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Fear and Loathing on the Granting Trail:
Canadian Art Versus Canadian Bureaucracy

Hal Miedzviecki

This essay is an exploration of the effect of ars and culture grants from varkous levels of the
Canadian granting bureaucracy on the creative id of the Canadian artist. The article posits
that the Canadian artiss suffers from Arts Bursaucracy Angst, and chronicles the follawing
evidence for this thesis: the infrequent but noticesble onset of shy artworks dealing direcily
with 1l granting buresucracy; the general climate in which the press and government hatsl-
ually attack grants as wasteful; dinect testimoarny from artists who give evidence s to the extent
to which granting oology/issues have affected their mental and creative proosises.

Cet article explore de fagon concise I'effet, sur le « ca » créatll de I'aniste canadien, des sub-
ventions sccordées Fux arts o 3 1 culture par les divers nivesus de la buresucratie chndismne
subverviionnalre, Laubeur avance gque N'artiste canadien soudfre de "aingotsse de la bunsavoratie

artistiguee, ot il appude son argumentation sar bes Eéments subvants: lapparition peu Enbquente
mads vigible d'euvres astucieuses traktant directement de la burcaucratle subventionnaing; le cli-
et giinidral dans lequel b presse et le gouvernenment dénoncent hablitoellement les sulwventions
commme étant du gaspillage; &t des tbmoignages de la bouches méme des artistes qui démontrent
fusigr'od Pidéebogie ot b questions boursiéres ont infuencd beurs processos mentau o cobateurs.

here's this guy who calls me every now and then, an employee of some divi-

sion of the Department of Canadian Heritage.

He asks me tantalizing questions like, "Which of the new wave of independent
book publishers in Canada are doing important work?” He takes note of my
answers, tells me how commitied the department is to supporting younger initia-
tives, describes his excitement at being able to help the new generation of pub-
lishiers and writers. Then he goes away for three or six or ten months, resurfacing
oaice in a while to ask me similar questions and to “"update me” on the “progress”;
progress that never seems 1o be ¢loser or further away from the ultimate goal of
“supporting” this “new” generation, many members of whom have come and
gone since | first heard from “Heritage Guy,” publishers who went broke or burnl
out before they could Fulfil the stringent requirements imposed by provincial and
frederal arts councils to qualify for lumwding.

konths after a conversation with Herltage Guy, | find myself occasionally
thinking about him and the elaborate web of Canadian arts bureaucracies he
emerges from. [ wonder, for instance, if what 1 told him of the struggle endemic to

Wolurre 35 = Mg, 3+ [Aulomne 2000 Fal)

251



252

Hal Hadrvencki

imdependent creation in this country made any impression at all. Weould 1, perhaps,
affect government policy? Change the way things are? Be partly responsible for
some micro-publishing unit run out of a Kensington Market baserment apartment
getting a cheque for two or three or, hey, dare to dream, $10,0007 For a moment,
I become Mattered that 1 am the one Heritage Guy occasionally calls on when in
need of advice concerning the seething undercurrents and flash Qoods of indis
Canadian culture. [ imagine a board (bored?) room in Ottawa, fow charts, spread
sheets and an official report that confains, among other things, my impressive plea
on behalf of the new micro-pubdishers of Canada, that handful of 20- and 30-some-
thing vislonaries who, for better or worse, are willing to publizh the books and
valees no one else will,

Then 1 rembind myselfl that it has been more than two years since | first heard
from Herltage Guy, and nothing has been done. There have, apparently, been
reports, studies, more consultations, more drafis of possible reports, This leads me
to another set of speculations: that mothing will ever be done, that, consclously or
not, it% all about just podng through the mottons, preserving the status quo, pro-
viding an image of action in the form of an endless seres of consultatdons that will
never be applied to a concerted plan for actdon. The Canadian arts scene is well
acqualnted with pretend comsultatbon; witness the earky 19905 Ontarlo Arts Council
(OAC) survey of operatlons In which a dght-wing consulting company hired by
Bdike Harris flacks set cut to determine that, yes, the 0AC did indeed need a sub-
stantial reorganization, including, as it turned out, a 40 por cent cut 1o OAC fund-
ing in the first two years of the Torles” no-sense revolution.

