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Editor’s Message
Ellen Moffat

The purpose of this issue is
twolnid—to review and promote
published and unpublished
liteialure about the Canadian
working class and to offer sugges-
tions to teachers interested in in-
corporating labor studies in -
language arts. English, and music
classes. '

The journal includes poetry, a
teaching unit on poetry and myth,
children’s novels, a song and ac-
companying article, and a short
story. One" article, writings by

, students at ‘Burnabg/ Central Senior
k Secondary/ Schocl, reflects the
awareness ‘and concern secondary
~chool students have about the
economy and their prospects for
employmexjt. Also, it gives a sug-
. gestion' for a valuable writing
.assignment for secondary school
students. | i
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Why Unemployment?

I can hardly understand how people
L €an go on year after year giving
Christmas baskets witfiout wondering
why people lack fpod: colleiting old
clothes without ashing why people
i " should not buy new ones: trying to get
g . beople jobs and ol asking “why -
A S unemployment?” |
s S I.5.- WOODSWORTH, 1934
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from Oné Prdqd Summer
by Marsha Hewitt and Claire ‘Mackay
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© CHAPTER

“You idiott” ; P :
Lucie jumped. The skinny bobbin of fine cotton thread leapt from her swedting hands,
fell to the floor, and rolied to a stop in a pool of oil under the loom.

U You idiot!” d again. “‘All your fingers are thumbs!” ‘

“Luci ' 2 g for the soiled spool, looked up at Angus
s angry face for the third time that morning, “But...but,..” '

“Shut up, kid! And forget that bobbin! It’s no good now!” Swearing, he stepped
forward andyanked the switch to “Off.” “Shuttle’s empty, you dummy! Again!” He waved
an arm.towards the end of the aisle. “Sc’s number six” , ‘
- He moved towards her, throwing his shoulders from side to side, his head stiff on
his neck as if it were made all in one piece. He always walked that way. Probably to
make himself look bigger, Lucie thought. And he was really only a little taller than she

. was, He put his hands on his hips-and looked her up and down, shaking his head in

digust. =~ . : LT . , : :

. “Frenchie, you are some dumb kid} You got more fines than anybody on the floor!”

i nd pulled a gredsy black notebook from his vest pocket. “/Let's see now, -
Laplante, Laplante...yeah; here we are..." He chuckled again. Lucie glanced around to’

- seeif anyone was watching, if anyone could fiear over the steady grinding clatter of the
machines in-the cavernous weaving shed. Sr¢ bit her lower lip to stop it from trembl- -
ing. Fines? What was he talking ‘about? V.t fines?” , B

“Yep, six mistakes so far this week - Just about the record.” He made a mark in the

‘notebook, then stared at her, smirking. “And that’s not counting yesterday when you -
eakec i oom. Twice a day is all you're allowed, remember?” Lucie felt

- her face go hot. “You keep on like that, sweetheart, and your pay envelope'll be empty. |

Just like your héad!”j 3 s o S 0
T “But sir, l."’.”.ll.’.hobody,-rtolrd me about fines!”” Lucie hurried to fit the cop of thread

0

_%_The foreman leaned closer. The pale May sunlight anglin
- windows glinted on his carrot'colored hair, on-ife reddish stubble ¢
- tAlmost’like fir, Lucie thought. Like an animal’s fur. - : S

= - She could'smell the stale tobacco from his mouth and see the brown stains on his
", teeth. His narrow maroon tie, spotted with food, brushed her bare arm. She flinched:

o pay, allof it

50 buthe grabbed her chin with a rough hand and shook it back and forth till she felt diz-
Lz Then he laughed and said, “Well, now, Frerchie, ain't that just too bad!" He'let go
_abruptly and she fell back against her wheeled wooden crate of foot-long bobbins, the
5 cfatg,she pushed in front of her all day, every day, rushing to fill the endiessly emptying -
. shuttles. He Iaughed again, harshly, and waiked away, E
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Lucie felt the fury, the despair, rising in her once more, making her knees sag and
her vision blur. Her hands, webbed with tiny cuts from the sharp thread and stinging
with sweat, curled into fists at her sides, and her jaw, framed by brown shoulder-length
hair, grew tight against the tears threatening behind her eyes. She looked old
thirteen. She watched as MacGregor stopped to yell at Annette in-the next aisle, and

~ she knew she hated him. ‘ '

Annette. The one bright spot. Just looking at her made Lucie feel better, not so afraid.
Funny how they'd made friends right away, even though Annette was older. Knowing
thatin a little while they would eat their lunch together, that tonight they would walk
home together, made the day less grim, the work less hard.

Annette never seemed scared at all, just went on weaving till MacGregor’s voice got
tired, paying no attention, a grin on her face. Maybe when you're sixteen you’re not
afraid any more, Lucie thought. As the foreman walked away, Annette turned and winked
at her. Lucie grinned and . Wi be like that...maybe when I've been
here longer, when I'm a weaver...Annette had been working for over a year now, since
just before V-t Day when the war with Hitler ended, finally, and everybody had run into
the streets in the middle of the morning, cheering and crying and singing. The soldiers
had pulled off their caps and ties and kissed every girl they could find, Lucie remembered,

- and the big mill whistle had hooted with joy, the siren down at the firehall had wailed
happily, and every church bell in town, from the high tower at Ste-Cécile’s cathedral
to the tiny gospel hail just north of Dufferin Street, had rung out the news. Lucie had
been at school that day, learning about watts and kilowatts. It was a little before recess,
‘and Sister Gabrielle had run into their classroom with her black robes flying to tell them

they had all stood up to sing O Canadla, while Sistér fluttered
and tears streamed down her face, because now two of her
| € home—and one wouldn't. The schools had clesed, the stores had
closed, the mill had closed, and that nigfit in the park by the old canal there were flags—
the bright blue and ‘white,‘of the fleur-de-lis, the brave tricolour of France, a Union Jack
here and there; and fireworks—rockets splashing their gaudy pinks and greens against
~ the navy sky, giant sparklers spitting white light; and free hot dogs and pop for all the
- kids in.Valleyfield... o Y B o N

" Shelifted her hair from her neck for a moment. She was wet witk: sweat. Bits of cot-

~ ton stuck to her arms, tickled her upper lip. She blew at them without resuit. Water,
~hissing out from the ceiling pipes in a fine spray, made a thin moist fog all about her.

. And every window in the place was nailed shut. Colonel Kirk, the manager, said the
dampness was better for the thread. Kept it from getting brittle and breaking. She sighed: -
Might be better for the thread but it was sure a heck of a lot worse for the people.

Furtively she glanced around to locate MacGregor, before she stretched ')’o ease the -

-ache in her shoulders and back. He was three aisles away, she saw, and her moisth twisted

- :with scorn.. He had his arm around dark-haired Emilie Bouchard.’ As usual. And—as -
_ " usual<she wasn't pushing him away. No wonder she gets her looms repaired first. |-

- bet she doesn‘t get yelled at either. Or fined. Lucie felt the anger surge in her once more.

It wasn't fair! e IR A B L e
RE Then she shrugged. Ah, what was the use? Things were as they were. What could ,

: she, or anybody, do about it? Nothing. Nothing at all. Unless she wanted to play Emilie’s -
game. And she’d never do that, never.No matter what. She bent over to pluck a bobbin -

~ from the bottom of her cart, and the big silver whistle two blocks away, its voice a sharp"-
command-above the maddening metal lic chatter of the looms,vrannounced lunch break.

iy




vdue...” She swallowed,

* MacGregor acts.”

i

-~ ing:them into

|
CHAPTER.

"“Hey, Lucie! Over herel’”

Annette, blue eyes smiling,
usual bofogna and mustard sa
from the shelf above her sweat

was perched on the wide cemen
ndwich. Lucie smiled back and

twindow sill eating her

grabbed

er. A cockroach ran down the wall and sC

her lunch bag
uttled towards

a crack in the floor.

Lucie stamped at it. Darn!

she thought. Missed again.

“ Ske hoisted herself u
ly closed it.
“Eat it Lucie.”
“I'm not hungry.”
.So eat it anyway. You don
glanced at Lucie sideways. “You don

p beside Annette, opened the bag, looked inside, then carefui-

f’\

't eat, you get sick. You ge'ﬁ/sick, you can't work.” She
't work, you don’t get paid.”

Lucie unwrapped the dark bread
Her stomach rocked. i'm already sic
cart. Sick’of being yelled at: She for

and cheese and stared at it as if i
k, she thought. Sick of the mill.

t were an enemy.
Sick of pushing a
ds like | won't get

ced a bite down and said, “Soun

paid anyway. Did you hear what

MacGregor said a

bout fines?”

- "Yep. Makes you mad, doesn't it?"”
Lucie took another bite. “Mama was countin

/Right.” The older girl surveyed the room.

gonm

“It’s just not fair, Annette!” S .
Some of the weavers still stood at their

y péy this Wéék. The hydro’s -

looins, eating as they wo

rked..The more cloth t

hey made, the more money in their pay. -

Under cover of the muted ciatter A

something to make it fair.”.

nnette said, “Which is why we're going to.do

. Lucie stopped eating,
She grinned, and for am

hope stirring in her at the confident tone of Annette’s voice.

oment her face lost its weariness.

“Yeah? What, Annette? For

“a start, how about drowning MacGregor in the lake?””
Annette laughed. “He'd probably poison the fish. No, we're

just éqihg to éhange

-a‘few things around here.”
e “like What?“ o any

- “Like the hours we work; the\
Annette ticked
‘. 'l»;uHo‘N{?ul' S h
. “With the union.”
* : “The.union?” " ‘
- " :‘I‘Yep.l'

glanced in that direction. A few,

‘left. Lucie
carding shop boss, the smoke from his ciga
snake. Both girls fell silent. Lucie ate the
- paper and the bag into a neat rectangle! She
doOi’waY; ; :

- "He's gone, Annette.”
.+~ "Okay. Now, where was'I? The union.
- 'Well, a little bit, I guess. I've heard m
~a couple of times. And then that
- ""Mademoiselle Parent?”’ Cey

'pay we geti,3 the vacations we don’t
them off on her slender fingers.:

“Suddenly Ann(/atte sniffed and put a finger to her i to th
\ yards away, near the open door, stood the -
rette curling t

rest of her s

the big patch pocket of her

lady’f from Montreal,

get—and the way o

ps. She jerked her head to the \'

towards them like a woolly grey :
andwich and-folded the waxed
'd use them again for Monday’s lunch. Tuck-

dirndl skirt, she looked once more at the -

You heard about it yet, Lucie?”’
y mom talking to my grandmother about it
you know the one?”




