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A minor tragedy:
the radical grows old

I knew her and her parents
very well. They were quiet peo-
ple, members of the commun-
ity, but not leaders. Their neigh-
bours displayed a curious de-
tachment in speaking about the
family—often there was a slight
undercurrent of hostility.

She admits she neither knew
nor understood her parents be-
fore she left home. She had
known for many years, but had
not until recently accepted, that
her parents were socialists, per-
haps even communists. For years
her embryonic consciousness en-
compassed only shame that her
parents were somehow ‘‘queer”
because they did not like the
society she knew.

But after leaving home, she
began to see things she had never
seen before, to connect in her
own mind some of the things her
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parents had told her in the years
before. She wrote them a letter
and poured out her discontent,
her indignation, and her new-
found confidence that she had
seen something about society that
was undeniably truth. It coin-
cided with the attitudes of her
parents. But there was one dif-
ference: she, being young, still
retained some remnants of opti-
mism and ambition. Her parents,
being old, had none. Her mother
wrote her a letter:

“You know how much we
agree with you on many of the
issues .that you raised but we are
also less idealistic and more re-
signed to things (a privilege of
age) than you young people are.

“It is good that you see be-
yond the immediate creature
comforts that a good paying job
provides and realize that you
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have been one of the fortunate
few who could achieve such
things and to hell with the rest
of the world.

“However, let’s face up to to-
day's rotten world. You are 20
years old and are preparing to
take on the responsibility of sup-
porting yourself. In order to* do
this you will have to get. some
training and compete in this cap-
italistic society whether you like
it or not.

“Your dad and I are pleased to
give you your education because
we don’t consider the capital we
have amassed is ours. It is just
in trust for us to use wisely and
well.

“Just because you are to go
out in this dog-eat-dog world
doesn’t mean you can’t think your
own way but believe us, dear,
when we tell you that you can
sure be in trouble if you try to
say what you think.

“It is just like bashing your
head against a wall, and almost
as pointless when you are sur-
rounded by 90 per cent who vote
Conservative regardless, who be-
lieve war is grand and glorious,
and who think all welfare people
are there because they are lazy,
ignorant or stupid.”

The letter went on with moth-
erly gossip and love. Her parents
had been through it all — they
were the “bloody but unbowed”
who had lost all hope, all ambi-
tion for change. But they still had
their own minds.

This is a true story, and it is
a tragedy. Why does it go on
happening?
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“It's so hopeless”

by Winston Gereluk

Ending an endeavor began with
such ambition as my writing
columns for Gateway leaves me
with a deep sense of futility, and
more than a little addition to my
cynicism.

I had started out to do so much:
of the many aims that I had in
mind, none had priority over my
ambition to show university stu-
dents that it is still possible to
voice personal dissatisfaction; that

“even in such a large, structured

organization what one individual
thinks or feels can be expressed,
it does not always have to be
repressed.

I had hoped to communicate
with students, but it’s so hopeless.
I probably missed the vast ma-
jority who thought that I was be-
ing unnecessarily rabid in my
criticism—and I also probably
missed those on the left wing who
must have thought my analyses
unforgivably trivial and disgust-
ingly timid. In most cases I my-
self agree with the latter group.

There were, I hope, at one time
or another, a few to whom I did
succeed in speaking. If 1 did, I
fulfilled my purpose. For there
is nothing more potentially re-

ESO outlook promising

by Brian Campbell

volutionary in the context of this
large, impersonal and repressive
system than two people honestly
communicating on the basis of
their concern for each other.

To those who found my col-
umn shockingly and distastefully
left-wing, I can only say by way
of happy farewell, “Find some
way in which you can carry on
your bovine existence without at
the same time imposing the stan-
dards (?) of your existence upon
those of us that worry about the
quality of life.”

To those that think that my
analyses were horribly simplistic,
I want to say, “Jeez, I'm sorry!
My columns were all that Gate-
way had, because you wouldn’t
write any.”

But to those with whom I
have communicated, if only brief-
ly, I want to say that writing to
you has been a great experience.
It is what has made this school
term something to be remem-
bered. I am sad that it is over;
there is so much I have left un-
said.

I'm leaving university, and
don’t think that I'll ever come
back, and to say good-bye is
really so hopeless.

Continuing on from where we
left off on the last page of Cas-
serole, there is one thing yet to
be said about Gloria Richard’s
performance at the last mid-week
concert and that is that she
should work harder on her pro-
nunciation. Her vowels are ter-
rible and it showed in every
number she sang.

Last Saturday the ESO capital-
ized on the drawing power of
Marek Jablonski and announced
next year’s program.

It is a gamble at a time when
I did not expect the symphony to
take chances. They have given
up (thank God) the name star
syndrome, and brought back
three lesser - known performers
who gave us great performances.

Charles Treger is a professor
as well as a violinist, but he is
the best violinist to play in Ed-
monton in recent years. Undra-
matic and intense, his power is
under his skin—in his playing
and not in his gestures. Gyorgy
Sebok is another musician from
the same mold. He played a
Mozart piano concerto last time,
and I hope his return means we

will hear more Mozart next year.
As I remember it, Anton Kuerti
is another performer with roots
in academe. He teaches at the
University of Toronto, and for
my money he is the best pianist
in Canada and his return is long
overdue.

The other guest artists are un-
knowns, and this is a healthy
sign. Unfortunately there is no
indication on the ESO’s prelim-
inary program of the music we
are going to hear next year. I
hope it excites our curiosity as
much as the artists have.

Benjamin Britten’s War Re-
quiem is a masterpiece which we
can only look forward to with
pleasure, but the rest of the year
remains a question mark. If our
symphony is going to establish
the vitality it needs, we should
have more modern works, like
Sasonkin's Symphony, Op. 4, a
heavier emphasis on the Classic
Period, and less 19th Century
slush.

I do not know what I'll do if
we don't get it, but I'll tell you
this, I'm writing De Koven on
Monday. Maybe he's nasty
enough to be next year’s critic.