This leads me to my final set of day-dream contemplations, semi-regular
moments of paralysis during which vou might see me standing in the middle of
the Eastbound 401 lanes squinting perplexedly at honking trafflc on the way to
the capital. In this final line of Inguiry, | wonder what these art burcascrats think
they are dolng to the practlitioners of the arts In Canada who look to them for lead-
ership, for funding, for hope. They ask taunting leading questions in the form of
questionnaires and surveys, What do we want? More money. Who should get
funding? Me! They have us il out an endless series of forms, blank lines on which
weir are asked to innocently, optimistically, submit our funding requirements. They
make good-willed double-speak promises, assuring us of support, of help, of new
programmes and new horzons even as “they,” to pick one cgreglous example,
strike 2 deal that could demollsh what little remains of Canada's Indlgenous mag-
azine industry.

Beyond wondering who these people ane and what world they Hve in (they're
nat todally allen, I've met them at confercnces, spoken to them at the cockiall events,
listensed b0 them reprimand me for not signing, dating and copying in triplcate my
statemnent of commitment to eguity and equal opportundty), | wonder- in those
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fleeting maoments when 1 think of Herltage Guy and his questions - how all the
grants and contests and awards and subsidies have shaped the consclousness, the
zefteelst, of the Canadian arttst at the end of the bwentleth cemiury.

Start by imagining the blzarre minutiae of the arts bureancracy, the world of
forms and minutes and boards of directors and statements of purpose and activity
repaorts, as a sort of conformity imposed upon the loose soclety of artists. Whether
I'm a Mative poet In the interbor of British Columbda or a hipster cartoonist in down-
town Montreal or a touchy-feely regional publishier in Cape Breton, when it comes
to making art [ share one thing with my peers across the country: the mysterious
essence of the arts bureaucracy, 50 krrelevant, so crucial, to the possibilities of inde-
pendent creative action in this country.

There is, then, a qulet undercurrent of anxiety that bonds Canada's creatives
together. Call it Arts Bureaucracy Angst (ABA) and think of it as an Intangible,
ungquantifisble factor that figures into the artistic caloulations of this country, from
creatbon to execution to public presentation. This angst isn't about whether or not
arts funding is good or bad or well dispensed. What I'm talking about here should
be understond as a force in artistic creation, one of the many streams that fow
tozether to become the river that is the creative act. ABA is the unstated, unheard
undercurrent of conflicting paradigms - hope and despair - by which the arts
function in this country. It 15 the cloud under which we create. [t ks invisible, unno-
ticed, ever present. It is characterized by angst, anxiety, Insecurity, reslgnation and,
finally, defiance.

ABA may be Intangible and hard to quantify, but it still occaslonally rears lis
sirange, troublesome head. Like the lake monster Cgopogo, it has been seen repeat-
edly, but somehow the sightings never quite geét verified, For myself, T first realized
I was suffering from ABA when | wrote a short story called "The Useless,” part of a
collection in progress, In “The Useless,” a painter perched on the précipioe of success
beegins to have grave doubts about his role in society, Tormented by the imminent
election of a candidate who pledges to put "the useless” back to work, imundated with
government grants and offers from prestigious gallery directors, my protagonist
stops painting altogether, and his life beging to unravel:

A representative of the Director asked me o meet him inibe food court in the

centre of the city,

Wi are a country celebrated for its natural beauty.

| ate with & white fork that tasted of the thin cellophane wrapping it
arrived encased in, The tines bent as | scraped my polystyrene plate,

The Director, began The Represeniative, has become ., not impatient but

- disappainted. ...

| nodided.
The tremendous opportunity, said The Representative,
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You will be obligated to repay the funds, continued The Representative,

Unless, said The Representative,

The Representative showed me the papers | had signed, the grants | had
received throwgh the Mational Council for the Arts, the Federal Department
of Heritage and History, the Provimcial Division of Parks and Culture, the
hunicipal Bureau of Entertainment and Lesure,

Once, | doove & van, moved objects from place to place,

AL night, | danced with an aerosol of spray paint in my hand,

The situation, | began to explain 1o The Representative.

He shrunk away.

| followed his gaze. The plastic fork in my fist.

My laughter disturbed the other diners. The Representathve quickly gathered
the papers | had signed once upon a time and swept thern into a brisfcase,

The story, which, like all my stories, comes from some primal, other,
unplanned place, contalns within it a palatable sense of unease - the realization
that Heritage Guy and his cluster of cold office bulldings dispensing complex,
uncompromising forms s, after all, getting to me. Over the years, 've received
funding for various arts endeavours from all levels of government (maoney from the
Toronto Arts Council helps the festival | programme, dollops of cash from the
Omitaria Arts Councll go to my fiction and the magazine [ publish and cash from
the Canada Councll went towards a book-length work of cultural critcism). In fact,
many of ihe endeavours | hope to perpetuate in this cold, empty world of economic
consolidation depend on the support of the varlous levels of arts funding. But
clearly, such dependency comes with a mental price that I've begun to pay.

