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Excalibor

Poets Corner

Canada, my country,

who are those that are selling you
down the river?

Who are those that in secret

long most for the day of your death?

Multifarious in their maneuvering,
subtle even to themselves,
they are not easily detected.

They are not John Wayne with napalm,
or the bloated British diplomat,

or the mealy-mouthed Canadian poli
stereotyped villains of melodrama,

cian,

s of candy or of death
kind of native.

sneaking down
begging for the fast
of their country,
fearing the deprivation of th

No, they are more complex
and more ambiguous,
not so naive and far mor gerous

(especially when being well-meaning).

They hide the gleam of the Inperial Eagle
behind academic spectacles or a beard,
bestowing the condescending pat on_t the head,
damning with faint praise, A
admiring our ‘‘nineteenth- cer?(ry“ mcer\e;ﬁ
bringing the ‘“wave of the fu (
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They edit little magazines,

bowing to the Mecca of Black Mountain,
publishing ‘‘pure’’ prose and poetry

in the great bland tradition,
meaningless and seldom memorable.

ey spopédr events on Canadian culture,
glving tie natives, white or red or black,
(oten/thein own countrymen)
a chance tp perform their little war dances.

They givel lectures in Canadian art,
dealing ig calculatedAmplication,
patronizipg with acddémic ‘“expertise’’
the “lesger branch’’ of the ‘‘Nd
putting the propgtr smdar op
(Vulturg-like ey scénp

e Group of Seven

They givefectures on Canadjan literature,
tracing tife dead hand of Olsor"8¥ 6T Cregity,
or elsg/performing most brilliantly

when dealing with our young icopéclasts,
imported brands of spiritual apérchy,
displaying their desperate fgér of belief.

They are the masters ¢
admirers of their o
Dropping phrases

a special jargon,
expressed idealism.
e "international’’

they are the pro€perous pimps for their country.
acing term ‘“North American’’

Using the all-emb
“#hey_are her lustful\gnd poorly paying clients.
At the pund O, ‘““universal’’,

their mouths moistéfi™and their eyes shine.
Living in past dreams of Mill or Acton,

they treat Canadian nationalism as a joke
(somewhat on a par with Women’s Liberation).

Do they honestly know what they’re doing?
ow do they feel When they look in the mirror?
Do they wake up sometimes at five in the morning
and find cold truth in their beds?
(Do they get up and put it out with the cat?)

al as Pierre Trudeau

as a gift,

a means of ““liberation’’.

They muffle the dying roar .~ /7
of the broken-down British lign {
behind a real or phony Oxfor¢ accent}:,
bowing in solemn reverence tb the Baxd,
reserving to themselves exclusive righ
of cultural ex-communication.

They avoid too much clairty of\speech,
labelling it crude and naive.
preferring the indirect approa;/br’
obscurity and obfuscation

They sit in faculty lounges o(charmmg apa:
discoursing on the different kinds of wme
with inflections of Cornell o_r Cambridge
(They don’t like Canadian wnne except maybe

Bright’s).

They are our own Canadian administrators,
fatherly and all-knowing,

The vanguard of a servile continentalism,
unctuously babbling of ““excellence’’

and ““universal scholarship’’,

fastidious to avoid ““discrimination’’,

unless it be against their fellow countrymen
(“’provincial’’ and second-rate’’).

They are your friendly neighbourhood coloniser,
or the pillars of colonial elite society.

From whichever side of the border,

united in the death grip of colonialism,

that looks sometimes so much like copulation.

They sit on Boards and Senates.

They are the brilliant young executives

in climbing corporations.

They are the old men with sclerotic minds
and suet in their souls.

They are the fawning women,

“girl fridays’’ of the conquering crusoes.
They are the ones who officiate

at graduation ceremonies,

attend church or synagogue,

or maintain a correct intellectual agnosticism.

(just married to prove it!),

as Harold Wilson Lieutenant Caley.
Good husbands and devoted wives,

and loving parents,

bri nd mini-skirted girls,
peacefully earning their livings,
conscientiously an{l with competence.

Americans,
they see themselves as the last hope

of Man y
; a"rﬁ__en‘ﬁer nex‘/ and different names),
ea

the American D

“dead in New York bu’r still alive in Toronto”’.
(Some really wish for our land’s independence,
_but_sigh, Alasi"they don‘t see how,

consollng themselves ‘with the tax exemption.)

Canada, my country,
it is these who quietly sanction the ultimate sell-out.

It is these who secretly long for the date of your death.

th American’’ tradition,

he lifg-blood and the pulse).
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