him, and with a raised hand
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signals to the waiter for four glasses. ”Aﬁd*you would too if you had

any respect."

"I did my time,” Barry tells him. '"Two minutes, at the peace
rally on the mall."
"Peace rally!" The old man's face colors suddenly. '"You mean’

you were one of those s.o.b.'s! You swore at the cenotaph?" Tendons
stiffen in his neck, and his hands grasp for something,'for a chair,
for the table'edge, fog the first glass of beer the waiter aete ont’ the-
table.

"I wasn't anywhere near the.cenotaph," Barry says. "On the mall,
I told you."

."" Barry is all too

”By Jaysus, boy, if Ild hf seen you there.
familiar with his father's threats. He:grew up:tryiﬁg’to shape himself
in'opposition to this petty tyfant who for years extqrtedzwo;k from him
at the cafe ‘ahd‘for'littlé éa&fapart‘from;lnaaltalahdLébﬁSé: LBart§vhi"
ncouldn o help becomlng the ornery chlld' his father called h1m
-0 "Know what we.called. the likes of “you in the Army’”

"”I know, you told me!'' .. How many stimes? '”Yourcalled’theﬁ Zomhlea.

”And that s what they were'” the old‘man sweats as if he can
" never forgive. He‘replenishes himself with beer. ”They got the right
idea in Mexico, all right. They know what to do with those goddam-
student radicals."

’ "Sure,".Barry taants "so dld Hitler.' o
”Goddam right he dld'". Mack's empty glass thumps the tahle '14Wé

stopped him too soon, that s all "

A laugh-sticks in‘Barfy‘s throat. 'He:kﬁowé.hls“father weuld_have
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loved another’year or two of action, busting up 1imey pubs and parlay-
vooing the Parisian whores. That's a man's ‘life, eh? 'We stopped
Hitler too soon.' This tiﬁe.he hae outdone Himself.

"Lbokit boy." Mack clutches hlS army cap. ﬁYou about Qore this
thlng out when you was a kid. Ever read the insignia?” His hand'
shakes‘too violently.for Barry to read. 'Says 'Defence Not'Defiancef,
Barry. Unnerstand?" He beats his chest proudly:

"I understand," Barry answers, ”Yoe fought;tor our freedom, se
we’ve-got no right tdlcomplain. That it?”: His father has always told
him the_ﬁar.made a man of him. 'Defence Not Defiance.' To be a man,
then, is to follow otdets.“vIt ie freedom fgom choice.

Méck was one of Calgary's first volunteere when the Watbstarted.
If nething else,‘it made & wOrking:mah of him. The Army Was}hie first
steady job, and nearly became his caf%er' In Barry's first memeries
 his father is hugglng him against a rough khaki unlform (That was

durleg a later war though, and Mack didn't make 1t overseas )  Was he
.leav1ng for camp or arrlving home? ~Thene were so many Hello's and:
Goodbye.Sjthat'they have‘become conqued-in Barry's memory. It was
5nowing,'ear1y morning, the half ton was warming up in the driveway.
The toast and porrldge both burned, but Mom put them in front of him -
anyway, and when Barry saw the tears on her face he ate without com-
plaining. That‘mornlng still tastes of scorched cereal and brown
sugar, as the su@mer morning in '67 smells of his father's Export A's
and beer.

"I had a call from Mom on Sunday,"” Barry says. His father watches

hotdogs rotating in the grill at the bar. "She's doing all fight in



Regina, I guess.-'Working for Uncle Frank.ﬁ Mack snorts‘contemptuously
as he does whenever Uncle Frank isfmentioned, and studies a}cigarette
burn in the‘arborite tableptop.

Over two years now, and barry's father hasn't spoken a word about
his wife and daughterl It is as if ‘they simply drove out of hts life
that morning. Which is what they woyld have done if Barry hadn't been
working the graveyard shift and come stonping in the back doo;'early
in the morning,'and wakened the old man uhile Mom and Lizzie were “
waiting for a taxi. Barry had just stretched out on the bed in hlS
-basement*room when something heavy hit the kitchen floor above him,

He heard hlS  father shoutlng, smashlng‘avpot against the cupboards for
empha51s, and by the time he reached the top of the stairs his parents
‘were in the front yard, both pulllng on a b1g canvas sultcase

- 'Let me carry it for you, goddammit ' Mack was shouting. ‘I'li
_ help}you go:', But with a flerce look on her face Mom wrenched the
bag out of her husband's hands and backed wlth it into the cab where
L1z21e was‘waiting Neither mother nor daughter looked back as the
taxi drove away, |

Barry hadn' t been told of their plans to. leave, but he was glad.
to see it happen at last. He had always known the cold war between
his parents would boil over sone day. Ever 51ncevthey had opened
Mack's Cafe the battle lines were drawn. Barry s surprlse was not
that Mom left, but that she had the strength to go even after Mack

discovered what she wasg doing If leZle had shown any reluctance

-or been softened by any of the compllments Mack used to keep her

25

.washing dlSheS at the cafe the old arrangement might have gone on f;i}ﬁ[jff
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and.oni- A partnership,'he cailed it' but hav1ng provided the name he
v1rtually retired to the. Legion leaving the work to Mom | He could be i
gentle and 1oving sometimesw if he 'had drunk just enough-—and at- those
times he would promise to- change--but when he woke up-afterwards~a11 _f
.promlses were forgotten.~b | . ‘
The norning his.wife left him, the old man stood on_ the durb"”
watching after the cab while' the sky brightened and in, the west the »
moon faded from sight. Sparrows chattered on the powerllines, and l
fobins chased each other aer?ss'the lawnsf flghting gver a worm‘
Flnally he plcked up some papers that had blown. into the hedge, and
went back to the house. Barry followed, knowing‘his father was liable
to do anything if 1eft;on his own. | |
Mack sat the whole mornlng at ‘the kitchen table, eating bran
mufflns Mom had baked and left behlnd for h1m andndrinking allhthe
;beerﬂlnﬁthe fridge. Not a word about his wife,. Whenever.Barry7
mentioned her, this silence. The old man talked of chances'missed,
years.lostélbut‘aseif‘he thought only of‘money. As if his familY'
had.never'existed. 'Ifta fella had a little money to invest...' he
kept -saying. -And when~the dafeuwas sold, he did. |
"No more for me,'" Barry says 'as his father signals the waiter for

another round: "I have to~go." :

"Never mind " Mack grumbles looking away. "It'll get drugk,"

Now that he cah t give his son orders he has 1itt1e to say~ But as. ‘”: R

= r';

,“;”Barry\stands and starts for the door Mack grabs h1s arm and squeezes

[T ;MA .
Lo T

‘fnC”You come see me eh Barry7~ Look me up, we 11 have a Christmas drink "-fftf} o

o

-nbigl; "Sure," Ba%ry says ' "If you don t mind drinking with ‘a zombie like_;ﬁ;ﬁ‘



- me. 1"

L Macl'c:_pkush:es_ _bié-,'arm away, .d‘i‘s'gust:éd'. "Ah, bugger off. You hear

’

me?" -



INNOCENT -BYSTANDER

A hot dry wind meets Barry as he’enters the étudent"Centre‘and
» the door shuts out_the traffle soundibehind him;_<The cafeteria and
boohstore are closed, the broad céntfal-stairoase deSerted Wlthout'
-student radlo s incessant rock n'roll the foyer is as- stlll as a
mausoleun;}'Signsnof life,:however, paper every wall. Job;opportunitiesf
-oontend’for bulletlnbboago soacelnithfboohspfor sale,uennironmént“
,cliopingsk rides nanted, rooms ‘for rent, ski club trips.... Part way -
V@plthe stairway_a4poster:calling.for Support{to the Vietnamese Peoplé’s
Liberation Struggle is partially obsouréd*by'a plnk-and—uhite Jack -

Frost Hoprbahher. |

Surprised to see the second-floor Student Union office open, Barry -

goes lnfto.ask how to'contact‘the 1awyer about Smoky, just in case Zak -l.
has got side-tracked, as often happens,rand-forgottenjhis}promlse: jAv§~ri
large-red and black eye watches him from over the office door: a poster
for the play Zak has been rehearsing, '"Innocent Bystander". ' Zak or

S5id must have posted it here intentionally, to refleot the Big‘Brother-
ish image they give Mark Minor, the Student Union President, in their*
newspaper columns. Minor is self-serving and self-important. Since
being elected he has‘made thousands as a-bandlpromoter ‘mostly for

.College functions, and. slnce Septemher has been openly campalgnlng for

- re—electlon» He is always poking his crooked football player s nose

':1nto the Arrow S, affairs because the newspaper isn t advertising him

as. he thinks it should But Big Brother he s not. ' Sid ought to under—¢ ?_

- e e

‘stand that such name- calling only exaggerates Minor s importance' it

28
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amounts to flattery. But he can't let a threat go by without a rabid
reply in print.
The smell of gigarette'amoKe leads Barryvthrodgh the empty outer . -

offlce to the .president's own. He finds‘Minor, dwarfed by his big

desk, leaflng through a sheaf of papers which he covers with a file

folder as.soon 'as he ‘sees - Barry A e

"I didn't hear you knock, MacDonald. 4You looking for anything in

partlcular, or. Just snooping’" Mlnor normally affects a vote- w1nn1ng

smlle but for Arrow writers he reserves a sneer 3% contempt

“'”Hard at it, eh Mark? Don't you take holidays like .us mortals?"

« Minor rolls his chair back, his hands crossed in front of him,

self-satisfied. "To you it's a holiday, to:me it's a chance to get
ahead . . . Is that what you came to ask?"
- "No." Barry casually sits on a corner of the desk and turns his

head to look at the edge of‘typed paper the folder doesn't quite coverg;
: Mark qulckly slips the papers 1nto the top drawer of his desk His -
‘ prlvate bu51ness Barry guessea, not the Unlon s. "I Just wonderedv
did Zak get in touch with you about the Student Unlon s lawyer?"
;”What s he need a lawyer for? Somebody finally charge him with
libel?h
”No,iit's about Smoky. He's been jailed on_false eharges,‘and we
want to find out--" |
"Yeah, yeah Zak told me the: whole sob story | ﬁlnor’grins:and
swivels back and forth in hlS chalr ”What s it got toldo with Student -
Union, anyway?”,- |

Well, Smokyls on the Arrow staff.PA The truth is he drops by the

4 -
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office once in awhile, 1ooking'for Zak.

.. | "Was he on newspaper buslness when ‘he ‘was arrested7’ Youlre
"supposed”ro report‘the .news--the campus news--not make it'byabreaking”

the law.' ] S | .

- "Look, all I/WQ\E to do is ask a few questlons | Now,-yill'you‘
glve me the lawyer's numberf' . o | |
Mlnor makes him walt‘for an_answer while he skubb his eigarette

and llghts another. ”What, and take bu51ness away-from some struggling

1ahyer our there?ﬁ Barry laughs but Minor obV1ously doesn't mean {t
~as a joke. v‘”Th1s isn't some kind of welfare offlce. MacDonaldb hYou

'
need legal adv1ce, you can damn: well pay the’ market value." Minor
grlns‘aga1n pulllng his chair back to the huge desk that keeps a.

distance between them : o . *,‘-g N

”All,right3’ Barfy says,<slld1ng of f. the desk .and g01ng to the

'.door "”I guess I was off my head comlng here ¥oujknow;~I-actuallyi
L:thought you'd help somebody i trouble - |
| He doesn t plead or get angry He wonbt -give Minor the satlsfac-
,tiou, But as. he runs upstairs he ls.furlous at hlmself for-asklng for .
help. Pay the market value: ir is“exactly what he should have expected
of Mlnor. | |

Barry gets an idea foerne of his Bucky'Canuck'storles ThlS time
Bucky is,a sailor, and finds someone shipwrecked bobblng up and down »
in the ocean crylng for rescue - Bucky would 1ike to help, but being a
Cahuck he first has to ask Uncle- Sam the shlp s captain ’There's

somebody drOWnlng here, do you like the slant of his eyes’ What if he:

can't pay for his passage?' That is what Mlnor would want to. ‘know .
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Enterlng the newspaper office Barry is bombarded by 1mages

'Bulletln boards are overloaded with posters and slogans cllpplngs

2.

‘and’ photos some wav1ng in the forced air from the heatlng vents,

Tables and chalrs face in all dlrectlons typewrltten paper is stacked

.in crooked plles on ‘the’ desk tops There is even more than the usual
clutter of dirty dishes and<ashtrays'left'untouched since -Sunday
'night“s-paste—up session. From Sid's cubicle at the back comes the

sound of his slow, two:fingered typing. From his corner, Zak waves

\

the pgace sign at Barry. 'Still dresSed in his blue eighteenth-centuryy
coat, he is 31tt1ng with his boots on the desk top and the telephone

at. his- ear, under a huge poster of a mushroom cloud A 11V1ng ana-

chronrsm_ A cardboard slogan hahgs\from the celllng over hrs head
PR ' ,

WHISTORY BEGINS,AT HIROSHIMA.'
Gloria is wr1t1ng longhand at a wallbench her eyes hldden by .

'fhalr that falls stralght over her checked flannel shlrt As'Barry”.*

. i N - .
: 'crosses to her he watches her small hands wrlting .Graceful as her

handwrltlng, they are surpr1s1ngly elegant hands; .seemlngly out of

Wplace Wlth her broad shoulders and her round plaln, candld face i He -

o has time only to notice that she is wr1t1ng a buslness letter before
she sl1des some poster paper over 1t and turns to h1m  Her smlle is
calm approv1ng, but,not an. 1nV1tat10n to kiss.

"Everybody has secrets today,"'Barry remarks -'”Are you‘writing

|
i

your‘lover?" .He. lifts a corner’ of the poster paper -
"o, nothing like that." Gloria puts her hand.onﬁhis. MIt's

just a letter to my M.P."

L

Barry smiles;. He'guesses that she has joined another of Andrea

L
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Delisle's campaigns for more social“services. "What's so shameful about

that?" i

"Nothing; but.Sid.was lbughing at lt just now. I'thought—_

.G"Let him laugh Barry hlmself has Joked about the futlllty of
,such letters but after the help Glorla gave him in organlzlng this
mornlng s protest he ‘has no w1sh to’ 1nsult her. ‘"Why did you'take off
last n1ght7 Was I Boring you{" |

_Gloria shakeé.her head sniling” t1m1d1y "I felt 1like an. ‘intruder.

~ You knour" "She shakes her head and her’ halr is thrown behind her shoulder.
"I couldn t stand to watch those two p1ck at each other

4

S "ThOSe two7" She 1ooks qu1ck1y toward Zak then lowerSvher eyea’
and,Barry laughs With reliefl It wasn't anythlng he hlmself said, then
v .o .

It was only Margot and Zak Barry hardly notlces the1r blckerlng any- .

‘ 'more ‘ They are the only couple 11v1ng in the Co op, and Margot s daughter_ o

v

~Amy is the only Chlld so they have pecullar problems that are aggravated

,by the lack of privacy in the house Petty 1rr1tat10ns betWeen them '

L 'bulld up until, llke last nlght they become the main bout - But’ the.

flght is usually over some 1n51gn1f1cant thlng that 1s forgotten by,the,
3

" time they have made up. Last night. everyone was 1augh1ng about 1t—— :
Margot and 2ak included—-a half hour after Glorla left.

Hooklng the telephone receiver over hlS shoulder Zak re- d1a1s and
calls across the office to Barry. "Party at the Co- op’ tonlght Invite
o everybody you know.'kIt's a‘benefit to raise bail for Smoky."

B "At_the Colop?‘ When did- the Co-op decide7"” Barry'knows'very‘well
that Zak has made the dec1sion on’ hls own.

uZak'leans back. in his swivel:cﬁair,'strokingchisﬂiingle gold earring.



as he does vhenever'he ls'excited. "No time to call a meetlng. Smoky’s‘
ind jail, for Chrisgake'" . f‘ . . |
ﬁBut‘if the‘Co-oplooeeh't mahe the decisions together, what makes
it a co-op7" Barry doesn't waqt Smoky to stay in jail; of course, but’
Zak who would give you anythlng of his own you asked for; forgets that
e what 1s.the Co-op_s,isn't_his to giveﬁ*
B Sid, on the other.hahd, doesh't eare about Smoky ekcgpt ae a martyr,
" 'a rallying point for a Free Smoky campaign. Sid continues to tar.away
at his typewriter with his back to the AOor'of his eubicle

Pl

”You .should have heard Sid earller " Gloria tells Barry. “'He was
g01ng on and on. about how fucklng useless the demonstratlon was, She
pulls in her chin ismokes an 1mag1nary c1gar; and pounds the bench,

fmimicking Sid,. ”Fuckfthat peace-andflove erap,\hevsays; peace isn't
revolutionary." R
~_i'_ ’i"No;?hBarryieays; "ask Sid, he'll tell you saylng fuck's revolue
vtionary.f.Don t trust anybody who says phooey
: As if on cue, Mark Minor storms through the door, flushed with
anger, a copy .of tomorrow's ézrgg in his fist. "Where's. that fucklng
boss of'yours?" he shouts + Zak shrugs and pushes his sw1ve1 chair to-
ward Sid's cublcle to head h1m off, But Minor is already past h;h
Though Minor slamg the door his every word can be. heard in the
 outer office, and accordlng to the fuck test, he ought to he._the’mostl
revolutionary persbmon earth. "God damn it, hansen you.uotherfucker,
I won't sit still for any more of your shltslinglng- You'll be laughing

out your asshole when I get through with you " ;

"Better get this down," Zak shouts, rolling a sheet of paper into
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his typewriter. 'Call it a letter to the editor." Laughing; Barry holds
up his hands to frame a headline: | h
ARROW RECEIVES DEATH THREAT.

Minor has been in and out of the office all fall, aceusing the paper
of biased reporting, calling it too radical and too vulgar. But his
attempts tqg tell the editor what lo write have giQen Sid one of the few
'campus-orientated' stories he cares to report.

"This is your last warning," Minor yells, bursting red-faced out of

Sid's office and hurrying toward the door. "I want to see some changes
&

around here, or you're through." He glares at Barry who is stifling a

laugh. "All of you!" Laughter follows Minor out of the office.

When S5id appears in the‘door of his cubicle, he too is obviously
angry. He normally grins through Minor's firades¥ qédding his head and
saving hiﬁpreplies for the editorial page. But this is the first time
Minor has complained about an issue before it has been released.

"God damn printers," Sid grumbles. "They'd let any jackass walk in
off the street and have a look." He scratches his ragged>beard and looks
at his watch. "That's enough," he yells, taking l# keychain from his
pocket. ' '"Closing up shop."

Barry is‘thé first one regdy to leave. 'We're going on strike?"

The look Sid gives him is orne a stray dog wouldn't deserve. '"Strike?
Grow up, Barry. Nothing would make Minor happier = . . 1It's time for
supper. And from now on this door stays 1ocked unless I'p Hére, under-
stood?" Barry knows that Minor must have aécess to a key,’but’he has
learned not to argue with Sid when he is in this moodi.

. A ..
SR 2 |
Outside on the pavement the wind has dropped, and with it the - .
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temperature. The afternocon is dérkening early. When Gloria pauses in
front of the College residence, her noteboog hel@‘écross her chest, .
Barry séys, "You're coming to the éo-op ﬁof supper arenit ypu?'> .
‘Zék 5511} back, ”Dép't you tgihk the Co—op.better decide on that?"
Gloria has become so frequent a guest. at suppertimé}that she ﬁas
begun to contribute to the grocery fund. ) As Fhey w51k toward the b;idge
at Tenth Street, she holds Barry’i hand in the pocket pf her coat, and
talks about the latest excesses of‘Alice, her roommate in fesidence.
Barry hardly ever viéits Gloria in her room, chiefly bécause of Alice,
who is rarely at home but whose arrivals are unpfedictable; Since
September she has graduated“from booze to acid and speed, and become
blindly devoted to her boyfriend, the supplier. Compulsi;ely neat, she
keeps her side of the tiny room almost as bareLas if-it were unoccupied,
but her paranoid presence clings like smoke to the walls, Lately,
Gloria says, Alice has convinced herself the narcs are watching her,
and has taken to hiding her stash of pills in Gloria's closét, and,
incidentally, wearing Gloria's clothes without permission. .
"You don't have to put up with that," Barry tells’her; "Why not
move into the Co-op? You could bunk with me."
' L .
Gloria squeezes his hand and smiles at him like a prisoner who has
just been pardoned. "'You really.mean-it?”
"Sure, why not?" Having saig it, Barry thinks of a dozen reasons
why not. He has aiways'been the one nobody could”tie_down. Has she
manipulated him into this? th will get hurt when they have to split

up? Even the room itself. argues against her moving in. He has begun

to love his disordered top-floor garret, with its scrapbook walls, its



floor carpeted with magazines and broken-spined paperbacks, its corners
insulated with newspapers and dirty clothes. Whenever they spend an

. afternoon together there &nd he leaves the ‘room for a mlnute he finds

Q.
4

her plcklng up‘when he returnms. Yet, the happiness that came to her
eyes just now-- |

"You could bunk with me," he repeats in what he thinks is a casual
voice, "tHn you'1i~be first in line Qhen a room comes open."

Gloria presses closer to him. "Maybe," she sa?s, ”et the end of

1

the month Feeling her cheek on his shoulder, Barty_realizes that,
however cool and commonsensical they pretend to be, they both have a lot
invested in thie decision. sl

They walk on in silence, past aging two-storey housee with postage
s tamp lawns crowded up,egainst the street. It frustrates Barry to know
that today's protest has changed'nothing.ih these houses, where people
still try to cultivate the fussy, ordered gardens and live the quiet,
orderlyllives that stultify the city's suhurbs. He wants to break down
the hedges that tsdlate people from everything they won't admit being
part of. But what can he do to show them that a war acroes the world
touches them? That they have already given up, without a shot being
fired, what Vietnam is fighting against such odds to keep. If a thousand
people, -a hundred thousahd, marched down this street, yho in these.cozy
homes_youlatcare;lapart from the inconveniehced drivers? Yet Barry has
to do Somethihg,.somehowjhas to meke them-see.

Sid and‘Zak have etopped and are talking at the end of the btiage.

Sid's room is in the basement of a ‘house a block away on the south side
y

of the river, while the Co-op is north, across the bridge.



Zak's broad smile reveals no anxiéty qbout how‘to make Calgarians
see the war. - ”It must,be,1ove," he says as’Barry and Gloria approach.

Sid grimaces. '"See you 1oser$-ton3ght}f he says. "We'll élaq how.
to spring:Smoky.J o |

"Don't worry about Sﬁoky;" Barry aséures him. "Those charges'1l
never stick."

"They better not. If he's not free tomorrow night, there'll be
hell to pay."

"But Smoky's not the issue," Barry &!gue;. "The war is, and the
system that makes it inevitable. We can't let people lose sight'of‘that."

| Sid steps off thé'curb, mutteging an Dbséenity‘about pigs as he waits

for a.car ‘to pass. But an idea has ?adght at Barry's mind; a way, per-
haps, to show people what -they are doing; There ;s little traffi; on'.
the bridge--only a couple of pedestrians in sight——bgt numbers aren't
important. ''Hey Zak,” he says; "howiaboﬁt tﬁe Innocent Bystander
routine? Right here." |

Sid snorts in disgusf. ""No such thing’as an innoéent bystander."
But he ié startled into silence when Zak,‘grinning, drives a stage punch
into Barry's stomach and Barry groans loudly, falling onto his back on
the dirtyAsidewalk. The skit is intended for the theatre lobby before
the performance, but as Zak has said, it can_stand'by itself, any time,
anywhere. Zak pushes his boot into the paveﬁeﬁt uﬁder Barry, who’moans,
rolling over. From the ground he ::25 Giofia shaking her ﬁead and
walking away, her notebook pulled tight ;cross her chest. Once more, he
fin&s himself p}aying the fool in front of her.

Sid, having caught on, gives Barry a kick too, but he is not as



good as Zak at faking, Barry loses his breath when Sid's boot connects

with his ribs. As Sid kicks he yells, "This'll teach you, you little

. Agookznl L - . . : S e .

e

R R

'Barry gasps convincingly, and seeing a YOung couple in ski jackets
. oS '
and blue jeans hurrying by he reaches out for thelr feet. 'Help me,"

he moans.

-Zak begins spitting on him now, and Sid gets carried away, calling

him wop, kike, gook, chink, bohunk, pinko, queerl Barry rolls ever on
the dirty pavement, and is thlnklng that this torture could go on for
hours before anyone steps in, when a short round lady appears, sw1nging
her purse furiously and screaming!‘”Stop it! Stop it you! Dodging
blows, Zak runs across the street, and Sid follows. | "Are you all rfgﬁt,
poor thing?"

Barry rolls onto his stomach, ribs aching, hands freeziué against

the pavement, His rescuer is a woman his mother's age, in a cloth coat;

a jani -ess perhaps, for whom today is no holiday. Thanking her, he

looks around for these others who did nothing, but they have made them-*

-

selves scarce. The woman takes a rumpled Kleenex out of her purse,
moistens it, and starts to wipe ‘the dirt off‘ﬁarry s face‘ ;U
Suddenly, Zak yells from the far sidewalk, ”Cops!”, and Barry
springs to his feet, runnlngn The startled woman's handbag is sent
flying, its contents scatterlng_across the sidewalk.
A momeut later when Barry looks back, a cop is helping the lady
pick up her belonglngs and return them to her purse Telling himself,

probably, that he has prevented a pursesnatching.

By the time‘Barryvhasmeaught up to Gloria he is satisfied he is

38
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-~ vdine,.

" not being followed. Sid and zak didn't stop running, and must be at

their own plaéeslby now.

