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Just the Facts, Ma’am
by Herman Goodden

D

uring those times when things go
spectacularly wrong we have two
institutions – the police and the
press – that are supposed to help
us make sure those wrongs are noted and
addressed and that appropriate measures are being taken to put things right.
In London recently we have had two
incidents – one a major crime and the
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other a shabby bit of racial harassment –
where, by my lights at least, each of these
institutions notably failed to carry out
their duties in a responsible way. London
Police refused to provide proper service
in the first situation by deliberately withholding important facts about a murdersuicide. And in the second situation,
The London Free Press grabbed hold of a
couple reports of moronic name-calling
and used them to depict our entire city as
a hotbed of racial intolerance.
As it was the more serious dereliction of duty, let’s start with the February
12th murder-suicide in south London
about which, quite atypically, our police
have refused to name either the killer or
his victim. Police Inspector Kevin Heslop
would only tell the press: “This is a domestic-related incident. A male killed a female
and then took his own life. We’ve got the
family here and they are grieving. Obviously, this is the worst imaginable scenario.
They don’t want the names to be made
public. We feel we have a strong obligation
to the family as well as the community. We
are providing some information to put context to what occurred but we are drawing a
line and saying that going beyond this line
is an invasion of privacy.”
Is this reticence due to some newly
generated policy developed by London
Police to spare the tender feelings of the
relatives of cold-blooded murderers? I’m
sure those relatives are having a perfectly
awful time but should such concerns
take precedence over the need of London
citizens to be given the salient facts about
a major crime committed in our midst?
And how odd that we’ve never heard
of London Police being mealy-mouthed
about a ‘domestic-related murder-suicide’ in this way before. While no single
news source has directly over-ridden the
London Police’s refusal to name names
or properly flesh out the details, if you
compile bits gathered from different
outlets, you can piece together the broad
outlines of what went down:
“Officers were originally called to
an apartment building at 71 Grand Ave.
around 5:30 p.m. Friday afternoon.
When they arrived on scene, they found
a woman’s body in the apartment. Hours
later around 8:45 p.m. that night, the
investigation led officers to Miriam Tire
and Auto Repair Centre at the corner of
High and Emery Streets where a man’s
body was found inside.” (880 AM)

“A spokesperson at the London
Muslim Mosque said ‘funerals are being processed,’ but he wouldn’t provide
information about the couple or the circumstances behind the case. At the auto
shop, Miriam Tire and Auto Repair, the
sole employee – owner Mahmoud Abdulrahim – hasn’t been seen since before the
body was found at the garage.” (London
Free Press)
“One neighbour tells CTV News
the auto shop is named after one of the
dead.” (CTV London)
“Abdulrahim, known to neighbours
as Michele, has a reputation as friendly
and hard-working. Originally from Syria,
he arrived in Canada many years ago
and opened the business four years ago,
neighbours said. While those who spoke

“Just the facts, Ma’am.”
— Joe Friday, Dragnet

Stamp issued Aug.11, 2009

to the Free Press didn’t know the wife’s
name, some said they’d seen her occasionally working at the shop and that she
did not appear to speak English.” (London
Free Press)
When one is kept in the dark, when
the known facts of a story don’t quite add
up, one starts to wonder what’s really
going on. I can’t help but ask if this was
an honour killing and to wonder if police
restraint was imposed from somewhere
higher up the chain of command, perhaps
in the name of multi-cultural sensitivity.
The known details certainly don’t jibe
very well with the ‘sunny ways’ being
promoted by our current government in
its drive to bring 25,000 minimally vetted Syrian refugees into the country as
quickly as possible.
Have the Police withheld certain
facts because they don’t trust Londoners
to receive them responsibly, to recognize

that recent immigrants hardly have the
market cornered in murder-suicides? Do
they think we’ll flip out and take up our
pitchforks and go on some kind of rampage of intolerance? And where might
they get the idea that the Forest City is
full of bigoted hotheads? Perhaps from
reading the finest, daily English language
newspaper in London.