Lucie nodded. ““She came to the house, last year I think, to talk to my parents...”
Lucie frowned, trying to remember. “She stayed a long time, sitting in the kitchen. Just
like anybody. Even ‘though- my grandmother said she had real pearls on!” Lucie
stopped, looked away, then turned back and blurted, “Annette, she’s against the Church!
The sisters told us, at school! We had to Say a prayer every week asking God to make
her leave Valleyfield!” ' ' : o

Annette laughed. Lucie gaped at her in shock. What was so funny about being against
the Church? It was terrible! ‘ v ‘

“Lucie, that's nothing! The priest told my dad he couldn’t take communion any more -
if he joined the new union. It didn't stop him! Now he’s the president! The old union,
the Catholic union, wasn’t any good. They never stood up to the bosses. So we needed
a better one. And since it won'’t take orders from the Church, most of the priests are
upset, of course.” She glanced at the younger girl. “You get jt?” =

“Yeah, | guess so,” answered Lucie. She hesitated again, feeling her face grow pink, .
“Uh, Annette, hope you don't think I'm stupid, but...well, I'm not even sure what a union
is!”’ - ’ : -

- “Annette smiled. “That's what | figured. And you‘re not stupid, Lucie—at your age’
I didn’t know either. Anyhow, a union’s like a club, a club for all the people who work
here, like you and me, and your mother and my dad, for everybody except the foremen
and the bosses."” L ‘
“For Emilie Bouchard, to5?" asked Lucie. 1 v
Annette looked at her and grinned. “Even for Emilie Bouchard. You saw that this
morning, eh?” : ‘ : ‘
“How could anybody miss it?” ‘
“I know. But Lucie, that's part of what's wrong. Emilie’s too scared to act any other
way. The union will fix things-so she doesn’t have to be scared. So that none of us has
. to be scared.” : o o
. For a’moment Lucie studied her friend. There was something in her voice, in her
+ face, something strong and brave flowing from her that made Lucie feel different, hap-
~ pier somehow, despite her fatigue. Maybe things could change, she thought. If Annette
-said so, if Annette was s0 sure, maybe everything could change...
: “And that’s not all,” Annette was saying. “‘Most of us work fifty hours every week,
- What would you say to fortyf,hourls',\inste_ad? And an extra five dollars a week in your .,
' Pay? And pay for vacations and holidays? A'month from now is St-Jean Baptiste Day.
‘The whole province celebrates. How do wa celebrate? We lose a day’s pay, that's how!""
She stopped for breath. “’And then,” she went on, “we've got to put with guys—excuse
me; I mean rats, except that's an insult to rats—like MacGregor, who treat us like dirt
under their feet, and who only. know enough French to call us names!”’ :
% Lucie bit her lip and colour spread into her cheeks once more. Annette, seeing her
face, slipped an arm around her:shoulders and gave her a quick hug..Lucie looked at
. the floor, unable to speak: The whistle shrilled. Both girls jumped down from the win-
dowsill. .t . ol o 3 i o
- “There’s more, Lucie!” shouted Annette. ““Meet me outside the gates after work,
- okay?”’ ST B Y . L, S SR
iy ‘)Il;ucie nodded; and ran to her cart at one end of the fifth row of looms. At the other
- -end stood MacGregor. He peered at her, pulied out his watch, shook his head, and made -
- anote in his black book, smiling under his scraggly red mustache. Lucie gritted her teeth
_and began working, unable to prevent the ripple of fear in her mind at the sight of him,
_Boy, she thought, if the- union could get rid of him... -~ e T
. His words rang bitterly.in her memory. “Idiot.” “Dummy.” And maybe worst of all;
~“’Frenchie.” The names had hurt more than she had imagined they could. They made
her feel small, smaller even than her five feet three inches. They had changed the way

| -she felt about what she was and:who she was. . ;. : ‘
-, -She remembered, as her fingers flew to thread a bobbin into a waiting shuttle, how "

[




it had been at school. The sisters had praised her, saying she was clever and bright. She
had stood first for three yearsin a row in geography and spelling and reading. And that
was why her Papa had bought books for her at Christmastime and birthdays. When she
bought home her report card, he would study her marks with a serious'face, while she
wriggled on the arm of his chair beside the big kitchen stove, waiting for what he said
every time, for what delighted her every time. He would nod slowly, and a smile would
lighten his face, and he would turn to her and say, “When the good God gave out brains,
Lucie ‘laplante, daughter of Danie! Laplante, was first in line!” And she would laugh
with joy, and he would laugh too, and then plant a kiss on her cheek. it was like getting
a medal. She always felt as if she had done something special and marvellous, as if she
were.a conqueror. ' :

But ncw that was gone. In three weeks it was gone, that feeling. Three weeks of
pushing this stupid cart full of stupid bobbins. Three weeks of MacGregor yelling in
her ear. She'd started to think he was right, and that her teachers, her father, had been
wrong. Maybe she was what he said—clumsy, and slow, and not clever at all. Each time
he shouted at fher, each time he made a remark in his notebook, she felt something
shrivel inside her.

Can the union change that? she wondered, wiping the sweat from her forehead with
a damp handkerchief. Can the union make me feel the way I felt before? Maybe, she
thought, maybe with shorter hours and more pay, | can go back to school some time.
Or at least study at night. Instead of falling asleep over my dinner.

For the first time since she had started at the mill she felt a lightness inside, a kind
of strange excitement. The union. The union. She repeated the word, out loud, as if it
were a lucky charm, a magic spell. A word strong enough to slay dragons, vanquish
giants—or make an evil red-headed dwarf disappear. '

Army of U“emPIOYed He answered *"Nice for you, As he started to relate his story

| met a dear old friend today, It must be very gratifying It just came pouring out, -,
An accidental meeting; To Le one of the chosen fow.” He'd been unemployed a year.
" At once 1 sensed a change in him “His voice was filled with bitterness, He'd lost his house, his car. his friends.
A coolness in his greeting. - He looked at me with hate. And now his greatest fear
I said *I'm on my way to work.” | felt | was his enemy Was he'd lose his wife and family
' : : By his failure-to provide.
He said he didn’t want to [ive
Without dignity and pride.
“You know I've worked hard all my life
“To build a future for my kids
And. after all my toil and sweat
I'm headed for the skids.”
I realized right as | stood then
My God. this could be mel
| have no job security,
I have no guarantee
That | won't be standing in his shoes
- A month. a year from now:
And as he turned and walked away
2. 1'made a solemn vow. ‘
. That I'll fight to keep the lifestyle
L have earned by my own sweat:
And if I recruit the unemployed,
We'll have the mightiest army yet.
‘ JUNE WILSON
Penticton Unemployment Action Centre




Black Shades

Goes Dlsh-Washmg
- Writing poetry and myi,

economic t{remes
Tom Morton ’

i
g L

Followmg are some notes on teachmg creative
wntmg to Grades 8 and 9 with content that reflects

work and social issues. The sources for’ my ideas

were Kenneth Koch’s Rose, Why Are You'Read?;

- Tom Wayman's anthology of poems about work,

' Going for Coffee; and for the myth assignment,

' Ideas for Teaching English in the Junior High and
Middle Schools from the National Council of
‘Teachers of English (NCTE). These are notes only,
because the unit is evolving.
Poetry

i distributed to the class copies of partlcular
poems, which we then used as models for our
wntmg Concerned about developing enthusiasm,
. Idid not insist that students follow the workplace

_ theme if they had another topic in-mind. Poetic: -
form first, content second. To develop a positive
attntude, we would ' do group -poems as well, -

- brainstorming, for example a list of similes (the

pamtbrush Iooked hke + the chain-saw sounded :

~like...). : e
Publlshmg—readmg aloud mlmeographmg,

and posting poems on the bulletin board—he!oed

- spread .new ideas that students developed

The' students provided me with some, ldeas for ‘ '

lmprovement They disliked the short time | gave:
- them to write. Alsc they wanted me to take a more
editorial " role, . giving -more- suggestlons for
|mprovement :

Here area few of the poems and |deas ! used

1.

)

i

Jimn Daniels

Shert-Order Cook

An average joe comes in and orders {
30. cheeseburgers and 30 frizs.
|
1 wait for him to pay before | start cooking.:
He pays —
he ain’t no average joe.

The grill is-just big enough for 10 rows of 3.
1 slap the burgers. down.

throw two buckets of fries in the deep frier
and they pop pop spit spit...

" psss...

The counter girls Iaugh

I concentrate. ~ ©

It is the crucial point:

they are ready for the cheese.

. My fingers shake as | tear off slices, toss
them on the burgers/fries doneldump/

refill buckets/burgers ready/flip

into buns, beat that melting cheeselwrap
burgers in plasticlinto paper bagslfries donel
dumplfill 30 bags/bring them to the counter.

w:pe sweat on sleeve, and smile at the counter g:rls.}

L puff my chest out and Bellow:
30 cheese[:urgers 30 fries.”
They look at me funny. \
I grab a handful of ce. toss it in my mouth
do a little danice. and walk 5)1 ck to the grill.
Pressure, responsibility, success.
. 30 cheeseburge(s. 3Qfries. \
. o )

Jim Green

You Can't Help Smllmg

“You cant help smtlmg ;
< when the chain- saw.is roaring \
" you've got chips in your mouth

- exhaust’and turpentine in your nose e

and your hands are numb

youfre limbing,‘ vcutting‘

stacking, -~ working up
- one hell of a sweat

1S, just- Itke u was wften
Carl thinking of ldaho
“me-of the mountains . -

*north of Montana

6oth of us younger then -, o

|

R e i b e b A e e A e A A S e e R g e~ 3



>

and it's good work

swinging the saw along the limbs
“burning it through thick logs -
getling the blade bound

and working it loose

then noticing -

“When you stop for a breather
the morning mist
just pulling away

_froszing mountains

7
You can’t felp smiling

From these two poems, we pulled out the use
of sound words—pop pop spit spit and the use
 of a series of specific verbs to reflect the series
~ of actions in a job. | asked the students to describe
any habitual job they have done using a series of
verbs and at !east one sound word.

lames Hickling}'Grade 8

Dish Washlng ‘

The supper drshes sm‘mg in the smk like a bull
chalienging a matador.

I walk over slowly, like'a gunflghter at the
ready, and...! grab the ‘nearest dish,...wipe,
wipe/scrub, scrub/splash splash/nnse, rmse/dry,

| dry.

Sl The firse dish is dry 1 step back to admrre my
‘work for a moment,’ then dive in again. The se-

~cond round begins. I, snatch a plate and...wipe,.

wrpe/scrub scrub...over and over again!
Until...I finally stand alone. No more are they

ewl-lookmg, frre-breat‘ung beasts, but now they’f

are knights in gleaming armor.
Standmg wctonous, I have won.

.2... }im Daniels
.WOrk Shoes

Loaned out to amother départment for the day.
- 1-had a.job painting the good parts green,
. the bad omnge ‘

“When the line broke down
"1-painted my shoes’ green-

and danced a resurrection from grease.
: . . 4
1 was Mr. Greenshoes,

my: feet so light- and new

1 painted my socks.too.

s

i e U 7 e e e

Foreman said **Asshole.”
spit on the floor.
asked me to work late.

I said “Green shoes don’t want no bvertfme!"
danced for him,
followed his thumﬁ to the door.

The opportunity to - take on-a persona ap-
pealed to my students when | asked them to write
astory witha colored-clothmg character, such as
Mr. Red Shirt says.... We discussed also the sym-
bolism and mood of different colors.

Erik Rolfsen, Grade 8
Mr. Black Shades

: Smoothly he slides along the straight

cement sidewalk.

A man manv make out to be mean.

People keep their distance.

The wild whirling wind slows wisely down in the
wake of his walk. ‘

A dumbfounding darkness dances.
about him. :

People keep their distance.

"Cutting cleanly through the air as the krller

cats can
Is Mr. Black Shades.
People keep their distance.




3. Bronwen Wallace

The Housewife’s Poem -
for Virginia Woolf

Each morning ,

1 make coffee .begin

" my journey to my o:vn room
Sneak past the breakfast dishes
too late ~ the teapbt's spotted me
mutirous forks suap at my ankles'
and. the egg-turner tries
to block the hall door 1 reach it
just " miss being crushed
a frying pan clatters uselessly
against wood -

Pass the bathroom now where. towels
 encouraged by the clamor
ambush . - twine damp - ils
-round iy -neck -~ tie my hands
as the clogged sink “spits
X ha;r and bits of soap
~into. my face '
and the dust: under the bed
begms a low complammg whine
- rises to shriek as plants
" choke in their cracked. dry pots
and windows gasp for sunlight
Reach. my room at last .- -~ but
‘- the door refuses to shut -
. and: yesterday s coffee mug -
has spilled. itself in my notebook
L. grab for my typewriter
something has eaten the ribbon
- all_my pens are clogged
- “ashtray and pencil sharpener
. exchange smug glances
Lignore them - reach
©Jor a cigarette . dip. it
in my- coffee 50
. begm to wnte :

_One of the poems most’ en]oyed by the
students was this exotic extended personification. /
| asked the students also to descnbe ‘a bnef/
' actlon—comlng to school in the morning or go-/
ing. shoppmg—where inanimate ob;ects act as'if
_they are out to get them. "

BN

Joey M‘eyer,‘ Grade 9
Untiied -

I stumble into the kitchen—

Find myself staring intensely down into. t‘wP sink.
Grungy plates stare back at me--

Bowls taunting and teasing my patience.
Images of the night dance before me.