" Gloria brushes d1rt off. hlS sweater

Uwhat

- - LR

her mouth set in a tlght

©-

‘do- you thlnk you" proved back there7” f T

"Proved?" Barry grins. 'Nothing. " Yet he can't help feeling

great, bruises and all. Before they reach the end of the brldge Cloria
is once again warmlng hlS hand in her pocket

"What was she like? Ihe woman who helped you?"

Barry shrugs gazing down at. the swift- flowing river yhere lumps

of ice are being carried downstream and beglnnlng to p11e up on the

gravel bank under the brldge ”She was like , one of those ladies

who gives away Watchtowers downtown.”

39



Date: 11.11.69

Froﬁi_lieq
. To:.. Eléphaqt‘ 
Subject: New Dormouse Files - -

1. Herewith, police reports of two-simﬁltaneéﬁs'civilidisidfﬁl
ancesﬁiq‘Calgary.‘ S )
| 2. 'ﬁlBi .Logal éﬁthoritfes treat the -'Park' and fﬁali' incidents
vaswsépafgte apd ﬁnreiafed,,whereas; ' | ’

3. Leo files inﬂicaté‘that'the single issue of the magazine

JIA;;féencé'(Sthef'1969), edited by‘a-ﬁemﬂervof the iMallf group,
:ncludeé“articles:bydméhbers of both groups. | ” |

4,;  ?rqgeed with inves;igation on the as;umption that the two
Calgary incidenfs qéﬁstitutg a sihgle maﬁifestation, and that-the
‘activities of the two groups are co-ordinated,

. 5. Instruct Dormouse to open filés on princiéles for whom they
do not alreaay exist, viz.

i) Barry MacDonald

-



ANARCHISTS UNITE

-The common room floor sags and creaks under ‘the welght of dancers.
'Throughoutvthe codéeeted'éreddd floer of the Co-op, conversation has to
ceﬁeete Qlth the Rolllng Stones thunder;ng beat ,People sheut to make
themselves heard over others, who in turn raise their voices end ferm
tlght circles of talk. Colorful‘searves beeds and belle are worn over
unlform khaki Blue jeans are standard *the petches an art form,

Barry circulate;;‘hat in hand, reminding people the party.is for..
Smoky, who eaﬁ't:be here. '"Come on, ‘you could be the next they lock
up. Fives, tens . L . A one?"?‘Resorting to one of his never—forgotten
magic tricks from chfldhood, Barry turns a dollar bill intq a five, and
someone in his audience gladly matches it. The envelope he takes up-
stairs for safe keeplng contains over two-hundred dollars.
| ' As he reaches the second-floor landing, ten-year-old Amy‘races up -
 the stairs past him and slams her bedroom door, followed closely by
" Margot, who picks‘up the skirt éf her long denim dress as she climbs.

"Now you get in that bed and stay there,"” she erieé.” This is at
1east the third time tonight, Barry knows, that Amy has been sent to
bed, but each time she has crept downstalrs to watch the people.

Barry had seen Margot'among the audiences at the city’s folk music
- clubs for two years Before she met Zak, and Amy would usually be‘with
.her, listening quietly until ehe fell eSIeep on‘ﬁer mother's lap. But
in{the.few“months since they moved into the*Co—op,dAmy has growﬁ.wild,

as if two parents were worse than one. - And with so many people in the

£
.
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house, she now has a dozen or more adopted parents, some of whom can
> . : .
always be counted on to let her have her way. . Margot smiles apologefic—
ally at Barry as she startsvbaék downstairs, But she can't cémpletely
ido awvay wifh thé’béleaguered expression that has becéme habjitual with
"~ her.
".‘Aftef’stowing ﬁhe envéIOpe of monéy in his ;obm and re-réadingv
today's postcard from Tom--written in flight over the Atiantic--Barry ‘

returns by the narrow back stairway to the kitchen, which is the most

, o

crowded roéﬁliﬁ the ﬁouée.' Peopie stay here after re-filling their
glasses, to talk where the music is less deafening, and stand in the»v
way of others seeking re-fills, Reaching, pushing, pouring, being
poured on . . . Talking, talking above the noise. At the ;ink, World
Unit&i(driﬁking Scotch) is béing accused of Cultural Imperialism (rye),
while on the b;sement stairs Essence (wine) is geing talked into silence
by ﬁxistence kbeer). But the argumenté afe'interchaﬁgeable. Existencé
could be c§11ed impérialism; unity, essence. The wordsvcan't be-pinned
down to precise meanings, and people prefer it that way. It is not
sense they want tonight, but a loud in&ellecﬁual rumbling to go with the
music. Sﬁokyﬁin his jail cell, the war, any hope for a change

they all seem far away.

Someone at thf refrigerator door hands Barry a beer and, opening
it, he sees Gioria 1eaning against the doorjamb. She is listening to
Andrea Delisle talk in overdrive at two‘student éounci11ors she Has
trapped against the wall.

Last spring, Andrea ied the campaign for student representation on

college administrative councils. Now, though she herself is childless



~43

and on the pill she wants Bow College. to open a day care centre. And:
she would like” the JOb of running it. '"But the government saysvit s
cutting welfare to single mothers going to university As if they're
second-class c1tizens. She waves her hands in front of her as she
talks, scattering ashes from her.lipstickwstained cigarette. ”15 Bow
College a public 1nst1tut10n " she demands, "or just anokher preserve
of the elite?" | .

The two councillors nod, but evidently don't understand what 1t
has to do with them., . They watch her moving cigarette, worried that one
of her beautiful goldenﬂlocks will catch fire.

ﬁWho do those gals think they are," Barry says as he joins them

thinking they can go to university like decent folks7”

Once this would have infuriated Andrea Now she pointedly ignores
him, bloWing smoke toward the C811lng‘ and continues to harangue the
councillors. ' Student Council has to write letters to the elected
officials, she tells them, expressing support for‘theYWOmen.

"So that's what you were writlng your M.P. about," Barry, says to
Gloria By unspoken consent, they drift into the dining *room. ‘ "Who
do you think reads those letters?”

"They 11 be read," she sa;s determinedly. "It's the only way to
put pressure on, to make things happen."”

"The ohly way? “Don't be so discouraged.W

"I'm not--” She is stopped by his mocking smile, and frowns,
Hurt? He kisses her forehead asking forgiveness, and ehe pdlla him
toward the common room dancing floor. '"I'm writing letters," she says.

¢
"I'm not out to change the world."

A e Tt s cwmanniy o
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"I know, but who is? That's whaﬁ worriészme.ﬂ. Barry keeps on
iﬁtotfhe front halllg\Thei? hands part for a momént, then she is with
vhim again,

From his pedestal on the front stairs, Sid is lecturing the Arrow's
'staff.andvanyoﬁe else‘who’will listen. fIt's awful damn convenient the:
pigs just happened to bellooking the other way when that bastard broke
“into line." |

Barry perches on the windowsill at the bottom of ﬁhe“stairs; "Mus t
be a consbiracy,” he says, "there's no other explanation." ,

”Doﬁftllaugh!” Sid'snaps, pointing his sﬁoking cigar at Barry.

Zak leans'agagnst the railing, his hands pushed to the knuckles
into the front pockggs of his jeans, and laughéxat them both’ "Back in
the home of thg frée;” he boasﬂ? in his John;Wayne,drawl, "the éigs.
Bust heads themselves, on horsebéck.” |

ng;y is about to say the Mounties are too modern»to use ho;ses

when, "Get serious!" Gloria cries. "You guys talk as if we live in a

police state." ' -

N

Sid laughs, blowing a triumphant cloud of smoke. '"Listen' The
child-speaks." He points her out like a specimen. "I know a nice
policeman helped you once when you were lost my dear - - . But grow up!"

Gloria stares back at him until the laughter subsides, then lifts
her nose slightly at Sid, who replies by flicking up the middle fingé;-
of -his fisted haﬁd. Barry does néphing, knowing the only way to win an
argument with Sid is to refuse to argue. Sid claims he.CQn teli when
sbmebody joined”ﬁge Mévément by ghe>way he givés the sign, whether

smiling ironically, or with a vicious upwafd jerk. But this is a new
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techni§ue: he p01nted that finger at Glorla as 1f he were firing a gun.

Sld moves~the talk on, as Barry knew he would, in‘search of new
' _targets, but Gloria remains tense. ' She nudges Barry, 51gna111ng she
wants to leave. But a pudgy blond k1d called Ed the Red is telling
about his year in Moscow and Barry has questions to ask.‘ Finally,
Gloria emptiés her wine glass and walks back toward the kitchen-alone.

’Ed descrlbes hlth enthu31asm factory tours and monuments to)heroes‘
"of the Great Patrlotlh War, and has ready answe:§ to all Barry“s questions
about Czechoslovakia,’and'why fhe Soviets cén't allo;f;.free press. But
Barry is struck by the complacency‘of his voice. Ed espouses Communiém,
not Revolution. He believes :evolution is inevitable, so he doesn't
hi:e to go anything-ahout it‘bup waih. He'and,Sid are tglking’sh
casuélly\ébout the balénce‘of ferroh that,4F§ stop:them, Barfy recites .
his‘nqclear prayer, crossing himself and‘bestowihg‘episcopal blessingsh
on them, ' | ) Y i ;

Ohr Deterrent V | : ‘ ' v
Which art on alert . '

Hallowed be thy overkill

Thy mission done

Blown to kingdom come

On earth as it is in orbit.

As he boﬁs deeply,.BérrY'é woolen tam slips from his._head. Someone
snatches. it off the floqf and hands it up to Sid, who'hegards it with
obvious disgust. The tam is covered like a frosh cép with.buﬁtons: a
Peace sign, Press tag, Scots hationalist flag, the slogans ANARCHISTS
UNITE and GROUCHO MARXIST PARTY.

"YOU'TGVUQ kind of Marxist, Macﬁonald.” Sid sneers and tosses the

tam at Barry's feet. "You're not even an anarchist. What the hell are

you?"
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"Something far worse, Sid. A journalist.”
el ARl

"Bullshit! 1If you spent half the fucking energy on. hard reporting

you do on these pranks you could say that - But wake up, man, you're -
not living in the real world."
"Maybe not. If I.were, I might have to give up hope."

"You don't make sense." L

1 S | . -
I hope not. .8

"You think if you set loose a hundred doves or something, that they 11

~»>

" bring peace on earth7” The 1aughter “that follows is out of proportion

to Sid's wit. Cruel laughter.

Just once Barry would like to hear what Sid proposes to do, to ‘make

his revolution. He is not stockpiling guns, or training an elite corps,

-

though in his terms that would make ‘'sense. And he puts down Zak and
Barry for giving their effort to the Co-ep. It canft be enough simply

to tear other people down.. After a hundred or moré of. these insensitivity

- "\

sessidné, he still hasn t taken the first step toward his new order

soc1alism or whatever he calls it. Big bu31ness still calls the shot
and war is still the biggest business of all. What can Sid or anyone
do about it? Free Smoky? That's like wrestling w1th the giant s toe
1nstead of cutting off his head. - Yet they're not even freeing Smoky,
they're having a party, theyfre talking and talking. S
When the.talk has noved on .and Sid is taking rerbal stabs_at some-
one eise, Barry slips down from the windowsill and walkeﬁaway. In the
kitchen doorway he meets‘Gloria, who turns away from him pretending

,indifference. @?

-

"You have time for me now. What's the matter, they get tired of
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.. you?" His apologetic grin can't make her smile this time. She speaks -
L 5 ap cg .ca ;

- out of a resentment he hasn't seen in her before. 'They're not really
_ , y

‘as\cynlcal as they pretend,’are they? If they were, there'd be‘no'
triumph in putting people down." It'is’almostﬂexactly~what Tom said
one,nlght he had been Sid'sjvictim( Barry puts his hand on Gloria'e
warm damp neck, and she backs away;"Butlehe follows slowly:when he
takes her hand and valks toward the dance floor.

Weaving through the croud.into the darkenéd common‘room; he is N
pressed against Glorla, whojholds onto hin tightly. The scent of her
halr, like pepper; reminds him that he hasn't heen this close to her

all day. It is asvif, once he learned she wasn't angry with him, he

felt free to neglect her once more; while he raised money for Smoky and a

~

_worried'about the futUre of the Movement. He resolves to stay with

her for the rest of the night; and show her he hasn t forgotten hqg

They have just begun to dance though when the heavy rock music

is cut off. Zak, ignoring‘the,noisy complaints is tuning in'the"local

-

television news to see how this morning's protest has been cgsered.. In
'5 . . R

the fllckerlng light, grey faces crowd'around the‘set'v

.

. himself on the small screen, tra111ng a ragged bunch of kldé\@qhibey

trudge up Elghth Avenue He thinks again of a movie llneup » It 1s the
same footage: that was shown on the six o!elock news. The same glib"
television voice reads  the same.text. It'seeme naive.to have expe%ted
any more than this. Sandw1ched betWeen jerky footage of a flSC flght

in Central Park and a Jackknlfed tanker truck in a city underpass the

Q

‘march doesn' t even make an 1nterest1ng disorder. But surely 1t doesn t .

have to be this way. Elsewhere, the Movement has caught flre ' Why'not

.@s



here? The German students were astonished last year when the people
supported their strike. It would take no more of a miracle here."
Release a thousand doves--why not?;—it's the image that grabs attention.

Someone turns the dial 'to the other channel, on which a talk‘show
has begun, then switches the television off. But the party has logt its
momentumy everyone has classes or work in ‘the morning. Those who have
been dancing, having worn themselQes out,~are the first to drift .toward
the front door. As the indefatigable talkers take over the cheéterfield
and easy chairs, Gloria whispers that she‘too ought to be going. She
remains on the couch, though, her legs curled under her, holding Barryif
arm «around her.

In the absence of electronic sound,'his eardrums are ringing, his

*

nerves still a-jangle. He sits quietly, enjoying the warmth of her
body against his, untél Sid begins boasting about what he'll do if
Smoky isn't set free.

"Why tilt at windmills, Sid?" Barry says -leaning forward. "When
Smoky's freed, nothing w%ll be chaﬁged. The power will still be where
it's always been. You don't need a martyr. Why not organize something
big, 1i§e a student strike for peace?" ﬁ

The room is hushed a moment. For all their enthusiasm to get
Smoky out of jail, n& one can argue that it will achieve their real
goal. When Sid answers, though, he igno;es that fact and strikes at
Barry's weakest point. '"'Strikes are old line, MacDonald, they never
work." The others are relieved.

"You're not in class half the time anyway, Barry," Gloria says.

"Who'd notice if you were on strike?"
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"Not a strike against classes," Barry answers, the idea just
‘beginning to take shape in his mind, "against jobs. 1If all the gradﬁates
refused to work for any company connected with the war, pretty soon the
Death Machine would grind to a hait.”

"Bullshit! Impossible'" Sid cries. '"You mean, you expect every
engineer to give up the twenty-thousand-dollar job he's been sweating
blood to get?"

It does sound ludicrous, as naive as when Barry, as a boy, told his
mother to send his green beans to the starving children in Korea. "I
Jdidn't say it'd be easy," he maintains. "I said it'd work.'" It would
take a miracle, but who would go on living if he didn't believe in —
miracles? Barry refuses to admit that no one wants peace enough to make
sacrifiées for it.

He has just begun trying to defend himself, however, when Gloria
pulls her haﬁd away from his and angrily brushes past him, out of the
room. Ignoring Sid's taunting laughter, Barry followé, and finds her
- in the front hallway, buttoning her coat. "You go back to your damn

struggle,"

she says, refusing to 1ook-in;o his eyes. "You don't need
me hanging around."” He takes her arm, but she shakes it free, crying, -
"Let me be!" She opens the door and wrapé her scarf around her face __
until he can see only her eyes, and he can't be sure whg;he:ﬁshe is
angry or crying.

He reaches- for her hand, trying again to sﬁop her. "Can I at
least drive you home? 1I'11 borro@ Zak's van."

"Don't bother." She pullé-away from him and he is reminded of his

mother, pulling her suitcase toward the taxi. "Go on, have your fun. I
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. 2 VA ) .
can't help you solve the world's problems, Barry. I have too many of

¢ )
my own." She runs down the sidewalk without looking back, wisps of

. -~
El J

blown‘fnow curling around her feet.
From behind him, Barry hears'thg sound of Zak's fancy picking on
his baﬁjo, and the ‘tuneless, entggsiastic accompaniment of a kazoo. If
Gloria had waited a few minutes longer, the politics would have been
submerged in the music, and éhe might not have run away. But though he
watches until she is around éhe égrnef and out of sight, she doesn't

turn back.



TAKE A SAD SONG

The iast song sung, the -last slogan shouted by Sid 6n his way oug
the door, Zak and ﬁargof having chased little Amy upsfairs'for the last
time and gone to bed, Barry finds himself aloﬁe in the common room,
slgmped in an old stuffed chair--his fingertiés stinging from guitar
playing, his body numb--barely hearing the words Dylan is crooning
harmoniously as a hacksaw on the stereo. The room Barry sees when he

opens his eyes is a disaster ared of empty beer bottles and overflowing

ashtrays. The sﬁéll black cat is licking at a potato chip on the scuffed

-~

hardwood floor. ‘ -
Barry's nervous system hasn't yet accepted th§t the party is over.
Voices jump éLt of memory as if spoken aloud. He keeps expecting to see
someone stroll back from the kitchen and coﬁ%é}ué talki§§]//a;;ria--but
she left long ago--or Tom. If Tom were here they would make coffee and
talk the night away. They wouldn't let this day end with nﬁthing changed.
Nor; Barry had thought, would Gloria. ﬁntil now she has been the‘
one person he could talk to in peffect freedom,.witbout having}td try to
be correct and serious. She is always disclosing something new about
herself, asking questions he has never asked himself. When she first
walked into ﬁhe néwépaper office--hoping to write reviews "and get free
tickefs to concerts and plays-~-he thought he knew her type: the country
girl Qho'has never been so far from Her mother and never will be again;
But she soon taught hih‘his restlessness is no city or male prerogativ%i/

.\

Since the day\they discovered they had both been hitchhiking the Trans-

-Canada at the same time, and spent the afternoon in the cafeteria
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sharing their adventbrés, they have held notﬁing Back from one anothe@r.
His private thoughts have become like a dialogue with her.

But she is not here. His arguments wit@ Sid are too serious and
correct for her. Too serious! Yet nothing is' achieved by them. Acroés
the city the: factories aré still rumbling--at this hour--producing
dynamite to blow up northern Alberta so the seismographers can find oil
to fuel the bombers and grease the cogs of the great machine that grinds
us all into bits of ourselves. Gloria knows that--who can not know it?--
yet at the mention of a strike she ran away. Is it impolite, then--or

. ‘
impolitic--to notice what is happening?

The record ends, but instead of coming to rest, the needle arm

returns to the first cut.

The times they are a-chang;n'. ~
Undernéath the static the singer's voice sfill cracks with conviction.
-But theiwords—-coming from an enorméus distance across a cpnquion of
years--no longer inspire Bar;y's confidence. Surely, if tﬁe cry for
peace is heard around the wérld, peace must come. But though the peace
movement keeps growing, the bombing goes on at an accelerating pace. ‘ R
Times are still chénging, but Qho is changing fastest with the times?

) 14

Barry doesn't blame the local television station for being behind
. r~ . . .

the times. If other demonstrations get favorable--even sensational--

coverage, that must be because they are no longer considered dangerous.

B 2
All the hype is enough to make him wonder what really important stories

are going unreported. Who is sneaking in the back door while everyone”
is pointing the other way crying Revolution? The revolution may promise

#
millenium, but it hasn't found a way to get past 1984..



Bérry’s talk used to turn millenial on those grey summer nights in
the basement he shared with Tom last year. The promise of the future‘
rose on the horizon like the Rocky ﬁou;tains on a cleqr day, all
obstacles ignored if see; at all. Barry was working in the C.PR.
yards then, and he went abo;t his chores raging inwérdly against hfg,
drudgery and paltry wages, and wanting to hop one ‘of the outbound trains
and ride it wherever it w;s éoiﬁ%@“ But he knew he"w;sn't tied to thaé
job, or to this city.. The Co-op was still a dream then, and hevthought
the newspaper could really make things happen. He believed he could
shed the tangled past as easily as he shed his greasy clothes at shift's
end. |

Some weeks he and Tom both worked the gwing shift, and they would
sit up till dawn listening to music and talkingf"They'both thought of
themselves as citizens of the world. The freedom movements of Africa
were closér to them than the troubles of their landlady upsfairs. From
Barry's vantage point on the verge of a’'revolutionary future, all higéory
seemed spread out like a map, with a4single wave spreading from the east,
growing larger and stronger, and reaching the culmination of all extremes
on the West Coast.

At the same time, Tom was pPreparing to reverse that historical
direction, and go east. He thought of little else but earning the money
to get away. To London, Israel, Mount Everest?'he said, énywhere, away,
the farther the better.

But todayfi postcard bears a Canadian stamp. Written in‘fligh£;\

it is postmarked Toronto. 1In three months, Tom has seen England, Greece

aud Romg, nearly exhausted his savings, and decided there is no country
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like Canada to make money. Yet he refuses to come home to the prairies.
'Eastern Canada is‘as new to me as Europe,' he writes. 'Come visit me
here when I've settled.' The words tell nothiﬁg Barry wants to know.
They might have been written by a stranger. Tom ought to be here,

thefe are many hours of darkness left.

.Grey shadows mo%e across the ceiling as a car turns at the corner
and drives by the house. Roused frém his half-sleep, Barry rolls his.
neck.again;t thé round back of éhe chair. He is aware of someone s
moviﬁg in the next room, filling a carton with empty beer bottles, then
1 cnossing thé common roomland lifting the needle from the record, Light
from the streetlamp outside outlines the hair falliﬁg over .her shoulders
and Barry recognizes Gloria. In thé ringing silence, she sits on the
arm of his chair and cradles her cold hands in his warm ones,

"You're up early," he says.

She laughs inQoluntarily.‘ He can feel her muscles begin to relax.
"I haven't been to bed." She rests her cHeek against his forehead.
"By the time I'd walked over to the residence; Fﬁe door was‘loéked."

They both know she could have rung the bell and been let in by the

14

matron. ''Besides ."  He looks up at her but she lowers her eyes.
"I wanted to tell you I didn't mean all T said. 1It's just . . . I'm
sorry . . . I get so frustrated--"

He tquches his fingertips to h%r 1ips;‘anq.she hugs him with‘sudden
intensity, éliding onto the chair beside him. Her tears surprise him,
In short gasps she whispers apologies and explanations she must have
rehearsed on her long cold walk. Bafry'quiets her with kisses, moved

by the power of her emotion. He believes that she has walked all the

54
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wdy from the’colleée to spare him a night of worry about her. She_
would exéect as much of.him.

"I love you,i she thsperst

"I know. You don't have to explain.'" He could never really have
doubted her.. Gloria pulls back from him slightly, looking over her_
shoulder as if she 1magines someone 1is watching,_and, hls hand in he;g,

she leads him silently up the stairs.

When Gloria travelled the-TransCanada she wasn't, like Barry,g
tfying to leave home behind. If she had known the concefn she would
cause her mother, she might not have gone. But . she loved the French
Langﬁage and wanted4to g0 to Quebec. The friend she visited in Calgary
that summer was running away to Yorkv1lle o) Glorla went with her. She
caae home.to her parents' farm in the foothills before school started
" again, and they were so relieved they didn't punish her as they had
meant to. 'Thank God nothing happened to you,' they said.

Bue of course they were wrong. Everything had changed. ' None of
“the boys in her school couldminterest her any more: neither those with
_their own farms that they will still be farming in flfty years, nor the
_ambltlous and naive ones. She and her few glrlfrlends were unlike the
others. They kqew love is above security or ambitiond They loved
Picasso and Beethoven and'Leopard CoLen. As soon as ehe reached Bow
College, Gloria applied to spend a year on 3 study exchange in France,
and if she is chosen she will go next year. She is already help1ng
Barry improve his Freech hoplng he will come with her, He could b%-

\
come a freelance writer, she tells him, and send articles home from the
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iii) distributing left-wing literature through the college's

Co-op Bookstore, including at' least one pamphlet on Leo's current

dangerous literature index (Dix propositions pour la liberation

du Quebec; Montreq}, undated); and

iv) used hi;%ﬁewspaper columns tokpresent radical analyses
of such subjecfs‘as America's economic domination of Canada, and”
the war in Indo-China.

5. The subject has participated in at least five anti-war
demonstrations in the city 0vervthe past two years (circled red in.
attached photographs, 5.i - .5.v).

6. Thefsubject has recently been electgd co-chairman of Calgarians
Against the#War. - Rumors suggest thag a left-moderate split in this
éroupf—the radicals threatening to witﬁdfaw support--may have been
engineered by ghe subject in order to push the leadership to the left.

7. A source close to the subject reports that he often begins a
statement with the phrase, "Ven comes der Revolution . . o

8. Though kaown to members of all three groups, the subject is
not aligned with C.P.C.,.C.P.C (Marx® ~ 'inist), or the nascent
Canadién Liberation Movemen:, nor has he sought membérship or been
invited to join any of these groups.

9. Local Comm ..st groups regard the subjec: and his circle as
'"lunatic fringers': bourgeois individualiéts without internal diséipline
or a coﬂsistent cri ique of Canadian ébciety. Th:y are described
variously as "too ¢ ned to struéglé"nand ”in be.. with the C.I.A."

10. However, as a public figure on camp' s, the subject is a

potentially dangerous catalyst, who could »ve manibulated by Communist,

\
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native, or other disruptive elements. In the word; of a source close
to him, ""Some day [the subject] will do something crazy."

11. -~ Further surveillance is recommended. Dormouse requests
permission to recruit a full-time agent at Bow College.