T

he second incident regarded the
black American actor, E.B. Smith, in
town to rehearse his performance as
civil rights leader Martin Luther King in
the Grand Theatre’s widely hailed production of The Mountaintop. Smith was
twice accosted with racist slurs when
out and about in downtown London in
the company of that show’s co-star, Beryl
Bain. Unquestionably it was ugly, regrettable stuff. At least one of these loudmouths had been drinking and admitted
to Smith: “I talk too much.”
I suppose the insults were worthy of
some sort of public condemnation. My
own preference when hectored as a ‘shithead’ or an ‘asshole’ in public situations
– not for the colour of my skin but for
riding a bike or refusing to give a panhandler change or just being in the way
of some halfwit in a hurry – is to exhibit
steely indifference or, if I’m feeling saucy,
flip them the bird. But do a couple of moronic outbursts such as Smith received
really warrant front page, above-the-fold
placement as February 4’s top story, appearing underneath the banner headline, ‘Hate takes centre stage’? The tale
of London as a racist cesspool was then
picked up by the CBC and other national
papers and the Free Press continued to
bang that drum for the rest of the week
with several follow up articles, editorials
and letters.
Are there living in London today
intolerant lowlifes whose kneejerk reactions and utterances threaten to lower
our civic IQ? Undoubtedly. Every town
and city has some but in these foolish actions by our police and our daily newspaper – the one withholding facts and the
other overblowing them as representative of London over all – I believe these
two London institutions are deferring to
and perhaps even feeding the worst instincts of those noxious few. Far better to
take your cue from Sergeant Joe Friday of
Dragnet fame and stick to ‘Just the facts,
Ma’am, just the facts’.
03.03.16
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EMILY POST BEGS
YOUR PARDON
[Re: The Charter of Rights &
Freedom & Etiquette, Letter to the
Editor from Mohamed Hammoud,
Feb. 18]

Mr. Hammoud — In
protesting to the long
suffering Emily Post that
wearing the niqab, the
burka and other dress is
perfectly legal at a citizenship ceremony or anywhere else, you demonstrate that you completely
missed the point. Ms. Post
started from the premise
that such garb has been
validated by Canadian
law. What is at issue is
the discourtesy involved
in depriving others of the
aids to communication
which come with speaking
face to face.
Yours ethereally,
Emily Post

SOME SUGGESTED
READING FOR
YODELLERS

I was just thinking that
your paper should review
a book that was written
back in 2009, Reflections on the Revolution in
Europe, by Christopher
Caldwell. It dealt primarily with immigration to
Europe and beyond after
World War II and is applicable to what is currently happening to the
West. Thanks very much.
Your paper is appreciated,
especially in the London
market.

— Tony Mangano

connoisseurs OF FINE
DINING ARE AGREED

[Re: In Praise of the Great Canadian Grilled Cheese Sandwich,
Yodelling in the Canyon, Feb. 4,
Barry Wells]

In my grade eight
elective home economics
class our first challenge

was the grilled cheese
sandwich. I didn’t bother
telling the instructor
that I had mastered it
years earlier. Oh yea, the
diagonal cut is necessary.
By its absence I did notice
Velveeta cheese jumping out at me . . . that was
my choice in my younger
years.

— Marty Godfrey

move along was somehow wrong, I respectfully
disagree. Folks who have
been accosted are troubled when they see people
hanging around, sitting on
the sidewalk or panhandling. It is not good for
business and so it is perfectly understandable that
a business would want
those who loiter and squat
outside their entrances to
be asked to move.
I long for the days
when there were no sex
shops, tattoo parlours,
drug paraphernalia outlets, panhandlers, drug
deals, people getting high
and an overabundance of
bars. Even the beautiful
Octopus Mural is out of

DON’T UNDERESTIMATE
THE SIGNIFICANCE OF
BRICKS AND MORTAR
[Re: The Heart of London, Forest
City Folk, Feb. 4, Menno Meijer]

It was stated in the
article that bricks and
mortar do not make a city;
the interaction between
people are the essence
of what makes a city, but
I think that is a bit of a
stretch. I fondly remember the brick and mortar
places listed in the article
and I believe that the
interaction of people together with the brick and
mortar places are what
makes a city; it is a symbiotic relationship. People
roaming around with nowhere to go, no venues to
attend, no merrymaking
or traditional memories
to create, would not a city
make.
And to suggest that
a man who was sitting
in front of a local business, who may or may
not have been homeless,
was asked by the police to