I pick up a spoon—

I see my reflection:=

! am horrified. :

a

Suzanne Kwoka

Every Day Armor |

1 wear a coat of armor

Every day l/,dd another layer
Tougﬁen up! they tell me.

The. Union. never does anything for me
Don't -they know that they arc the Union -
B Toughen up they tell me.

How come | got'laid off?
He asked me, sitting in his Toyota .
‘Toughen up they tell me.

. ‘The Union let:them fiee me
- So what if i'm drunk every day

= Toughen up Lhey te’l me.

I'll never cail the commxtteeman hes no good
Did | vote, fell no
Toughen up’ they tell me.

The. Uniion let them raise the rate
Hell no, 1 didn't call a committeeman
Tothen up they tell me. = =

It's not my fault T got walked out ..
So what if | threaten the foreman
Toughen up they teIl me.

~They elected Joe as a loke , -\
Now, I have to help his district, too
Toughen up they tell ine.
Toughen up they tell ‘me
lnstead 1 go home and cry - .+
There must be a fole in- my amor’ \




Although not a great poem, the subject mat-
ter allowed me to use Koch’s repetitive form—*{
seem to be” on every odd line, and “But really |
am” on every even linq. "

Chris Moffett, Grade 9
Untitled

I was laid off work. “Damn fool,” he said. On the
outside I'm rough and tough with ¢
-headed, guts of steel, can take anything. Inside
it's different—anger makes me rage to kill, but
depression takes over. | need more steel guts, |
must stick up for my rights and mostly for me and

my former job or “ex.”

— - :

The following assignment came after a uniton
the interpretation of Greek' myths and a discus-
sion of some modern myths. (See Economics

Myth: Fact Sheet and Writing Assignment, p. 6.)

V‘v'Ec_onomi‘cs Myth: ,
"Fact Sheet and Writing Assignment

You are to write an economics myth that explains -

how or why something exists in society.

Part I: PREWRITING iy
" Youwill need to create your own god or. goddess

and choose an aspect of economics or society as
a whole for this writing assignment. Answer each
ques'tiqp below..You will use these facts later in

- writinglyour economics myth.

1. Name of your god of goddess.
~2: Why helshe was given the name.
3..'What he/she is in charge of. _
kR 4 “His/her symbol. (Draw a’picture of the sym-
7 bol, What does it stand for?) S
5. *What does your god or goddess look like? List
information on face, body, clothing, special

. _decoration.

th people, hard-

-he found one that worked,

List the special powers or abj?ities your god
or goddess possesses, o ,
Select a subject for your:{conomics myth.
Choose one listed below ¢ T write on a sub-
ject of your own. b
s

How cars were created.
The origin of McDonald’s.

-Why we have rich and poor people.
The creation of the Sony Walkman,
How advertising began.” ‘
The first union (or multinational corporation
or school) on earth, /

~Part Il: WRITING THE MYTH

Your economics myth will contain’ two
paragraphs.” Use information from Part I (Pre-
Writing) to tell about your god or goddess in the
first paragraph. In the second paragraph, explain
how ' he/she was involved in creating the
economics subject you chose. Your myth can
open in many ways, but try to capture your
reader’s interest with the opening sentence. For
example, “Once, Hecco, goddéss of money was

 resting by a river, saddened by the loss of her on-

ly daughter.”

'MONOPLOS
by Allan Sharp, Grade 8

£y

. A-long time ago, Monoplos, the God of
Business, was in a quandary. His great success

with Machinas, the Gcd of Machinery, had been :

stopped by Unios, the Goddess of Labor, and
Comptos, the Goddess of Competition. And this

was hurting his protégde, the capitalist. How was:

he to stop them?.

He stayed up for dééédes, trying (o find a solu-
‘tion. He chewed 6,000,000 pens until they leaked,

and then he threw them into the Black Sea, which

is why they called it that (though it is not so inky

as it used to be). He tried millions of ideas before

His idea was the multinational corporation. 4

- powerful holding company indeed it managed to

make a profit everi when one of its own divisions
was on strike. That helped put his businessmen
on top. That is, until Unios and Realitus, the God -
of Politics invented Communism...but that's
another story, L EE o
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A Song Full of Symbol\s

Song Anonymous
Article by Phil Thomas

; !
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Arrangement copyright 1979, P.}. Thomas
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plane like Pat- tul- o “O'er these high moun - tain

1

‘ R A | .-

rang- es I'd A;nd I'd” fly to the. Cit- y of
G g »

Where'  they o griey - adc-
N ‘/’4 1 o g £

Oh. if I had a plane like Pattullo

O'er these high mountain ranges'I'd fly,
And T'd fly to the City of Ottawa
Where they say all our grievances lie.

But now we' re in Bntlsh Columbia
And this is ou' domiciled horve.

~ We've all had our fill of those tmm rides,
We no longer desire to roam, -

. So,we followed the bxrds to Victoria
“To try to prevail upon Duff
That it's work with a wage that we're a[ter
: So cut- out tfus transient stuff.

Hon. T.D. Pattullo in
N front of TCA plane. . .




- “If I Had a Plane like Pattullo’ was likely writ-
tenin late June 1938, by one of the thousand
single unempioyed men who trekked to Victoria
in the aftermath of their month-long Vancouver
Post Office sit-down demonstration, which had
ended only after the RCMP had used tear gas and
clubs on them. The sit-downers had been pro-
testing the continuing absence of a “Work and.
Wages" program in the nation, Municipal and pro-
vincial governments, as well as the unemployed
men, agreed that Ottawa should meetmajor relief
costs, but, although some moneys were provided
by the federal government for public works, the
>rogram was piecemeal and uninspired. Hav-

= ing.been routed by federal police from their oc-
cupation of a federal 'building, 'the single
unemployed pressed Victoria for action, ‘

. The song was printed in the Victoria Jobless
Journal, Vol. 1, No. 1, a hand-sized folded sheet,

- successor to the three issues of the Post Office:

~ Sitdowner’s Gazette. The pamphlets werewritten, -

- for the most part, in a light and humorous vein
despite the gravity of the situation; the price was-.
"'your suppct’—they were used to raise fu,n‘ds. R Prouincial elections, 1933

The song i~ arody of “The Prisoner’s Song*a West side 600'[71¢l)ck Gra.nvilie Street.

well-know:. ..ment of the 19205, which began with ! ERTR , o

Y
7

the line, “If | had the wings of an angel.” To get 7
- the full flavor of the satire, a survey of the depres- | o o x ‘
sion years in British Columbia is needed. - 7 . unemployed men rode freight trains, this leader

1

. B.C's Premier Thomas Dufferin Pattullo had travelled in a different mode; ‘the contrasting
for years beeh an admirer of Franklin D. modes of travel symbolized their separation, their
Roosevelt’s national recovery policies, and he pro- difficulty in dialogue. ,
posed for B.C. large-scale long-term public works. ~ Pattullo had come into office on a “Work and
Without federal support from R.B. Bennett’s Con- Wages" platform in 1933. In the provincial elec-
servatives,.and then after the 1935 eléction of tion of that year, the voters were presented with

- Mackenzie King's Liberals, he.was able to do lit- a choice among the splintered Cpnservativgs (who
tle. He had built the Fraser River bridge at New had been in office), the three-month-old Co-
o [ Westminster, which bore his nrame, ‘and the operative Commonwealth Federation (the CCF,
L \ highway south to the U.S. border, which was a which “became the NDP in 1967), and the
“significant road in its day. His biggest"chagce to’ regrouped and confident Liberals.kthe Depression
realize;\hisl'vhopes of giving the unemployed useful had hit British Cofumpia early and hard. The first
and inspiring work and wages was his proposed relief camps in the province had been inefficient-
Alaska Highway. In 1937, he opened negotiations ly and corruptly managed; they were taken over -
with the Roosevelt administration for the.scheme, by the Department of National Defence in 1933,
and, before Ottawa squelched his efforts, he had In the federal camp scheme, the men received an
."been hoping to borrow 15 million doliars fromihe -allowance of 20 cents a day, which hit strongly at -
Americans for cofstruction, P the self-image of alt workers. The result was aclear .
At first, Pattullo travelled by train on his ~ . move to the left in public opinion: the new CCF
negotiating trips east, but'in May 1938, he flew by - took 32% of the votes; the fragmenﬁtgd Conser-
United Airlines out of Seattle to Washington, D.C. vatives, 26%; and the “Work and Wages”
The premier had for many years caught people’s  followers of Pattullo, 42%. , »
. attention with his dapper style of dress, and now Before the election, British Columbia had
the image of his flying gave him an added dimen- 120,000 relief cases a month. During 1934,, the .
sion that lent itself.to gentle satire. While the * unemployment in the'natipn peaked at:800,000,
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" one out of five of the ma!e work force. The frustra-
tion - of years “of ineffective and demeanmg
palliatives finally showed itself in a rejection of the
-relief camps.-Thousands left the camps demand-
.. ing of Ottawa a positive work program..The en-
suing “On to Ottawa Trek” faced Prime Minister
R.B, Bennett with a chorce, and he tried to arrest
“ the trek leaders for sedition. This police action
precipitated.the ”Regma Riot” of Dominion Day;
July 1, 1935, (The previous May Day in Vancouver
many of the men had carried placards demanding
- “Work and Wages ") Inthe eyes of many Cana-
dians, law and order had parted w:th the cause
of justice. j '
The- election "in 1935 of Mackenzie Klng s
Liberals changed nothing. Canada was nct to have
- @"New Deal.” The burden of the unemployed was
~pushed from one level of government to another,
- and, despite some improvement in the economy,
the situation of great numbers was bleak. This was
SO espec;ally in British Columbia where many of
the once-transient unemployed had with the
" passage of time become legally resident; that is,
- B.C/ quahfled as their “domiciled home."”
‘Pattullo himself was frustrated with Ottawa’s
inaction and:became obdurate in his stand against
paying rehef ‘costs. In=the spring of -1938,. he
-ordered the closmg of the provincial forestry?
‘camps where many men had wintered. Those who
hailed from the East were told to go “home’’ and
were offered their rail tickets. Many protestedo
homelessn{ess, and re;ected the transient status to

Wthh they would thus agaln be condemned.
, i e

Many; of those smgle men put out of the pro- -
vincial forestry camps 'that spring became the Van-
-couver Post Office sit-downers and, after their
‘violent ev:ctron, went to Victoria' to ‘confront
— Premler/“Duff“ Pattullo wuh thelr phght Their
. demands for a public works program as well as
im medrate relief were taken ap by delegatlons to
the: f{'emler of church .ministers, women’s

organr/zatlons, and CCF MLAs. Pubhc opinion was

strongly in the men's ‘favor. Both the Vancouver

~ Sun and the,‘ rovince wrote ‘editorials deplormg'

‘the mactlon of -Pattullo. The Province editor’s”™

Though the men were fmaqually helpless
their spirit alarmed Pattullo to the point that on
June 23, with the first 300 demonstrators on his
doorstep, he wrote privately to ane Minister

ng complamrng that the RCMP was not stop-

pma transients en_fe siing B.C.; he wrote of “illegal”

ar"ts “subversive forces," and the. hkehhood of
“serious bloodshed,” with;no mention of public -

“works, etc. He ignored thefact that 75% of the sit-

downers were legally British Columbia residents.