5 enclosures

W
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Date: 19.11.69

From;ﬁyﬁibatross

To: Elephant

— ~

Subject: -Barry MacDonald

1. Ackqdwledge memo of 14.11.§9 re subjectlv _

2. Albatross records éhow‘subject has‘been’overseas once, from
21410.67 to 7.7.68. |

3. Subject has tra&elled in Yugoslavia (2.68 to 3.68), Hungary
(3.68); and Czechoslovakia (3.68). No known political contacts.

4. Herewith a-photd clearly showiﬁg the‘subjéct (circled red)*
participating in anAAnti:Fascist'League demonstration in Rome, Italy, = °
5. 6.68. '

5. Idgntification of sébjeqt'is 9OZ~certain: Italfan police

records confirm, subject in Rome that date,,bdt reveal no knoww

: N
: ' O :
political contacts. _ ‘ BRI

6. Said demonstration (ref. para:fzvabove) resulted in fort§€ "

two hospitalizations and the afrest;of eighty-eight, not including
N . - - ) N

(3

the subject. = | - 5 ay

1 enclosure - ;



Datg: 1.12.69

From: ' Dormouse . o . )
To: Elephant ) 2 °

Subject: Barry MacDonald

1. A Casual Postal Survey on _the subJect has ‘brought to light
‘the follow1ng correspondernce of 1nterest

i) Incoming: Envelope (postmark Toronto, no return éddress)
) , v
L.
containing xerox copies of the articles "The Real History of the
4 . o . .

Cold War" _Monthly Review, Summer, 1969), and "Be the First on

Your Block to Build an A- Bomb"'i (The latter artlcle, though not
Mdetalled for pPractical use, 1s.known to be based on the M.I.T.
research paper coded Omega.) ‘

ii) Incoming: Personal lettér (return address, General
Delivery, Toronro) from Tom Gladstone contrlbutor of photography

to Insurgence. (N.B. Enveyope opened only because of presumed

connection to item i) above,) Copy ‘attached.

iii) Incoming: Subscription copies of last Post,.Canadian

Dimension,,and Our Generatiou, addres;ed to Insurgence, c¢/o the
subject,
iv)’ Outgoing: Personal letter to Tom Gladstoﬁe,iGeneral
Delivery, Toronto, 'Copy attached. )
2. ferm1351on requested--in light of incendiary tone and use of
”vappafent code words by the subJect in his personal letter--to centlnue
Personal Postal Survey | |

3. Due to staff shortages,. Electronic Survey has not been

possible to date. (N.B. * Since the transfer of Dormouse AC2 to
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Elepﬁént's Ottawa office, efficiency here has declined approximately

SOZa’ It is hoped a reblacement will be assigned in all due haste.)
4. Recent recruitment of Dormouse AC7 on Bow College cémpus

éhould imprer quality of intelligence in this and other files.

‘
2 enclosures



General Delivery
Toronto
. November 26
Barry,

Sorry I haven't written earlier, at least to let you know I'm in
the country. I did get the first 1ettér you ‘sent here, but I've been
waiting to have good news to report. After sbme oﬁ/{%e'places I've been
and people I've talked to, though, T think just being here is good news
enough. Frankly, I'd rather be a Bbring Capadian than keep bored
Europeans amused with ;tories of the oppressioﬁ back home in Argentina
or Iran or wherever. I don't find persecution one bit romaﬁtic.

I wish to hell I could find a job, naturally--that would really
be homecoming--but so do thousands of people in this city. I have the
idea I should Ee able to earn my living with my'camera (though it's
hard to prove, since the pictures I took in Europe are undeveloped, and
will remainvso till I get a job and make some money). But I'm willing
to try other things--short of being a busboy again--and I'll go any-
where (can't say I exactly love Tofonto.on five dollars a day). When
it comes down to it though, six percént unemployment doesn't mean that
ninefy-four percent of the people who need jobs can find them. As I
‘told my Manpower counsellor, one job that I canm see needs doing is to
create a union for the unemployed, so they can pool their talents and
hire gRFm out, or at least give each other encouragement. .She only
c%uckﬁé%jfof course, having just landed this job herself. The essential

thing about the unemployed is that no matter how many of them there are,

they are alﬁays isolated, competing, not helping each other.
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s

And I need help! ‘In this cheap rooming house I found, where I
can hardly help knowing all about my neighbors, every other person is
an actor or artist of some kind, and most have been unemployed for
- months. T have to find work soon--I mean tomorrow--or I1'11 start
falling into their syndrome. Cail it the zen of do-nothing if you
will, bﬁt tome it's a lingering disease.

I'm sorry, Barry, but I can't get excited about sErikes and °
protests anymore. (My last protest march I got blisters on my feet.
Can't the Vietnamese'people see I've suffered enough?) Even—if the
war ends tomorrow, I can't believe anythiﬁg will really change in the
way we live. The ideal citizen will still be patient,i?assive, com-
pliant, like someor waiting at a bus stop downtown.

Tonight I've been sitting up late with a kid from Sudbury, sharing
his Export A's and thinking about you, Barry, and your theory about the
schizophrenic influence of caffeine and nicotine on modern philosophy;
(Don't we all need multiple personalities now, to keep our lives di-
vided into safe compartments?) We talked about ‘job prospects up north,
and down here, and aglivered critiques of pure hockey in an Export A:
priori haze of smoke till we became totally incoherent. Which is what
this letter will become unless I stop writing now and get some sleep.
Unless something develops here in the next few days,  I'1l be going up
to some of those company towns to knock at the doors of union halls
before the snow flies.

Best to all at home,

Tom



November 29
Tom,

So you touched down safely after all' I was beginning to wonder.
“Can't imagine why you want to stay down east--the light is so‘;uch
better for,picture-taking here--but I suppose there's a bigger demand
for photographers where you are. Don't worry, you'll feel at home as
soon as you have your first’pay chequel In the meantime, though, I
might help by getting your film developed on the cheap here at the
College; if, that is, you would.trust it to the mail.

I can't buy your model of the ideal Canadian, Tom. Politically
passive he may be, but patient and compliant? To me everyone Seems
restless, dissatisfied, acquiéitive, led on from désire to desire by
the advértising hype, obsessed with the illusion that some ‘thing will
make him happy. People have never had it so good, and all they can
do is bitch. If the country has a cfedo it's "me first/apres moi"

There's a lot of talk about nationalism -these days, but it seems
misguided to me. Why take a company from an American capitalist onlx B
to give it to a Canadian cagitalist? They all drink from the same
boftle in the Bahamas anyway.

Quebec's nationalism is another thing, of course. We heard ;
lot about it last week around the newspaper offlce from a highly

s

unoff1c1al delegation led by an ex-cop from Montreal, which is

>
quietly laying down tracks across the country for its own underground
railway. It seems les flics are coming down hard on riots and things

there, so these people are trying to broaden their base. Gloria just

about swallowed her Parisian accent trying to talk to them. There
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seems to be a kind of reverse snobbery at work; viz. they assume she
looks down on their joual, so they call her 'une ﬁhony bourgeoise'
and stick to an English learned mainly out of Marxist journals.

It was refreshing to see someone beat Sid at his own 'more-radical-
than-thou' game. He still insinuafes that separatism is reactionary,

.-

but hg obviously admires the visitors' ability to believe in the
immanent collapse of the government and establishment of a socialist
Quebec. Let anybody else suggest such deviations and he won't let ﬁhem
go until they sa?, "There can be no Canadian revolution without a world
revolution" three times while keepiﬁg a straight face. « As for the !
Arrow, our Quebecois friends chuckle at Sid's little games--tarring

Nixon, Imperial 0il and Student Council with the same brush--but

insist, 'dans ce revolution-ci on mean business'.

¥
Apparently, Tom, you don't think I mean business. But I'm going

ahead with the 'pacification strikes' I told you about, even if I'm on
my own. I'm sick of talking and having no one listen. Maybe the peace
movement bofes you, bu; you can be sure the war makers aren't bored.
We're all victims of the war economy, and un%il people realize that,
there will alwéys be those who want war because they think there's
something to Viﬂ.

The last protest march hasn't been totally forgotten here. You
remember Smoky, the guy who got arrested. He was cléared, of coufse,
once the police got their stories straight. But since ;pending the
night in jail he has discovered that there's more to being a war resister
than playing the Jimi Hen&rix version of the étar~Spangled Banner. He

has joined the newspaper staff, and now eggs Sid on in his loudmouth.
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call it his jawbone radicalism. Which shows how much good the cops
do by trying to get tough.

It's hard to;know who your friénds are anymore, 4Yesterday,
Professor Humbold?‘fried to cheer me up by telling me the war is bound
to end soon. Here's his cheery reason: The U.S. can't afford a con-
ventional war in Vietném much longer, he says, bécausg it has to build
up it; nuclear arsenal to keep pace with the Soviets, who haveuno
peoples' movement to slow them down.

But don't let me bofe you with my worries. 1It's not that I don't
sympathize with your troubles, Tom. It's hard to know~what to do for

éy\youf country when yodr country doesn't'know whatvto do_with you. But
‘ you donl; need me to help you feel sorry for yourself.h You'll make it,
I'm sure. And when you do, don't forget your home town. Come visit us. -

Good luck,

Barry



Date: 2.12.69 >
From; Elephant

To: Dormouse

Subject: Barry MacDonald

1. Acknow;edge report on subject dated 1.12.69.

2. N.B.i Interception.of personal correspondence within Canada
is strictly prohibited by law. All intelligence related to such practice'
MUST be classified SECRET.

3. Permission to continue Postal Survey on subject granted, but
parameters of surveiilance are not to be expanded until full attention
has been paid to the following points. )

4. Re the "ex-cop from Montreal” alluded to in'SUbjE¢t's letter
of 29.11.69: Dormouse has been'grossly incompetent in failing to report
this development by more direct means . A full explanation is éxpecte@
ihmediately.

5.. A full repoft on, "our Quebecois friends" (Subject: Underground

Railway) should be given absolute top priority.
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Date: 2.12.69

From: Elephanﬁ

‘To: Leo -
Subject: Dofmouse AC1

1. Herewith, further documentation of the subject's mismanagement
in a sensitive post (ref. Subject: Barry MacDonald 1.12.69).

2 Enclosed documeﬁté provide a further instance of breach of
established policy; viz. the subject instigated a Personal Postal
Survey without broper authorization.

3. Documénts also demonstratéfé serious error in judgment; viz.
thevSubject failed to bring to Elephant's imﬁediate attention theﬁmatter
of’thg "ex-cop from Montreal' (ref. Subject: Underground Réilway).

4, Documents show that the subject continues to excuse ﬁis own
administrative inadequacy by blaming all on.the‘trgnsfer of Dormouse AC2.

5. The aforesaid projeétion (ref. para. 4 a%ove) shows once again
the extent.to which the subject has in the past depended on Dormouse AC2
to meet his (the subject's) responsibilities.

6. Recommend the appointment of an experienced Elephant agent to
Dormouse AC2's vacant post, to observe the subject and prevent him from

endangering Dormouse and Elephant objectives.

"4 enclosures



THE REVOLUTION'S NEW CLOTHES

Clickety~click clickety-clack clackety-click clackety-clack. The
Bow Ctllege press clicks out ghostly grey letters and the ghost of a
satellite photo of the earth on sheet after sheet of blue paper.
Clickety-click cllckety-clack--Students Strike er Peace-—clackety-click
clackety-clack As Barry watches from the counter, Linda the young -
printer adJusts the fluid 1eve1 to bring back the dark outlines to the
*words. Students Strike for Peace. Clickety-click clickety-clack. She
goes to the back storeroom and returns with-more paper, smiling at him
as if she hasn't read the words she is printing.

"The strike is for staff too,"_Barry shouts over the noise of the
press, wishing she wohldn't act so hervous around him. '"'Staff and

z% Students Strike for Peace would have been too long, but staff are invited

& to join." Linda continues to smile busily, as if she hasn't heard. V
ﬁIt'd only be for a few hours during exam week. You wouldn't hgve to
lose your job."

Linda throws back her head in a silent laugh--'I get it"--and turns
back to tend the machine. Maybe she really can't hear him, or is too
shy to say what she thinks,

"Standing in the street; and what does that change?' The question
. 1s always the same--from Sid, from Barry's father, from the interminable
articles a- { TV shows--and the clanking press is Barry's only answer.
What else c¢.n do?_ Drop out, drep out. The hippie slogan drones in
the back of his head, but he knows 'drop out' is the»one commandment it

1s impossible to obey. Even apathy is a political act, and a dangerous

70
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one. ,

Of course it is senseless to stand in the street if after an hour
you drive home in your gas guzzler to watch yourself on TV. As long as
every penny you spend, every bite you eat goes to feed the system that
brings you organized murder along with the demonstrations every night
on thg news, standing in the street changes nothing. But at least it
is better than working, earning, spending; killing as you 1iVe, vicar-
iousiy. Yet even Glor@a tells him he is crazy to be going through with
this sfrike. It's finé, it's with it, to be against the war and all
that. Only don't get too serious about it. Don't run aﬁy risks.

The printing press shuts off with a cilank and slowly winds down.
Linda bends carelessly to take the posters out of the basket, her mini-
skirt riding up at the back. Still smiling, she rings ub a Studeqt
Union discount without asking what club is sponsoring the work. 'Good
luck," she says. So she does understand' You're on your own, she
meaﬁs, but good 1luck. |

Barry tucks the package of ﬁosters Qnder his arm and skips uﬁ the
stairs; He runs jacketless across.thf windy plaza towird/the Student
Centre, _No one would seriously ask people to stand in the street on a
day like today. Fists clenched against the cold, he tries two doors,
finds the third one open, and hurries into the warmth with one more
poster to compete for wall space with those for the Snow Queen Ball.

A roar of laughterxpeets him along‘with a gust of warm air from
" the lobby, and here, massed arouﬁd Speaker's Cérqer; is the crowd of

students he Hés hoped to see standing in the streets on strike against
. Ao

the war. A debate is in session, the last before tomorrow's referendum



on membership in thﬁ Canadian.Uhion of Students. The banner draped
»across the stairwe]l reads,
RESOLVED: STUDENTS SHOULDN'T C.U.s,

But the union is already a lost cause. Most students are too timid
to support student democracy, so how many will vote for studert poweré
Even Sid, whose'support for C.U.S. sealed its fate én Bow campus,'haé
given up argument; from Speaker’'s Corner, all the way up the stairwell
past three crowded balconjes he is braying the cuss words he says
students “should uée, all of them. And his audience is hanging over
the bannisters;‘going ape with laughter. Despite his unpopular views,
or because of them, Sid has become almost a folk hero on campus: the
“one person e§erybody loves to hate.

Barry nods to a few friénds, bﬁt.caé't see Gloria. So when Sid
is cut off by the referee's bell iﬁtmid-sh—~ and an affirmative speaker
approaches t@g ﬁodium for rebuttals? Barry clutches his pé;iage under
hislgrm and rdhs up, the back stairway toward the newspaper office, &?
/,‘ A sign on the open office door deplares,

THIS PLACE IS A DUMP!
General Cleanup, Friday 3 p.m.

There is a cleanup every week, but since people are in a hurry, Ffiaay
afternoons, to find an empty table at the.Wales, the worst of the mess

has become ‘permanent. Ba;ry passes the sagging chesterfield piled high
with jéckets, Sweaters, and trays of dirty dishes, atd crosses &o his

table. The staff is out on the balcony watching the debate, except for
Zak, who cuts an impressive figure standing behind his desk in a shiny
blue three-piece suji.. Despite the blond hair all butvhiding his gold

earring, he looks like the kind of man people vote for, P
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"Don't tell me you've sold out, Zak?"

"Never, man." He pulls down the cuffs of his white/shirtt "I'm o

just on my way to City Hall to see what filth I can dig up on that

urban renewal story. Figure this'll open more doors than my buckskin?"

'

"Sure, you look like Peter Lougheed grown a foot."

Zak flashes him a manic grin./w"Hey Barry, you're just the dude
» - ///

we're looking for." / < <

We? At last Barry notices/iwo‘young people slumped on chairs in

;

/ [ .
the corner, watching him with plank, sleepy faces. By the look of their
big knapsacks and mud-spattered coats, théy are hitchhikers out of

Season. i

"We got a couple lost/éheep here," Zak says. '"Wwill you help.them?”
"If I can . . . Is/éloria around?" ‘
Zék shrugs, and seeing Barry's parcel takes it from him and tears
it open. "New posters7" When he sees the message on the blue paper,
he £40ps into his swivel chair laughing. ] ‘
\"What's so funny?" But Barry knows that laugh. It is the bray ﬁ

Zak uses to ridicule anything that is qot with it. , .

"Hey, I'm not putting you down," Zak tells him smilimg at some

private joke. "I mean, do your own thing and all that shit. Thing is
you're in exactly the same space I was in two years ago." He
makes "two years ago! sound antediluvian, "You know, I said like, wow

Y

man, I gotta do something, like now."
""So what ég you do?" Barry waves impatiently at the mushroom
cloud poster behind Zak. "Learn to ldve»the bomb?"

Zak laughs again--the unanswerable dismissal--and stands up to
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put on a tweed overcoat. He'has done somethipg. He hag come to Canada.
But that hasn't made the Death Machine skip a single beat: «Calgary may
seem iike ‘the frontier to him, but it ié not., The news takes not a
second 16nger‘to reach here than aﬂy other city in the worid. What
makes it easier, here, fo sit back and carp without doing aﬁything?

"Well, T have to split,”" Zak says. "You're not on strike'todayj.
are you?"” Bafry shakes his head, and Zak motions toward the_couple
who have beeﬁ watéhing';hem‘1ist1essly, """These kids just hitched in .
from Van," he‘says. "I told them they could crésh.at the»Co—ép;‘£ut
fﬁey're kind of out of it. Don't even know séuth from north." |

Heaving hiﬁsélf-éo~his feet the dark-eyed boy, wearing a muddy
black leather jacket; grips Barry{é fist in a hippie handshake. '"I'm
Nanceﬂ” he says‘in a vdicé much softer than Barry expecﬁs. "We're on
our way to Reginé.“

The girl nods timidly. "To open a mission.” She smiles, vaguely
around the office, ét-no one in particular. Her round cherﬁbic face
looks too young for her to be cut of school.

‘""This is Nanda,'" her friend says. “We meant to stay at the
Meditation Centre,‘but-¥";

"It burned down," Zak laughs his donkey laugh. "Somebody burniﬁg .
incense in béd.t . 4 . ’ N

Nance tilts his head wearily and hooks his thumbs in his belt
Toops. Barry trieé to imagine him in a full lotus po;ition, but he
1ooks as if he would be more at home on a motorc&clé.‘

"Anyway Barry, I have to split," Zak repeats, heading for the

door. "Can you take them to the Co-op? That Navy guy and his chick

>
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/.

- should've moved out by now, so there's‘room in the basement.".
The word 'chick! reminds Barry he is Supposed to meet Gloria, He -

has heard her correct people's sexist language' so often he has almost

started to do it himself. "'y have to leave Gloria a note firsti-”

”You':e_a good shit, Barry,"” zak cal£§ on his way out.of the
'office; ‘”Cagéh you léter.”

Zak is always extending the CO-Op;S hospitality: to new refugées‘
from th; States, people he has met ip his travels, or, as< today, people
who simply look ioét. For all the hassle it can‘c;use in the houge,
though, Barry wouldn't want him to chﬁngef After writing a few words
on a slip of pdper and leaving it on Cidria's‘part of the'cbunter,
Barry takes some of the bosters and a stapler, and le;vés-thé office,

the two meditators following 1like stray dogs.

Nance and Nanda are apostles of the divine light, and in Calgary

" this afternoon the light is truly divine. New-falleg\iifzJpn lamp

Bundled in a bulky army coat, Nanda sets the pace as they cross
v'»the bridge at Tquh Séreet, little more than her ﬁwo bright eyeé show-
ing ovet her scarf, She explains that she is/élﬂevoteévpf Krishna,
and Krishna is the supreme personality of the godhead. ' This seems to
answer all Quéstions for her. She has-deéided to open a mis;ién in

Regina, so she ig going there at the risk of being caught in a blizzard,
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without plans or contacts, trusting she will be taken care of all the
way.

While Nanda walks ahead, eyes raised in a kind of trance, Barry
asks N;nce dhy he hasn't shaved his head. ”in this country?'" When
Barry smiles, Nance hastens te add, fI‘mean, 0.K., Those guys are
blessed. But like, Krishna may be the supreme personality of the god-

head and all that, but he's still only one manifestation. Know what I

mean? The godhead is unmanifest."
. o

2

"You mean the life-force, that drives the sun, the river, animals
and people, all the same?"

"o, ne. You've got it all backwards."

Feelihg out of his depth talking ﬁetaphysics, Barry lets thevsub-
ject drop. You‘may as;well.say‘the revolution is unmanifest. 'The thing
is, not to leave it thet way. Nance, though, aepears wiliing to let

o
the godhead remain inarticulate,'and talk about himself. While he
-never owned a motorcycle, neither has he élways heeh‘an apostle. He
picked up his name in his street-fi hting days, and it has stuck with

Er, quit scheol; didn't do much of

-
.anything until he discovered Krishna, and his life hasn't been the

Pe

him since. For awhile heAwas a dop

«

-
<

same since. .
’ "Like, there's brahman in everything, man," he says as they leave
" the bridge and Barry leads them@;oward the Co-op. "When we look behi®d

' the appearance and see the brahman, then everyth1ng changes for us.
*h

Everything's n{ce. NAnda mumees that itls- nice when everything s
nice, and Nance agrees. Barry staples ‘the. last of the posters he

brought with him to the door of the old fire hall ‘and they walk on in

/ . \
. s
T . .



~

silence, watching the pavement in front of their feet.

The Cp-bp is a three-storey red-brick house among smaller bunga-
lows a block from the river, but though it is sometimes called People'é
Palacef it is hardly palatial. The settling that warp; the floors
inside has caused a narrow crack in the brick exterior. 1In Barry's
third-floor window, Gloria has replaced the familiar red maple leaf
flag with a curtain made out of a tie-dyed sheet which can be pushed
to one side to allow more 1ightvint6 the room. Barry has agreed to
this and all the changes she has madef-he thought appearances didn't
matter to him--but from the sidewalk outside he can now see the dingy
ceiling, which makes the room look like an empty eye-socket.

Barry leads Nance and Nanfa through the dark hall into the narrow
front room where they slip their packsacks to the floor and remove
boots and coats. Though the room is hardly used except for parties,
it has two swaybacked couches that have been dragged out of alleys.
Leaving the girl to struggle with her pack, Nance drops onto the longer
coﬁch and sighs noisily. "I've had it," he says. ''Right here is nice."

Nanda nods to Barry, eases her pack .to the floor, and takes from
one of its side pockets a gold-framed picture of Lord Krishna playing

a flute. Thgéfshe places in the plaster-front false _ireplace and

)

sits facing itfﬁ ,

v~ Barry follows the sceﬁt of coffee into the kitchen, énd is pouring
himself alﬁug when the door froé the back stéirway bursts open, and
little Amy\races iﬁ. "Hi Barry," she squeals, bumping into him. '"Dja

see Gloria?"

"No, is she here?¥ , “«
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Amy grins at his eager reply, and he wonders if she 1is teasing
him. Zak, having endured months of Sid's anti-monogamist barbs, hag
begun to rib Barry, and Amy, as always, imitates him. '"Tell you for
a quarter."

"Never mind. I'll find out for myself,"

"She's in Mom's room," Amy says, holding out her hand hopefully.

Barry finds a stick of gum'in\@is shirt pocket, and when he gives it

\
}

to her, ‘she stands on a chair, throws her arms around his neck and
. ¢ .
plants a wet kiss on his cheek. "Don't tell Zak 1 kiased you. He's

' She runs into the common room, where Barry can see her, on

jealous.'
his way upstairs, putting on the earphones and sinking into an’over—
stuffed chair,

Some days when everyone is taking things too seriously, Amy keeps
the Co-op from falling apart. Like when Zak put too many hot peppers
in the chili, and she prevented.a full-scale revolution by making a f;)
plateful ;f peanut-butter and banana sandwiches. If only everyon;
around the newspaper office had her common sense, they might'accomplish
something: rather than going over and over the litany of revolutionary
theory until it turns into nonsense syllablas, o

Reaching the landing, Barry hears Gloria's laughter from Zak's
~and Mafgot's room, and approaches the half-open door. He wishes he
ﬂad saved one bf his posters tovshow Gloria. The room is'cluttered
without being claustrophobic. A big Mexican blankéﬁ hangé on‘the wall
facing the door, and another covers the worn hide-a-bed. 0d other

walls are rope weavings, batik hangings, lithographs and oil paintings,.

all by Margot or friends and classmates of hersﬂ Gloria sits cross-
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legged, win:.r: a strand of her hair around her fingers, on a small
Persian rug »eside Margot, at a low table inlaid with many shades and
varieties c¢Z wood.

Standing in therdoorway he hears Margot ;xclaim, "Like, Barry's
far-out, Gloria. I mean really far-out but, he can go off on these
heaQy trips and you don't know--"

Gloria sees him and springs to her feet, smiling, drawing him by
the hand into the room. '"Barry, you'll have tea with us won't you?”.

He raises his half-full coffee mug in answer, but sits with her at
the table, his eyes on hers as if they are alone. "Talking behind my

back again?"

"Margot was just reading your horoscope." Gloria wimk#, _'She

p - i
o 2 T

s T

N

says we're not compatible."

"Horrors! I wish you hadn't told us. We might have been perfect-
ly happy."

Turning the pages of a big clothbound book, Margot ignores Barry.
"No, I mean like . . . You're right on the Sagittarius cusp; aren't
you Barry?" |

"Oh excuse me.”” He shifts his weight, looking at the floor. I
thought I was on the rug.” R .