Photo: MENNO MEIJER

Bill Paul at Dundas and Richmond

place in the Forest City. I
loved the comradery
in the London Cafe; the
hustle bustle of Wellington Square; the cream
of pineapple pie at the
Mascot; dining and New
Year’s dancing at Hotel
London and the glistening counters, courteous
salespersons and fantastic Christmas window
at Simpsons. I even miss
the unique pedestrian
criss-cross intersection at
King and Clarence. It was
fun to watch newcomers
step out in every direction wondering what was
going on. All along Dundas
St. we had independent
shops with friendly sales
staff and glistening window displays. The Century

— Sandra Barker

VERY BENIGNLY PUT, SIR
[Re: How Art in London Gets
Made, Hermaneutics, Feb. 18,
Herman Goodden]

Wonderful writing. Thank
you. 	
— Nic Degroot

COVER TO COVER
I don’t know how you
do it, but you have yet to
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and Capitol Theatres were
great and should have
been restored to their former glory but alas more of
the city’s history slipped
through our fingers. Now
the Wright Litho Building
on Wellington St. and the
beautiful old library on
Queens St. are two more
examples of architectural
gems that have been left
to rot. It saddens me
to think of all the great
architecture that could
have been saved, making
us a destination worthy of
a return visit. Thank goodness for the London Life,
old Court House, London
Armouries and Dominion
Buildings.  
It wasn’t just the
places that made the
downtown successful, it
was the atmosphere that
these places provided
and this has been lost
primarily because people
failed to see their significance. Now that Nash’s
and Kingsmill’s have left
the downtown, there are
no places left that made
all those memories possible. Nor can we pass
on the traditions that we
cherished like trips to
the China Department at
Kingsmill’s. Other than a
summertime festival or
an occasional event at the
John Labatt Centre (pardon me, at the Budweiser
Gardens) and apart from
ice skating, there is nothing for families and most
of what is left has been
downgraded in appearance or left to decay.
And so to be sure, it
isn’t just the interaction
of the people, it is those
brick and mortar places
that together create the
heart and soul of any
downtown core.

Greg Curnoe: Car
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disappoint me with your
cover art choice. Keep it
up!
— Ginette Bisaillon

BUBBLE-WRAP
THE BABY

I try not to read the
news too thoroughly these
days. Times have changed
and it seems that nowadays it’s the reporter’s
main job to be the first to
tell the story (story, in the
truest sense of the word).
I’ve come to rely on TMZ,
the neighbourhood coffee
clutch, and the local seniors’ grapevine to keep me
abreast of current affairs.
I find it to be a much less
stressful way to live one’s
life (although it’s seldom
accurate).
Sometimes I fall back
into my old habit and skim
the headlines in search
of a good story. And so it
happened, while browsing the internet for some
juicy news, the headline,
Tragedy Following Montreal Canadiens Practice,
grabbed my attention and
I was drawn in. Within
a few lines I discovered
there was no tragedy. In
fact there wasn’t much of
a story at all. Apparently a
hockey player soft-tossed
a souvenir puck into the
stands following a practice
and it was deflected off
someone’s arm, knocking
a one-month old baby on
the head (which raises so
many other possible points
for discussion and debate).
The baby was taken to the
hospital and kept overnight

for observation (no doubt
strictly following the NHL
legal department’s ‘injured
fan’ protocol).
I didn’t hear that the
parents were kept for
observation, although after
reading the social media
comments, public opinion
suggests perhaps they
should have been. The baby
is fine and has since been
released. The family gets
free tickets to a game and
fifteen minutes of fame.
But wait it gets better. Because of this freak
accident (which very likely
administered less of an
impact to the poor baby’s
head than any bumps or
knocks she’s accidentally
received from the car door
frame while someone’s
been frantically trying to
extract her from her rearfacing car seat) the NHL is
in the process of reviewing
their practice of allowing
players to hand-toss pucks
into the crowd.
As I read this story I
was pummelled by conflicting emotions. At first, my
heart sank at the realization I had once again been
duped by another sensationalized headline. I was
angry that the reporter
thought that ‘tragedy’ was
a good choice of words to
describe a benign bump
on the head. Those feelings
were quickly replaced by
the calming knowledge that
everyone was alright. Before I had the chance to
fully enjoy that moment of
tranquil blissfulness a wave
of annoyance over the NHL
reviewing their puck tossing practice came crashing
through and left me feeling
defeated.
So, in an effort to delay
the premature kicking-ofmy-bucket, and thus robbing me of achieving my
life’s dream of living to a
ripe old age surrounded by
102 feral cats, I’ve decided
to go back to taking my
news like I take my water
and coffee – filtered.