The tirging in the song that Pattullo should fly
to Ottawa had both a satirical and a serious aspect.
The riew Trans Canada Air Lines (now Air Canada), .
founded in 1937, was high in people’s minds for
.expeditious travel ‘MLA Dorothy Steeves of the
CCF 5|gmf|cantly used words similar to those in
the song when the CCF delegation met Pattullo -
in Victoria on June 20: ““We suggest that you go
by plane to Ottawa with Mr. Pearson (B.C.’s -
Minister of Labour), and take one of the men’s
representatives with yoii- We are at one with you -
thatitis a Federal responsibility ultimately to look
after them . (r e, the smgle unemployed) "

i S

1.0 ‘“"Fﬂlrfhmvﬂ
" ""7 Tl
: "hﬂm.“

retort to the premier’s.curt assertion that he knew -

.his duty, given when’a CCF MILA reminded hrm/
.of certain _omissions, was: “'If the premler knows ,
his duty, why does he not do it? Why doe.-/he not
mobilize all theiinfluence he ca omnand to,
force Ottawa'’s hand? Why does he Pot do the dif-

- ficult and urgent job instead of/(he easy one of
-, browbeatmg he'pless, worklrss men...?"

- From the Vanrouuer'")\?rérfﬂre, May 1935.
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Sawmill

The greenchain scrapes, lurches,

dragging waste along.

The ‘mazket's up ang every mother's son, lite me,
. is singing, awhile, the dollar song.

Pushing Brooms. wheel Barrows,
we keep the chains clanking, 7
the stinking se}:f-soaked waste moving dqwn the lines.

, o | ' . Metal burns against ears—
TOURIST GUIDE! ™ ' everything's noise: concrete, :

Holiday seekers and Tourists—welcome to Vancouver. Through = - and the high sea stench of teredo worms. mangled bark,
- the facilities of our excellent, high-pressure toyrist promoters, you salt water. R ' .
* - know of the majestic mountains, the cool mointain streams, where S A :

. the spas are located and where the Best fishing is to be found. Afterwards. we go 0,'1}' out to the ocean in dark night,
But that is only the half of it—the city of Vancouver alone has stripping down to swiny, laughing, dipped in phosphorus,
scenes which it is too modest to admit are uncomparable on the -~y towelling away noise of wetal. stench of rot. chains.
continent. : : : \ N

. it L
v : S B . . ; ¢ V i \ .
L “We have plain ordinary roads of the rural variety leading - = :‘At;er;ﬁiﬁg;et}lr'swgff; ;th;zz er::léyj;ei(zogfﬁce
into the City—not Highways—sy that the tourists will know they - for n(}}f.é?ing.‘ , A
are in Canada immediately.they cr 0ss the line and come to - Heavy. newspapers and. magazines say -workers live too easy,
V“’?CQ“V‘;” f : o ‘ - have to pull their belts tight. " :
2 {lﬁr,i the various sections of the City. we have slums, which 1 don't believe it My friend fids rothing.
3 ﬁaw; been'apprag‘sed 6y Slum Clearqnce experts, who testify that I fave little, . 3
tﬁey' leadgyg\nLo don, England for delapidation, and our Civi; - The lumber market's gone all to fell, they say.
“authorities are’c serving _them With a good deal of pride for _But a piece of twoby-four Vo :
lourist attragtion. B e " is one-and-a-half by three-and-a-half inches: now
e and costs more per cubic inch than ‘\ggrime steak,
: il

_"3. Probably the most outstanding feature attraction however, i ‘ B _
is the spectacle which every ourist should see—it is the scenes = - Capitalists still'play on white sand iy molten sin.-
- at the Post Office and Art Gallery, where the Youth and workers still'go down-to the sparkling. blue-chip sea
of this. glorious civiliza’tion_.j waste away, while the authorities  tailimbed and beautiful.
“pass the buick from one to anotfier and refuse to accept any share Their salle ons. laden,

in the r espé_hsibility’ for the. proflem of Unemployment. - - still pushi,” smoothly, oui of theigreen-trimmed harpour

towards a perpetually golden future, -
from Robin-Matthews, The Beginning of Wisdom, 1978.

Fed

. SEE.VANCOUVER FIRST?
“Then_swap your car for a Bull-Dozer and blast your way
Y our Natural beauties of the interior. "+ " The Typist’s Revenge e AR
S S RS SRR R . -~ - Aman, readin a prepared address to a };}eeting of in-
S _Hejpful_ H_mts to Tourists - :‘x,_\j‘s dustrialists. swung fgfltd his peroration. oo
1. See your nearest Insurance dealer. T ““"The average businessman is tired. He hias worked long and
2 Remove_tires and equip with Caterpillar treads.: ~ diligently in the war effort and in the difficult times which preced: -
30 When, travelling at hight.icarry flares. This will assist ed it, and he is weary. He is physically and mentally tired. Buy
- searching parties 1 find you in the wilderness. sie.isn't nearly as tired as the givls why have Lo lye all this
4. Srtikitqjthe;center'of the road. One side is the ditch. the - eyewndh, B T P s i L
oblivion, - T T C - Then came a long, tense pause whilea delighted audience
3. A small boat is standard equipment during the rainy season, - came to its senses=and began to yelp its agpreciation. The speaker
- 6." Extra balast to keep car from bouncing off the road essential. . stared at his sc"'kipt‘in_;;unbel_ief.' L S L
o T We suggest You do as the Premier does—Ride on Alrplane.© .- “Why.” he Blurted out at last, | never wrote anything
AT L iike that!". . . . \ o

i | lssu’ed_lr)y Single'Une'r’I;p‘lby'ed Committee

. Oshaworker, Oshaw_a,, Oont:




Cream Separator Economms
(Or Guess Who Gets the Skim M:lk)

By the Hon. T. C. Douglas,
~Prem|er of Saskatchewan |

Our present capitalist economy can best be likened to a cream

separator—the laborer turns the handle: he is the ose who sup-

“plies the power which keeps the entire macfune in operation. The
- farmer, on the other hand; pours in the mdk he it is who sup-
plies the. raw material and the foodstuffs without which our
“economy would collapse. Between them these two produce the
wealth of the nation; the one pouring in the milk, the other turn-
“ing the. handle However. there is a tfurd figure on the scene
“Who is sometimes overlooked Heis the capttahst who owns the

. machine.

.. He does not pour in any mllk e does not turn the handle,
N but by.virtue of the fact that he has a piece of paper giving him
“legal: awnershrp of the cream separator fe-is allowed to sit on
astool wrth the cream spout fixed firmly in his mouth. The other
“two take turns at the skim milk spout. Now one can stay alive

o skim mrlk—he will not get very fat, but at least ke can stay’

alive—that is. provrdmg the skim milk keeps on coming; but un-
fortunately it does not.. Every once in @ while the capitalist gets
50 full of cream that he decides to shut off the machine, whereup
the skim milk stops too. The farmer will probably blame the
-worker and ius trade union for the stoppage. but the worker is
“only-too’ anxious for the opportunity to-turn the handle. it is
-not until the capitalist. feels that ke wants more cream that the
mathme is: set:in mot;an agam ‘

FLASH

Trie Garrison in the Federal Fortress report that they need
the following additions to the Commissarial:

SOCKS galore to improve atmospheric conditions.

FRUIT to remind them that it is Spring outside.

SOAP to present a snmmg face to the audience.

SMOKES to kill time| while awaiting word from Parlia- -
ment Hill, (

All donatrons of 6read butter, vegetables as well-as_the
above-mentioned items may be brought to O'Brien Hall, 404
Homer Street, or if you call Trinity 6371 we will Sf'nd a car

‘to bring it in. THANK YOU'

Post Offrce “Sitdowners* Cazette, Vol. 1, No. 1

' LOST AND FOUND

'LOST: All sense of responsrbtllty Finder please return same, "

to Parliament Buildings, Victoria. r
FOUND: Locations for public works projects. Government may

f,have details on application.

S()NAL
Prospenty please come back. All is forgiven

) VReprmted from the Post Office "Srtdowners” Gazerte
" Vol. 1, No. 3 :

0

LOST:'Mr, A. Job. Anyone knowmg his whereabouts please
notify Mr. Desti Tute:

. LOST: Faith in the Government Policy. Fmder please Ieave at -
“the Work and Wages Dept. '

FOUND: Solution .to unemploymmt Government may have
same by applymg at Union Headquarters

Reprlnted from the Post Office ”Srtdowners” Gazette,
Vol. 1, No. 3 . .

LOST Lease on four local hotels Finder pIease leave at Crty
Hall &

LOST: By smgle unemployed men, all desrre to travel Fmder
miay keey same. .

FOUN Dt,‘\pne thousand good reasons for_va works progra'm.'
Government may see same by applying_ at Union Headquarters.

Reprinted from the Victoria /obléss Journal, Vol. 1, No. 1.
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Social Notes <, — :

The social and dance to be feld in the new Union Hail of
the Single Unermployed, corner of Hastings and Granville streets.
promises to be the outstanding <ocial event of the season. The
persistent report that Mr, Pearse  will sing “ls 1t All @ Dream™
has not been confirmed as yol.

Mr. Pay-too-low, Premier of British Columbia. i paying
* a diplomatic visit to the capital of Canada this week. It is rumored
in diplomatic circles that he will try and make arrangement be-
tween these two countries regarding homeless men.

Miss Fortune is still courting Mr. Job Less in spite of his
attempls to ditch her. :

A pie-eating conlest will feature the afternoon tea being held
for the guests of the Federal Building at 3 p.m. Sunday. A
close contest is exvected with the odds on General D. Livery and
Parcel Post. -

Reprinted from Post Office “Sitdownérs”’ Gazetré: Vol. 1.No.2

Mark Gouté

A Model Citizen: “The people are hollering about high prices.
My meals cost many times more than their's and | never
complain.”

! Leftwing Huior

G Ve hie e,




The Task Eteinal
Robin Matthews -

pl

He hadn’t thought very much about the other
union’s moving toward a'strike. But when it came,
~.Danny knew he had to 80 on the line; though he
didn’t reaily want to 80- He knew there are peo-
ple who really want to do that kind of thing, like
‘Marvin, a member of the Communist Party, Mar-
vin had even been a Communist Party candidate

several times. He'd want to go to the strike.

because he always wanted to do anything that
" helped show up the contradictions of capitalism.

Danny knew, without being told by Marvin, that '

a strike of the Support Staff at Carleton Universi-
ty would certainly show up the contradictions of
Capitalism.. . SR
- That didn't please or displease Danny. For him
itwas just a fact, like the season of the year. A lot
- of the teachers wouldn’t like the Support Staff
. «Strike. They would lose alf their so-called academic
. objectivity, and they’d call the Support Staff dirty
names-and pass through their picket lines. The
president of the university and all the deans would
act like little capitalists, saying that they'd like to
give the strikers more, but.... They'd have a million
~reasons for arguing that teaching facuity and ad-
ministrators should make three or four hundred
. Per cent more money than Support Staff. They'd
...show_that beneath their rhetoric about being
- selfless people seeking truth, they were, in fact,
.People who supported all ‘the'ineq'ualities of the
<. society as long as the society paid them for their
loyalty. -~ - SRR L
~Of course, there'd be members of Support
 Staff who wouldn't want to think of themselves

- asworkers in aunion, and would cross their own

* picket ﬁnes"..Da'vrimy_qigg:t’ know how that would

" show up the contradictions of capitalism, but he

knew Marvin would have an explanation.

. ; Danny would go to the strike. He khew thai; '

but hereally didn’t want to go.