"All right for you." The corners of Margot's mouth quiver. JIt
doesn't matter if yod‘don't.believe in it. TIt's wcrkgd for'thousands
of years without you. Now, what time of day were you born?"

Barry smiles at Gloria. '"At the witching hour, just before mid-
nigh€. I'll be‘twanty-one on the twenty-first."

"That's‘really freaky,”" Margot says, wide~ejed. " I mean far-out,

E]
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3
but freaky. I get this really strong message, Barry, like, watch out

for Leo. And Gloria's pure Leo,'

\ o .
Barry looks at Gloria, his mouth open as if shocked. "You didn't
tell me!"
"I couldn't see it either, at first,” Margot continues. "But

it's all there."

Barry squeezes Gloria's arm and cheek to make sure. "I'm all
here, all right,” she says smiling. ''But it jusf shows tﬁere’s nothing |
to this astrology business."

""Oh, you're wrong there," Barry tells her. '"The buginess, I
believe in. You know how many of thosé books they sel1l?"

Margot slaps her book shut and throws Barry a furious look. "All
right, I get the message. You won't beiieve anything unléss it pﬁndhes
you in the nose will you?"

"Snap out of it, Margot." Barry snaps his fingers in front of

her face, but she bats his hand away. "I know these are heavy tlmes

but, it doesn t solve anythlng to blame your problems on the stars or

spirits or , . . You're just trying to escape from reality--"
"I'm escaping?" Margot cries. "You're the unreal one. Burning

"

your draft card, standing in the street.- I supposé that's reality.
"I never ggg a draft card." Barry stands up to leave. He regrets
getting into this argument, but hé couldn't:stop himself. “
"Come on, Barry," Gloria,pleads, "let's not get started on this."
”We're finished with it, as far-as I'm conz?;aﬁd . says Margot,
- ¢ _

: pouring herself more tea and refusing to look at\hi

"All right, you tell fortunes, read tea leaves. It's none of my
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business,” he $4ys, going to the door. "Just leave Gloria out of it.
/J.ione psycho in the house is plenty." He knows as he walks away that he
shouldn't have made that last remark. But Margot's supernatural
garbage infuriates him, Doesn't she have enough real problems? Why
fcan't she deal with things on their own terms? Why do people have to
make more trouble for themselves by dodging theif\responsibility for
‘making decisions? ‘They'd rather leave it to the§2tars the spifits,
anything, so they can say, 'See, it's not me who fucked up; it's fate.'
So they will always be fucked up, like Barry's father, who7did 111 his
11ving during the war and blames it for everything that has happened
to him since. A few drinks and it is the only life for a man: war.
<A few more and it is the reason he.never made anything of hig 11fe
the reason-to have a few more and a few more He could accept beirng
shot at, but has never adjusted to the fact he wasn't k111ed
When Barry enters ‘his and Gloria 8 room his nostrils tingle from
her scented soaps.on the dresser. He sees that she has piled his
books, which lay open on the floor, in a neat stack on the desk, his
place marked in each of them by a Strip of paper. He had a list of
things to do on one of those papers. He-1is aIways 1osing his lists--
he knows that--but now he 1mag1nes Gloria has thrown it out in her
tidying.‘ Useless anger pounds in him 11ke‘a caged animal with nojone
to strike out at but the one he wsnts only to love. )
He turns to go dowhstalrs and see if the Herald has-arrived yeﬁi\'
.-snd finds Glor{giﬁﬁanding in ‘the door, watching him with a sympathetic s
e T T

look he resents %ofigz, without reproach she says, "I waited for

-

you at the Studemt Cent%gf . Where were you?"

.



"I wasn't very late,"” he snaps. "I found one guy willing to join
the strike. And I picked up my posters at the printers. I wanted you

to see thep--" N ,

"Oh, sttike, strike, strikei) Her voice rises too now, and he

-

is almost pleased. "Barry! Can't you fd%get about that strike? Don't

ou realize what you're doing? It's suicide! Faut-il toujours répéter
y y g LS

.

les sottisses de soixante-huit?"

}

"Sottisses!" She has taught him a few phrases in French, romantic

hrases. But this he xeco nizes as something else. "You sit there
p E\ g

. _ ) .
listening to Margot's hocus pocus, and you talk about my sottisses?
g g P ’ y y

It'ssa fucking sgpttisse tg'want peace? To want to do something?"

She turns away from him and picks up her brush from rhe dresser
as if she intends to throw it. '"You want to do something? All right,
go ahead, do something, but think about it fitst e Do'something
that makes sense. Don't just throw away your year because you think
you ought to do something." |
' They haveé been through this argument too-many times already
Barry yells back at her, but he knows what she will say. ‘ She&;ill
teld him that an 1solated act of rebellion 1s§an1ng1esa, no one will
even hear about Jt 1f it happens in Calgary, besides, he‘hasn t had.
time to orgaﬁlze.a proper strike; why doesn't he wait strike some
other time; don't be-stupid enough to boycott exams.h What she says
may be true ,t but her trgth outrages him. He won't change now. Why
can't she see the strike is an assault on all the outmoded values that

make the war p0531b1e7 If it's a ‘small gesture now, it will grow; it

has to,



~ At last, Gloria thr?ws up her hands and her voice drops to a quiet
intenéity. "You're justﬁlike the emperor in the story, Barry. Your
revolution doesn't have a;y clothes on."
p ‘ A

Barry, about to yell‘back something equally absurd, stops himself
and Taughs. He pictures Sid and Smoky és the tailors, unrolling bolt
after bolt of nothing but hot air; ahd himself, parading naked. He
knon his gesture won't change the world; that can't stop him, but--
Glorfa's image does more-than all her argumenfﬁ to make him think .again.
He goes on 1agghing until she laughs with him, her eyes moist.. He
draws her to him, and trieSth'kiss, butﬁshe hugs him tight to her.

"Oh I wish,”vshe murmurs into his lhest, "sometimes T wish I could
have all of you." But as Barry backs tloward tﬁe bed, she-pulls herself
free and stands at the open ‘door. "Right now'I need coéfee%”‘she says,

-~

"how about you?" ’
"No!" But when she goes on down the stairs, he calls after her,
"0.K. 1I'll have coffee."

"Come downstairs for it."
! "

Despite fhe continual talk about everytﬁing being_up"front, the‘
Co-op has bécome a bfeeding ground for festering grudges and conflicts.
Whenevér the zembers get rogether, Barry noticgs Glo;ia beéomiﬁg tense
and quiet. Yet he can't veiievé she is serious when she talks about
moving out of the house.

" Before supper, Andrea arrives ﬁome exhausfed fromfstudying, andv  -«
causes a scene because the ginlfriqu of the Navy guy-—wh§ hasn't moved

]

out as expected--is monopolizing the bathroom and won't come out. At
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ELECTRONIC SURVEY I

Subject: Barry MacDonald (289-1871)

Transcript no.: 1 .

Date: 9.12.69

Time: 18:43:41° - ~

A

1. hello/ Co-op/

2. Barry/ what the hell tpok you/ this is an emergency/

1. another one Sid/ everything's an emergency in your books/

2. listen up/ Minor went to the priﬁte;’s today/ didn't like Qhat he
saw of tomorrow's issue/ 1{

1. yeah/ and so/

2. so he cancelled thé order/ in the middle of_the fucking run/
seized the plates/ everything/

1.  what/ :

: 3

2. the Arrow/ it's shut down/ . /)

1. but tomorrow's papér/ i

2. it"11 never COES out//Studentyﬁounc1l banned it/

1. but/ they canqt doyphat/ ,

2. it's done/ of coﬁése they have to O.K. ig’at tonight's council
meeting/ and while thay re ‘at it/ they! re-plannlng to fire us/
the wholéida;i staéf/u :

1. we'll see about that/ '.'  w; )

2. good/ you 11 bﬁ;&hgpe/ o <i\\

1. . damn right I il be th:ie/ Mlnor canl; t‘get away with it/

2, no/ 1 expect his stooges will vote€againat h1m this time/

1. we'll make them regret if anyway/ )

1
[

,,j if&;’ .
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Time:
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that's:it/ and say listen/ I want to get out another issue while
we still have a budget/ this City Hall thing is about to brea%;
wide open/ and I jusf got another pile of stuff from Quebec/

you mean right away/ beforé Christmas/

I mean like now/ just as soon as we can find another prinfer/ one
we can trust/ what do you say/ | |
well/ sure if we can/

if Minor doesn't like ié’ we'll call it Insurgence Two/ I don't

ive a shit/ it has to come out/ that's all/ are you with me/
g y

of course/ .
-
’ e

good/ now get =ve.ybody you can out to that ﬁeeting tonight/ let's
giQe‘them an audience tﬁey;ll never forgef[

right/ I'11 talk to you tonight/ ' &

be there early/ | o |
will do/

see you/ .

right/ ‘ i’

18:45:12°



THE VOICE OF THE PEOPLE

L3

Whatever Glorta thlnks of the érrgg s revolutlon she won't stand
by and let it be suppressed, and Barry is glad to .learn that--apart
from Amy, Nance and Nanda, who heither understand nor care what is -
going on--the others at the table_feel morevor less the same way,
Andrea is furious that she, a coundil hember, wasn't notified when
Minor shut down the press, Withinvminutes‘she drives off to prck up
the only other councillor she can coudt on to vote aga nst the move,

"Minor's order 1s illegal," she says on her way out the door,

"unless Council Votes it through tonlgh; "

To Margot, however, news of the censorshlp comes as a relief.
Now that she knows Zak won't be home for hours, ehe 1eaves her V1g11
at the window and beglns to eat whatever food is left on the table.
"Thank God," she says betweeﬁﬁmouthfuls, somebody's finally,got the
guts to give that rag the end it deserVes Zak had nothlng to do
with the .newspaper when she met ;and fell in love w1th him, and.since
" Sid adopted bhim as a kind ¢ of celebrlty-—the resident war- refugee--she
has looked on the égrgy as her rival.

i o
Gloria slides her arm around Barry as they leave the house to-

gether, and walks wfih a careéfree swing of the\hhp ,\h if she has
forgotten both the conflicts left behind in the Co-op.and the ones

that await them -at the College The light wind bQOWS snow from the
branches of trees beside the river, scatt:rihg fine crystals that drift

by them as if free of_gravity. 'Gloria'talks about her amily on the.

. farm south;Qf?@he cityl She will have to go home, she 8ays, as soon

88



O | R 89

as her exams are finished.

"My sister Donna s3ys Mom had a fit when she got my letter and
found out I'd ‘moved, out of residence, She's heard a1l kinds of stories
about what goes on in those communes.' Gloria's amused tolerance
.doesn t hide ‘the fondness in her v01ce whénever she speaks of~ home, ,
even when she complains of the town' S backwardness— She tells him

about one hogrid night she ‘spent with her .Sister and two friends while

their husbands played poker ‘in the kltchen "I was so bored and de-
& R
"pressed - .. Linda, Sue and Donna,:drinking beer in front of the >
. . . ’
v ., v -

Barry iaw . s, '”Lucy in the Sky»with Dishpan hands.” ?
- Glor - ‘dys she couldn'e bear to stay, like her 31ster4)@% thﬁi S

ranching town.

’She got married too young, had ktéﬁ

N b (
rides the Greyhound overnig t to see’ them, Mom gets so exciteé she
by .~ / -
wants to do everythlng for him, and he ends up telling her to leave
- !

him alone and. g01ng for long walks' by himself He often gasses his o

father's rooming house, but they can go for months without meeting,

i~

‘and feel little more than mutual dread when they do.

the Co-op would grow into a kind of family No, he expected more. It
is too much like his own family now with bickering, suspicion» and

unwillingness to give more than one's fair share, It seems naive to

B,
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have expected anything different;, Yet, he has to expect more of his
own generation than of past ones, or how will the worid ever change?

"Nobody else thinks of the Co-op the way you ao,” Gloria says.
"It's ;us; a blace. Everybody's moving out in the summer, or next
year. They don't sec why they should put'so much into it. And neither |
do I. You talk as if it'll be there forever,"

"We'll none of us be'here-forever. Is lhat any Zeason we
shouldn't care?"” |

As.they lean over the railrng‘of the bridge and watch ice float
silently by on the river, Gloria reminds him of their plans to go to
Europe toéether. "I wish we were leaving right now," she says. ..'"'I'd
_ like to be free to drift away like that. Away from all this." Her
eyes follow the floating ice into the distant darkness, as if qhe can
see those places she has dreamed of, and the grey light of the street-
lamps softens the lines of, her face. Barry watches her, enjoying this
moment of peace he knows cannot last. |

From the moment they enter the Student Centre, they are caught.up
in the~ turm011 of the Council meeting. Though it is long before/ eight
o'clock, the gallery of the classroom-sléed council chamber 17/packed
with spectators. Students, professors, alumhr\ deans and ha7@ers on,
all have ra111ed to the cause of press freedom \;hegher or fot they
support the Arrow's staff They crowd around the U—shapegjcouncii
table and block the door so the councillors themselves can't enter.

Although Barry doesn't see Sid in the crowd, Zak is there having

changed out of hlS su1t ‘into blue denim. " "Think the meeting will be

ostponed?" he calls to Barry over the heads of the students between
|% P _ y n



them,
"If it is, Minor's order is invalid. The. printing can go ghead."

3ak starts to tell Barry what he 1earnéd this afternoon at City
' . . : ¥
Hakl. ”Basically, everything I wrote in my last article is true, I

can hrove it now."" He says a .few peaple stand to make millions by

« :

-~

knowing in advance where a new development will be announced. '"One

;g§ the dudes I namegd turns out to be on the College Board of Governors.
" What dya bgt that's why they're suddenly so hot to stop the Arrow
\ ’ ) —

P

- from coming out?"
A

Barry/shrugs. ‘He had thought ‘that, for once, the censorship
provided a clear-cut isgue everyone could agree on. But it seems

nothing i® that simple.

-

"There's a certain block of old houses." Zak continues, '"that if
. ’ R

you)buy now--" But his voice is drowned out by the crowd.

1 s

Suddenly a roar of bgos arises from around the chamber door, and

Barry gl;mpses Mark Minor trying to push his way-inside.“ When it be-
cbmeé obvious there is no room, he calls fgr silence again and again
untithhe noise subsides. Slicking his hair down nervously, Minor
. )

shouts that his council meetings are alwgys open, and he believes that
no one who wants to observe‘should be turned away, ,This statement is
met by jeers of‘derision. In order to acgommodaté the large crbwd,
Minor continues, Council is moving its meeting to the Teaching Theatre.

So, hot and irritable alréady, from'cfowding together in héavy :

coats and sweaters, the protesters shuffle out of the chamber and up

the stairs. Smeky accosts Barry to discuss tactics for the evening, |

i
v

' i
v

and the§ become separated from gloria. "Barry catches sight of her

/
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with Andrea on the third floor'balcony, then loses her again when

word comes down that the Theatre is already occupied by a Film

Society audlence, and that they must go back downstairs to the
'

-

gymnasium.

- : : . ] '
Barry waits at the bottom of the staircase, the gym echoing with

the sound of tables being scraped across the floor, until finally

-

Gloria'aopears among the stragglers, and they go in together.

"It looks hopeless," she tells him. "Minor's friefds will vote
Y ’ L
just as he tells them. Andrea can't change their minds.” It is no
. »

news to Barry.. He continues.to look for Sid, but there is no sién of
him. |

/ The janitors have pushed tables into a large U for the councillors,
and with a deafening'clamor{_are setting up folding chairs on three

sides, e ough‘foj/ﬁii*tgf observers. As he crosses. the darkened gym

/\—‘,
toward thg table, over which three banks of flourescent 11ghts have

been turne Barry is remlnded of a. box1ng ring, which may prove

appropriate. If the counc1110rs want to kill the Arrow, no number of

spectators cap-Stop them. But he for one intends to give them a

fight,

e

Squeezing his hand, Gloria asks him to sit mnear the back of the
gallery, but Smoky waves to them manlacally, and p01nts to two chairs
he is saV1ng for them at the front The crowd is rowdy’and impatient,
and when the counc1llors put in their appearance at last, they are met
by derisive cheers‘and r&spberries.‘ The és;gg'staff‘leads chanrs of
”Shame, shame” and "Resign' that obviouély.cbnfdse the councillors.

- . ™~
For a moment,. there seems to be hope that their votes will change.



As Minor bangs the table repeatedly with his gavel}fbr order,

Barry finally spots Sid sitting by himself in a

smug and detached.

<
L ad

Council President Minor stands under, the b

—

back row, looking dn

LI oL

asket, pounding for

a ' - /- K N : .
order, staring straight across the key at the forces of the Arrow,

amassed on -the foul line. When hé_is finally a

ble to call the .meeting

- o i i
to order, he subjects most of the spectators to their first taste of

B

the insufferable boredom of council meetings.
. » Pk

He prolongs the reading

of the minutes by making corrections and additions involving a lengthy,

and undoubtedly planned, discussion with Al Waters, his Vice-President.

After dragging out other items of old business,

‘Minor dismisses Andrea's

. motion to advance the newspaper affair to the top of the agenda, and

-

v

“instead plods through a series of routine measures. The Arrow staff

N

is accustomed to these delays, but the other Spectators soon become

restless and sfeadily increase the pace and volume of their heckling.

2y

Once, Gloria stands and signals with her -arms for the crowd to be

quiet, but Barry tells her simply to wait. 'The councillors can see

Let them hear the voice of the people.”

b

if's not our doing," he says. '"Half of them are thin§ing of re-election.

«

He is ready, however, when the newspaper finally comes up on the

agenda. As Minor turns ovér thé floor to Waters to detail the charges,'

Smoky, Zak and Barry lead a rush of hecklers up to the table, shouting,.

®hut up, shut up Water§, sit-down."
Minor, hammering with his gavel, only adds

"Order, forder, order.”

to the confusion.

AN

.

When the hall has returned to the relative'quietxof a shouting
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match between Zak and Waters,
\4, .. P S . ]

v

a deémonstration, Mr. Chairman,

""Order 'order
T.Waters has the floor.

.The noise continues
9 > 3

¢bucks ko keep tomorrow! s paper from ‘being released Mr

.Justlfy tirat if you can.”

"Tt! S'worthrevery _penny to shut you up,”,Minor shouts,
met by more jeers and. cat«calls

outburst like this and T'11 clear the hall. )

'and'Barry persists,

Barry shouts, ”Mr..Chairman Thls is

[\

of what Student Counc11 is prying to

K]

You'll have your chance to spéak but now Mr _

by o

]

@

<

nIe cost you two- hundred

Chairmann
and.is '
”Order Order I sa Another !
A N ’

e has more to say,

but his voice 1s lost amid the reactlon of t e crowd

A

ilence us,"

"Shut! Up!"

he opened the meetlng

dark areas of sweat- under the arms of hlS checked shlrt

p .
chest,

chuckling to himself,
- )

“gould expect from this meeting. \

Clearly,

gone.

all hav1ng been,spent in one

reference dt all teo the Arrow's contlnued attacks on Student Counc11

!

fia

umentionlng specifically only one article on the C, U. S,

which he says. should not . be published on voting day

v~,n

6ain1y in éen 1 terms declaring that -the Ariow has failed to- f%ve
7 )

X 1

students roar.
Minor has entlrely Tost - the composure with which’

)
He flattens his ha1r with his hand

all hope of maklng Council postpone 1ts decisron ig',

o

. ;
”Censor us too. Shame shame,

reveallné‘

Barry looks-

back at Sid, who remains calm in the background{(arms crossedfOn his -

This 1s perhaps the one trlumph he
\ : ey '

N
AY

@

As Waters proposes h\s mo ion “he” meets only tgken heckling,

thargic outburst .He makes no

.
;
refeﬁéndum

‘But he speaks

14ed

M e

-

o



. up to‘its reSponsibilities by ignoring many. of the needs of the campus
N . ,
and favorlng the interests of a small minority. Another chorus of

o 3

i»bogs arises to prove it is, not such a snall minority, but Waters refuses
to argue. ‘He waits. coolly until thé- noise subsides, then'aoeuses°ghe
éEEQE s EdltOr of reJectﬂgr articles by students whose views differ e
from his ownt and of harassing. these\students ,until they have no choice
but to resign Th;s chargelreceives a quleter reaction from the .

) Spectators, many of whom have little sympathy for Sld though they
'wouldn't_séy he has no right to choose his own staff, In-the lull,
Barry hears Sld S high pitched laughter

As .S0on as Waters has finished speaking, Andrea is on her feet,

calling for the President's attention, hut Minor recognizes instead
another of his friends, who expands at'length on the charges against
the newspaper, without adding much to what has been said. Another
‘counc111or recménends that publication be suspended until after the
Chrystmas break when he says, cooler heads will prevail. Minor re-
iterates, howeVer,hthat the motion is to dismiss the staff, not to
~suspend it.

When Andrea is final y allowed to speak she argues for the re-

lease of the copies that ha

_lFeady been prlnted before the stop work

order this $¥ternoon. Once again Minor has the pleas&re of ruling her
out of order, Seem1ng to think he has weathered the storm, he leans
back complaeently in hls chair and blows cigarette smoke through the
webbing of the basket above him. \

As one by one Minor's stooges have their say, the crowd becomes™

restless again, Voicea call for Oouncil to resign, and constantly

¢
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make jokes at the speakers', and one another's, expense.
Gloria chews at the ends of her hair in frustration MLet's go;"

D I
she whispers to Barry "It's senseless t% sit through this farce.'

But at last Minor making a display of fair play, throwsfthe

- P

discussion open to members of. the gallery “.He recognizes a meek-looking

.~
v )

©girl who, as soon as she has the floor defers to Zak, Minor groans,
3

deliherately loud, and rests his head in his hands, but, does not

3

interrupt as Zak expounds the ézzgg s philosophy of Journalism
Zak once told Barry that he ‘had played the part of Danjel Webster

in a high school play. He draws on the. experience now. Though his .
rhetoric and gestures are a little overdone for Barry s taste Zak
obViously has g positive effect on the audience " The newspaper never
caters' to the lowest common - denominator, he says proudly, but triesrto
educate the public as to its rights and responSibilities The speech
i;:is a repetition“ to a large extent of the clichés Sid has been feeding
his staff from the beginning of. the year, but Zak is able to breath
new life into them. Just this afternoon, Barry-asked;him, 'So what do
you do?' Now his answer seems obVious You expose illegal speculation,
you explain why the economy is self destructive you visit the Indians
and the poor and give your voice to the voiceless. 1If only you don't
become too impatient and lose faith, writing itself is doing If you
can't change people s minds, nothing else you do will matter.

' "A11 right' all right you're ?ot on stage now,'" Minor cries at
last. ”Now tell.me what's educational ‘about calling Student Council a
pack of clowns." |

[ ]

"It's not our policy to ridicule anyone," Zak retorts. "Unless,



:J;f’caﬁfse, théy make fhemselﬁes r@diculoﬁé.” "Though he has resisted
e sétéésm uﬁgaivﬁow; his finéi féagrk 1§éés'any‘yotes he might have
‘swayed his way- - | o .
.A nﬁmber_of handé'waQé, and Barry stands Qp to talk, but Minor
recognizes the Dean of Women, who reads emotionally a passage from John

~ «

Stuart Mill. ("Not a Bow-College student, I bet,”xMinor crackszs It is
obvious from the ekpressionless, mechanical faces around theFCouﬁcil
table, that hafdly anyone is l%§tening anymore. They ar; simﬁly waiting
for the vote to be taken so théy can go home. Minor gives Bar?y.thé

floor, showing not how open-minded he is; but how confident of the out-
come of thélvoting. ) |
Barry has almost decided there is no sense in saying anything, but
when he starts speaking his anger overcomes him. '"Frankly, Mr. Chairman, -
I'm one of the curious. I wonder what yoﬁ're'sq afraid to let us read.

-

" What's your dark secret? Why are you in such a hurry to dispose of
your opposition before next term's eleCtioq? What can you possibly
have to hide that is worth setting a precedent Jike thié? I don't
suppose we can stop you tonight, but the quegstion I'm asking myself,
and all Bow students ought to be asking, is, 'Who's next?' Will you
be satisfied with cloéing down the newspaper? Or will you then find
it's the Co-op Bookstore that scares you? Or the Film Society? What
about the Ski Club? They ski Red Mountain, you know . .’. Well, 1let
me just warn you, Mr. Chairman. When you come to close down the
Hebridean Society, watch out. You're likely to'get a‘curling stone in

the head!"”

Barry sits down, ignoring the laughter .and applause of the gallery,

A
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‘and sees Gloria frowning,at him as she did after he/ﬁrled to 311ence

K

Waters' motiqn. Perhaps that last remark did Weaken his case, but
surely she can't. want him to. 1et the newspaper bexclosed dpwn without
at least HaV1ng hlS say He wishes he could understand Glorla s

811ent gestures, The more familiar he is w1tH’them the more myster-

-

ious and contradlctory they become.
A

At the courcil table, Andrea has raised the question of whether

the Arrow is actually respon31b1e to Council for its ed1tor1a1 pollcy

©

But since the majority is ready to vote, the dispute is academic.
Without resolving the matter, and over Andrea's objections, Minor calls
for a show of hands, declares the motion passed with a rap of his

gavel, and in short order adjourns the meeting, 1eaving the gallery to

react noisily but too late.

.
i

- "What ‘happened? What happened?". Smoky yells at Barry. : ’

"Ask him." Barry points at Minor,‘who is slipping ot ayside door
of the gym, flashing him the finger as he leaves. '"He said there'd be

an official letter in the morning. We're fired."

The gathering disperses reluctantly ing,tﬁg‘Student Centre. lobby,
in,a state of unrelieved tension. Amid the angry post mortems, Barry
notices Gloria lingering in the _8ym to talk to Andr&a. . Sid and Zak are
conferring at the bottom of the staircase, Smoky hanginé\ground them,
scanning the faces in the crowd, suddenly acting quite detached from
the emotion of the sitﬁatioh.