— Jackie Blanchard
03.03.16
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Premier Wynne Throws Another Spanner at Ontario Economy

The Right-Wing Drift from Sunny to Scared
by Jeff Culbert

H
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ave you noticed a
reversal in North
American politics?
Back in the 1980s,
Ronald Reagan was the
darling of the right wing Republicans in the U.S. and the
Conservatives in Canada. He
was famous for his optimism
and for making Americans
feel good about themselves.
That could be why they made
him President for eight years.
It drove his lefty opponents crazy. They howled
that a heartless and heavyhanded US foreign policy was
immoral and destructive. A
nascent and still humourless
environmental movement
was sounding the alarm that
rampant industrial expansion was fouling our nest and
jeopardizing our future. It
didn’t hinder the Reaganites.
They were feeling good.
After he left office, Reagan was asked how he wanted to be remembered, and he
said, “Whatever else history
may say about me when I’m
gone, I hope it will record
that I appealed to your best
hopes, not your worst fears,
to your confidence rather
than your doubts.”
It’s striking how different Reagan’s attitude was
from the right wingers of
today. What happened to
that optimism? When did the
right wing in North America
get so scared and angry?
They are freaked out
about terrorism; they want
their guns near at hand at all
times and they want to build
walls, both figuratively and
literally, to keep the bad guys
away. They even call them
“bad guys”. It’s bordering on
infantile.
In Canada, Prime Minister Stephen Harper kicked
off the 2011 election cam-

paign by saying that “a sea
of troubles is lapping at our
shores”, and he repeated this
relentlessly throughout the
campaign, citing a “fragile
economic recovery” at home
and “chaos”, “disaster”, and
a smattering of “very serious challenges” abroad. He
wanted to scare Canadians
into electing a majority Conservative government, and it
worked.
But that was then.
By that time, things had
already changed in the States,
where Barack Obama’s
“Hope” poster was perhaps
the dominant image of the
2008 presidential campaign,
helping to put a Democrat
back into the White House
for the first time in eight
years.
In Canada a few years
later, Jack Layton took the
New Democratic Party to its

“Sunny ways, my
friends, sunny
ways“ may have
sounded a bit
Sesame Street to
people who didn’t
get the reference

best election result ever and
then left this message to Canadians before he died: “My
friends, love is better than
anger. Hope is better than
fear. Optimism is better than
despair. So let us be loving,
hopeful and optimistic. And
we’ll change the world.”
Then when Justin
Trudeau and the Liberals
finally brought down the
Harper regime in 2015, one
of the first things he said in
his victory speech was “Sunny ways, my friends, sunny
ways. This is what positive
politics can do.”
It may have sounded a

bit Sesame Street to people
who didn’t get the reference,
but Trudeau was actually

Sir Wilfrid Laurier (1841-1919)

referring back to the political
style of Sir Wilfrid Laurier
(1841-1919). Laurier liked
to recall the Aesop fable in
which the wind and the sun
argue about who is more
powerful, so they have a
contest to see who can
remove a traveller’s cloak.
The wind uses force and fails;
the sun uses warmth and the
traveller takes off the cloak
because he wants to.
Laurier was leading the
Official Opposition at a time
when minority rights in Manitoba were threatened and he
put it this way: “Well, sir, the
government are very windy.
They have blown and raged
and threatened . . . If it were
in my power, I would try the
sunny way. I would approach
this man with the sunny way
of patriotism, asking him to
be just and to be fair, asking
him to be generous to the minority, in order that we may
have peace among all the
creeds and races which it has
pleased God to bring upon
this corner of our common
country.”
By tapping into the
Laurier legacy, Trudeau was
making the political point
that the tone set by a party

or movement is at least as
important as the policies
that they want to implement.
Are you going to be nasty or
are you going to be nice? Are
you going to be dictatorial or
democratic? The Conservatives and Republicans have
come down on the darker
side in recent years, and if
they’re smart, they’ll ask
themselves if that’s really
where they want to be.
That’s what Theodore
Roszack was asking the
environmental movement
twenty-five years ago. He
told them in effect that they
were going down a blind
alley. They were desperate to
spread the word about their
environmental concerns, but
in trying to motivate people,
they were relying far too
heavily on “scare-mongering
and guilt trips”. These techniques can only take you so
far, Roszack said. In fact, he
said that guilt-tripping the
public is worse than futile if
it breeds denial or hostility.
It just makes people more
resistant to what you are
saying.
The people who benefit
from the creation of chaos
and hostility – people who
work in the arms industry,
for example – might not mind
when a culture of fear is on
the rise. But for the rest of us,
fear will not ultimately get us
where we want to go, so the
fear-peddlers from all over
the political map have to be
seen in that light.
And maybe people on
the right, whose leaders
have been getting downright
cartoonish in their fear-mongering, should look back to
one of Reagan’s last wishes:
“May all of you as Americans
never lose your God-given
optimism.” Optimism on the
right is not dead, but they
might want to start organizing search parties.