['m not the only one. IFwe're alking about Anancial unease and a vague sense
of dependency, we can look at the work of Calgary painter Chris Cran who did a
series in the late 1980s about artisis and money. In one painting, a grinning Cran
is shaking hands with a similarly leering bespectacled cheque-bearing suit. The real-
istic-lenking work is titled el -Porfnait Accepting a Chegue for the Coreniissioer of This
Pairndivg. What's fascinating about the painting is the look on the faces of the two
partners [n art. Both have visages plastered with wide fake grins, cheeks in crab-
apple bulges, perfect shimmering teeth, nice suits, colffed hair, The painting speaks
to a disconcerting level of fakery and pretend. What can be given can be taken
away. What seems 1o matter is not necessarily what matters,

Toronto video artist and “personality” Andrew |, Paterson captures this sense
of fagade and unease with panache In his 1994 video “Controlled Environments.”
Here, two Canada Council bureaucrats are depicted in a series of phone conversa-
tions with each other. Thelr names are A and B, and both of them are played by
the robust Paterson, whose mincing, smug demeanour suggests a decper truth of
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vulnerability and repression, “Controlled Environments® is clearly an attempt by
Faterson to aocess the collective unease the artlst feels - bat somehow cannot
articulate = when dealing with the arts bureaucrats who partly control many an
unceriain future, In the half-hour video, A and B get into repeated and sustained
theoretical arguments, none of them resolved or even particularly useful. The
bureaucrats watch dance videos, argue about war movies and bicker over who has
better channels into councll hierarchy, who got drunk at the Christmas party,
wheose head is an the chopping bleck wien the perpetually looming cuts strike. “So
why did you became an arts bureaucrat?™ A asks B (or the other way around).
“Basically for the same reason you did,” B replies, “to make more money than 1
could as an artist,” Later, other gems are unearthed, including the claim that at the
Canada Council “the lack of ideology 1s the tdeology™ and “being an arts bureau-
crat is the same as being an extra in a movie.” The video, though, is not an attack
on arts bureaucrats. MNeed | say that there are, of course, some excellent, devoted
people working at all levels in the arts bureaucracy.... Rather, “Controlled
Environments” speaks to the community of artists kept in perpetual dark about
who bestows thelr money, who endorses their festival, who keeps their magazine
going for another year. The video depicts the artists’ collective frastration by pos-
traying an imaginary arts bureaucracy in which repressed losers who never leave
their cubicles haphazardly make decisions based on seemingly random theories of
cultural practice.

These examples can only begin to suggest the way the ABA syndrome has
lodged itsell into the creative consclousness of Canadian artists, Still, they are
potent, if rare, portals into the anxiety-ridden world of the Canuck creative. In these
artworks, requisite uncertainty slips into unconscious parody not to mention overt
self-lpathing. The only tangible element in the whole process is the cheque that
pays the rent (if you've successfully navigated the labyrinth) and the work you've
devated your life to do.

But none of us sets out to make art about granting agencies. This is one rea-
son there are, in fact, relatively few direct portrayals in Canadian art dealing with
the arts bureaucracy, 1 could only find one example of a larger community gath-
ering to contemplate arts funding from a creative standpoint: a 1995 exhibit at
Toronto’s Gallery TPW entitled Culture Slash Mation. The reasons for this are
twofold. First, the artist is inclined, naturally, to deal with bigger issues. Why make
art about the struggle of the Canadian artist to secure funding when you can make
more provocative, fascinating art about, oh, almost anything? Second, artists are
so dependent on funding, they are unlikely to criticize the arts bureaucracy in any
capacity that might endanger the cash flow.

This second explanation for the relative lack of sustained explorations of the
effect of arts baurcaucracy on creativity leads us Into murky territory. It would scem
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that bo contlnwe an examination of ABA, we must rely on anecdote, unsubstantiated
paranola and an overall look at the uneasy envirenment in which arts grants arc
dispensed in this country.