"%hat's it,” says Sid matter-of~fact1y, re—lighting his cigar as
Barry joins them. He seema bleased with the evening's developmerits,

"You're with us, aren’tryou,Barty7"



"Of course. What is thlS, a mass reslgnat10n7”.
Though Zak looks dlsmayed at the suggestlon Sid laughs his goatlsh

(laugh Re51gnat10n7 Wouldn t Mlnor love us for that.," Sld explalns

I
?

that when Minor Stopped the presses and selzed the prlnter s plates, he

forgot to take, the layout sheets "The presses can be rolllng again By

s n

morning. "

Barry smiles but feels gheated Sifﬁj 4 thrs all along and he sat'

back laughing Whlle the others yelled themselves‘hoarse ”But they ve

taken away our budget. How do you expect to put ‘out a paper with no

money?" . . - ' 4 p ¢ |
) ‘ . . =

"I've got a little‘bread " Sid says, taking‘out his battered wallet.

"Thlnk anybody here would help us7” .

calls out to the people m1111ng in the lobby, "Free the érréw! Read
what Council banned Subscribe toé the‘Free érréw Fund,"

Sid is resdy with a crisp new twenty dollar b111 Zak finds a five,
and as’ Barry circulates - through - the lobby ‘his cup is soon overflowingr
with’ contrlbutlons .

Wa1t1ng whlle the Dean of Woman searches her purse for!her‘wallet
Whlch is buriedﬁbeneath her pocket ed1t10n -of Mlll Barry hears. Sid tell
Smoky on thelr way upstalrs "Bow College is.a p011t1ca1 playpen Next
issue will make thlS one look like the Booster Club newsletter "

.Barry is joking with a pair of girls as they timidly open their

wallets when he Sees Andrea and her entourage come down the stairs with

99.
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| o .
their' coats on and marchwstralght toward the door. He hurries after
_them shaklng his cup full’ of money, calllng Support the Arrow Read
what Council hanned.” But w1th @ supercilious look Andrea strldes past
‘him. -

| Glorla rema1ns hehlnd in the lobby, but she ig preoocupied, and
hardly looks at h1m as he dances around her shaklng the cup. QI suppose
you're proud of yourself " she says. She must have' been listening to
the others cr1t1c1ze him.

"Proud? I'm not proud. Not atiall, I'11 take quarters; dimes,
nickels.ﬁ ’ y'\. ) -

She smiles reluctantlis but keeps a cool dlstance - "You know'what
" I mean. That performﬁnce you Put on in there.'

' Now that the euphorla of the eyenlng has past Barry,is‘afraid‘to
look back at what he has done ?es it was a performance ~ For~ every
person shoutlng with h1m there must have been two others 1augh1ng~at
him. After the meetlng too, hopping around 11ke a hurdy gurdy man's
’ monkey w1th his cup .b. . For. what7 o o ’ ‘ .

: ; : &
5 "1 guess you re rlght " he says Yet as he speaks he is feellng
the money in the cup, ‘thinking it wasn't for nothlng ‘At léast he
o ralsed enough to start on a new 1ssue . "We were stupid to shoot off our

mouths 11ke that "
He expe;ts Gloria to reassure him that he isn't Stupld but shel‘

answers "That s what the Arrow has always ‘done, Barry' You make a big

noise, but what can you do? - It's JuSt one hopeless cause after another A

"We. You Tmean what can we do? You're part of the- Arrow too, you

.know. If you think - there s something wrong W1Rh\1t ‘Speak,up."

o
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"That's not true and you know it. I'm not part of thevArrow like
you are, Barry." He does kndw it. Sid wouldn't listen to her. He

hardly listens to anyone any more, except his own echo in Smoky . Gloria -

" sits..at the bottom of the stalrcase looking defeated. She bllnks rapidly

as she speaks, and her fists clench "Sid only tolerates ‘me because ! m
a woman and therefore unimportant I Just can't--"" Her breathlng.is;
forced. "I can't work for Sld anymore ‘ You know what le says women_are
good for "o | .

Barry sits beside her on the steps, w1sh1ng he knew what to'do to

'calm her. "But he doesn t mean that crap
”Yes he does!" He puts his hands on her shoulﬁers and- she shrlnks
away‘from'him. "How would’ you feel 1f he told you every day you re not

v

good enough to write for his stlnking paper'7 How do you thinkvit feels
belpg--_. . f :a' v : e 1K‘hf“ 4h5 S _‘r‘ -
Suddenly, she . shakes free from h1m and ruhs to the door. Though '
hls coat is upstairs Barry follows her down the steps to the 31dewa1k.
still holding the cup of money. 1
When he catches up to her and takes hold of her elbow, she turns
and hugs him close to her, her shoulders quivering ”Let s not fight

over Sid," he tells her he s not worth it. Quit the paper if you want

g only don't let 1t come between wus.'

"It s not only that " Gloria s words are muffled She sn1ffs and
.looks up at him her eyes wet. "thhought you might . . . It looks 11ke '
you'll be;gping.more than ever on‘the paper’now " While she_wouldn‘t ask

\

him straight out to quit with her,. her ‘eyes plead . e S

"I won t work anymore tonight " he promises He kiSSeS'her cheek
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and her tears sting his chapped lips zt is a taste he doesn't want to

w -

becoge familiarﬁwith L
s o : 1 . Te : 5 .
-He’kiSSes.her_other cheek, and she laughs ”Comrade "fShe Whiébersg

hugging'him again; Shaking w1th laughter with tears on her face

"Come on," she says), you must be freezing Let's get—inSide

o

Barry runs up to get his coat from the. office while Gloria who

won t face the staff .now, waits in the 1obby He is almost afraid to-

. >

1eave her  Her moods are so confu31ng that she might ‘be crying or mad
at him Again by the time he gets back. - o L
When he strolls into the/bffice counting the money he has collected

Kd

‘ he,finds Smoky at his table typing from notes " The office is -more full

of busy people now than Barry has ever seen it. Students who long ago

"stopped coming in/to work because they -said Sid turned them of f have

'rallied to the: Arrow s -Support tonight Now that the paper is threatened

there is a sense of genuine exc1tement ' ' | |
Sid himself ‘is, bent over the light table tearing up one of th/

_layout pages with a razor blade "Where the hell. . you been’" he snarls

at Barrx\ taking the cup without looking at it. F"We ve got work to.do.-

We re re-doing this‘whole'damn issue Shorten it, cut the crap, make it

'solid, Here‘ You can get busy on page four and five ,Take this shit;;

-

out and--" .
- "But Sid, I--"

LS

Wone of your but s for Chrissake We gotta get this mother on the Lo
”stands before term break, What the hell you waiting for?" Not until
"he has shown Barry exactly how ‘he ‘wants the pages to look does Sid pick

up the money and counting it hurriedly, walk back to his cubicle

e @
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A few minutes later, Bafry slips away froﬁ the light table to tell
Gloria he will be late getting home. The lobby is deserted, except for
a janitér slowly pushing a broom across the floor. Barry asks him if
he has seen anyone waiting, but the man shakes his head without looking
up, and goes on whist¥ng to himself and pughing his broom through the

day's debris.
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| Ottawa
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‘//f/ December 9
Barry,
No, your eyes are not deceiving you. My new address is Ottawa. I
got sick the struggle for existence in Toronto, and )n a tip that

Ottawa is the biggest boom town this side of Calgary, I hitchhiked up

TN . .
here to case i out, arriving after a long windy day on the road, in the

morning traffik. Cars were crawling up and down'Bank Street, horns
"\@)aring; people élttlng on the hoods' and roofs drinking beer, waiking

all over the stree\ ‘whooping and hugging each other and dows1ng each

other with booze. Ckey Cup victory celebration: I didn't even know the

game was being played. |

It was quite é welcome, and a good omen for me. Next day—-Monday--
I wenp out and landed a JOb (of sorts) before lunchtime. I spent only
three nights et,the » then moved into this apartment which I'm sharing

i

with a quiet guy who is a postal clerk at the Department of Agrlculture

and a good cook to boot.
\ 1 C o ‘ :
No. millionaires work on Ottguwa's Bay Street. There are no bank

towers and no board rooms. It'g gn unassuming one-way street that

divided brick houses all the size of the Co-op, ending in a few grotty

apartment rows (where I live) and the bus depot b@neath the Queensway,
)
handynfor quick getaways An ordinary streegé there's the devilish

¢
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genius of my plot. Who would think of‘looking hére for the mastermind
who is going to drown the Parliament Buildiggs in a sea of' computer
printout paper? (Delusions of grandeur living so near to the seat of
power.)

| I'm working for the government, of course (Ottawa must He the
country's biggest company town). For one-of “those obscure little bureaus

A
that report to the Secretary of SE?te. \It's'called the Office for

Practical Studies, and is located over a laundry in an obscure little
bﬁilding east of Parliament‘Hill, in Ottawa's one and onl; lower-class
neighborhood.

I bet you're saying to yourself, "That bastard; how can he go over

\
to the other side?” Don't sweat it, though; I didn't even hagg?to be a
\\\\_paéionalist to get the job. . Fact is, there.are(pasically oniyvtwo

employers in this country: government and ﬁonéy. And siﬁgé théngovernf
ment prints the money it's all the same, but I'aarathéf say I work for
the people than for the profit Qf‘so-and—so., Unfortunately, since I'mv
at the étage of primitive accumulation, I héve no 6thgr options,

My job? Well, um, it's a little hard to describe. I'm not sure
what I'm supposed to be dging,iyet, myself. Eut call me a researcher.

v ‘ o

I'm on a term contract, which means the job epds April l'whetherzanyone
has filled it “the whole time or not. My supeivisor, Dr. Yéw, ha{esjto
See money go unspent, so he hired mé on the spot as soon as ht - found: out
I can writg my name. This first week or so I've been told just.fo read
and. get ideas for av”self-directed E;search project'". 1In other words,
they éot this grant money to hire somebody, but.don't really khow what

1

to do with me.

om
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The Office for Practical .Studies, I've fead, is "an independent
regulatory body responsible for reviewing research in the social sciences

by governﬂfnt departments and agencies and recipients of government
grants, to insure that research is in line with international standards
%Fd of, practicalvuée to Cénadiéns”. "‘Which is to say, I'm doing'g sort
of.intellectual audit. I'm Ehe government axe-man, the'ﬁnfeeliné civil
servant with.the power to make recommendations as to the renewal of
contracts, budgets etci (Whether my recommendations are ever read or
acted on, of course, is another mattef.) It seems the policy is Fo :
bring in legions of students and unemployables and.éxpose them to official
secrets, then have ghem make analyses for the experts who are too busy
amassing daga to pause for an overview. I'm sure they've got information

. 3
on everything imaginable here. I can't believe the amount of paper.

Thare's’proba%ly even a file on ZP& here somewhere: Barry, ﬁhough chances
are, no one could find it,

I had to swear "so help me God" not to divulge any official secrets. O
So’far, th§ugh, everything I've read has been published material. Why,
I've read hundreds of publications you hick taxpayers ?ave never heard

of. The Journal of Social Dynamics, for instance, and Publications of

the International Society of Demographers and Political Geographers,

Population Studies, etc. etc. Not to mention Time, The New York Times,

The Sunday Times, Saturday Night, Saturday Review, The Montreal Star,

The Waéhington Star, The Red Star,® The Vancouver Sun, The London Mercury,
World, even the sex mag. Venus (to study new social trends, of course). - .

I get to work at a handy-dandy computer that scans thousands of articles

for key words and lists them for me in seconds. So far, I've read,
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classified and file? stories about the psychology of'inflation and tﬁe
psychology of rape; rural crime vs. urban-crime; political linguistics
in Africa, ESP in the Urals, flying saucers in Manitoba, anti-social
behavior of crayfish in contamigated waters, and of rats in overcrowded
'ghegto labs'; about religious converéion, the psycholbéy of hostage-
taking, nagionélist movements; terrorist movements, and the taxonomy of
Fcriminal pathologies; about lariguage learning in dolph%ns”and chimps,

the language and memory of bees, and the feasibility of brain transplants

in bees, ants, and by implication, Canadians.
1 g

In the meantime, I'm keeping my eyes open for a job more conduéiqe
to sénity (preSuming‘I don't Aie of information-overload before I find
it), hopefully oﬁé Ebat will allow me to pake photographs.

OBviously, I don't have a proper attitude fgr this job. But as yet,
the labor.code doesn't permit discrimination on the basis of attitude.
Officially, the government doesn't even know how many separatists it
employs, though it wouldn't be averse to a study on the métter. i ob-
served a variant of one of your party games at a bar Friday night: the
more—separgtist-than-thou game. 'It'SNA favorite, it seems, among franco-
phone civil~servan§s, who naturally don't have to justify aiding and |
abetting éhe federal government: how mahy civil servants do that? I,

for one, have rendered my country no .service yet, though I am contrib-. '

Y

uting to the national debt by drawing my salary, such as it is. Why
didn't we see it before? The way to sub&ert the government is to join.
the civil service! If we all did th;t,.the'country would be bfought to
its knees in no time.

Well, it's midnight and I'm a working man.  I'11 sign off on that

-~



note,

"

and leave you to concoct your own. ptots for revolution.
Keep writing,

Tom
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December i%

. . . J
I've been sitting o&t81de my second f1na1 exam of the day, Tom,

re- readiné your letter and wondering what I can say to you. It's not

.

.
that I' d rather see. you stay in the whilderness of unemployment but why

are you so tickled to have a job you d t belleVe in or care about?
Fi ’

Go on through to the other side if you choose, but do it with conviction,

or you'll make yourself miserable. ’ l

3

It's sickening, in ‘this free societf, how hard we all work to
repress ourselves.. We look around us and see things that need doing,
yet we don’t-ég them. We sit on our hands" unti1l somebody hires us, and
naturally, he doesn't care what we think needs doing. You safdkearlier

that we need an unemployeds union, Tom. Well now yau'll be able to
. / 2. ‘
'study the problem’ instead. o

Be careful though, or you mlght end up llke this PavloV1an elite
3

who just filed in for their History Three Nine One\exam. When“?ou tell

them their degree, when they'get it, will be nothing but a -membership

card ia the Establishment, they start to salivate. Yes, they sweat and 0

<o

chew th®ir natls while crowding around the entrance door Bu& they love

it. The test is a frlghtful, unfair and glorious opportunity for them
2
to earn their pedigree. They snatch 'my information sheet about the

Profits of War, and scrlbble\study notes on the back!

r

I haven't been‘totally deserted in thlS strike--there are always a

few willing plckeners——but once the exam i§.under Way they leave me to7

“

my vigil and get back to the library to cram. - Except for a few people

31tt1ng out tests they have no chaiice of passing, nobody else is strik-

t

ing their- own exams,'that“s a fool 's. game énq I”guessd;'m.tne'fool.



i

That's what Gloria “keeps telliné,me. She seems to think I'm acting this

~

way just to embarass her. Actually, I'd like to oblige her and avodd

the ridicule, bug it would me&m having to take back everything I've said.

By now, I am persisting out of sheer stubbornness. And I have plenty of

that. I sit butside the gymnasium the full three hours of each exam,

’

a . :
handing out scratch paper for study notes. Usually, students are readier

‘to talk to me after the test, especially the early finishers, who feel
rebellious after having flunked and want to let off steam. 'But don't
get serious man. What's the matter with you?'

o

It seems even I am not allowed to be serious., The professors are

conspiring to save me from myself. When I announced the strikii—ﬁngoldt

110

cancelled the final exam in his course and assigned an extra papef instead,

which'I wrote to prove I'm no trifler. This morning, while I was sittin
P ‘ g g

outside Phil. 290, Professor Walker left the hall and sat with me. He

'questioned me point- by point on my information sheet--saying things like,

£

'"That's a defence of your cause, son, what of your action?'--until I .

. realized what he was doing. Walker, the pickwickian pederast of the

Philosophy Department, is so kindly he hatgs to flunk anybody. He
called my defence an oral exam and said it deserved a B.
Me; But you can't do that! It would invalidate my strike.if I
didn't give up anything.
He: Quite so. But if, as you maintain, you dog't value this thing
. you refpse—fthis degree--then it is no sacrifice for you to give it up,.
:Bﬁt‘I'belieQe_you?do valug.itq Barry. |

How do you talk back to a philosopher?

. jL~'So;it“ioéks as if:I can't even strike properly. - For all the good
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it has done, I may as well have immolated myself: Then, at least, the
story would have been picked up by CP, Ag it is, I'11 be ldcky to‘get
an }nch—long filler in, Insurgence. o |

Yes, Insurgence,is hack,’ Student Councr; finally pulled the plug
on the éEEéY% as they ve been threatenlng to do for months--cancelled:
last week's issue %hen the presses were already rolllng—-and within
twenty four hours we'd graduated from putting out an 1ndependent ézréy
to a full- fledged revival of Insurgence hopefully with 4 readership
this time. We'1l pick up some wireservice Stories, but malnly we'll

rely on our own ability to chase down stories and make new contacts

across the countr We're actuall reaching the stg e of tactiecs Some-
y. y g g s

So the suppression of the Arrow isn't necessarily bad news. Tt has
given us g charge of energy just when we needed it." The new. paper may
even generate enough exc1tement to show Calgary isn't the backwater Sid

has ‘always said it is.
- -
But at what cost? I've told you what Glorla thlnks of the strike.

Now that Insurgence is gatherlng momentum, she acts as if my workrng oqp
it is one long, equally fruitless strike. On the weekend, the two of ‘us
drove to the mountains with Zak and Margot and Amy, to swim at the hot

springs and tramp around the wgods one last time before the snow gets

too deep. It was j very quiet, frj endly day: plenty of laughs, plenty

of being alone together. The_silenye of the mountainsides cleared my &wg

»

" head in al1l directions. But loria couldn't simply be grateful for it.

She kept commenting on how pedceful it was, how we ought to get away by
- .

ourselves more often, and not chase around so hectically when we are in
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thq city. In other words, avoid certain hectic people, doh'p get‘in_
volved in so many causes, leave Insurgence to Sid and his fellow.arm-
chair militants, - - ’ -

-You may ask how I understand all.thih from a few oéf-hand remarks
(Fhey were not much hore than that). I'm not éure how ;;§o--by the angle
of her head when she looked at me, perhaps, or the way shevlistened——but
I know what has been on her mind.l And it makes things mohé difficult
than ever. 1 mean, I can't back out on the neWSpaper now; not'now that
it'é(worth committing myself to. At the same timex though, I've never
been this close to anyone before, and I'm afraid if I .don't listen to
Gloria's subtle,messages, hhen I'11 bé losing out on something, home
understénding, which Ikpan't do without. I used toAthink I didn't have
it in mé to loVe. Don't expect’ too mhch,\I told myself, and you won't
be disappointed. T think I purposely'sabbtageﬁ myself with one orbtwo
girls, ‘to prove to myself I'didn't need them. I am learning from Gloria
how wrong-headed that way of thinking is. Ask for e;erythihg, I should
say, 4nd gi&e evhrything. But how can I change myself 62w7 ?

¥
But that is not a question your computer can classify, Tom. It

-

would be happler if T stgck to revolutionary plots. Then it would know

where to f11e me.

'

I trust you will ie;k anything you considen-leakable,'TCm, whether

1

it's an offi;ial secret or not.. Come to think of it, you're in an ex-

cellent posihion to spy on the governmenh for us: ’Figure out that com-
puter you thlnk is such a n1fty toy, and who knows what you might plug

into . . ; That would be an answer to those hypocrites who talk so

3

lightly onfa heavy subJect Armed struggle is inevitable, they,say, but

.
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=~ > L ' . ' . >

~,
\%hey don't start it, of course, because the outcome is obvious, If

you're out to slay a giant, Jack,_be‘crafty. Don't tackle Him head onj}

attack where he's weakest. And if the giant is the tweptieth century,
use hg§\addiction to information against him. Information is his 1ife-

blood, Tom. Leak it, spill it, do anything, but get it to the people

»

who can use it. . ,
. , ' 18
Well, white-faced students are leaking out of the examination- hall

already. 1'd better 'sign off' and see how man strikers I can recruit.
y g , y

Keep your eyes- open,

: N

V\\ Barry



Date: 16.12.69

From: Dormouse

To: ' Elephant ' y *
Subject: Barry MacDonald - ‘ , : A
1. Herewith, summary of Postal Survey on the subject, 1.12.69 -

15.12.69, and thre :n¢losures, Permisslon»requested.to concinue Pogtal
Survey.

2. Also enclosed, a photo of subject (circled red)rwith members of
both the "Malil'’ and"Parkf)groups; taken during Moratorium demonstratiocn
in Calgary, l3.12.69.

| 3. Electronlc Sdrvey I has been installed on the subJect s home
telephone. However, due to the hlgh qnmber of routige calls made and
received by at least twenty four parties besides the subject, full
transcrlpcion will be delayed. ’ > 4 .- - :

4. After listening to sixteen hours othapes,lDormousevAC3‘booked
off on annuel leave;,indicating she thought it 'ridiculous at hep salary
to waste her time in such a we§'? |

.5. AC4 is more pliable, hnm'cennot'be'induced to llsten to tapes
at double speed. | .

6. df particular s1gn1f1cance durlng thlS reporting period is the
’subJect s dlsmissal, along with the entire staff, from the. Bow College
stddent newspaper, and the staff's subseguent resolve to publish an

. /.
"1ndependent radeal Journal, reviving the name Insurgence

L4
7. Full 1ntelligence on these developments is oﬁing to the work
of Dormouse AC7 who has secured a position of trust on the Journal'

staff. Recommend Incentlve Bonus I,

114



8. .,Inm the‘judgment‘of this office the re-emergence of Insurgence

presages, the hardenlng of 1deolog1ca1 lines and escalatlon of dissent

-

forecast in the study, Canada's Security Needs for the Seventles

-

(Washlngton 1969).

)

9. While the,subjegt'does not, in the enciosed letter, detail the

"tactics" he and his confederates are considering, the suggestion that

=his correspondent engage in computer crime demonstrates that he regards

< -~

the law as no obstacle to the pursuit of his ends.

- » | i ,
10. In the current atmosphere ‘of unrest, it 1a imperative not to

>

under-estimate the risk. the subject'represents Alberta Ss recent rapld
'~fndustr1a1 growth, brlnglng with it a‘maJor p0pu1at10n shift frem the
coubtryslde to the cities and an accompanylné decay of anc1ent valuts,
.has introduced new aﬁﬁ’hnfontrollable soéial‘factors;' As German stbdies
havebshoﬁﬁ: focreasiné mate}@al-prosoerity, withoot-strong moral or
relfgious uoderpinnibgs; may.itself beoome?a fbcus.fof discontentiamong
the disaffeeted. . |
'11.' As the aforementloned habdbook points out (ref para. 8 above)
Alberta w1th its wells, reflnerles pipelines and head offlces is
espec1a11y vulnerable to v1olent attacks against the 'status quo'
. 12. Dormouse.AC7 .reports that this fact (ref para 11 above) has
not been overlooked in the subject's d1$cu551ons of "tactlcs . though

the Insurgence staff is equlvocal about the use ‘of revolutlonary v101ence,.

4 enclosures
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‘Date:” '17.12.69

FrOm?',E1¢phant7 _ ',‘ .< L , S - o | 1)1

To: Dormouse N | | | | )

Subject: Barrf MacDonald‘ t 't,“ , L o . _~ ’
l.> Report on subJect dated l6 12 69 most unsatlsfactory, via

2. Summary of Postal Survey, and third enclosure (ref 16.12. 69
para. l) are not 1nc1uded' inexcusable carelessness

3., Employment of . Dormouse ACY. prior to completlon of seCurity.
clearance (ref. 16.12.69 para -7) is a potentially dangerous breach -of

security. Dormouse,AC7 is to be suspended from all active ass{gnmen;s

until clearance’has been granted. .

4, Dormouse ACl lS not to 1ndulge in speculatlon on anti subver31on

theory (ref 16 12 69 para. 9, 10), Dormouse ACl1 should glve proper care -
vand attention to matters w1th1n his own parameters before expecting to |
influence higher- leyel dlSCUSSlOﬂS; |

: 5. . ‘The subject's letter‘of 15.12.6§ conflrms indepeheentireports.

4

of an escalation of subversive activity in the region Submlt within

A

_seven days, a shortllst of proposals de51gned to de fuse this threat

~
o
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Date: 18.12.69 } -
From: Dormouse ACS
To: Elephant
Subject: Dormouse ACl ‘ '

1. I understand that personal communication of this kinq is ir-
regular. However, I am unable té ché*nel tﬁis report through my super-

i
visor, since he is himself the subject of present concern.

S

~

2. Enclosed are notes recording only the mogt serious misjudgments
and improprieties in ACl's reteqt performance of his duties. I hope ,yo
agree that it would be irresponsible of me not to ;;ing‘them to Elephant's
attention.
3. To summarize, in the past two months ACl has,
i) contributed in innumerable ways toﬁgeneral office mis-
management and inefficiency;
ii) issued contradictory directives, at times within hours
ot
of one another;
iii) " attempted to promulgate suspicion and distrust between
his subordinates;
iv) opened confidential correspondence addressed to his
subordinates;
v) misinterpreted and directly contravened Elephant directives;
vi) attempted to instil contempt for Elephant in his sub-
. i C"
ordinates; , -
vii) neglected several key files to a dangerous degree;
o viii) :prosecufed certain,fiies:beyond justifiable limits'.
- T o o
4. In fairness toJACl, Elephant should know-that the subject's
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behavior has been influenceé by the following personal factors:
i) since before his divorce last year, ACl's dependence on
Dormouse AC2 had been more than professional; justly or unjustly,
he interpreted her trénsfer to Elephant a personal betrayal on

- the part of AC2;
(’ ii) . though strictly controlled during working hours, ACl's
" drinking--to judge by one chance encounter and his frequent

!
/rationalization--has become a problem once again;

iii) ACl repeatedly blames himself for the fate of his only
daughter who recently (in his own words) '"ran off to Vancouver with
one of those goddam hippie radicals", a fact which impairs his

judgment of all students under surveillance.