by Andrew Lawton

D

iscussing the failings and
scandals of Ontario’s Liberal government has become all too routine. The
government of Kathleen Wynne
and Dalton McGuinty – because,
let’s face it, the former is merely
a continuation of the later – has
managed to continue existing,
despite billions of dollars being
tossed about like confetti at an
Italian wedding.
The cancelled gas plants
scandal cost taxpayers more than
a billion dollars; that amount was
less than the overage of the smart
meter program, which earned a
scathing rebuke by the province’s
auditor general. The Ornge Air
Ambulance scandal cost millions – not to mention the toll on
patients due to mismanagement.
And then, of course, we have the
billion dollar eHealth fiasco. None
of these seem to matter to the
average citizen, however, when
stacked up against the rising costs
with which most Ontarians are
contending, by necessity, on this
government’s watch.
That was cemented in late
February when Premier Wynne
announced the long-awaited details of her cap-and-trade plan,
which will put a limit on carbon
emissions and allow emitters to
buy and sell their credits with
other emitters. These schemes
are convoluted, at best, and in
other case studies have proven
themselves to be more akin to
revenue tools than actual mechanisms to save the planet, which
appears to be Wynne’s goal with
the plan. Ontario will be linked
up with Quebec, Manitoba and
California, and the whole initiative is expected to drive up fuel
prices by 4.3 cents per litre. Five
dollars per month will also be
tacked onto the average natural
gas bill.
The week before Wynne’s
announcement, I interviewed
the premier on my radio show,

and actually asked about
cap-and-trade, because it was
known then that the details of
the plan would soon be released
(though not precisely when.) On
February 19, Statistics Canada
released its year over year inflation numbers, which revealed
that January’s cost of living had
gone up by two per cent over
one year prior, an increase from
January’s numbers. Produce
costs made up a large part of
that, but fuel prices were among
the largest increases impacting
Canadians – and specifically
Ontarians.
“One thing we have seen in
Quebec from its adoption of capand-trade, though, was a rise
in fuel costs of two to 3.5 cents
per litre,” I said to Wynne. “Is
that really something that you
can comfortably put on Ontarians when that’s already an area
where the costs are rising for
people?” Her answer seemed to
be a long way of saying “yes.”
“So, let’s just come at this
from another angle, Andrew, because the reality is that the cost
of not doing anything in terms
of climate change is enormous,”
Wynne said in response. “So, if
we look at the flooding that has
happened in Ontario – we don’t
have to go outside of Ontario
to find that – you think about
the drought in some parts of
the country, the fires that have
happened, the extreme weather
events, there are costs associated with all of those things, and
so, what we know we need to
do is we need to tackle climate
change, we need to take on our
responsibility as a province in
the national context, and in the
international context.”

565,000 kt of CO2 emissions,
I’m not sure how much of a dent
one province within the country
can make in reducing the 35.7
million kt of CO2 put out by the
world – especially considering
that our emissions account for

This is not theoretical:
we can look at the failure of
the scheme in Europe to get a
glimpse of what’s to come our
way. The European Union’s
failed program saw carbon
credits traded in a massive

a mere one-twentieth of that of
China, the record-holder on this
file.
So even if we accept that
climate change is a threat, and
that it is manmade – premises
that politicians often pass off
with certainty, despite legitimate skepticism from scientists
like doctors Tim Ball, Freeman Dyson, and London’s own
Christopher Essex, a professor
at Western University – there
is no merit to the idea that
cap-and-trade will do anything
about it.

and bloated bureaucratic shell
game, while having no discernible impact on actual emissions.
The economic cost (in addition
to the billions of euros it cost
the government to run it) was
huge: price fluctuations, market
instability, and a number of
peripheral issues were quite
common.
Ontario is already dealing
with uncertainty in those areas,
and what type of government
would introduce a second deck
when the card tower is already
wavering? Paying extra at the