- He was worried that his students would suf- -

fer if he didn't go in to teach them. That was the
. core of the matter, he told himself. The students.
- The night before, he'd been. at Florence Cole’s
“house for a drink. One of/her friends came in, a
lovely, unearthly woman, Her name was Elizabeth
. Maripcse. She was tall and slender and liveiy, with
~ “electric movements and dark eyes that flashed and

" cooled and laughed as she talked. She was dressed
' in beautiful flowing clothes and silver jewellery
that made, her look like a princess in a fairy tale,

a_princess with long, elegantly combed hair.
Danny marvelled that anyone could be so aljve,

“Ill do anything,” she said, “give money—
how much they want—but | can’t leave my
students. They come first.” When she said that,
her eyes filled with a soulfu look as if she could
see the ‘crippled destiny of each one of her
students spreading out before her. Danny felt -
stabbed. He'd made up his mind to go on the line,
but he didn‘t want to. And he didn’t want to refuse
to cross. The soulful eyes of Elizabeth Maripose
looked at him as if to say, “I'm a teacher. That's

. My existance.” Then she added, I think we're like

firefighters and medical people. We shouldn’t be
allowed to go out ourselves or to support a strike.
There should be a law. What if our students lose
a year? Who can replace that?”” Then her mood

- shifted and her emotion focussed elsewhere, “Of

course, those poor people, those women on such
small salaries. That's why |'want to help.”" =
Danny didn't argue. He agreed with her,
almost. He was worried about his students and
told himself he’d work very hard when it was all -
over. He’d give his students extra workand extra
classes. He told himself they wouldn't suffer. But
he said nothing, - : R DT
. He felt old, and that made him a little afraid.
Was it really his students he worried about? Or
was it all the stress and tension he’d feel going

~on the picket line, the police officers there, the

screeching cars trying to push their way through -
the line, administrators Spying—spying so they
could dock his wages? He told himself he was wor-
ried for his students. But ke didn't like the ten-
sion that was building in him already. He knew
the teaching faculty would mostly stay away from

the strike, would cross the picket lines and attack -
_ the strikers. He knew he’d be accused of aban-
doning his students. He knew he’d have to face .

resistance. He worried about the resistance.
Then he thought the reason he didn‘t want to
80 to the strike was very plain and simple. He was -

afraid-of all the resistance he'd face. He cared

about the students,/ of course. But to_ be
photographed on'the picket line, and to trudge

‘back ‘and forth with a sign while his teaching

mates—even his friends—were going through the
line, that would be hard. They'd say, “he’s being

'paid to 80 into work, but he wants us to think he
cares about the sweaty poor.”
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He did care about the poor. That's not
something you talk about a lot, even at the time
of a strike. Nevertheless, it was something large

- and real to him. Danriy came from the poor, and

he remembered what it wasg like, always. He'd
never forgotten the pain his parents suffered, his

*.. mother saying to his father, “Arthur, we can't

make it to the end of the month. No matter what
we do, we can‘t make it with the money we have.”’
Down through many years that remark had been

' repeated.- He'd come from the poor.

He remembered one occasion when he was
very young. He’d gone with his father to visit a
wealthy man who was a vague connection of the
fa’mily.~Danny'§ father hadn’t given up an ounce
of his self-respect, but he’d explained to the man
that there was very little work, that the family was
large, that they were ill-clad” and sometimes
without food. The man expressed sympathy. Dan-
ny remembered that. But he didn't understand,
and he did nothing, though he saw his visitors
politely to the door. ‘

/' Danny had knowledge that he kept locked

away- from_ all the people he worked with,
knowledge he didn’t talk- about. But that
knowledge moved him again and again in his life.

He was'no longer poor, but he was tired now,
sometimes. He had begun to feel old. He had
begun-“to  find ‘ways to avoid tension and
resistance. That's- why he didn't argue with’

Elizabeth Maripose, the beautiful Spanish teacher.

She was right. But even where she wasn’t right,

- he didn’t care to argue. He wouldn't convince her,
~ and he'd set up tension. They'd resist each other.

- “He got up quite early the next morning, shaved
carefully, and.put on his.suit. I'm a teacher, he

. said t0 himself. | dress the way teachers dress,

‘ 'Th'enf,‘he' went on his bicycle down to the picket

line on Bronson Street. The strikers were assem-

’ bledlalre‘ady, They looked at him as they. wound.
round and round over the sidewalk, across the

road:

Cwor

He put his bicycle against a tree, picked up
a strike sign, and moved to join the picketers, A
few of them smiled; though he didn’t know them,
He saw a few eyes light up. The woman beside
him welcomed him. He felt awkward, as if he
didn't want to be welcomed, He didn‘t know
whether he felt awkward because he was embar-
rassed at being noticed or whether he thought
everyone he knew should be on the picket line,
as the most natural thing in the world.

"You're on the teaching staff, aren’t you?”” She
seemed to recognize him, but he didn‘t know who
she was, , ,

“Yes,” Danny said. He introduced himself.
She said who she was, and told him they were all
glad to see teaching staff supporting them: on the
line. : ET
“It's encouraging,” she said. “We should re

ly all know each other 'better.:, But it takes™

something like this even to’ have us meet—or
some of us at Jeast.” o

“You see so many people you' think' yofi‘

know,” Danny said, “then you get to the strike line

and you realize your hardly know anyone on cam-

pus. There just doesn't seem to be the time.”

Danny and his companion turned sharply at

the sidewalk, nearly collidi ng with a police officer.
There were lots of police and they were big. The
officers were trying to separate the line faster as
traffic increased so the cars wouldn't pile up, The
police were officious 'and used their bodies ag-
gressively. Danny ‘was offended by .them, sur-

prised at their size. They dwarfed everybody on
‘the line. He knew that’s what they were meant to

do, and he knew they were supposed to keep the
‘peace. But they always seemed to be keeping the

peace with a slight prejudice against the people
who Wwere on strike. He couldn’t help feeling of-

fended by them, though he tried not to. He knew

they had a job to do. He was thinking about their -

size and their aggressiveness when a car careered
through a very smali break in the line, nearly strik-

ing-a picketer. One of the women turned sharply.
on a police officer, - ‘ L

“You like that to kyh;ap.p'_en,” she snapped:at -
him.”You want somebody run over?” The police

officer was as surprised as everyone else, taken "
completely off guard. And he was aggrieved. He

didn’t think he should be talked to like that.

“You want me to stop it with my hands?’"He

spoke sharply, too.
"“What are you here f,

She wasn't letting him off, PO N
« "I think we were all surprised,” Danny said
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o ease the situation a little. “We’d better keep a
sharp eye out.” Before more could be said Mar-
vin was in front of him, wearing blue jeans with
threadbare cuffs and an old army fatigue jacket.
“Middle. aged, middle class, middle brow,
middle America,” Marvin said to him.
“Middle Canada,” Danny made the correc-

tion. ““You .Commies are never good on the na-:

tional question. I'm trying to rmake a little peace.
- What's the point of fighting uselessly?”

““What's the point of striking?’’ Marvin came

back at him sharply. “Maybe the cops’ll do their
‘job if somebody. shouts at them.” Danny didn‘t
say anything, He wasn’t going to defend the
police. if they were all different sizes, he might
have done so. But they were an obscene size, and
~they used their size to be coercive. They really
_were a symbol of State policy forced on the
people. He couldn't find it in himself to be
- generous to them. He didn't like them, because
he didn’t like being coerced. He kept silent.
3 “’I guess you like the role of peacemaker.”
Maryvin tried to provoke him again.
~""Yeah,"” Danny said. “That's why I'm walking
on the picket line,” | L
‘. “"Where’s the rest of your department?”’ Mar-
vin-looked: over the line with a critical eye.

“Where’s yours?”” Danny kept his face dead- -

~'pan. Marvin smiled.” :
““They!re scared shitless,” he said. “Or they
~ want to get Brownie points from the dean.”
' ““Some of them*don’t want to abandon their
- students,” Danny said. ““They care a lot about their
Coostudents.r s :
. ""You' 'mean “we: don’t care’ about our
- students?”’ D e T

L “Well, | guess it’s‘a”m'é‘fte*r of priorities.” Dan- |

- ny didn't'want to go further. He didn’t want to
~fight with Marvin, who was aggressive and sharp-
S0 “Yeah,” Marvin said. “Priorities, They.want to
have a union themselves. They make themselves

‘a union to get more money. But they won't help
. another union, in their own workplace, making -
" chicken feed. That's their priority. They know the

-students won't lose. They know they can teach as

“much in five months as'in six if they really have -

ctoSh S P
<~ “Some of them have families and mortgages,”
. Danny said. ; e

“Yeah, yeah. So t'h4ey get behind in their mort-

‘gages. Who's gonna take houses away from.

-university pfofes‘sors?",',Danny" left off. Marvin had
- an answer for everything. He was single and he

»

lived in an apartment by the river, and he was al-
ways uncompromising. ’

“Hey, hey, hey!" Marvin had left Danny’s sidg,-f’"'?

and was running and shouting across the road 7o
a car stopped by the picketers. ““Sc.you're going
through,” Marvin ‘was speaking very loudly.
through the car window. “You're going,in,land

~you on the union executive. My union!”’ Md\}‘(in

let his voice ooze out public contempt. “Have ygu

no shame? You're a scab, you know. You're what's".._

called a scab. You like that name... ".Two police
officers stepped in and moved the car through the -
line. Marvin was back at his side.“Help me,” he
said. “It's harder for the police to keep a smooth
flow if more of us deit.” : '
“I don't like shouting at people,” Danny said.
“If you want to win a strike,”” Marvin said,
“you shout. You think they aren’t shouting at us?
The papers report negotiations wrong, on pur-
pose. The administration threatens punishment
for supporting the strikers. And we’re supposed
to be quiet.” Marvin went off to the coffee wagon,
as quickly as he’d appeared. Danny felt that Mar-
vin didn’t like hir for failing to be militant. Maybe
he wasn't doing what he should do. Danny even
wondered if he should have come. He hadn't
wanted to. He didn’t think he’d be challenged by
someone on the picket line when he'was here,
supporting; though he should have known Mar-
vin would want him to be a guerilla. Marvin was
at his side again as quickly as he'd left it. “Look
Danny.” Marvin was being confidential. He had

" his hand around a plastic cup of coffee. ““You bet-

ter realize this is class struggle; You better realize
Canada has classes—classes at war—and they fight

~each other to keep their power. Some of them

don’t even know it. But when they crash through
this picket lire in their sports cars they’re saying
this:is a class society, and it’s going to stay. that

-, way, whatever happens. You better lose your in-

nocence.” Marvin said. = Sl
= I don’t think I'm so innocent,” Danny:said,

.smarting a little from the fecture. o

“Well, learn to’ fight, then. Class si'ft;’ggle
means struggle. Get it?”” Marvin was gone again, ,
this time to have an intense conversation with the

strike captain. Daniel mostly walked slowly, talked " -

to a few people, went round and round the cir-

'~ cle for about four hours. Then he put his sign

down, nodded to the picket captain, who smiled -
at him, lifted his bicycle from the tree, and rode
off. S ‘ '
He rode his bicycle along the side of the canal -
feeling tired and a little fulfilled. There'd been the
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moments with Marvin, but mostly he’d done what
he should have done without fuss or attention.
He’d talked to a few others from the very small
roup of supporters among the teaching faculty,
and they’d agreed to meet so they could plan
Some strategy to be more useful in their support.
That would happen over the next few days. He
began to see committee meetings and phone calls
and.flyers and 'fund-raising and arguments with
unsympathetic friends growing ahead of him un-
til the moral stand he was taking would become
afull-time institutionalized occupation. There'd be
threats from the administration that would in-
crease as the support group became effective, and
there’d be rancor and back-biting. There’d be the
- mixed-tension and boredom of the picket line, ris-
"ing and falling hopes as negotiations began and
broke off and began again. And Danny would go
on worrying, more and more ' as time passed,
whether his students could manage till he got to

. them,
He stopped at a restaurant at the side of the
~-road. It had bright. colored windows, hanging

" plants everywhere, and hand-picked waitresses.

He wondered if the waitresses could see what he
could see. There were four of them on the shift.
They all weighed the same. All had long, blond
hair, flawless complexions, and straight white

teeth. They didn’t wear uniforms, but their bodies ,

were uniforms. They were magazine waitresses,
- and he wondered how many able applicants had
been rejected so the waitresses could be matched
ed with the hanging plants and the colored win-
dows and the natural wood finish of the tables.

He went outside into the sunshine, got onto

his bicycle and pedalled home,
-~ i When the phone rang, much later, it caught
" him by surprise, He jumped nervously. It was late
at night. The girl he’d met on the picket line was
at the other end. She told him there'd be a small
- surprise picket of the president’s house the next
morning before work, so they could greet him as
he left for work and his daily crossing of the picket
line. The strikers wanted one of the teachi ng staff
to-join them for the look of it, she said, so the

~president would see the faculty support, She em- -
* phasized the importance because the press would

- be,there, and there’d be pictures.