\ . 3
5. While the aforesaid in no way mitigates the subject's erratic

/
/

@éhavior, or relieves him of professional responsibility, it should be

‘considered in determining a further course of action. In this light, I
\ .

;ﬁcommend that an extended leave of absence, or a transfer to a less

-

(jsggqitive posting, be considered.
6. Considering the possible consequence of continued misjudgﬁent
and mismanégement, I recommend all due haste in this regard. I gm
thoroughly briefed in-the gperations—eﬁ-ﬁﬁi;uqf?%éé;iahd~w8u1§ be

prepéred, if’requested, to replace ACl at short notice.



THE DOOR IS OPEN

Grey light rests upon a glass of water on the dresser, upon a grey
ring of scum around the surface of the water, and the reversed images of
the books behind it. The spiny green stem of a rose sticks out of the
glass. The red flower leans against its reflection in the mirror, dark-
ening gg/bTﬂ;;\;Ha\violeés in the decaying light.

Early darkness is falling. Barry nestles beside Gloria, whose
breéthing is deep and even. Sleeping? Where he lies, he can't see her
face. He looks at their two mqtionless bodies in the mirror, his square
and hairy, hers slender and pale. Her brown hair looks very dark against
he; white, lustrous skin. Deép beneath their bed, the furnace whirs and
creaks into action, intruding into his reverie. He pulls the blanket
over them and luxuriates in her warmth, while at their heads a slow
inexoréble cold creeps through the wall.

His arm growing stiff, crooked ‘under her head, he shifts ontdfhis.
side. Her eyes oéen slowly. The lines of her face ha&e softened from
. - sleep. - Looking into herkeyes, he seems able to seé.right.d§wn }ptovher,

"to see her  as ; child and a woman at once. She fraces circles on his
sﬁbuldér'witﬁ her fingertips:nvﬁé:pfésseé closgr to'hef, kissing her neck.

"Wil1 yoﬁ viSit‘me wﬁen I'm in the country?" she whispers. He moves
his.handslsiowly over her smooth Wafm skin., He doesn't waﬁt to think of
her leaving yet. They have all evening and all night. She;places her fﬁ
hand against his. Their fingers interlock.” "It's beauffful‘phg%et?'

'We might be snowed in--" : | e

" He kisses her neck, ear, cheek, mouth,_feelihg no urgency;‘dnly

119"
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$

pleasure. 'Or we could pretend we're snowed in here.'" She stretches
contentedly beneath his caresses. .

A door slams somewhere 16 the house, and they hear‘heavy footsteps
on the stairs. Barry continues to explore her body, licking sweat from
between her breasts. But awareness of other people has made her tense.

""™MacDonald, are you up there? We need you.” It is Sid's grating
voice from the stairwell.

Barry touches Gloriafs lips with his fingers, stroking gently? but
she is as tight as a spring.

The pounding footsteps come closer. '"Get down here, Barry, or do
I come in after you?" ~

Bargy rolls onts his back, swearing to himself. "What's wrong now?f

hGet your ass in gear, MacDonald. This is important."

Barry kisses Glorla.égain, but ‘she turnsrher back to him, l;ing
with the blanket pulled ove er ears. Only now does he suSpect that

her dlsllke of Sid is m1né$ed w th fear sﬂé is ag>a1d he will come in

\

‘after them R - ‘ \

"qut a minute," Barry calls, and rolls out of bad. Gloria watches

him, her face blank. Hevhas no desire to leave her, but knows Sid will:
. 1 ) .

give them no peace. 'I won't be long,'" he promises as-he dresses. Sit-

ting on the bed beside her, he is once more drawn into her fragrant aura.

But Sid hollers again, "Barry!"

‘Barry follows :the sound of voices downstairs and into the kitchen.
There Margot, pulling one of Zak's iumpy sweaters around her, stands at

the top of the basement stairs and shouts down. '"You can't do this, I
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won'; let you." Despite the cold, the back door is wide open, Zak's
van in the lane beside it. White clouds of cold air billow in along the
floor. A dirty wet track leads to the open basement door. -
"Coming through," shouts'Sid, struggling through the back door
under ;?e weight of a liquor case filled to overflowing with file félders
and logse paper. |
"Barry!" Margot cries as Sid 1um5ers down the stairs. '"'You stop .
them Barry. Tell them they can't just walk in here and take over, I
don't care who they are." Her kinky hair pushed in all directions, a
cigarette dangling from her mouth, she looks and talks.like a wild

woman.

~

~

"Whoa, slow down, who's taking over?" Barry sees Zak climbing the

stairs toward them. 'What's going\?n here?"

"Ask them!'" Margot shrieks. '"They come barging in here, no word
to’ggybody—f”
| "The van}s fu11 of boxes, Barry,' Zak says. '"Lat's get.With it."

"Hold it. What’s‘going on?"

""What do you think?" Zak continues toward the brightly colored
van without a pause. '™Minor fiﬁally got wise we weren't moving out of
the office. So he busted in with‘half the goddam football team and
trashed the place.". ,

'"MacDonald!" Sid yells, coming up the stairs. V"Get busy you lazy

“~
bastard. There's twenty more boxes out there,"

"You tell him, Barry," Margot demands, waving her cigarette in front

of her. 'He has no right to just waltz in here."

"Can't leave the fucking files in the street, you dizzy bitch!"
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"Calm down!" ‘Barry steps between them. Though he is a self-
appointed peacemaker, he hates the role. ' '
”Cangway[” 'Zak comes through with two liquor crates stacked to his

chin."

”Now; what's this got to do with the Co-op?

Sid throws up his hands in frustration. "For fuck sake, Barry"

The newsnaperf We're evicted! wWe needia new office! We can't let the
bastards shut us down. There's no room at 55 place, so--"

"So you come here'" Margot shouts, slamming the back door "Well,
you can ‘stay on the Street for all I care. - Her yelling has brought
Spectators from all over the house. Frances holds back Amy, who is
frightened. Forrest, stoned as usual laughs and'claps his hands, which

1

makes Margot even more furious.,

Zak appears, remounting the basement stairs, ”Thb{e;s room down

there," he says., "That old coal bin's full of junk. 'We can clean it up."
' ”If~the-Co-op agrees,” Barry adds. |

Zak'nods, stroking.his gold earring, and heads for the back door.

"Oh no you don't!" Margot lungea to the door, trying to keep Zak
from ppening it. He pushes her aside and reaches for the door handle.
"You promised!ﬁ she screams, “

The next second several things happen at onee Zak lets out a roar,
turns around ralsrng his hand to his face, SllpS on the wet floor and
falls with 3 crash, his head striking the door so hard the W1ndows shakeg
Margot is immediately on her knees, holdlng his hand against her chest

She throws her cigarette onto the floor and Barry sees that it has been'

crushed She has stubbed it on the back of Zak’s hand and is remorse-u; S

o
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- fully*tﬁYing to nurse him. ) : a
) ' v N : "'~ " - .
"Oh, it's deep,". she cries. She opens the door and is about toé put

snow on the burn, buthérfy tells her to .use .the salye in the medicine

chest upstairs.-

”I'm/Lllright," Zak groans through.gritted tgeth. He is-thiousiy

!

mare embafrassed than'hurt, but where he is ho ng the, 1n3hred hand" hls

nails dipg—into the skin.. He allows Margot to lead hquup the back stalr—i;f

way, while Sid returns to the van for another boﬁﬁ

S

Barry follows him outside, shlverlng.: "The Co- op w111 heve to vote
before you set up any office down there."‘

"Sure, sure. But we can't leave these‘'boxes in the truck. They
weigh a ton."

They stack the 1iquot éases--story files, back issues, photos, mdg-
azines, office supplies, workeineprogress; the entire bodily remains of

<

the Arrow and Insurgence--in a dark corner of the basement, which was

once the coal bin. Now it is cluttered with cartons of empty bottles,
old newspapers, cans-ot dried-up paint, ladders, sawhorses, bed springs,
bald summer tires, shovels, rakee, scrap lumber and a rusty é§§h—mowet.
N
"The Times newsroom it's not," Sid says, surveying the space.- "But
if we clean up this shit, run in some more lights, and throw eome of
that plywood over those'sawhorses, we might just make a go of it."
ﬁMight," Barry agrees. ''But what if the Ce-op throwg us out7" \

Sid pulls a new ctgar from hlS -coat pOcket and SpltS the end onto'

-

”y‘fthe floor "Let them try.;; He strikes a match on the concrete found- .

ation W1th the c1gar smoklng 1n hlS mouth he beglns to push the ;;;f; Y.

:“bottles and?palnt cans out of the way, behind the furnace

R . -

L



_Within a few minutes, the two of them have cleared a space and set
N o
.a large sheet -of plywood across the sawhorses. Without pausing, Sid

opens one of the boxes and begins sorting paper. 'We'll have Insurgence

~out on the stands with two good days' work," he says.” "But first. we
have to find the stdff in this mess."

"Where's everybody else?" i
”Smoky maid tie "d’ be here by now ’ I don t know where the hell he -
(

&
had to go.- I left a note on the door for the others It d be Just like
- - \.* \»\. . .- .
5

‘Minor - ‘to take it: down " {Flﬂd;ng nothlng ‘but back . issues in the first

-v hoi, Sid swears and pushes 1g.as dé, ”What happened to Zak?"

Barry shrugs "1 guess he and Margot are maklng it up.

"Jesus, you bastards' You're_all cunt-struck. How do you expect

to make a revolution in bed?" | . .

Barry shakes his head, thinking of.Gloria waiting for hiﬂh "You
want a loveless revolution, Sid?"

"Goddam it, I want a revolution'" Sid heaves a'second‘box onto the
table and shlfts it toward one of the sawhorses just,in time to prevent
a spill. |

Barry can't understand how anyone can hate injustice without loving -
humanity. But he wouldn' t tell Sid as much It sounds too corny, put
that way: humanity. It is hard enough loving one woman.

Footsteps sound on the stairs above them Between the steps Barry

. YT e . -
_.sees a pa1r of bell bottom blue Jeans.‘v"Barry, are you down there7" -

_Andrea s clipped business 11ke v01ce

o "We re Just cleanlng up a b1t " he tells her.;'“__ E

"Well then clean up in the kitchen where it counts, I have .to

124
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cook supper, and the floor's covered with mud."

”Sure go ahead " Sld says as Barry fllla\a bucket with soapy
water. Do the women's work. That su1ts,you,J

Andrea is standing at thereink peeling potatoes wﬁen Barry arrives
upstairs, and Gloria is'sitting at the kitchen table, examiuing the.
ends of her hair nefvbu31y.:'They>have evidently'agteed what they mu_s.t~
tell him, and begln as soon as ‘he has closed the basement door’.

”Barry, you 've got tQ talk to Sld " Gloria says :efusing to_meet
his gaze. ’ . |

Andrea adds,'”Wé‘just\can't havefthat’newspaper of fice QOQnstairs.
‘It's impossible.”

Barry.eIOps water onte the fleor and pushes itiaround with'the mop,
nodding and saying 'yes' when required, but not committing himself to
do an&thing. Andrea claims that the coalbin--which no one ‘has wanted

.

to use until now--is a common area. A vote must be taken on 1ts use.
She doesn t want outsiders coming and g01ng at all hours ”Sid-isn't‘
even a member of the Co-op."

"No problem,” Barry answers. "As of today Sid's not the editor,

I am." He has just thought of this, but the idea .pleases him. He has
N, * .

—

always wanted an underground paper.
Gloria frowns at him. Her eyeg/ﬁﬁ longer have the depth he saw in
them this afternoon. It is as if she has drawn a curtain between her-

self and him. "It won't be permanent " he adds. "Give it a month, and

’ then if it doesn t work out--"

4

-”It won't work out, " Glorla cries ”We all know 1t won' t " She
:,hslaps the table making a knife .on- the butter dish jump and’ clatter

4
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"I won't live under the same roof as that paper!"
Andrea calls it a male chauvinist rag that cheapens words like-

Y

llberatlon but Barry doesn t reSpond He is startled by Glorla s.
N, .

sudden' anger. Though she regalns her usual reserve, Barry can tell she
is as emotional over this as Margot © He thrusts his mop-into the bucket,
‘land when' water splashes onto - the floor he 'kicks. the bucket'and sp&lls‘v
some more. |

"I can't believe what»Ifmbhgaring,” he says. '"Why did we start-:
thls boTop in therfirat place?- Was it just gﬁ éave.on rent? I thought
we had some ideas about living and worhing together .« . Well, here's

1

“a chafice to make it a working co-op, and all you can say . Neither
answers or looks at-him. Gloria keeps her eyes on the table, digging

at it with the knife, while Andrea slices carrots into the pot. 'What

about you?" Barry demands of Andrea. 'You don't ask me if I approve of

‘every gﬁyuyoulbrtng'hbme doiyoU?”’ . 3 , o S
. ”It s not the 'same, " -Andrea points. her paring knlfe at h1m menac-v
1ngly ”Sld doesn t give a shit about your ideals, Barry, or the Co—opf

either, unless it serves his purpose. If you can't see that--"
"Barry!" Gloria stands, her face white and strained. "Let's talk

about this alone. You just get your back up when you're outnumbered "

\

- ""Can you blame me? You both have knives’
Gloria takes his hand firmly and pulls h1m toward the common room.

He can't understand why her objection is so strong, but lets himself;be
led.. s .
v "

In the middle of the common room floor sit Nance and Nanda, appar-

éntly in deep meditatlon{ A vision_ovaandafs has told them to stay
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and open thelr mlssion in Calgary 1nstead of mOV1ng on to Regina. vBut
it hasn t provided them w1th money to rent a place of thelr own. | As
Glorla hurrles 1nto the room Nance opens- hlS eyes and waves them away -
his lips formlng the words 'Get out, get out', ‘ ‘f

’They re gathering like vultures’” Glorla cries. She.starts toward
'the‘sta;rs“but- changlng her mlnd leads Barry through the kltchen agaln.
and out the back door to the garage. A 51ngi eak light bulb mitigates
the darkness in this small unheated structure. Oid'furhiture is piled
up and pushed into the shadowy corners, leaving only a narrdw—walkiné
space. | |

© "You can't let this happen, Barry, you can't." Gloria's voice is

hoarse with strain and determination, Butqwhen She-turne toward him the
set lines of her face collapse, and she throws her arms'around h1m Her
violent sobbing -catchés “him off guard and conqued ""It was all right
as long as we had the Co- op to get ‘away to," she  says, Her VOiceAmuffled
agalnst hlS’Shlrt ”You could be yourself then. I thought I could haveb
part of'you 1bﬁt!; But I can't live with your politics nlght and day

Barry protests that it wouldn t.be that way, that having Insurgence
in the house would make 1t moge—lnvolved in living, not a thing. set
apart, The paper's attacks‘on vague targets like capitalism have done
nothing but make enemies. But maybe now-- . - -

Glorla breaks away from ham and walks to the cluttered end of the
garage A When she tu;ns back to h1m her face remains in shadow. "Byt
Barry,:I m -only human, I.want to laugh and sing sometimes like we used .

to. I want to do wild reckless things without worrylng about whether-

_they're. reactionary. I want to be able to reldx in my own house with-.
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_->0ut'having Sid put the make on me whenever your.back is turned."

Barry can't. believe his ears at flrst but it takes little protest-
atlon from Glorla to conv1nce him that what she says about Sid is true
Barry has seen hlmself that Sld’S realvor felgned contempt for a

‘chman never prevents h1m from try1ng to get what he can from her, One
of last year's offlce occupatlons was broken up when Andrea screamed
at Sld to leave her alone, then ran out leaving the -door open,

"Ha can't understand .why any woman would work for his fuck1ng paper
unless she wants to sleep with him," Glorla says. "That's the:real

< reason l quit, and I won't-stand for it any more;" |

T el 1'11 talk to hlm--‘:;;ﬁiinl7iﬂ~'

N \
-

o "What good would that.do? " Tell h1m to get the fuck out. That's
¢’
' all you should talk to h1m about. " Having flnally come out w1th what
*  she’ had to say Glorla stands with her arms crossed staring .at Barry,

A "demandlng hlS agreement

But what she has ‘told him doesn t Seem worthy of such exc1tement

— -

He has no.. reason ‘to be Jealousk 0bV1OUSly, -and doesn t blame 51d for
belng attracted to her‘ She can't - expect Barry to run to her defence
as if she were thlS minute belng attacked |

, 'Im gettlng cold," he says at last ‘opening the door of the‘garage.

1t snow has begun to fall, .”I'll talk to - Sid, and start looking

new office in the mornlng "

s Barry ezj7:si§he-house the back door hits the bucket--still

sit ing where”h left 1t--and water splashes onto his feet Andrea,
13
+ Standing at, the steaming ’ oven, says "You didn t expect me to pigi up

after you, did you?"

- ©
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Hedmops thehflpor one 1a$t time while Gloria? without loohing at
him, helps Andrea'set the table, then he‘carries-the bueket downstairs
to dump;the_dirty water.’ In the coal bin, Zak is hanging up a trouble
\11ght to augment the one bare bulb over the table His burned hand is
w;apped in cotton, and he uses it as little as p0351b1e

Sld is still working. quickly, opening boxes and sortlng the papers
into piles. "What a fucklng mess!'" he says, 'Mlnor must have told- those
JOCkS to mix everythlng up to make it harder for us, He 1ooks up at
"Barry and says sharply "What's bugging you? Get busy sorting filest”

"I'll'get busy," Barry tells him,_”findingwsomeplace for a permanent-

- "What the hell for? This'll be 0-X. The Co-op said we could stay.
LY ) Ca e . S . ‘
Right Zak?"

Zak shrugs, rubblng the erst of his bandaged‘hand LUI talked toh
‘the ones who are here Most all of them are fucklng off for the‘terme
break anyway CIt's O K. by them if we' re here whlle they re gone. ‘That‘
hglves us two weeks anyway " | |
:,"Two weeks," Barry says. It might(take us that 1ong to‘fgnd a |
new place."
"Fotffuck sake, will you bastards shut - up and get to work7 While
‘you're standing there JaW1ng I'm doing this whole damn 1ssue myself "
Sid sIaps his shirt pockets, then helps hlmself to one of Zak's c1gar—
5ettes wh1ch are lying on the table "I dunno, he says thoughtfully,
11ghting up. "Sometimes I wonder if.I'm wasting myself on this one- horse;
.

town. Zak and Barry exchange amused looks. "1 really wondef.ﬁ

J
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COMING OF AGE

Day and night, now that Gloria is in the country,'Barfy practices
fo deceive time. Af night, whén the Fahrenheit is dropping out of
sigh£, he awakes'looking‘at a giant sun-rising over -a red and gold sea,
‘the white word JAMAICA barely visible among the waves. He play§ a tape
‘He ;ecorded of the tiée at_GalWay on a clear windy day two'yeérs ago.
- Sitting iﬁ a hot bath Vith the ﬁewspape;, he reads that it is ninety-one
‘dggrees.in Kingston. Onlyrseveﬁanine:in Saigon, but infinitely hotter
there, under the Yankees' diSplay'éf suéeribr firg;poﬁer{ ’Barry_soakgg
-thinking of ghopiﬁgiGloria-;who‘yduld qnsﬁér?——andmétarés-at a print of
a‘VanﬂGogH ﬁight Séehe'in southéfn frange. Stars hang in the warmvsky
of’the,pictyreglike'rafe deliéageAfruit. ‘
.tLater, Barfy isrgiven the cold shoulder Sy the frosteﬂ Qinddw.of a
‘:tréiiey bus. He.sharﬁﬁ the seat with a broad commissionaire, thén a

. shiftworker. ' The flickering and dimming white lightsiqf the bus:

temporarily ward off night for Barry and the cleaning 1adies) hardhat§
and pa;ks of keenagers who ride with him past the Walés,lﬁmpress,lYork,
Colonial ahd»Quee&s; along the C.P.R.‘tracks,,fhen the lbng :fae to ;he
east end of Ninth Avenug, where ﬁafry is the 1as£ to step down from th;

bus.in a neighborhood of abattoirs, breweries, freightyards and oil

-

refineries, where the acid wind smells of oily .blood and used beer.

Here the stars have contracted to sharp points of ice. On a street
. : v N :

of clapboard‘HOusesj their windows covered with polythene or cardboard
or frost, the air itself ‘crystallizes around him and falls as snow.’
Then, making day of night, carryéng a bag lunch to be eaten ‘six hours
. . - o ’ N LS -
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before dawn, he goeS/to work in a low brick warehouse, tossing parcels
into sacks.

Acme, Alliance, Alder Flats. Beaverlodge, Blacktail, Breton,
Bearberry, Bon Accord. The work is easy, and though time drags it is
only time measured on the clock. The coffee breaks are regular and the
1anh break is leisurely, so the shift is accomplished in easy stages.

. . ,
When a mail sack is full he ties it shut and loads it onto a wagon to
' be taken to the trucks. Qgchrane, Canmore, Carbon, Coaldale, Cereal,
Chin, Chin09k. He tosses parcels from one end of the pfovince to the
other in a grand denial of s;ace, remembering Canmore when the chinook
blew, and the time he and a friend explored an old coal m;ne there, and
he cut his chan.

It is mindlesg wofk, His tdughést décisions are what to discard
during the lunchtime crib game. One week\a year is all the reminder her
wants of the drudgery ﬁe intends to escape. But even here, he is glad
to find, men do take pride in their work. 'D-don't s-send out a bag
like that, half-empty," says'the permanent, working beside him. "Stuff-
stuff them n-nice and full, like this here'

Seven A.M. At shift's end, Barry rides another green trolley down-
town, along with sleep-hungry clerks and secretaries going to work in
the dark. Already, the streets are choked with carbon-monoxide breathing
cars and panel trucks advertising December hours, inching by beneath
light standards decorated with huge green wreathes, red plastic ribbons,
tinsel snowflakes and Santa Clauses. Instead of téansférring across

from the Bay and riding home against the flow of rush-hou; traffic,

e r
Barry walks away from the crowded streets, to Priﬁce's”Islan’aahggL he
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watches for the first grey signé of the sunrise s?ill an hour away, and
_remembers quria here in the fall, and the daisiesﬂthey found that went
on blooming even after the first snowfall. But the valley's baauty jg *
fnfbiading now.v'The swge;A;ot:ing smell of dead leaves in the water

has been ntterly nleansed by the snow.

The éiver is silent ag Barry;crosses the bridge. 1Its current runs
swiftly as ever, but secretly, deep under the ice. He does not stop to
look over the railing as he wnuld if Gloria were. with him, but the
thought nf her runs on beneath the surface of his work-dulled mind. She
will be back in 1 wiek. Six days. Five. It will be a new beginning
for them. She has said it herself: every beginning is beautiful.

He arrives hone in the pre-dawn twilight, ready to sleep until
Suppertime, when it will be dark again. In thig way the days are
tricked into passing.

The routine is‘demanding, but it imposes an order of its own, so
every minute of the day has its place in the great droning rhythm of

work and sleep. Billions have given substance to their lives by such

a rhythm, built not without sacrifice on the ruins of billions of child-

never permanently deceived,

It gets its own back, even in sleep, which isg restless, loud with
the voices of the dying. He is on a bridge, a mail sack in his hand,
Something in %he sack is crying, Struggling to get out, It may be g
child, or a litter of kittens, he ig afraid to look. He is ordered to -
nhrow the sack into the river. By wnom? He looks up at his commander,

but can see no face. 'Why?' he demands, ‘Why am I doing this?'
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Before any answer comes, Barry is awake, lying with his cheek
against the cold pillow, looking at the sun rise over Jamaica, telling *

himself it was only a dream, wishing he could go back to sleep and

o €

fofg;t it  vBut'it is no USé. There Qiil be no ﬁofé sleep un?ii‘he has
walked off the hours. Five hours before work again, with its measured,
easy-to-kill time.

| He finds the,house uncommonly silent. There is no liéhtAon in the
basement, Sid; apart from belittling Zak's work Qith the urban renewal
communities and complaining abopt the others' laziness, has done little
since finishing the newvlg§gggggg§ but to wait to hear from his eastern
and American contacts. On the kitchen table Barry finds a note from
Zakvand Margot. They have gone out for dinner and a show with their
~ visitors from the States. Also a telephone message: the post office
called to say he is not to come twaork anymore. The Christmas rush is
over. Relieved, Barry picks up the newspaper Scattered acrdss the common
room floor, and pours a hot bpath,

Two-hundred Viet Cong spotted near the Cambodi an border today.
After a rocket attack, Amerjcan forces claim to have killed seventy-five
(at a cost of $100,000 each), Barry thinks of phoning Gloria. He knows
she will ask him again if he has found a new office for Insurgence, yet
if he doesn't phone she Qill say he takes her for granted.  But éhe
knows he doesn”é. Or, only as he takes Zak for granted, as he takes it
for granted Zak will lend him His'Van;-of come get him if he is stran&ed
somewhere. ‘Becauseithey are friendé, When you have a friend, you know

you always have help. To be a friend is to be relied on, taken for-

granted. And if love isn't friendship magnified, what is he missing?
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Love. 1t is another of those words debased by currency, like
freedom and revolution. Manson's battle-cry was Love. In those heady
days of last summer, the Co-op wa§ going to be held together.by .it.

/ .
Painting and renovating wasn't drudgerygbecause it was for the Co-op.

.

They knew there would be problems--oh yés, problems, no sweat-~-but the
idea was so.strong, nothing could split tﬁem.