What type of government would
introduce a second deck when the
card tower is already wavering?

pump to fill up your personal
vehicle isn’t the extent of the
program’s impact on your life: it
also means that it will cost more
for any company to get its product shipped, as well as for most
services to operate. Those costs
will get passed along to you and
me as well.
For businesses in Ontario,
which are already expressing
concern about the coming Ontario Retirement Pension Plan
(the majority intend to freeze
or cut wages or jobs, based
on research the government
did, amusingly), not to mention rising hydro rates, this is a
lose-lose-lose situation. When
businesses are losing, so are
consumers.
There is a silver lining to
this, however; the time has
never been better to be in the
public sector, which always
seems to escape these sorts of
changes financially unscathed.
But fuel up now, because it will
only get worse.

In

other words, the extra
money you pay at the
pumps is going to stop the land
from flooding. Colour me a skeptic, but I’m not convinced. As a
country, Canada is the 10th highest carbon emitter in the world,
based on 2014 numbers. With

03.03.16
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e ssay s in id leness

It’s a Weird Time When Nobody Trusts Government
Things fall apart.

so out of touch as to offer useful
advice like this: “There’s always
the possibility of keeping a
certain distance of more than an
arm’s length . . .”

Germans, who have looked disparagingly on the United States
for its tolerance of guns, are
now starting to arm themselves.
Deutsche Welle (DW) reports
a 1,000% rise in applications
for permits in just the last two
months; permits which allow carrying pepper spray and tear gas
pistols. When questioned, Germans are saying they no longer
trust the police to protect them.

The best lack all conviction,
while the worst
Are full of passionate intensity.

The front runners of the Republican and Democratic parties in
the United States are both outsiders. Predicting the popularity
of someone like Trump for head
of state would have been impossible a few years ago. Bernie
Sanders, an avowed socialist
promising Americans free health
care and free post-secondary
education like Scandinavia and
Germany, has also been a committed communist. At one time
the news that the presidential
hopeful had taken his wife to the
Soviet Union for their honeymoon would have finished an
American’s political career.

“ No good deed goes entirely

The centre cannot hold.

Mere anarchy is loosed upon
the world,
The blood-dimmed tide is
loosed, and everywhere
The ceremony of innocence is
drowned;
In Europe, people are finding
themselves strangers in their
own lands. The traditional
celebration of New Year’s Eve
in 2016 saw epidemics of attacks, particularly on women. In
Cologne the count is coming in
at 766 offences reported to the
police, of which 381 were sexual
offences, including three rapes.
Authorities such as the Mayor
of Cologne, Henriette Reker, are
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The gap between the intelligentsia and the citizenry is reflected
in the attitudes of fashionable
pundits. In his editorial, ‘Village
boys’ sap Germany’s generosity
printed in the January 14, 2016
London Free Press, Gwynne Dyer
reacts to the New Year’s Eve assaults on women in Cologne and
elsewhere in Europe:
unpunished, and this is part
of the price Germany will
pay for its generosity. It’s not
an unbearable price, even if
it involves one or two more
Islamist terrorist attacks
than would otherwise have
occurred. And in a couple
of years most of the young
Muslim men who attacked
women in Cologne will have
figured out being free, as
German women are, does not
mean being immoral or freely
available.”

How long it will take for the ‘boys’
to ‘learn’ that German women and
girls are not fair game is a good
question. In his apologia for the
‘village boys’ Dyer is a sell-out
who is prepared to offer the bodies and mental health of half the
population as educational aids for
his refugee ‘village’ punks.
And what rough beast, its
hour come round at last,
Slouches towards Bethlehem
to be born?

And what have all these phenomena to do with Immortan
Joe? The first obligation of government is keeping citizens safe
from attack, from fellow citizens
and from invaders. No need to
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look for evidence in scholarly
publications. Hollywood understands this and produces postapocalyptic movies, such as Mad

appeals to one camp, while
Sanders’ reaches others with
the repeated comment that
although thousands of indict-