Let’s start with the latter. For the past decade, the arts have been squeezed
between Ontado’s nonsensical revolution and Jean Chrétlen's band of ant-visionany
appeasers, not i mention the business-oriented media only too happy o exploit
the latest “arts scandal® for the sake of ratings and lafssez-frire capltalism. You cin
juggle the numbers any way you want; but there s no question that artists and their
facilitators {publishers, curators) have felt under attack in the bottom-line 1990z,
Though we now Hive i the age of surplus billions, no one is talking about putting
money back into the arts. In this, artists and art bureascrats and politficians ane
undtegd; we keep our heads down, hoplng that, with any luck, we will make it
through the first decade of the new millennium without anvbody noticing the fact
that some vestiges of our funding apparatus still emain, When Heritage Canada
finally released their new magazines fund designed to offset the Bill C-55 debacle,
they did it quietly, with nary a press release. Inthe new Canada perpetually "open
for business,” institutions are expected to replace a percentage of their funding with
corporate sponsorships. This not only changes the kind of art that institutions are
willing to exhibit, it also shifts the paradigm of understanding by which the arts
are funded. It becomes an casy maxim to argue that all art: funding should bé oon-
tingent on corporate generasity, Why should the government foot the Bill when
Bell, Chevy and McDonald's will?

The climate for arts funding, as  result, gets ever more hostile, A quick search
in a Canadian news data hase under the words "Canada Council™ brings wp arti-
cles almost uniformly reiterating the details of the latest arts funding scandal:
Maclean’s reporting, in a tone of snide shock, that Bublles Galore, the Canada
Couneil and Ontario Arts Council-funded lesbian porn fantasy film, was shown at
the 1997 Freakzone Intermational Festival of Trash Cinema. Then there’s the 19949
article in BC Repart with the headline “Wascally no more: a Manitoba artist receives
515,000} from the Canada Council to string up dead rabbits,” MNeed | even mention
the number of articles | found reporting on a $1,500 (1) grant to an emerging MNative
pect named MMolly Morin who subsequently published a poetry chapbook called
“Where Did My Ass Go? When was the last time you saw the words “poetry chap-
book” in a daily nevespaper” Without a nasty title brought to our attentlon courtesy
of the idiotlc rambling of Reform Party pundit Inky Mark, the chapbook does not
exist in the popular consclousness. And vet, there are chapbooks self-published by
the hundreds every vear in this country, many of them representing Important
ernerging voices desperate to be heard above the prairie-wind whistles and barn-
door creaks of Canadian liverature. The media reports only on st ps-ups, manuiac-
tured controversies, pretend outtage, Other outcoames, sach as brilliant works of
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art recognized nationally and even Internationally made at least partly possible by
varlous funding bodlies, are either ignored or condemned to the Inconsequence of
the entertainment pages. Though none of these minor controversies has reached
the fever pltch achieved when United States Senator Jesse Helms virulently attacked
the Matlonal Endowment for the Arts (an organization that has Aoundered in a sea
of funding cuts and insecurity ever since), they play their part in the two-decade-
long, largely successful, rightist strategy of daemonizing government support for
arts and culture in Morth America.

Still not convineed that arts funding has undergone a substantial propaganda
attack over the past 10 years? I submit to you the strange sordid tale of Montreal
cartoonist Rick Trembles who recounts in an issue of the great zine Fish Piss his
experlence doing an interview with the local CBC television news about an and-
mation project he was working on. OF course, they weren't Interested in his work
as an artist, they were looking for weird projects that got granis from the Canada
Councll so they could disparage the idea of arts funding. The CBC, naturally, is hos-
tile to all who compete for these precious cultural dollars. Or maybe not everyone
there realizes that the CBC Is Just another arm of an extended arts bureascracy that
takes away as fast as it gives. When the reporter wanted to know what Trembles
would tell people who think the money he got should have been spent on hospi-
tals, the cartoonist knew he was in trouble. Despite trying desperately to add con-
text to the interview and, finally, trying to have his participation pulled, the seg-
ment aha:i after an evenling of sensational promo ads stating, “You may not like
it, bur your tax dedlars are paying for it....” Naturally, Trembles's worst fears were
confirmed. The bit portraved himas a prﬂmrm pervert, quoting him out of con-
text saying that his work was about “the sexual history of a character from mas-
turbation on™ and then snigpering.

Working in this environment can be tough on the artist. Some try to respond
in the media by writing their own articles. This is usually a good idea, as it is the
only time anyone in the media will let “unfamous” artists speak for themselves, Tt
also provides valuable insight into the mind of the Canadian artist struggling to
reconcile ABA with creative aspirations.