But now, the Co-op is no family-—everyone who can has left for the
holidays, to be with their families--only a handful of people thrown
together by circumstance and convenience. After one term of using the
house as a crash- and 1anding—paq, this is what they have come to. And
this dfift, this aimless accommodating drift, is the hardest thing in-
the world to change. So, coasting through the days,vthey cheat time and
themselves.

Though most of the Co-op members are‘out of town, Zak has filled
the kitchen with Christmas treats. Barry finds a box of Mandarin oranges, ;V
a bag of nuts, a ring of figs and some bananas on the counter, and in |
the cupboards, cans of oysters, clam chowder, a foil-wrapped fruit cake
from Zak's worrying mother in Oregon, cookieé, candies, new cans added
to the Co-op's collection of teas, even some holly from Vancouver Islandf*\
torn opén by the post office and sent on in ‘a plastic bag. The refrig-
erator is overstuffed with turkey, ham, herring, cheeses, coffee, wines,
tomatoes, more oranges, apples, plums, pineapple, pear-shaped Chinese
grapefruit, even strawberries (tgough where in the world are strawberries
in season?). Such abundance shows that the Qorld really is a village.
Everyone ought to‘be-able to eat this way, at least once a year. Yet

today, with pictures of starving Biafran children on all the front
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pages, this glut of food is shameful. Barry understands now the tales

of giants eating children. After & war: 'Where have all the children PR

gone?' . 'The warriors-have eaten them.' =~ ., . .° [
Bones [ e varriors-have ‘eaten them.; - . . .. ,

From the embarrassment of riches, Barry takes two eggs and a
carton of milk, and makes an omelet. /But since the eggs are cold it
"doesn't fise, and he loses his appetite when he sits doﬁn to eat alone.
The plate he tékes from the cupboard has a thin ridge of dried food
stuck to it. ('Detergent,' Zak insists, 'pollutes rivers.') Barry
pushes the spongy egg around with his fork, the long empty night stretch-"
ing before him like a prison term, then puts his plate in ﬁhefsink and
peeIs an orange. |

.Sevéral books lie half-read on the floor)éf his rooﬁ upstdirs,
The world of ideas is as readily available to him as the worid'of'food.
But he has had too much solitude lately:to appreciate either. Perhaps
he should reconsider Gloria's invitation to visit her in the country.
- ¢ he couldn't bear to keep up pretenses in front of her parents as he

knows she would do. °

-

He phones Ed H;mboldt's house, listens to the phone ring a,m;nuté,
“then returns the receiVer to its cra%le. ;t's as well H&ﬁboldt isn't
home. Marxist theology and South Aé;ican brandy don't mix with Barry's
restless mood. The professor's knowledge makes him cynical and cautious,
a combination which Barry detests becéuse both attitudes, at different .)
times, tempt him. It is unthinkable for Humboldt to be associated with
Insurgence (ﬁhough he is willing to supply iﬁformatipn in abundance).

He hasn't got tenurelyet. He'd have to be a fool, or worse . . .

Barry dials his;éather's number, but as he expects, there is no



answer. Standing at the wall phone, his hand on the‘feceiver, stafiﬁg‘

at.the'éardboard sheet covered with names and numbers, many of them

3
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\'Eéréfékédcdﬁt‘bf:éﬁéﬁééd;whé:fé'gtéffie&!b§rgﬁélrfﬁé£héf6f‘%he;pﬁoﬁéSw
under his hand.
"Hello, Co-op."
”Bérf&!rtﬁoﬁ tﬁe'ﬁéli are you, mén, Zak thefe?”
"He's out, Smoky. - I'11 téll him you called."
"Groovy. Listen man, how's your stash holding.out?".
"Stash? I don't have ome." P o ':>'- f
"Don't have one? Batry}v.it's Christmas! What }ﬁrnémyou on?
Acid? Hash? I got tﬁe bést’variety}even. Bla;k Afghani, Algériani
~rapping hash, chatan siestg, Lebanese blond, Mqroccén mirage; nortﬁ
Indian love hash, Nepalese sky-high . . . Pick yoﬁ; stone. What dya o
say? . S S
"This phone is bugged by the way, Smok&. Did you notice a funny
cliék when I answéred?" | |
"The hell it is.' Who'd want to bug you?'
"Very funny." .
"Aw, let them eat shit. What'll it be, Barrf, the Afghaﬂi?ﬁ
"I'd rather not discuss if."

. "They really got you freaked, huh? Well, fuck them, If they ;anted
to nail me to the wall, they'd of done it long\égo . . . So where's the
action, man? Who's over(therg?” ' )

'“Nobod§. Just me. "
.”Well, for shit sake; Barry, hang in there. "I'11 be right over."

"0.K. But Smoky--"



" The dial tone sounds, and"again that click,

Zak has said . ‘1t must

~be a faulty phone.' If they were really tapplng your line,'you would

Dever know it EVen so, Smoky s call is dlsturb

ing. It is not like

h1m to be so needlessly reckless - "He' comes to the house‘almOst every

-ally. She cowess behlnd Barry, cllnglng to his
as a tall sklnny girl he has never seen before
screamlng

’All rlght you llttle cocksucker Barry h

shlrt still giggling,

aces 1nt0'the,room

-

angs up the receiver,

flndlng hlmself caught between the two girls, Amy clings to him, keep-

ing between herself ang the older girl, who grab
and crylng "I'11 wring your dirty little neck."
long hair, she pulls and grabs her shoulder, dra
behind Barry.

The cord haV1ng become twisteq around Amy,'

off the hook and strlkes the floor "Hold it!

enough, let go " When Amy'g tormenter keeps a tlght grip on her shoulder,

Barry grabs her wrist ang yells, "I said let go!

S at her, Scratching
Catching hold of Amy's

8ging the chilg from

the phone receiver flieg

Barry yells. '"That'g

The- g1r1 wheels round at him, about to claw him and he.pushes‘her

.
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and‘upstairs. "Come back here, you slut!" Barry stands in front of
the door, bdt the barefoot girl tears at him savagely with sharp ragged
fingernails and slips by him. | "Let go of me you filthy pervert!'"

A game, .Barry.thlnks, it must be But what a game.. Then, hearing
Amynscream' he runs uo,the’narrow,~dingy:yellow”stairwell - What if
Someone gets hurt? He couldn t say he was an innocent bystander

The glrls have vanished, but the screaming continues, and when he
flnds them in Margot s room ‘Amynls 1y1ng face down on the Per51an rug
while the bnger girl dlgs bony knees into her back and pulls her head
back by the halr tw15t1ng. |

"Look at me you little whore'f she yells, though it would be im-
possible for Amy to look at her in that pos1t10n

Barry grabs the wild girl's arms from behind. "Let go," he shouts.
"Get off her."

She bites fiercely fnto Barry's wrist. Standing, he throws his
wounded arm around her waist and picks her up. But she kicks furiously
and still clings'to a handful of Amy's hair. |

"Leave her alone!"nBarry‘says, slipping his-hands around her
shoulders and trying to apply a full nelson. She continues to struggle,
however, and he is afraid of hurting her.. When Amy has pulled herself
free, he releases his unequal opponent, who slumps to‘the floor holding
her stomach.

She is overcome with laughter.

"You allwright, Amy?" Lifting her face from her hands, Amy too
laughs uncontrollably, tears of nirth ln her eyes.

"Did you think that was for real?" Both girls collapse onto the
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‘couch, laughing at him. "Barry," Amy gasps, "you know ﬁevada, don;t
you? She's sta?ing here tonight while our folks are out."

"Know £im?” Nevada jerks her head back, tough-guy fashion, "Why,
me and hlm we're like that, aren" t we Barry. She lays two finge;s
) tdgether;vone on the other, and Amy giggles.

T"That'S‘right, wé're pals,'" Barry saysl feeling like a fool. '"But
this house has rules., Like no fightiﬁg. So cool it." He begins fo
back out of thé room, trying to 1augh with them, certain that if he
turns his éack on them he will be attacked agaln

Nevada springs up, pushing the hair away from gér face, and slips
her arm into his. 'Hey Barry," she whispers, standing on tiptoes, her

hand to his ear. '"Barry baby, do you know where I can score some acid?"

"Some what?"

His shock amuses her. "Acid!'" she says, dropping the pretense of
secrecy. "You know, LSD. I wanna get stoned, you dig? High, spaced
out, zonked wasted . . . Don't tell me you're straight?" She stands

Qith her hands on her hiés, blouse untucked, hair sticking oQt wildly,
looking more a child than ever, ‘¥
"If I did know where to get it,'" he says, "I wouldn't tell you."
Nevada acts insulted. 'What a square! What a fucking zombie'
Did you hear wqat the dude sa1d7" she asks Amy, who has curled up on
‘the couch with a knowing‘smilg on her face. '"What a dump this hick

town is- . ., . Whatsa matter, think I'm too young or something? She

zips'ﬁp the fly of her jean’which ha? slipped down, tuck;;her thumbs

1

in her belt loops, and sticks out her chest, "quex@p(z)she dares him,

"how old do you think I am anyway?"

r
<
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Her face has a frightening hardness in'itg end her long stick-
like body could belong to an old woman, but Barry isn't lyihg when he

answers, "Twelve. Thirteen maybe?"
‘

"Huh, thirteen?"” Her face can't hide the fact that she’ is shaken.

"Huh . . ., I'm sixteen for your information Wanna see my I.D? I was
in and.out -of reform school by the time I was thlrteen She struts
.back and forth in front of him, trying to regain her poise. !'"That

" fucking mother of mihe; she's so ugly, she was scared I'd take her men
away. from her. She turned me in. Her own daughter

She pulls Barry by the arm out into the hall "Listen, Barry,"
she says, her voice cracking with excitement. "I know you can get me
that acid if You want to., I can pay, don't you worry. But maybe you
waht somethlng else huh?  Look, we can get rid ofvthat kid and--"

The phone rings downstairsﬂ and ro Barry's relief, the startled
girl runs to answer it. Her proposition was so blunt, so horribly
pure, that for 4@ moment it froze him. He'éhould have walked away long
ago. But still he lingers in the hell; and looks into the room to see
that Amy is all right. |

'Don t Pay any attentlon to her, Barry," she says, lounginé on
the couch ‘with the Mex1cﬁh blanket. '"She's just putting you on."

Suddenly, Nevada races back, her face white, "Holy shit!' she
squeaTs. ”Quick, you gotta get out of here. They re on their ‘way

“home!" Her cynical pose is completely gone. She stops Barry, holding
his arms at his sides. "Wait a minute. . Are my eyes bloodshot? bid
you smell anything when you came up here? Amy! Get in that bed you

little turd. I'm s'posed to be babysitting you . . . Now.get out of
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here, Barry. You won't say a word about this,pwill.yOU? Please
"Oh, just a minukﬁfT She skips out into the hall after him, throws her
arms around his neck and kisses him; running her tongue alohg his lips

1

quickly before he can pull away. ''Now go!" And she runs back to the

room, where he can see her picking things up off the floor as the door
swings shut. -

Barry descends the stéifs slowly, hardly able to believe what he
haS'aliowed to happen. At thir£een;—even at sixteen,.though'he is sure
Nevada is 1ying‘about'her age--he never'thOught of such thingsj Now,

for the first time, he wonders if he belongs in .the future. At twenty-

one, he ddesnﬂt understand the younger generation at all.



ELECTRONIC SURVEY I hE ,

Subject: Barry MacDonald (289-1871)

Transcript no.: 29

Date:
Time:
1.

2.

~

22.12.69
00:43:40
Co-op/

hi Margot/ it's me/ is Barry there/

‘sure is Gloria/ hang on/ I'1l1 see if I can flag- him down/

sounds like you're having a celebration there/
you said it/ Zak and I are moving out of the Co-op/

yoJ're joking/

‘would I joke about a thing like that/ it took me ages to talk him _

into it/ we're getting a b1g old house not far from here/ it'11
take a lot of f1x1ng up/ but/ here's Barry/ talk to you later
Gloria/ bye/
hi Gloria/ I meant to phone you tonight/
from ehe sound of'things you're‘having a high time without me/"
yeah/ this sort of blew up at the last minute/ did Margot tell you/
yes she did/-isn't that incredible news/
well/ you know/ Zak's had.this idea for a long time/ of going out

f : - A

into the bush and pioneering/ getting peopleAwith different skills

to pitch in together/ I guess it finally dawned on him/ he can do

that's the idea/ he's got big plans/ like an artists’ studio for

Margot and others/ with a kiln and all that/ eventually a printing
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"press/ ane he's talking about startlng a theatre group/ put on
plays in the 01d fire hall/

but/. 1 mean/ I thoughei:r)was for Margot/ to give her’some peace/
you know she § pregnant don't you/ | |
pregnant/ no/ why those sneaky/

don't 1et"them know i told you/ they must have their reasons/ happj
A birthday by the way/ beforgiI forget/ oh/ I wish I were there w1th
‘you/

country 1ife too peécefui for you eh/

don't make me 1augh/ the only time my mom gives me any peace 13“
vwhen I'm playlng the piano/ she seems to think I ve been away for

_ years/\and of course/ she has to fill me in on all the stories/
well/ it won't be long now/ - ﬂ

I wish you'd come visit me/ Anarea was here for a day;or two/

so I heard/ " .

-what did you hear/ -

nothing much/ she said you made some clothes/ drank a lot of tea
with!your mbther/

did she tell you she's ‘moving out of the Co- op too/

oh yeah/ I knew that before she left/ she s gettlng one of those
dpartments on Seventeenth Avenge/ her father owns a block of them
or. something/ ' . L

that's right/ she éeid she just couldn't standhthe Co*op anyﬁohe/
didn' t give it much of a chance/ did she/ four months/ considering
Ihow keen she was to get it started/ @

she asked me/ if I wanted to share an apartment with her/



little place/ just the two of us/
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// and what did you tell her/

I said I'd/ think about it/ but Barry/ it's not that I wanflto stop
seeing you/ bﬁt/

I know/ crowds make you nervous/ -

I couldn't live with Insurgence in the house/ Barry/

I guess Andrea'd make a better roomate than me/ at least/ from your
mother's point of view/

that's not it/ if you/ if you 'd move out of there we could gat a

\ ¢
or if the paper moved out/:~

oh Barry/ it's not only tﬂat/ I don't think I'm the co;op F&Qe/
seems nobody ;s/ Andrea/ Zak buying his d&n houge/

buying/ where d- he get the money/ 7

he says he has a plpellne of the stuff/ must be the onlx plpellne

h

fIOW1ng north/

what about you then/ if all your friends afe moving out/

that gives me a chance to try again/ geb some. sezfeus .people in/
L R

“

like Sid/ I suppose/
oh no/ he's too right all the time to co- operatef*

know how long he'll be sticking around/ Calgary s too bush league

for his liking/ no/ I'11 find some people/

‘but why Barry/ it seems 1like everything's breaking qp/’maybe the

Co-op will never work/ wouldn't it be simpler if we foﬁnd a‘place
of our own and/

I can't just give up Gloria/ who ever -got anywhere that ﬁay/ won't
you try.once more/ Vo
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2. I/ can't/ I/ I do love you Barry/ but/ I'm sorry/ —

3. oh don't be sorry/ you're the one you have to please/ dbt me/

2. I'm so/ well/ T have to go now/ you'll phone me won't you/ soon/
3. sure sure/ good night/

2. and we'll see each other/ I'll have you over for suppe£ ?nd/

3. good night Gloria/ .
2. good night/

Time: 00:49:14 . .



Date: 22.12.69

From: Dormouse

To: Elephant

Subject: Barry MacDonald ’ .

| Shortlist of Proposed Courses of Action

1. Continued surveillance, with the objective of identifying as
many as possible of the subject's subversive contacts. Due to the
volatile situation, this course may prove overly cautious.

2. Operation Trapdoor. The subject has been described as
equivocal on the use of revolutionary violence. However, his. comrades
in fhe "Park' group have recently declared their militancy openly. The
subject may, therefore, be induced to commit himself regarding Operation
T}apdoor. This would remove him from the scene, and also have an in-
hibiting effect on other subversion throughout the region.

3. Operation Backhand. With the assurarce of Dormouse AC7, we
may be confident of the subject's conviction for possession of any
amount of cannabis deemed desirable. Such an action, while lacking the
inhibitory effect of Operation Trapdoor, would effectively remove the
subject from the scene, and would be an adequate compromise if Operation

Trapdoor fails or is unacceptible.
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Date: 22.12.69

From: Dormouse AC5

To: Elephant . N
Subject: Barry MacDonald

1. Further to Dormouse -ACl's shortlist re the subject:

2. In this agent's jadgment, it is unwise to attempt Operation
Trapdoor with this subject. None of the data'suggest the subject would
agree to participate, and the attempt would be certain to arouse his
suspicion.

3. An abundance of evidence now contradicts the view--to which
ACl clings tenaciously--that the Park group and the Mall group gré in
any sense ''comrades'. To continue to regard them as such may lead to
grave errors.

4. DespiteﬂElephant's explicit directives to thgqcontrary, AC1
continues'to employ Dormouse AC7, whom he regards as his protege.

SJV N, B. quiday season drinking has accentuated ACl's eccentric
behavior. He has become overtly aggressive toward certain of his sub-
ordinates, and indulges the dangerous fantasy that his position is one
ﬁf military command. It is imperative that this situation be resol&ed

without delay.
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Date: 23.12.69
From: Elephant
To: Dormouse)
Subject: Barry MacDonald §

1. ,Acknowledge shortlist re subject dategd 22.12.69,

2. Until further directives are received, continue surveillgnce
at present level;

3. Under no circumstance ig the subject to be approached regard-
ing Operation Trapdoor (ref. Shortlist para. 2),

4. Operation Backhand will be reserved 4S an option (ref, Short-
list para..3). However, it is to be employgd only in.eXtreme circum-
Stances, and on explicit instructions from Elephant, |

57 Dormouse has been delinquent in continuing to rely upon

Dormouse AC7 ip this case (ref. Shbrtlist pPara. 3). Suych direct contra-

whatsoever,
7. AC7's Security clearance has been returned Negative, He is
wanted on criminal charges in the U.S.A. and is subject to eéxtradition

upon receipt of g request from American authorities,
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Date: 27.12.69
From: Dormouse
To: Elephant

-

Sﬁbject: Barry MacDonald

L. Acknowledge directives re subjelt dated 23.12.69;

2. N.B. Dormouse AC7 has revealed the existence of "extreme
circumstances" (ref. 24.12.69 para. 4) sooner than can have been
predicted.

3. Full details to foilow. At present, it is known only that the
members of Insurgence are plotting against the life and livelihood of
one or more prominent local figures,
4. Request permission to commence Operation Backhand immediately.
5. ﬁﬁe to the gravity of the situation .and the danger of pdssible

delays, I have taken personal fesponsibility and issued the Backhand

order on my own authority.



27 December

Tom

K -

I'm sorry if’my last letter. put a damper on things for you.

Don't let it make you stop writing, I'm certainly not the person to
criticize your Ehoices or make fun of your enthusiasms. The Jamaicans
have made fine musical'iﬁﬁiruments out of o0il drums. Who can éay that
people won't do as well with computers? In ten years' time I'd like

to see a computer téfminal built into every television, ;urning it into
a votigg machine. Then the facade of representative democracy will be
swept- away, and we'll have direct democracy. The country will be
governed by a committee of the whole, and f@r.smaller—scale decisions
there'll be twenty committées of a million people each and a million
committees of twenty peoplé each. '

But there I go again, imagining I can change the world with a
snap of my fingers. I've been sitting on the sidelines all my life,
taking the long view, seeing the world reduced to the size of a TV
screen, and thinking there's a solution for every 'problem' (and that
everything can be reducea‘to a problem). Well, I finally have to-
admit: I don't have any solutions. I can't keep the world at arm's
length anymore. 1It's a sickness--the Canadian disease--it saps your
drive, makes you think your talk-talk-talk has got you somewhere, theﬁ
leaves you right where you started, and out of steam.

What I need is to find my centre--Gloria has helped me this far;

if I have any sense I won't let her get away--to find that dynamo

inside me that has to go all out in one direction, and follow it where

150
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it takes me.

Zak has shown one direction it might go: into one of .the million
comnittees. The puzzle is, why do we have to rély on outsiders to
show us what is possible? Zak has bought one of the old houses in this
neighborhood that are threatened by developers, and he plans to fight
.them. If I can't organize the students of the world to strike for
peace, I might, just might, be‘able to organize my own block to stop
the bulldozers and highrises. Part of the long view you adopt on the
sidelines is the notion that what hgppens on your own block isn't
important. But if it doesnft matter to you, who does it matter to?

We've been trying to push Insurgence in this directibﬁ, to make it
a vehicle the city's co-ops can use to share ideas and experiences.
We're finding out we don't have to be so isolated. There are other
people who want to change the wéy they live, and who are doing things

A
to overcome their powerlessness., '

Sid, though, can't understand us. He thinks we're trivializing
the paper. If we're not out to dismantle monopoly capitalism, then
we're copping out. He says Calgary can't support a really radical
journal, because all the big stories are happening elsewhere. He is
so far-sighted he can't even see the wall he is beating his head
against . . . (More later.)

‘ 3

I was inﬁerrupted just now by a phone call: Smoky's'in jail
again, this time for possession for purposes of trafficking. He
doesn't have much chance of getting off (he was becoming much too

°

reckless), and will face one of those outrageous sentences of -two to
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five years (same as for manslaughter). Sid, naturally, claims he was
busted because he works for Insurgence, and that it's all part of a3
plot to destroy us. That is nonsense, but needless to say, we're clean-

ing up our act around here.

'Later
A cﬁinook has been followed by more cold weather, and the city is
obscured by a fog that hasn't lifted all day. I walk west'along the
riverbank, thinking of the past year--of the hours lost and wasted, of

Lthe things not said, or said and regretted, of the nights staying up

L

with you and the afternoons in bed with Gloria; all these things that
may not come again--and of the next unpredictable year. 1 walk and walk
though the snow is too deep, and ena up standing perfectly still in an
;nmafked field of snow, unable to go forward, unwilling to go back, and

I listen to the silence that has nothing and everything to tell me, until
the snow melts into my boqts and my fingers go numb and my head starts
ringing.x It's time, it's time, the clockwork wears itself out in my
mind, it's time, and I don't know what it's time for, only that it's

time to start doing whate;ey it is I have to do .

These days between Christmas and the New Year are days out-of-time,
not included in the old calendars, not part of any &ear:. The time when
all time comes together, the doors of heaven §nd hell swing bpen, and‘
the spirits of the deadysﬁarm freely over this world seeking vengeance
or vindication. For this time out-of-time all laws are suspended, all
éromises forgotten, all sanity and order undone. And if hell won't come

A ’
to earth of its own accord, the B52's are sent out like angels of death



N

s .
to make Lertain it comes all the Wame. i'g& T ¢

I had a dream last night so horrific that I forced myself to wake
up, but still I couldn't shake the horror. It haén!tfleft me. It was

+

Christmas and all the bombs ever dropped on Dresden nﬂﬁllondon:were
EENN. s L

belng dropped each day on Hanoi and Halphong, and as many aga$n each
night. There ;ere children hiding under my bed and screaming, scream—
ing even in their sleep, and I knew that some of them had already gone
deaf. But somehowu; wasn't there with them. I heard the bombs only as
if far away, while over the screaming of the children I heard an
announcer's voice saying that Nixon was Being awarded the Nobel peace
prize and a treaty would be signed any day, but in the meantime the air
was searing and chaldren were running through the s#reets screaming,
some bleeding from the ears, some with arms missing, one with no feet
running on the stuﬁps of her legs. Yet I saw no blood. The image was
;black—and-white, and thopgh the crying went on without let-up till I
awoke, I felt sohehow farvaway from it ali. I didn't try to help. The
noise of the bombs was never 1qud enough to drown out)the cryiné; or to
silence the annolncer's news of the meking and brjaking of brilliant
careers.,

There must be a ray of light somewhere, some good. Yet my dream‘
had none. Only the ugllness of death, the futlllty of it, the foulness
of the human animal and the human intellect that inflict it again and
again and again. What is my dream trying to tell me? That the decency
I';e always known is a fagade? That I have to look hard at that dark

truth? That I should stop trying to deny it or embellish it? Or that

I'm too far away? That I haven't let it really touch me?
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It's only close up, where I run the risk of getting hurt, that I,

4

¥

have a hope of doing.anything constructive. I'm sick 6f standing Bn
the sidelines. It's tim;vto get igto the game. Time I learned the
rules, so I know what I can do. I was planning to skib the country,
‘Tom, to go live' in France for awhile. But that Qouid be onlylanother
sideline. This is the only place I really know, and caﬁ commit myself
to, the only piace I can'hope to improve. And if I stick with it, if'
I'm serious and don't keep changing course, I think I can.

How about you, Tom? What can you do where you are? Have you given

kY
it any thought? »

Peace and love,

‘ ' . Barry o
' i e



Date: 28.12.69 | ’

From: Dormouse ACs

To: Elephant

Subject: Barry MacDonald, Sid Hansen, David Zachariason et..al.
’)

1. Thanks to Elephant's emergency call to my home, Dormouse has
been spared emparrassing and. possibly dangerous disclosures, which
certainly would have resulted from. a premature operation against the
subjects such as that plénped by Dormouse AC1.

2. Notification came toé late for me to rescind ACl's Operation
Backhand order. However, I was able to intercept the narcotics officers

prior to their arrival at the Bow Shelter Co-op, and redirect them to

the home of Dormouse AC7, where they apprehended AC7 and found

ities in the case,

3. Having interrogated AC7 closely, I am satisfied that the lives
of no promineﬁt figures are threatened. The report of "extreme circum-
stances .appears to have been g fabrication or delusion of ACl's
encouraged by AC7 .