*Danny guessed those were all the reasons he ,
didn’t want to picket the president’s house, and-

. he wondered why they didn’t ask someone else,

why they didn't ask Marvin, who loved confron-

tation and combat. But he said yes. He was sure
the president wasn’t a bad man, and he wasn't
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sure the president’s house should be picketed.
But there wasn’t any doubt he’d 80, because he
was sure it was the right thing to do in principle.

He was afraid, though. If the president got
nervous and phone the police, things could get
nasty. If their pictures appeared in the papers, the
administration would have a long memory about
his support for the strike. His colleagues would
disapprove, he knew very well. “So that's the way
We get our department known,” he could hear
them say sneeringly to one another. “Maybe if
he'd spend a little more time on research, the
department might be better known.” There’d be
worse resistance to what he was doing than he
could feel even now. There'd be long-term rejec-
tion, and he’d be made to pay over and over.

"Danny wanted to go to bed, but he knew he
wouldn’t sleep. He wanted to phone someone
and taik, but he didn’t want to tell anyone how
he felt. He didn’t want anyone to know he was"
afraid, and he thought if he phoned somebody
he'd give himself away,

His bell rang, When he opened his door, Jim
Creighton was standing there, Jim who'd always
been so good on issues. Danny was pleased;
someone he could talk to. Jim was on his way to
Sandy Hill where he lived, and had stopped, ob-
viously, for a few minutes to talk about the strike.
Danny and Jim had done lots of things together—
paddled the Coulange River, lobbied MPs on the
Hill, and travelled to professional meetings
together. Jim always seemed to have a natural in-
tuition about justice and the right things to do. -

“I'm“not staying,” Jim said before Danny

~.could get'a word out. “I'm just passing by.” ”

“Well, come lp for a drink at least,” Danny
insisted. b
“No,” said Jim), equally insistent. | hear you
were on the picket line this morning. | think
you're crazy. Those people make plenty of money,
They've all got cars. They're ali families with two
jobs. We've got tno many of them anyhow—we
could do with a lot fewer.”. : o
~“Is that what you really think?” Danny

- couldn't believe his ears. Jim went on. He.

wouldn’t step into the apartment, but he spent’
several minutes at the door, delivering himself of -
the words he was almost compulsively spitting out
at Danny. Finally he stopped, and a small silence

ensued. Danny spoke very quietly.

“I didn’t think you'd go through the line,”
Danny said. “‘After all, we're a union, too; and we
have to respect the union movement.” ‘

“Look,” Jim said, ignoring Danny’s remarks.




“There’s too many of them. Their strike vote was
only 55 per cent, and their offer was good.”
“What do you make a year now, Jim?” Danny
wasn‘t going to retreat as long as Jim stood'at the
door haranguing him, '
“I've spent 20 years of my life getting an
education,” Jim replied more angrily, but holding
himself in. Danny wanted to ask how much of the
taxpayers’ money—how much of the strikers’
oney—went into his education. But he wasn’t

going to push anymore. So he said nothing.
~ “Listen, Danny,” fim said, thinking Danny was
- softening. “You'll do yourself no good at all. We're
in_hard times. Budget cuts. We're all being
watched. You know that. You can't do anything
for the strike. It’s already lost. They're falling apart
already, fighting like cats and dogs.” Danny felt
2 heavy, sore feeling inside. He wanted free. He
wanted |im tc go away. Danny turned from the
door, wondering if Jim would follow him in, He
was testing Jim, without_knowing it himself. Jim
would have to follow, sit down, and change the
subject if he were willing to be there for any other
- reason. But he spoke irom the doorway.
“Think it over, Danny,” he said. “If it'd do any

-800d, 1’d be there with you. Butyou’re only hurt- .

_ing yourself.” Jim left without stepping in or shut-

_ting the door. When Danny turned, Jim was gone.

The next morning was crisp, clear, beautiful.

_ Frost would hit hard soon: The black trunks of the
. trees would take over the landscape, and the snow
would fall. Gray and black and white would
predominate for, months. L [
i The sun was rising when they picked Danny
- up to drive to the president’s house. The strikers
‘tumbled out of their cars and walked to the public
sidewalk that bordered the president’s property.
- The house was university owned, in an expensive
~ area of the city. The strikers were all dressed for
the photographer and a visit to the president’s
house. Danny couldn’t help feeling—as he sensed
the others did—the difference between the
picketers. and the president. ‘His house was a
palace compared to any of theirs. It was quietly,
unpretentiously lavish. The grounds extended out
and connected to the public land bordering the
‘canal. The president made about 600 per cent
“more than their average salary. They all really felt,

"in the first fresh rays of the morning sun, thathe = -

wasn’t so '},_zood or soimportant that he should be

i set off from them by so mich.’

‘ The‘eigﬁt\ or nine picketers spread themselves
-outand began their almost silent vigil, waiting for
the press and the president to appear. .Elaine

passed the word that she had just seen the presi-

- dent shaving, and all the picketers looked surrep-

titiously. Then-Anne Marie Lepine saw the presi-
dent’s wife look from between the curtains. The
word passed that the people in the house knew
the quiet picket line was outside. Danny looked
up the street for the press people. The street and
the houses on the street reminded him of the visit
he had once made with his father to the wealthy
connection of the family who lived in the Jux-
urious house. A cameraman arrived and stood
beside his car waiting for the reporter to tell him
what to photograph.

Danny thought that if the president were real.
ly smart, he’d have his wife deliver a tray of cof-
fee and cookies onto the lawn for the picketers, *

The press would leap on that. They'd give it front

page. They’d show the poor, harassed, humane
president as someone who always cared for his
employees and wanted the best for them. I the
president would do that, the picket line wouid
backfire and the strikers would lose the round,
most surely. But rothing like that happened.
The picketers made a continuous elliptical ;
path and went round and round on the public’
sidewalk. The reporter drove up and stopped by
the photographer’s car. He stepped out and begar:
moving toward the picketers. The picketers were |
looking toward the reporter and the photographer
and hardly saw the upstairs window fly open un-
til they heard a noise, and then'they turned. The,
president’s daughter, a student at the university,
was standing in the open window. She looked.
down on the picketers, anger and contempt on
her face. 7w
“Can’t you just leave us alone and let us live—
you bunch of bastards!” The prasident’s daughter
shouted her taunt loudly, for all to hear, and then
she slammed the window and was gone. ‘
The people on the picket line were caught by
surprise. A few laughed. g v
. “Did you get that message,” Carol said. ’Did
she really say what | heard her say?"” she asked.
“That'll make a good story,” Elaine said to the
reporter, and the reporter wrote something into
his notebook. Then he took the picket captain,
Joel Nordenstrom, aside and talked;. and -the
photographer took a few shots of the’ marching
picketers. PR , R
.. When the president steppad from'his door-
way, briefcase in. hand, suited in dark gray,
nobody moved at first. Then Danny stepped off
the sidewalk to address him, simply: so he
wouldn't get intohis car atid drive away before
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anyone could speak to him. Others followed up
the driveway.

“Good' morning, everyone.” The president
wanted to be genial, but he looked ill at ease. He
looked old, and his skin was gray. He was trapped,
and he knew it. He'd allowed his daughter, some-
how, to open. the window and broadcast an
attack on the picketers which was almost i mpossi-
ble to believe. Now he was thert?, in front of a lux-
urious house such as the people in front of him
rarely even visited. He looked rich and frail and
pampered. He looked old and nervous, as if he
was not managing very well.

“Good morning,” Danny said, in a fairly loud
voice so the others could hear him. He was filling
in‘a gap so the president wouldn't step in the car
and drive away before the strikers got themselves
together to talk to him. “Your daughter just called

us a bunch of bastards,” Danny said. “We

wonder if she’s expressing your view of the peo-
ple on the picket lines in this strike?” The presi-
dent looked as if he'd been struck. He looked lost
“for a'minute. A small piece of flesh by his right
. éye’ivas leaping uncontrollably with a darting tick
that must have been an embarrassment to him.

The hand holding the briefcase was still, but the }

other hand was shaking. Danny couldn’t believe

what he saw. The presidentv showed such discom-

fort that Danny’s heart went out to him. Maybe
that’s why his daughter had screamed from the
upstairs window. Maybe she saw what Danny saw.
Danny had a sudden insight, looking at the presi-
dent. The strike was a huge, personal test for the
president. He was térrified of it. Did he see it as

a key to his career, to his success? Did it mean his -

place among the people who made policy for
higher education in Canada? Whatever the strike
‘meant to the president, he was clinging to'self-
control. Danny felt sorry for the president, but he
couldn’t draw back. He couldn't retreat from the
confrontation with him. A FR

“Oh no,” the president said. “I'm sure she
- didn’t say that.”” Danny looked the president in
the face, saw the darting tick by his right eye; felt
himse!f,very cool, very logical in the situation. He
‘was surprised at: himself, o

“Well, sir,” he said cordially, “there isn’t a per-
son on the street who missed or mistook what she
said. She spoke loudiy and clearly,”

“I believe,” the president said, “she was do-..

Danny. He wanted his denial of his daughter’s
words to be heard, but he didn’t want to look Dan-
ny in the eye. That would be asking Danny to as-
sent to the lie, and the president hoped he could
get his public statement past Danny, out into the
world, so to speak, without Danny’s obstructing
it, without his sending it back, refused. He didn't -
want to provoke Danny, who was for a short mo-
ment lost in thought, seemingly dumbstruck by
the president’s statement. Danny was wondering
what kind of blindness could see the harmless,
quietly dressed people, cheerfully walking outside
the president’s house as “a bunch of bastards.”

“This strike isn’t doing anyone any good, the
way it's going,” Danny said to let the president
off the hook. “More harm'’s being done than a
small raise in wages could cause.”

“I'd like to see everyone making better
wages,”’ the president said. “Nothing would give
me greater pleasure than to see (%ver)'one making
higher wages.” That wasn't what Danny meant,
and he began to be annoyed at the reflex way thé
president siipped irito empty  rhetoric. He'd

.- helped the president by changing the subject, but

“the president took advantage immediately. ,
. “That's a motherkood statement if ever i
heard one,” Danny said and the president looked |
uncomfortable. ]
~ “You must want to talk to the press and the |
picket captain,” Danny said. “I’'m sure they have \
some questions.” Danny extricated himself and i
stood back. The president turned to the reporter |
and they spoke for a few minutes, the picket cap-
tain listening and adding a word every now and f
then. Butithe president didn’t seem interested in
the picket captain.. . \
. Then the president opened the door of his car
and sat down in the driver’s seat. He didn’t
wave to the picketers as he drove out of the
driveway, but he wore a smile, a brave smile, and
he nodded to them as he went by. .
When the paper came out that evening, there

- was a small item about the picket line at the presi-

dent’s house, and he was quoted as saying he was
~working very hard to reach a quick settlement of
the strike. For the good of everyorie concerned,
he said, \nothing could-e gained by a long
withdrawal of services. He said he wished all the
Irikers-and picketers would think of their own

; \w,,,,,j/'”"x:ﬁstﬂ:intgrestg.} -

ing an assignment for her theatre class. S 2,was
practising. She wasn't speaking to the picketers,
I’m sure.” The pth'gr§ ,hg‘ard”[hfpresident. Dan-

: .“The president looked right past

i

There was no mention in the newspaper of the
conversation Danny had had with the president,
nor of the voice that shouted from the upstairs
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window of the luxurious house. No picture was
carried of the picketers beside the house nor of
the president talking to them as he was leaving
for work.