In a il & Chrire article, poet Molly Morin of “Ass” chapbook fame describes
how Important her grant was, how much confidence it gave her, how great it was
to be recognized even with the small sum of $1,500, Morin's point ks an important
ome: she argues that a grant is not necessarily about a monetary sum and what is
dome with it. A grant is about conferring self-worth on a creator, telling a would-
be artist that no matter how little a soclety obsessed with new cars and new media
seens 1o value what she does, there bs an institution out there who will still award
self- expression and community representation. Responding to criticism that her
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poetry did not reflect so-called “"Canadian values” she writes: *If what 1 have
described isn't an investment in Canadlan values, then I'm not sure what is.”
The vast majority of artists, mind vou, don't speak out publicly at all, But when
asked what their relationship to grant bodies is like, the dam is opened ancd a tor-
rent of emotions rushes out, One budding poet by the name of Kim Goodlife was
particularly evocative on the subject of how the arts bureaucracies affected her cre.
ative fife. This is the ¢-mail she sent me:
Well, 1T tell you what happened to me, | applisd for the Explorations Grant
for a book-kength poetry project called Songs For Tres Planters, | wanted to
explore the borders of self, emdronment [TV or natwne) and ofhers, | was
rejected, | was around 25. By the time | had started my Master’s of Fine Arts
in ereative writing at UBC, six of these posms were going to be published in
[liverary journal] Descont. When | graduated from school, | applied for the
Quest Program for a similar project, "Scarberia ™ lalking about the same
themes but in a style that was what | thought they wanted, something edgier,
something mone experimental. AL this point, a friend of mine read my pro-
paosal and told me, i you don't get this grant you do the project amyway. Well,
It ends up, the grant was rejected. | was really upset about this and tock it per-
sonally. | thought that miy work must suck. Eventually, | realized that | had to
just put agide all these grants and contests and just focus on dodng the work
that | really was interested in. I'm not deing that Quest project but the one
that was onginally rejected when | was 25, I'm now 33, What I've leamied &
that there’s a difference between gelting the financial approval and getting
the personal approval o do the work, | used to think that | couldn®t do the
work without the funding but I've found a way to deo the work with a part-
tinse jobs, try to find editing at free writer-in-residence programs. | used Lo think
the work was no good because it kept getling rejected but now m beyond
that, that's such a peity way 1o look a1 creativity — this iz my creative life and
I'was treating it kike a business client. Mesxt step for me s to go back to all the
projects Fve abandoned because | never got financial approval and finish
therm. (There's alio 3 novel that was rejected in there) I'm applying to Banif
for & workshop with Daphoe Mardatt and it's B0 per cent funded, If it wasn't,
I wionlbdn®t b able to go because | work part-time and | have a $30,000-50u-
dent loan 1o pay off. As for the Canada Coundil, I'm applving again for this
songs For Tree Planters project in October. By then the project will be almaost
completed. | have litthe hope of getting the money but | wanna tre At least
nee | kndvw the difference between feeling personally rejected and feeling like
the work is rejected, so Fm not attached to the cutcome creativedy. 1t may
seem like a basic lesson but it took me a long e to leam.
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Yo'l mote that kodly horin learmed a reverse lesson; sle got her grant, and 5o
was empowered, personally - ot financially - 80 pursie her poétry and publish her
chapbook.

Either way, ABA rears its ugly head in an age where Canadian artists, beset with
constant Insscurities concerning the worth of their fledging ideas, must inevitably
turn bo the arts bureaucracios for & legitimization that iz far from inevitable. There's
also 2 nbce lesson to bse bearmed heoe about wiat bappens when an impersonal gov-
ernrment agency dabibles in the creative process, A faceless vendict is 1ssued; lack-
ing context or explanation or encowragement, one can easily mistake that verdict
as more powerlul and knowledgeable than anyone - including the jury making the
checisbon - ever meant it (o be, Artists have always needed funding. They used to -
and I suppose a lucky fewe still do = have personal patrons who would let them use
the lietle haet at the end of the driveway, provided they made themselves avallable
for a quick exchangs of on mofs on the patron’s way in and out of the manslon.
It wasn't exactly security, but at least it was honest: you knew what was expected
of you, amd what yvou might get in return. And vou wepe dealing with a2 human
being whom you could butter up, antagonize, beseech and otherwise scheme
around. How do you work your charm on a form? How do you wheedle a change
of mind out of a refection letber?