4., Survefllancj ©t the Insurgence Er p will be given‘top prior-

ity until this judgmeat can be either confirmed or contradicted.

5. Dormous .C7 is being held for furthe- questioning by.Elephant,

He declareé himse “f willing to Co-operate in 1° way in order to avoid
extradition to t e United States. |

6. When c acted and informéd of wh- had transpired, Dormouse
ACl was in a state of intoxicaticn, and vosocted irrationally, Hg
accused me personally of unde;estims‘igé the gravity of the present

g?
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political situation, of consisténtly thwarting his efforgé, and'of
attempting to ugurp his position.

7. Growing increasingly despondent, he blamed myself, AC7, andl
the fdgfe tion" of AC2 for his ”dowﬁfall”. After he revealed that he
carried a hand gun, and threatened suicide, I disarmed him at the
earliest possible moment and had 2im admitted to hospital.

8. I recommend tqsf Dormous. ACl be examined by an Elephan£

psychiatrist as soon as possible.
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Date: 30.12.69

From: Leo

* To: Dormouse

Subject: Dormouse AC1
- L Be notified that the subject is forthwith relieved of all

his dnties. After six months' mental health leave, ACl is to be

transferredito Elephant central Office..

.2. All operations in the Calgary office'are to be suspended
immediately, pending the arr1va1 of the SUbJeCt s replacement Elephant
NC140 (formerly known as Dormouse AC2). ) -

3. Effectlve 1.1.70, al1 Calgary Operations are to be admlnlstered‘
directly by Elephant through Elephant NC140. |
4. Dormouse's Calgary files are. to be transferred to Elephant s

central registry in all due haste. v

\iw o



4]

e . - . N

THE LAST DAY OF THE 1960's

<
. e . .
EEEEeeeceeeee. Hidden from the streets by low cloud cover, a

turbo-prop is descending slowly towardrthe'airpert. Its falling wail '
rebounds from the red-brick walls of the city. Sound and echo swirl

around the gigantic Family of Man statues in the square as if they are

crying out, reaching fOr one another with emaciated iron arms. Barry

cups his hand around the flame of his paraffin Ggandle, both for warmth

~and to protect it from the wind. With two dozen others, hands also

“w o,

chphed around-ﬁavering yellowvcandle ﬁlamese he shuffles north and-
s;uth, up and -down the sidewalk in front of the faceless‘giant statues.
TheAcity‘core east of Centre Street is a closed roem, sound:ﬁj}ﬂed in
by the York and Imperial, between the sandstone C1ty Hall and the
white- palnted tenements of ChlnatOWn The ce111ng of cloud reflects
and diffuses the red green yellow blue lights beneath

C

Candles. The Famlly of Man. New Year's Eve. The vigil is no

" more than this. There are no speeches, no songs but the one Reverend

Cameron is humming as he walks: "We Shall Overcome". A few students

hum under their breath, but tonight the battle hymn sounds like a dirge.

No one voices the words, because they are untrue, Nothing will be
overcome by the1r standing thls lonely vigil awhile, then rushing in-

doors to get warm. - We. W111 persevere perhaps, we will witness, we

will not be accomplices ve will light a candle on New Year's Eve.

But how will we ever begin-tc-overcome?

The small turnout is not the problem. The missing faces--the

Humboldts and Mrs. MacIntyresf-would add nothing but confusion to a

158 S
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_gesture which is already complete. But what can‘ever be overcome by a
gesture? Barry turns beside the cardboard box in which the last stack
of pink blue and white papers lies. History of the War. Seven-Point
Program. Canadian Inputs. When will he see the last of them? Any
left over tonight, drop them from an airplane over Calgary. 1If paper
.
could smother the fires of war, then he'd gladly bury the world knee-
deep in it..

Circling slowly with his candle, Barry searches the faces of the
pasging demqnstrators for answers. Many of these people have not seen
each-other for a few weeks, and there is an excitement in them, a senée
of béginning and renewal. But the conversations are all personal.

They are excited about their new courses, and the good skiing weather.
Vietnam ié ten thousand miles away.

Gloria approaches, holdiﬁg her candle between new red woolen
mittens, a red tam on her head. She winks, making Barry break into a
smile. Then she has passed, and he smiles at Andrea, then Zak.
Affection’ pounds in his chest, a love that needs to include them all.

" But theqquestion recurs--how to begin to overcome?--and no number of
‘smiles can answer it.

Much too socon, the others stop marching and huddle on the sidewalk,
lighting cigarettes from their candle flames. Bow colleagues, ex-news-
paper staffers, CADREs talking about what they would be doing back home
tonightf a&l have New Year's Eve parties to go to later. Barry feels
they ought to stand here until midnight or until the bombs stop drop-

ping. Bu.t’the wind is rising, some of. the candles have flickered out.

There is no sense in freezing their feet on this pavement. It makes
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no difference in Vietnam how long the candles burn in Calgary.

Gloria kneels on the sidewalk, packing snow around the base of
her candle to make it stand. Her red woolen‘hat is worn at an angle,
like Barry's white one. Her expre;sipn has changea in her absence.
She looks older, perhaps, more distaﬁt.‘ For the few minutes he was
with her this afternoon, helping her father carry furniture from the ‘b
farm truck into her new apartment, she gcted chi?rfully non-committal,
as if Barry were just a friend. Even now; as he stoops beside her to
plant his candle in the snow, she is aloof, filling the silence with
a remark about thg statues.

"I don't 1 ke their hair," she says. "The men don't have hair;

why should the women?" That is what has changed: her hair. It no

longer falls over her shouldegs, but curls around her ears. "You

finally noticed?" H smile, too, has changed, become more straight-
lipped, more reseryed.

She 1looks away from him quickly, and ga;es at the monuments. 'po
you think they're supposed to be dancing?" Barry shakes‘his head.

They can't be. Their 1ron feet are flattened under an Oppre551ve
weight. The skeletal forms are frozen in defeat,

Overhead, another airplane moans, invisible. The sound falls and
is muffled, along with the rumble of tires on snow. Following Gloria's
example, Reverend Cameron and his 1istener§ have lined up their wax
homunculi along the sidewalk, to stand attention for them until: the
New Year. The CADREs , burying hands and snuffed candlés‘in coat

pockets, begin heading for their cars. A Pair of dragsters scream

past, their horns blaring, sucking a wind behind them that blows out
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most of the candles.

3

Gloria has bégun talking about upcoming concerts and her new
semester. Barry says something about enrolling in the school of hard
knocks which makes her 1augh,.but he still,feels she is watching hiﬁ
more critically than ever before. How much is an act? Will she‘ever
again let him touch her closely?

While Barry kneels to close the box containing the leaflets and
extra candles, Reverend Cameron comes over to taLe‘his leave. He is
short-winded in the cold, and rubs his calfskin gloves together. 'Was
it a good year for you, Barry?"

"I'm looking forward to a better."

"You wait and see. There'll be peace, I knqy it." Cameron speaks
with the aut -ity of faith.

Gloria laughs, shaking the minister's hand in her turn. A knowing,
gently taunting laugh. ‘”Barry wouldn't know what to dﬁ with himself if
there were no war to fight. Would you Barry? What would you‘be against

then?"

He returns her sly, appraising smile without answering, until’

Cameron, feeling excluded, breaks the silence. "He'd still be.for the
the same things, wouldn't you Barry . . . I know we disagree on many

things, but at least we both have'beliefs; Right?" Barry nods, still
looking at Gioria, and Cameron, repeating his good-night's, returns to
his friends.

Zak, without ceasing to talk to the remaining circle of people -on
the sidewalk, looks over at Barry and jerks his head in the direction

of the parked van. As they leave the site of the war's quietest

| B
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protest, all the candles have already been blown out by the wind.

A paradé of cars passes on the street, revellers shouting out the
windows. Gloria ignores thenm, talking about the new place she and
Andrea are sharing. '"She has so many clothes I can't belieye it. I
only wish I were her size."

Baffy quickens his pace, hoping to catch up to Zak. Just ahead
of'Ghem on the sidewalk, there is g slight disturbance as a d;unk
stumbles out the door of a dining lounge and bumps into Zak,

"Watch ;our step, Pops," he says. "There you go."

The short, balding man staggers backward against ablight standard,
and leans there in a posture that sickens Barry with a vertiginous sense
of dejd vu. The light reflected from the grey scalp, the sagging padded
shoulders of the crumpled ;uit the old man is searching for matches,
the cigarette dangling from his lips: Barry sees his father exactly
as he was one night three years ago, Qhen he ieaned against the iron
Fﬁilig}éin front of their house, unable to find his way inside.

”;Got a light?" the old man grumbles without looking up. ' Barry
puts a matchbook in the outstretched hand, and stops under the light
while his father fumbles with it. Gloria waits impatiently, but when
Barry ‘hands her the box of papers and tells her to go on witnout him,
she hurries after the others” looking more amused than annoyed by
Barry's interest in the derelict. P

Mack MacDpnald pockets the matchbook, and looks at Barry for the
first time, squinting as if swimming up from deep water toward conscious-

ness. Beaming with a red-faced smile, he shakes his son's shoulder,

But, #nstead of saying anything, he takes the cigarette out of his



mouth, sees that it has gone out, and stands looking at it. Barry is
about to speak when the door of the lounge bur;ts open, slamming
against the hotel's brick wall, and a huge man in a three-piece suit
rushes at Mack.

"I told you to get out of here. Now push off!'  With sudden
ag%lity, Barry's father darts around the lamp'standard; and from a
safe distance,Ahe hollers something horrible, a hoarse raving curse
which Barry cap't make out. Returning to the door, the bpuncer yells
at Barry, ”éét him away ffom herei Now!"

Emboldened by the clésed door, Mack steps back dnto the side;alk,
shouting, ”My friends're in there. Who the 'ell you think you're
talkin’ to?"

Come on," Barry says, putting his arm around his father's waist.
"We don't like the service in this dump, we'll drink somewhere'elsei”
His father's weight sags onto Barry's shoulder, even as the old man
continues to §e11, and he shdkes his fist at a kid who shouts out the

window of a passing car.

ngether, father and son weave down g;e sidewalk toward the-
corner where Zak and the others stand waiting, Barry waves them on,
He has to get Mack home to bed--he is hanging onto his son like a
drowning man now, barely‘moving his feet--but knows the old‘man could
.never be induéed to get into Zak's wildly-painted van. |

"Le's go in here," Mackogroans out of his torpor as they pass
another lounge. .
% .

"I know a better place." Barry shifts his shoulder under Mack's

arm, and they cross at the walk light. He knows his father has a
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room a few blocks from here. Perhaps he won't notice where he is
‘being led.

Mack's suit coat hangs open, and as they walk a long white shirt-
tail wérks free of his belt. Breathing heavily frém hié effort, Barry
asks, "Don't you have an overcoat?"

Mack sniffs and rouses himself. "Good Christ! My coat;s back
there, the ba;tard. Gotta get it, I tell ya." Hevpu11§ away from .
Barry and starts back the way they came. The# he stops, looking around

bewildered. They have reached the tice-lined étreets north of Fourth

Avenue. 'Nowheres t'drink around here!"

"I'm taking you home," Barry explains. "You don't have a coat."
"Hell wi'ya," Mack hollers. "Don'shoo tush me. . Get! What's at

home enaways?"

"I've got a béttle," Barry tells him.

"A bottle! Where? Le's see."

"I mean, I can phone for one. Let's get you inside-before yog
catch pneumonia,” |

Lapsing into a blank stare, the oid man lets Barry lead him,
mumbling, ﬁCant, son, jus' can't, don'shoo see? This ain't a way home."

Barry has carried his father another half-block before he under-
stands that Mack has moved since the summer. \ThrOugh his alcoholic
daze, the old man recites an address near the Stampedé Grounds, over a
mile away.

" Exhausted, Barry looks desperately up and dowﬁ_the dark street.
The nearest warm place té sit‘down is a cafe two blocks away, and

chances are it is;yt open, Theh, as if by a miracle, the headlights
« : ‘\
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of a car appear at the corner,

dcross the street from them,

and a taxi pulls up in front of 3 house

As the. paSSengers get out and pay the -

driver, Barry bundles his father into the back seat, pushing the dead

weight across the vinyl uphols

tery, and climbs in himself. The cabbief

~

protests.listlessly. He has a fare to pick up.

"It's all right,"” Barry s

ays. "It's not far, and we're big

tippers. Now, what's that address again?"

Slumped across the seat,

@ curse, then, his head back,

Mack MacDonald mutters what sounds like

mouth open, he f3i]s asleep, Barry

shakes him. ‘'"your house; what's the address?" Byt he cannot rouse

the old man. The driver compl

Co-op. Andrea's room is still

N

ains, so Barry tells him to drive to the

empty. Mack can sleép there and fingd

his own way home in Ehe morning.

The narrow Street is lined with cars, and the Co- op house is

brlghtly lit when the cab Pulls up outside it, The noise of electric

guitars can be heard even before Barry opens the car door With the

cabbie pushing from the other

curb and throws an arm around

side, he wrestles his father onto the

his back, Waking just enough to get his

feet moving, Mack mumbles, 'Wha's'ig? Wha's'is place?"

. "We're going to a party,
dollar'bill into the driver's
He‘manages to usher Mack
shouted greetlngs of revellers,
bed in Andrea's darkened room,

up to his own room on the top

Dad," Barry says, and preéses a five-
hand. ”You'llrlike it here."
Straight up the Stairs, ignoring the
Two figures are struggling on the
S0 Barry backs out and hauls his father

floor. He pulls the Blanket to the

bottom of the bed, ready to tuck the old man in safe and sound,
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But the noise from downstairs has wakened Mack. Grasping his
son's arﬁ like a lifebuoy, he pulls himseyf up to sit on the bed.
"Where's'at drink, Boy?" he mutters.

"I'll go get it," Barry tells him. "Scotch? Stay where you are.
I'11 be right back.™ |

He meets Gloria on hér way up thg stairs, and throws his arms
around her, kissing hér‘desperately. He is overwhelmed by a longing
for her that -can't be satisfied, even with her in his arms,

"Are you,drUAk?” she says, pulling away. '"Who is that old guy?”.

"He needs help. He could freeze to death out there. Does it
matter who he i;?"

"Of course it matters," she says; then shakes her head and hugs
him, but without passion, as if to console him.

"Hey, it's not midnight yet,.you two!'" Sid stands at the bottom

of the stairs, raising his glass to them. “No sneaking off till after

AN / ~ .

\ e
midnight."

Barry hurries downstairs, afrfaid his father will come looking for
his drink. "Any Scotch in the kitchen?"

”ProBably. Hey MacDonald, don't run away,'" Sid shouts, slapping

Barry's shoulder like a buddie. ''Guess you're the last to know. I
" meant to tell you first." He winks, squeezing Barry's shoulder.so he
can't get away. "As of next issue, you and Zak can do anything you

damn well please. with your neWspapef. You can advertise the garage
sales, protest about the garbage pick-up, any of those thrilling
things. Anything except call it Insurgence."

Barry smiles. "You finally decided to pack it in, Sid?"
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Sid empties his glass, laughing. 'Pack it in? Man, I'm packing
ig up. Graduating. Finally hitting the big;fime. You'll be reading
Insurgence under a Vancouver dateliné before'séringﬁ”

"Great! I mean, good for you, Sid. Guess we sort of outgrew
each other.” )

"Put it that way if it makes you feel better.”. Sid.releases
Barry at last. . "You got your own little niche here. Notice I didn't
say bitch." He smiles at Gléqia with something closer to friendliness
than Barry remembers seeing,between them. '"You don't need the
revolution no more, so wh§ bother faking it, eh Barry?"

"Yeah, right Sid. What I really néed is a drink." Barry slaps
Sid's shoulder--'""Good luck, eh?"--and hurries into the kit;hen. He
pours joﬁnny Walker into two fumbleg!, and starts backsacross the
circle of people passing joints, toward the front stairs.

Gloria joins him‘again at the bottom of the stairs. '"So Sid's
headed for bigger things," he says. 'Will you think of moving back
to the Co-op?" She shakes her head slowly, lowering her ;;es:n "With
your own room?" |

She shakes her head more firmly. '"I'd rather keep my distance,"
she says, her eyes still averted. "I mean, I'll have more freedom in
the new place. There'll be less chaos, less chance of things happen-
ing that I don't want to be involved in. This house is getting
noto- .ous, you know."

"Bi* everybody's moving out. There'll be a chance for a fresh
start." He would like to touch her, lift her chin so she has to look

S

at him.
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"T wish you were moving out too." Her voice is heavy with regret.

Barry puts his arm around her, but, hearing a loud voice that he
thinks is his father's, he breaks away, spilling a little whiskey on
her, and starts up the stairs. "I'1ll be back."

Bafry stands in the door of the bedroom and watches his father
sleep, sitting on the bed, slumped against the wall, his ﬁeck twisted,
looking like a corpse thrown into that position by the impact of a
bomb. He could propably sleep like that, snoring quietly, until morning,
with no worse conseqﬁences than a stiff neck and back. But Barry can't
leave him 1£ke this. Setting the two glasses on a chair, he begins to
shift the old man into a lying position. The heavy, lifeless body,
the stinking grey skin nauseate . Barry. The horrible waste of a life
stretching indefinitely into the future without change oppresses him.

It would be easier to cope with a physical maiming than with #his slow
death.

The moment Mack's head touches the pillow, he jerks up. "Wha's'at?
Hm? Who?" He pushes Barry's helping hands away and sits up. '"Where's
that drink? You get it?" ) o

"Here it is. Scotch, no ice, the way you like it.'" Barry sits
on the chair facing the bedi

His father grips the glass tightly and downs half the drink in
one swallow., 'Ah, tha'éh good." He eases himself back against the
wall. '"Wha's'is plage?" |

?I live here.

"z"xh."5 Mack slouches impas%}vely, his face sagging into a blank

whiskey stare. "Jeshush Chrish, son, you don' know how gawdam lucky
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you are, know 'at?" He jerks his drooping head up'and throws his gaze

toward Barry, wéjgfods, waiting quietly. "I was your age, boy, I had

nothin'. It was_slave or starve. Know what I mean? . . . When I
think of all a losh dreams . . ." He stares blindly at the Jamaican
sun on the wall. "But you'" He swears angrily, tossing bacg the rest
of his whiskey. "You don' know your ash from a hole in a ground. I

could jush cry cush a whole worl's got her legs open fur ya an’.you're

4
jush shittin'ere, jush shittin' ere M
J »

As he slurs.his last words, Mack slumps onto the piliow, and 1ie;
wheezing, ngn he seems to be asleep, Barry stands up and carefully
pulls the bianket over his father. He turns to find Gloria standing
in the doorway, ghe light at her back, watching.

"You really are a good man.". Her voice is solemn, as if she were

speaking at his funeral.

The old man on the bed heaves suddenly and coughs,/aﬂhacking cough
. | .
that wakes him momentarily. His eyelids flicker open, then droop,

' N

half-closed, and he pulls the blanket around him. "Barry," he caﬂgg

out, Erightened. "You see your mothér, boy? Youxsee her, Chrishmas?"

Barry whispefs, "I talked.to her on the phone. She's fine."

"You oughta see her, boy. You oﬁghta shee her. . She 1oveF.}é,
boy, you know that?'

 Barry nods. "Yes. 1 know." TIn a moment, Mack is ‘snoring quietly.

He coughs in his sleep again, but ddesp't wake. Barry slips from the
room and stands next to Gloria, hardly daring to look at her.

"Your father?" she whispers, an unbearable note of pity in her

voice. '"Oh, Barrv." She puts her arms around him, pressing close now

- -
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a@s if she can love him only if she thinks she 1is easing his sufferlng

At the sound of Mack's . cough, Barry stiffens and looks back into
the room. "Go on downstairs," he tells Gloria. "I'll be there as -
soon as I'm sure he's asleep." ;

He sits by the bed a few.minutes longer, listening to the sounds
of the party below. He has nothing'%b celebrate tonight, but it seems

]
he is given no choice. The whole world, in spite of everything, is
determined to celebrate, and will tolerate no protest,

When Mack is sleeping peatefully, curled into g ball, Barr§ pulls
the deor shut and returns to the  party, nis\whiskey hardly touched in
his hand.” Descending the staire, sober,.into the dark, smoky atmosphere
of frenetic rock'n'roll, he feele like an alien, an observer at a
bizarre ritual. The windows shiver with the piie—driving beat of the
music. The rooms are packed‘nith peOple talking at what seems double
speed, and eatlng the snacks that litter every: avar@%gle ledge and
table. Laughter breaks out a11 around h1m all of it incomprehensible
to him. He sips his whlskey but doesn' t like the taste, By now he
is so far behind the others that he could never be more than an

¥
observer of their frenzy

¢

He spots Gloria in the common room, dancing He can't see who is

her partner, or if she hasg oae, She is dancing by herself with every-

\

one/in the room. You can't enter the room without:becomin art of
ne: g p

‘\

thet dance. He watches her '3 moment, but she is totally self-possessed

3
1

and doesn't notice him,

!
3
N

-
"Barry!" Zak shouts behind him} " "Where you been?" He jig wearing

a loose flowing white robe which makes hlm look like the pregnant one.
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"Zak! So you're a family man now. Congratulations' Did you
think you could keep it a secret?"

Stargled,.Zak says, "How did you find out?"

"Yoﬁr whole life'll change now, eh?"

'"Maybe. Maybe it needs a change."

"Say Zak, can I borrow the keys to your van? You can see I'm
sober." (

"Disgustingly. Where you going? It's almost_midﬁight you'Rnow."

"I'1l1l be back."

-

The cold night air is refreshing, and as Barry drives away from
the noise of‘the houséi he feels a weight being lifted from him. ‘He

has realized, while watching the dancers, where he would rather be. If
he can see the'titanic Family of Man statues again, things may begin to
come clear for him. Perhaps this time he will be able to see them
dancing. ’

¥he streets are far from -deserted at ten minutes to midnight.
Cars pass him, their horns blaring,'fhéﬁ‘si6w down so the people inside
can wavé to him and blow kisses. People racing from one party to-
another, people taking their party into the street, people with>n§where
to go, cruising in their cars to be with someone at midnight.

Barry'ignores the No Parking signs and stops in front of t;e
square where the statues stand, their gestures of friendshiﬁ, trust,
sorrow.and despair unchanged since earlier in the evening, Two of
the tandles are still in the snow by the sidew;lk,\fnd, finding the

cardboard box in the back of the van, Barry brings a few more-with him.

As he stands looking up at the faceless human figures,‘Ehe sounds

?
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-of traffic and thg blaring of horng.reaching him from an area of many
blocks around, his breathing becomes labored,: the blood pounds through
his hgad. He feels as if he is loogin; down.ap himseif from the height :
of the statues. Or hiéher. He imagines the sky clear and‘depthless,
not closed in as it is now. He sees thé dark outline of this céntinent
“agéinst the moonlit glow of the oceans, the‘line of daybreak skirtiné
Japan and the China Sea, the glint of sunlight from the other side of
the»world reflected from the steel fuselages of bomberi'flying in ;he
first light of the 1970's. The howl of a reveller in a pagsing car
brings back to him his dream of thglcryiég children, and he hears those
cries ag ié“fhey are coming from £ﬁe iron‘child, the iron men and women
in the centre of Calgary.

There was no peace.in the sixties, but Fhe idea was heard, the hope
wds voiced. . If hope is pb&erless, then there will be no peace in the
seventies or the eighfies or niﬁeties. But he can't believe th;t hope
is powerless, or that words are meaningless, or that‘loveqis helpless.
7ﬁ;rry giénces at the ciock tower on the City Hall, It ié a minute
or two before midnight. “He plangs the remaining paraffin candles in a .
rgw on the sidewalk-and'reaches.for the matches he had in his,bocket‘ |
They are’gbne. He gave them to his father. Refurning to the ban,Ahe
reaches‘inté the gardboafd box, but can find no matches. . There are no
matches in the glove compartment either, nor on the ledge by the ash-
tray."Howe 2r, he finds a half-empty matchbook on the dashboard, and.
hurries with them'back to his row of candles, thinking against all‘

.reason that they must be burning at midnight.

The matches have been démp; The first fizzles. The second lights
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but is blown out by the wind before he . bring it to the first candle.
By the time he has tried all the matches, the two candles he has managed

3

to light have blown out.
H; hag caught the curiosity of one of the derelicts who haunt
‘these streets day and night, summer and winter.l "Got a ﬁatch?” Barry
says, as the bell on the clock tower rings for the first time.
"Wha'dya want a match for?'" the man answers. He is an Indian, yith
a nearly empty mickey of booze in his hand. His jacket hangs open and
Barry can see cigarette tobacco sticking out of hjs shirt pocket.

"I want to light these candles. No& please, can I have a matchT%
"Wha'dya want to light them candles.for?”
"Look, you can have them all when I'm through. But please, ,do
you have a match?"
"Yeah, sure, I got lots of matches." The Indian fumbles in his
shirt pocket. The bell has rung six or seven times now; maybe more.
"Thanks. Now could you kind of stand in front of me, shelter me

a bit from the wind?"

"Huh?" i
]

"Never mind."” He gtrikes a match, and the Indian leans over him,

-

watching. Barry lights two candles,}sgrikes another match and lights
<
a third. The clock tower bell rings fior the last time, and Barry stands
up, watching as, one by one, phe candles wink out.
The Indian scratches higiiockmarked chin, looking puzzléd. "That~
was kind of pretty,” he says, and offers Barry his mickey. "H;ve a
drink?" -

The bottle has no label on it. It occurs to Barry that its
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contents might be revolting, or even dangerous. But having lit the

candles with some last minute help, he feels an amazing relief -rush
through him--an exhilaration--and affection for the stranger on the

sidewalk beside him.

"Thanks,” he says, putting the bottle to his 1ips. "Thanks a lot."