That night, Danny sat alone in the window
seat of his apartment looking out at the passing
traffic. He knew that if one of the strikers had
loudly and publicly called the president'’s family
a bunch of bastards, the newspaper would have
found a way to report the statement. He
wondered about the girl who took for granted her
right to a luxurious home in which she would live
undisturbed by others who would never have a
chance of similar advantages. ’

That night, the first hard frost hit the Valley,

., and the next marning, leaves were falling in flur-

i
\

| ries, like snow, making all those who saw them

realize that a long winter was about to begin. Dan-
ny rose early to go out on the line. All night, he'd
dreamed that he was holding up a wall that was
imm nsely large. Despite his hardest efforts, he
couidn’t diminish the weight of it. Others were
holding it up, too; he could sense them, and that
gave hir the courage to go on. But the weight of
the wall didn’t diminish, and when he woke up,
he felt tired. He felt old, too, so he put on an ex-
tra sweater again<t the morning chill and the cold
wind that would blow across the picket line on
Bronson from the north,

“The Task Eternal” is based on a strike in 1981 of
the Support Staff affiliated with the Canadian
Association of University Teachers (CA UT). Robin
Matthews teaches English ar Carleton University.
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After Secdndary School

.. Secondary school students nearing:
. 8raduatior: have a genuine..concern for:
o the.presentebonOmic’Crisis. They express
~ this concern in’ classroom . discussions
~ with teachers and among themseives. The

following writings are samples from
-Grade 71 students at Burnaby Central *
Senior Secondary School. =

- Ithink the job situation now is awfull So ’many
people—single, married,old and young—are out’
of work that it is going to end up in disaster. |
know men who are fathers supporting a family,

. who come into the gas station | work at, begging
- for work. That makes me feel bad, because | don't
* “need the job as badly as they do. And it is getting -
worse every-day. Businesses go bankrupt, people
o are laid off, and more people go on welfare, If
- more and more people go on welfare because
- there are no.jobs, ' where is the- money going to
. come from? Someone has to pay that money too!
And for those people who are working, they are
-'going to.end up paying more and more taxes.
. What has to be doné? This is.
' - 'but somzthing has t6 be tried. For instance, get -
. rid of all the people who run this country and get
~ new pecple. Maybe they, who have the job pro-’
b!emsi’theths‘elvés,‘lcahjys‘e'e,kwha_t is going on, and
“can- make ’so‘me~~$ef§p'{js,chér] ¢

maks : nges: to stop this ©
. disaster. I hate tg'think of what is going to hap-
. -peniif-nothing is done, S :

7
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,lon"‘to‘dayica'n only be labelled . ..

ply very few’ jobs. Many -
aduates are going to univer-
ecause they want aneducation, but
 because there are nc:jobs for th m. They-hope -
of four years down the road, the -
' But, | am-afraid they ar

oymént. If/there are no jobé,jpe,é[’)-

ugh empli 10 |
n,prodﬁuctivre as hum n..

“ple are.1
beings.”"

very hard to say,z
- .school day. When 1 leav’gai

- available, especially for s

7

~ However, the blame for une’fnployment
should not rest on government totally. The initial
blunders were,  theirs, but”many potential
_employees are also at fault. Ti‘._ey'_are 50 caughtup
- in the syndrome.of “Why should | look for jobs
when there aren’t 3:1y?" that unemployment rates
are soaring. Ar:other problem is technological
development. Computers and robots are taking
the piace of human beings. .
_ The numbers and statistics of unemployment
“are frightening. But this country is one of people,
not of numbers and statistics; and people need
_.jobs. I can only pray that they will be there in the v

i

" future.
. .-Darin Barney '

Right now the world is in a deep reces-
sion. I don’t think any one country can climb out
of the pit unless we all help each other. No coun-,
try will comeout ofithe recession by “protec-’
tionism.” Open trade*can stimulate the world
economy. Although | am not an American, | feel *
‘thatwith Reagan around, there’ll be more bombs
created than j/o"bs'. '

/
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' Name Withheld - - ‘
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. The jbb"situatio'n now scares me. | should be, .- -
earning money for university, but | cannot fin
decent job with "hours. that complement ‘the

school, .| will need. to
continue working to cover-:h2 expenses of univer- -
_sity, but I<am afraid” that there will. be 'no jobs
‘a omeone without ex-
ford to go'to university, my -
good job will be minute.

_ hinglcan be done'to pre: . -
< vént a depression. Employment follows a vicious
ycle) Fewer people working means that fewer
eople have money to speﬁd.,Thersmailen,arpount
r ' spent means that more people will lose

I
G

- perience. If | cannot af
~ chances of obtairiinga
«. 1 do.not think anyt

‘of money's
/theirjobs. e , o :
* ~ After the depression; | hope that the country -
will be able to rebuild itself. However, | consider
that highly unlikely considering Canada’s worsen- . -
ing international standing. Foreign,investors have
hased:away by Canada’s high taxation laws
for'foreign investors. Also, I think that the govern- .
ment should begin reinvesting in Canada, rather |
“than’being so ‘‘charitable’’ to_other nations. For.'
* example, | consider. sending $40 million to South « -
 Africa to:build a statue a waste of money.. =
Ty : Sy Tancowny




Perhaps five years ago we csiiid have sat back
until the last day of school, and"then looked for

a-job, but in 1982 that option does not remain.«
*jobs and not to spend it on unnecessary projects..

Many students hav to_pay.for their own school-

* -ing, clothing, and necessities by getting any job

that they can. There are many things inthe job
marketagainst a student—age, sex, race, and NOT
ENOUGH EXPERIENCE. Most employers don't
realize that we cannot get the experience when
we can't even get the job. S
. Some of us were fortunate enough to get a
job, but now that the recession has hit, there are
layoffs, and even stores and restaurants are clos-
ing. These closures could be prevented with the
‘help of the government. Unfortunately, the
government is only creating jobs for the skilled”
laborers of our society. What are we su pposed to
~ do ifwe don’t have the money to finish our educa-

~ tion because we don't have a job? Surely we can-

not be skilled laborers. o )
Computer technology is also a disadvantage
to some students when they get out of universi-
ty. Notall students are going to take a computer
course, which will help them be more efficient in

" their job, but employers now are looking for effi-

ciency in a worker. Certainly the computer fills
that position. , R v “
My only suggestion is that the government

~and the employers;who have the power in our

: bécpmé"skil%qd Iabore}s.v :

society, create jobs for unskilled laborers to

Zaim{/ §aghediné

. ‘The jobsituation is very pocr, andthe unempldy- ;;;'
v ‘\mﬂént rate is at. its highest since the,.1930s. This-»:'
- situation creates a lot of economic problems. A"

lot of shops go banktupt.and people get laid off

Even the government doesn’t have. suf- ’

fi;fg:ki'éhtrfu,ridsi.,to maintain its services and bénefits
to, people. When 1 leave school, which will be'in
1984, | think the situation will be the same because

high unemployment is‘a world-wide problem. 1"

- think the situation will iniprove slowly but steadi-
= ly." Perhaps five to ten years from now, it will climb

T

sy

b

the ‘citizens co-operate!*-- .

back to its highest pokir»jtrif the government and

=+~ | think the government should make good use

_of its budget. For instance, | don't think the Rapid

Transit project is necessary at thismoment. There
J slupply_ all the routes in the -’

are a'lot of buses to

",
4,

Mot e

recconvenient and chea

(

Why spend a lot of money for transportation?
“Right now, we need enough jobs for all workers.
Government should use the budget to create

Citizens should put in their best efforts to work
something out. They should go out and look for
jobs. They should not sit back and just wait for
weifare or criticize the;situation and expect-that
the government will wo/k everything out for them.
: | Name Withheld

Between 1929 and 1939, North America was
covered by a “Blazk Cloud”—the Depression.
Now, in the 1980s, unemployment seems to be the
same as in the Depression. The working class of
B.C. seems to depend largely on unemployment
insurance and welfare, Where are our jobs? Who

" caused this so-called- recession? What -is the

outlook for employment? :
Everything looks dismal when you read a
newspaper. The want ads are more limited than in
‘the 1970s. When a new restaurant opened in Bur-
naby (Night and Day Restaurant), the owner asked
for 51 applicants. The 51 turned ‘out to be 350
The owner was shocked and still has not decided
who to hire. L L
Is this the outlook for me or any student who
will 'soon be out of school? I hope it is not.
‘Withouta job, it’s impossible to make a living in *
this society. When 1984 comes, and | am out of
school, I will possibly have no ¢hoice but to con-
~tinue my studies. That'is, if ‘I can-afford it. If
employment is to improve in the future, the .
government should rot continue- its - current
policy. They should learn. from their mistakes.
“ .+ Paresh Unadkat -




The Unemployment lnsurance Commls»lon Peems

1 The Natlonahst

I know you, countrymen o
1 have hved here my whole-life. .
1 know your nature. If the Reds
* should swarm out of Asia
or earlier still, the imperial
Japanese had. set foot in
. Esquimalt, frow you would fight!
If they rmposed on Us
so horrible a government
that hundveds of thousands of us,
had:no. work ‘were promised
compensatlon and retraining for jobs to come
“and then this was forgotten g -
-.or given-in dribbles or '
lost in-the filing system
between one desk and another
—the nation would rise. L
" The mrddle class’ ,
- would stop. reading novels /
"~ and joiit the thick- ﬂngered carpenters
in tne most secret of underground cells.
“No one would watrf- TV for a week.
Everyone would arm*fhemselves "
at the newest oatraye RO
“the sports: pages would dze
of Ionelmess lecturers would give ap
-preparing. material on:
= Comtic Books and the Canaa’/an Saa/
© poets cease looking at:. ’
hzstortes of animal stortes
- for broof that” Canadians side
with the weak ‘and the. .@ea en.

“

;»wnat riofs. here would be my coantrurnen
What sloyans appeartny by night=" -
.,What murderous: and continual’ gunfzre :
and stnkes toturn a_ wnole czty ;
mto a snowstorm of fear : \ : .' P

3

who condemn you to a ufetnne of sand
what 4 heaviness is here. s

k To, be assured that the money is yours

tnat you are enttt’ed to the money, and 0
to plan fo the money. to need it ‘
to go somewnere -warm, out of the. co ld

. without the tedious and embzttered
- asking of friends. RN ,
- To know that you don't have to worry

that you Aave the money

And then to have the money never arrive.
To be told to.come back Friday '
and on Friday to come back Monday

;’f‘,;and on Monday to wait - 5
‘ antrl Friday's mail, and: on Frzday to pnone m

Monday to see and on Monday to come in

"": for an interview Friday. =
"To be informed by print-out
that you do not have enougn weeks

when you' have enougn weeks.
What is there to do- now? Now

o
you must wait -

until’ the pnone isi free until
the lirie moves up . another man
until your. case can be re-opened

“until tney locate. your file .

until you can get” another apporntment

And'in the meantime

ask them what you should eat.
"Sand,"" s what they say.
“Open. your- wi zaow -and eat sand

'dScoop what you' can hve on’
out of tne passlny azr

i

: P y

o

Tom Wayman

- .*from For and Agamst the Moon




Thc U IC P oems. ‘ Tnzs poem cur<es the Unernployrnenf Insurance Commrssron
2 A Cursmg poem - This poem curses it...,

, T fiis poem curses it in the centre

and on the left hand and on‘the right.

It cuirses each clerk and official

every >)eneﬁt control officer

who r[oes not flare up like a fire in the night

and cry down the masters of the Commission

and drag them out. the mad animals Who' have turned them

into the policemen of lives.

 Let them tear off their gwn sfurtg

and cry in the streets for pity

for the nation they have built

out of anger and black despair,

Where do they think a man goes

when they turn him away?