Mad Max: Fury Road: Immortan Joe

by Susan Cassan

Max: Fury Road. Immortan Joe
is the film’s brutal dictator with
a collection of young women for
his harem and a troop of loyal
Warboys for protection, who
occasionally dispenses precious
water to his cowed subjects.
There is no doubt as to why
the rag-tag remnant of humanity don’t rebel. The dictator
provides some kind of minimal
personal safety within the group
and the promise of safety from
other raiders.
The deep unease and mistrust of governments in Europe
and North America is based on
the leaderships’ failure to fulfill
the primary obligation of all
government. Governments have
become caught up in projects
such as universal health care,
providing child care, mandatory
education of children in the alphabet of sexual identities, and
now the push to take in hosts of
newcomers from troubled North
Africa and Middle East. These
are not necessarily unworthy
objectives; however, if governments fail to meet their first
obligation, the citizens of their
countries will be profoundly
distressed.
Donald Trump and Bernie
Sanders are being embraced
by a public hearing the germ of
truth. Trump’s willingness to
name the threats and promise
to protect American citizens

ments have been made against
the bankers who cost Americans
their houses, none of them went
to jail.
Canada has not escaped this
divide. Our new Prime Minister,
Justin Trudeau, won his campaign
with many promises of hope
and change. After his election,
the ground shifted. The attacks
on Paris killed 130 people, and
injured 368. Canadians signed
petitions asking to slow down
on the election promise to bring
in 25,000 Syrian refugees in one
month. Trudeau’s response:
“The law of large numbers
says that when you bring over
large numbers of people a few
present surprising problems …
and [they] can be left in legal
limbo where we don’t want
them on the streets but we can’t
return them to a war zone …”
The normal time line for
investigating a candidate for immigration to Canada is about 10
months. How much time can the
immigration department spend
when they have to vet 10,000 in
one month? Fifteen thousand in
the next two months?
Trudeau equates this immigrant group with others
which have brought so much
energy and loyalty to Canada:
the Dutch, the Vietnamese,
the Ugandan Asians. This is
a different population. The
highly respected Arab Center

for Research and Policy Studies
(ACRPS) carried out a public
opinion survey on attitudes of
Syrian refugees. To the question,
“To what extent do you support or oppose the objective ‘to
degrade and ultimately destroy,
ISIL?’” a whopping 31% opposed the objective. To Justin
Trudeau’s speculation that “a
few present surprising problems,” let’s suppose that 20% of
the refugees are men and that
there is a potential 31% of these
who do not want to see ISIL (the
group that decapitates prisoners, sells women and girls into
slavery, massacres whole towns)
destroyed. That leaves potentially 480 men who don’t belong
on the street but who can’t be
sent back to a war zone.
Gwynne Dyer stated
outright that the reception of
Syrian immigrants to Germany
could result in “one or two more
Islamist attacks than would
otherwise have occurred”, but
that it is a bearable price. So he
advises host citizens to accept
the occasional leg blown off,
or death by a thousand nails
propelled at great speed from a
home -made bomb as just part
of that price.
If there is no consideration
for citizens, perhaps the leaders
might spare a thought for the
refugees they are bringing in.
Hesham Ahmad Mohammad, a 32-year-old primary
school teacher who fled Aleppo,
was a member of a group of
refugees who came to the rescue
of American Caitlin Duncan
on New Year’s Eve in Cologne.
They rescued the terrified and
weeping Caitlin from her attackers, and helped her find her
boyfriend in the crowd. Imagine the dismay of people like
Mohammad to find themselves
surrounded by what they were
running from. This wave of immigration could be as positive
and productive as any other. Not
only for the sake of present Canadian citizens, but also, for the
sake of those who are coming to
Canada to escape the misogynistic and violent societies they are
fleeing, governments need to get
this right.

A MAN FOR OUR SEASON
by David Warren

YOU
DON’T
HAVE

to be Catholic
to be fully
sane, but it
helps. I’ve
been thinking this since
hearing the news of Antonin Scalia’s death.
I admired him long
before I became a Roman
Catholic myself, and much
of what I admired had to
do with his religious formation. He was anchored,
grounded, sure of himself,
in a way that excluded arrogance. He knew which
way was up, and which
way down. He could not
be intimidated.
Yet all of this is
possible without being
Catholic. I have met, for
instance, Dutch Reform
and Scotch Presbyterian
characters with each of
the qualities in this “matrix”; and found those and
others to be broadly generous – free from factional
bigotry, or conversely,
open to the entire heritage of Christianity and
“whatsoever things are
true,” modest, just, holy,
lovely, of good report.
I have, in my sometime capacity as hack
journalist, had the honour
of interviewing religious
leaders from the Grand
Sheikh of Al Azhar in
Cairo to the Supreme
Patriarch of the Sangha
in Thailand – who also
struck me as anchored,
grounded, solid and sure
of a moral order proceeding from a Love that is
anything but fluffy.
Nor, of course, have
I failed to meet Catholics
who were narrow and
grim, loveless and cruel.
The Word becomes just
words when the spirit is
evacuated; and words can