The writer, filmmaker and playweight B0, Vaughn told me another story
that nicely documents this aspect of the ABA syndrome, It all starts when he has
an argurpent in 1903 with a Canada Council bureaucrat comcerning ™what constl-
tutes a visuwal artist.” As e says: “The argument got really ugly, and I hung up on
the nlce lady.” Tn 19904, hee submitted a reqquined ceport for & séparate grant he got
to write a book. That report was ol filed for two vears, andl every grant applica-
fion b submitted from 1994 to 1996 was rejected, ostensitly because of this miss-
i report, But, Yaughe told me, “U'm convinced | had a big black mark next tomy
mitmie for at least two vears, following my nasty argument with the ‘crat, T have
asked people L lmow who've worked In the higher ends of the CC [Canada Coundl],
ard they all tell me that there [s an Informal black-dot system in place. So, watch
vour phond mannerst™

Ah, the deliciows paranoia of the Canadian artist, beset by a whiglwind of invis-
ibde foroes and frustrations so out of his control he ends up giving in to them -
hanging up In anger, that small moment of empowerment and retribution caas-
fng. in the end, more trouble than it was worth,

T eould relate more anecdotes, an endless armay of complaints, suspicions and
arguimenits, But lets assume that the ABA syndrome has been at least partially expli
cated. Fuelled by a hostile neo-con agenda, it ends up influencing our creative
dctioms, which in tern has an offect on what Canadian ant and culture looks, reads and
feels lke to its evershrinking audicnce. As Patrick Walsh, until recently editor of
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Masthewd, the trade magazine for the Canadian magazine industry, pufs it: “1 def-
imitely believe that some magazines skew their content in order to tap into the var-
ious government grants.” Bul, he goes on to ask,
How to avodd this? Or bs it something to be avolded? Do not many artists cre-
ate art because they know it will sell and eam them money? Do they abeays
create art just for the sake of art and hope someone might like it and pay for
it? I'm ssre there must be some kind of subconschous survival mechanism in
place that precludes the literal realization of the term “starding artist.” O
miybe that’s why so many so-called arlists also vwait tables.

Walsh perceptively sums up the questions this article seeks to raise. What, after
all, is the alternative to the subtle shifts in our creative priorties we make to sur-
vive? Who will, in the end, blame us for the small compromises that ensure daily
survival {while staving off the need for a day job)? And who, in the end, can
Ilanve the arts bureascracy for similardy attempting to ensure its survival, paying
lip-service to grass-rools culture and new programmes for vounger, sdgier artisis,
even as they impose the cost-cutting agenda of their bosses on unwilling creative
comumnitbes?

In a 1987 video work by Cathy Busby and Melodie Calvert entitled Girfs fust
Want to Have Fiunds, a hapless gallery director 15 sucked into the soulless machin-
ety of the ans institution. The director is shown collecting garbage after an open-
ing, attending a penny-pinching budget meeting and sipping a cheap bottle of beer
alone In a diner. At the beginning of the video, the director - onde an aspiring artist
who came to management as a way to make a living = finds a lottery ticket, At the
end, she checks her ticket against the winning numbers, and the image cuts 1o a
scene from an old western in which the desperate proprietor of & casino tells her
employes 1o spin the wheel, though the saloon is emply. “Spin the wheel anyway,”
she commands, “1 Hke to hear 1,

Should so much of the creative process be a crap shoot? Must the Canadian
artlst apply year after year lor her daily bread, without ever really knowing what
the outcome will be? Maybe we should just shut up, be happy we have any kind
of support at all, living as we do in this giant office building of a country, culture
a mere display to brighten up the boardroom wall. Regardless, ABA 15 the ugly,
gnawing feeling we get when we sense that our livelihood is under threat by forces
= global, governmental = that we can nefther affect nor predict, It i also the emotion
that compels the Canadian artist to find ways (o live the creative life, whether its a
matter of abandoning the grant game and making jobs (accepting, as a result, a kind
off e fracfo amateur stabus — thee difference between training for the Clymipdcs. full time,
or during evenings and weekends), or forging ahead under the soul-deadening welght
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of triplicate applications and joint funding project grant provisos, Despite - or per-
haps because of - our ever-diminished status, we are convinced that our importance
lies Im our perseverance (success, though, is too much to ask for). Late one night,
I pry open a new notebook and write the title of what | hope will become, in three
of five or ten years, the next great Canadian novel. “Spin the wheel anyway,® 1
think. “1 like to hear it.”
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