Where does a, woman go? ,

ontwo-thirds of a sal ary_already not enough”

Tney turn into a colintry of hatred and fear

Then Iet them cry this out.
“Let them cry for )‘orgweness
for it is they who have fashroned a natton of clear wmd f

1nto a pit of tar:

, ’et them leave quickly now Sy

%0 the Wickets stand empty. the tills a; R

no one standzng behind the counters. . ‘} o
Let them move to the rear of: the Ilne-n/s facrng ti /mselves
Otnerwzse the curse of this poem Wil >tnke them =

¥ A small red maple leaf
wilt appear in both of their eyes. !
Everyone will see that they are Canadrﬂn
‘Each one kinows what a Cﬂnﬂdran
does to his countrymenj s

That is the curse of tne centre By

. And Welfare is on the left fand, where you go
-When there'is no money.
“This. poem curses it.
Tnat one person should hand another 0 tlny a sum
~and ask him to five out his days o zt

" in this country L

cannot B¢ forgiven.




_ Though they pretend this woman_ will drtnk away. the money
they cannot be forgiven for what" they do to a szngle life.
Though they complain that this one is retarded '
they cannot be forgiven.
for what they do to a single life.
Though they say this one could get a job
if he really warnted to
. ho one sees them leaving their own_ odious woik
to get the other job they could find it they 1 ly wanted to!
They believe that the poor are the same s
but have fallen from grace. For tms )
there is no forgiveness.
I cannatforgive them. Jesus cannot forgive them.
In the eyes of every man and woman they reet
is their curse: they will burn with shame

. tnrougft thezr lzves on the ground

: And on the rzgnt hand is Manpower
Manpower is a slime, it is a room of fools.
They exist to dispense jobs that"do not exist.
- T heg are a palace of lies: upgrading courses

that do not lead anywhere; faked ‘statistics
5 fvasv?f' upon work paying less than a loaf R

promoted by men who have already stuffed tfemselves tfus day

iy

The poem curses it.
1t names it a mouth, of useless advzce
“"The yellow pages.are full of jobs. Begin with. the A's’
Buit it is a mouth with teeth, the teeth of rats
“If you do not co-operate with us '
your. unemployment beneﬂts will be wzthdrawn
So it is asink of oil
- all the arrogance of those wzth }obs
ta lking to those without: '
Do you know how to conduct yourse f at an 1nterv1ew°"

»

)

] Thrs poem fur<e5 t, stupidzty grown ) fme
it appears as_ thin as paper. :
At is the cirse.on everyone who lies:
" none o)‘ them shall escape. They will: dtg a hole
“in the weary sand Presently they wzll be told
to fill it in. Soon 5'\:,; W ;
they will be directed to dig it out once more.




The UIC Poems:
3. To the Listener

Do you believe that | lie?. ‘_ :
Would you show me what your newspaper thinks?
- What your member of Parliament writes in a
bulletin for fis constituents?
- Then go yourself to the offices of rage.

In the waiting roois of the Commission

the waiting rooms of the agencies i
of the welfare department of the counselling ser,
You can speak with your nation.

And if then you tell me | lie
Lwill put down my pen.
L will put nothing on paper. but job applications
_and cheques for the rents ;
But if, instead, you believe | fiave not said enough
I will tell you that there are more unemployed
than- stand at the various counters, more who are poor
than enroll. There is a nation
that:sits in their fiouses
and looks at the weather.
- They sit in'a room by an old window,
The government wants them to die. g

i

1 say that you will notﬁndv‘yoruf cvoun“try‘in books. o
The worst thing that is happening in my country -~ LR
is not the takeover by Americans of the Departments of Fine Arts.

i




The UIC Poems'

4, The Manpower Resume‘

U/f1male goal:'In this sectton llst your ultlmate occupational
for example “general manager of a natzonal retail credit plan

U/llmaz‘e goal: D
1 would like k
- one day
- en and women
poor and working everywhere
| Yo whisper to each other
Lthe simplest of phrases:
that the bosses: ;
are other men and women
and they are_fewer than we are.
To speak out loud
the word -
> union”
not the unions of bullzes and thieves
* but the union of s
ofeach other _
wﬁerever we are
whatever e work at-
~or wait for. - - :‘-'4’ :
Aﬂer hearmg ourselves say
“that .
“to each other o
‘to: begm agam the. endless
cozversation .~ :
about what' s next: ‘
to statin'at "
the awful and fnghtemng

szat zs all
But it IS to. tfns goal
thaf wherever ! worfa

And it i only ‘my hand.

And it may fail.

As ] wri"te” this

the Czty is moving under its mountains.

tisa Czty of people who are gomg to dze

I would like one day

. the men and women

poor and working everywhere
to whisper.

“the srmplestbf phrases

to say

_the simplest words
- and ‘the most beautiful.

goal the job you would like one day to have




BOOK REVIEW

Goodbye Sarah
Geoffrey Bilson

. The Winnipeg General Strike of 1919 was one
"of the greatest strikes of that year. Its causes were
** increasing unemployment due to the returning
Canadian troops, and the rising cost of living.

- While the working class suffered from the higher

. prices,’ employers and landlords continued to
~ make large profits. 3 ,
‘Goodbye Sarah is set in Winnipeg during the
~igeneral’strike. It is the story of the friendship of
“two girls, Mary Jarrett and Sarah Wright, and the
strike’s effect on their friendship. Mary’s father is
" active with the strike committee, while Sarah’s
 father is opposed to the strike, which he sees as
a communist plot to take over Winnipeg..

Initially the girls’ friendship withstands the '

criticisms from Sarah’s family and from school.

- "“What was going on this morning? Sarah asked when we met -

o 4o to school. “'Father was really angry. He said a lot of things

about Bolshiies and revolution and starving children. I'm not starv-
L ing! 1 don’t know what fie was on about. Then, fie got really
\ mad when mother reminded him that fie had to leave for work
~early because the streetcars weren't running.” Sarah giggled,

- "You'should have seen him. He got so red [ thought fie would

burst.” _ S
I knew what ‘she meant..
but 1 didn’t say so. ‘ , ‘ , ,

~ When we got to school: Ben and Joz and some of ieir friends

1 almost wishgd he would burst,

ing. **Bolshie. Bolshie.”
Ben snatched: the tam off my head.

were waiting at the gate. They pointed at me and began chant- ‘

. ."Stop it Ben," Sarah said, and she pu;ﬁéd him away, white

-1 grabbed my tam. *'Leave Mary alone.”

But, as the strike continues,'thef“friendship,

.. weakens, and eventually diSintégrates completely.

World War |, living conditions for workers on

strike and their families, and the reaction of the
-government to the strikers are secondary themes

~in the story. Goodbye Sarah provides a' good
description of the strike through the eyes of a sen-*

sitive and inquisitive girl from a working-class
family. This book is suitable for upper elementary

.'and junior secondary students. . . e

and,Company Ltd., 791 St. Clair Avenue West,

Toronto, Ontario M6C 1B8. - = o

. Goodbye Sarah is distributed by Clarke, Irwin

The Day the Fairies
Went on Strike
Linda Briskin and
Maureen FitzGerald

! Generally, children’s literature does. not

reflect the economic or political realities of the |
adult world. Instead, it idealizes that reality or

disregards it entirely. One exception is The Day
the Fairies Went on Strike, which presents a strike

action in a way comprehensible to children.

_ Seven-year-old Hester has one wish—to have
a cherry tree behind her apartment building, but
all her attempts to grow a tree are unsuccessful.

In her determination to fulfill her dream, she

realizes that fairies might be able to solve her

problems. On meeting a fairy, Hester learns about
a serious disagreement between two groups of
fairies. One group, -the Mefirsts,” dominate the
worker fairies, insisting-that their own countless
wishes be satisfied immediately. As a conse-
quence, the worker fairies are forced to put
children’s wishes on a 42-year-long waiting list,

~ and to shut down the tooth-fairy service.

. The Day the: Fairies Went on Strike is a
delightful story that introduces childran to a strike
for better working conditions. Because the book

_is both entertaining and informative, it may be ex-
tremely useful to elementary school teachers who
are interested in investigating current issues with

their students. The book is available from"Ariel

and Press Gang Publishers.

-Books, the Women's BOokstore, Octopus Books,




Children’s Literature
on the Working Class
in Canada

"~ Andrews, Jan, ed., The Dancing Sun, Press
Porcepic, Victoria, 1981.

Bilson, Geoffrey, Goodbye Sarah, Kids Can Press,
Toronto, 1981, . R

Briskin, Linda and Maureen FitzGerald, The Day
the Fairies Went on Strike, Press Gang Pub-
lishers, Vancouver, 1982.

Cameron, Silver Donald, The Baitchopper, James
Lorimer and Company, Publishers, Toronto,
1978.

Dickson, Barry and Seonida, About Neifie and
Me*, ;James Lorimer and Company,
Publishers, Toronto, 1978. -

Freeman, Bill, Cedric and the North End Kids*,
James Lorimer ‘and Company, Publishers,
Toronto, 1978. - - _ ‘

First Spring on the Grand Banks,

. James Lorimer and Company, Publishers,
Toronto, 1978.+ . =

The Last Voyage of the Scotian,

James Lorimer and: Company, Publishers,

Toronto, 1978. : ‘ ;

, Shantyman of Cache Lake, James

Lorimer and Company, Publishers, Toronto,
1975. | '
de Groisbois, Louise, Nicole Lacelle, Raymonde
Lamothe and Lise Nantel, Mommy Works on
Dresses, The Women'’s Press, Toronto, 1980.
Hamilton, Mary, The Tin-lined Trunk/la Malle
Doublee D’Ftain, Kids Can Press, Toronto,
1980. e ,
Hewitt, Marsha and Claire Mackay, One Proud .
Summer, The Women'’s Press, Toronto, 1981.
Jiles, Paulette, The Golden Hawks*, James Lorimer
and Company, Publishers, Toronto, 1978..
Montero, Gloria, Bill Higgins Rides the Freights,
- James Lorimer and Company, Publishers,
Toronto, 1982, : . :
Moore, Tom, Goodbye Mamma, Breakwater,
Newfoundland, 1976.

Repo, Satu, Marco and Michela*, James Lorimer
and Company, Publishers, Toronto, 1978.
—, What’s a Friend?*, James Lorimer and

Company, Publishers, Toronto, 1978,
*These books are part of the Where We.lLive.
series, which may be used in a Grade 4 reading
program. A Teacher’s Edition, by Anabel Kennedy
and Margaret'Simmons is also available. James
Lorimer and Company books are distributed by
Clarke: Irwin and Company Ltd., 791 St. Clair
Avenue West, Toronto, Ontario M6C 1BS. -
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LABOUR HIiSTORY
Budget for 1982783

- CODE  INCOME , i T
901", Balance on Hand June 30, 1982 | deficit| . $ 22438
- Amount of fees unearned (as of June 15) ; C o $1243.13
‘2. Income surplus (deficit) . 5 $
BCTFgrant = ! 116 @ $10 o
Fees : S - '
a. BCTF members| - : 150 @$12.00 - $1800.00
b. Student members . 15@$ 500 $ 7500
¢. Non-BCTF members . 40@31200 | $ 480.00 - $2355.00
Other incqu’- » : v
a Grants | \\,‘ ! $:200.00
b. Contract with VSB i 1$2500.00
- c.. Sale of resource materials ’ | "$1200.00 L ;
d. Miscellaneous interest R $1000 . $3910.00
; ' TOTAL INCOME| . . $7200.62

'$1160.00

| ¥
o

[
/
‘

EXPENDITURES
Meetings '

Executive (6)

Tabie officers '

PSA Council delegate (5)
Subcommittees

- General meetings (1)
Publications .
~Journal (1)

’ Newsletter (2) S g
+ Other publications (2) N SR : : i $‘4300<.004
. Conference and in-service == ‘ : o

~a. Delegates to conferences

b. Conference development

" Chapter support ao . i
‘Affiliate fees and meetings _ ‘ K 280 25.00
Operatipg’qX'peﬁSes o R T T $ 50.00
Curriculum development - ‘ » ‘ . $2500.00
Other pro'jvectvs‘ \\ ; C Ll ;
RER Membership recruétni'e)n't SR ‘ ‘ o . $.100.00

i
|
i
i
I
i
1
|
i

,ﬂ:ﬁsi:i:iiéneo‘us o R AR T g s 25.62. ;'I

$7200.62