be turned to wicked effect
when a grounding faith is
exchanged for something
else.
Here I run the risk
of sounding like a liberal.
Lord, I am not. Nor do I intend to take an “ecumenical holiday” from the divine call of the battlefield:
to hold one’s trench in
the war with Satan. I am
only affirming that men
are formed, or malformed,
in good or evil traditions,

The Word becomes
just words when
the spirit is
evacuated; and
words can be
turned to wicked
effect when a
grounding faith
is exchanged for
something else

and to approach a good
man is to respect his good
traditions.
Scalia could understand this. He was aware
that the USA was in its
founding a Protestant
estate; that the American
Constitution he defended

was in its nature a fine but
finite thing, and he not sitting on the Roman Rota.
Many of his more
learned Catholic friends
disputed with him – always pleasantly, so far as
I’m aware – on the question of the “natural law”
on which that “positive”
constitution could be said
to rest. Scalia wouldn’t
go there, in any public
way. In his American
mind there was a very
strict separation between
Church and State, and he
was neither politician nor
philosopher.
What good he could
do was serving the Court,
and applying the Law, as
written. He did not even
think it was meant as a
Constitutional Court (such
as the several that exist
in Europe). It was simply
the court of last appeal
in the United States: the
backstop against judicial
error in the lower courts.
This backstop could have
no “agenda.”
As a Catholic, for instance, he was profoundly
opposed to abortion.
His good wife, Maureen,
mother of nine, played an
active and untiring role in
the struggle against this
monstrous horror that

Justice Antonin Scalia (1936-2016), the intellectual anchor
for the originalist and textualist position, i.e. applying the
law as written, in the U.S. Supreme Court

cries for justice even to
Heaven. Scalia was more
than once taxed for his
wife’s activities as a private citizen, with the suggestion he should recuse
himself – along, perhaps,
with all the other Catholics
on the high bench – from
any case with moral implications.

T

his was ridiculously unfair. Scalia’s
position was that of
a lawyer. There is demonstrably no “woman’s right
to an abortion” in the U.S.
Constitution. Roe v. Wade
wrote it in, fancifully, and
by so doing, arrogated to
the judicial an unmistak-

ably legislative power.
Scalia, as lawyer and
judge, did not oppose on
purely moral grounds; he
would invoke nothing beyond the laws as written.
America could have
abortion if it wanted;
could have gay marriage;
and “euthanasia”; and
any other wrong it chose,
through lawful legislative acts at appropriate
state or federal levels.
These things could
even be written into
the Constitution by the
formal passage of an
Amendment. But until
they were, they could not
be legitimately imposed
by lawyers. Rights were
rights in law, and not
through an appeal to
abstractions, from the
Supreme Court down.
Here is the paradox:
that Scalia as lawyer meticulously avoided reference to any religious code,
any interpretation from
some prior “natural law”
– though he was himself
an extremely observant
Catholic. Whereas, his
“liberal” adversaries on
the Court were reckless
in finding such things,
and reading them into a
Constitution that never
03.03.16

mentioned them.
They, and not he,
could be taken for the
proponents of some
“natural law” – albeit one
that is fatuous in itself,
and constantly changing
to fit the times.
As Scalia correctly
represented, once you
can do that, you can do
anything. Once it was
established that the high
lawyers could rewrite
laws at whim – and this is
just what happened in Roe
v. Wade – there were no
restraints. Something had
been done to American
law in that decision, tantamount to what would be
done to American babies.
Saint Thomas More
took a similar position
to Scalia’s with respect
to the Laws of England
when he was Chancellor.
Readers, of a certain age,
may recall his position
paraphrased in the play,
A Man for all Seasons, in
response to the “reforming” Roper – the idealist
proposing to cut down all
laws that stood in the way
of his imagined perfect
justice:
“Oh? And when the
last law was down, and
the Devil turned round on
you – where would you
hide, Roper, the laws all
being flat? This country’s planted thick with
laws from coast to coast
– man’s laws, not God’s
– and if you cut them
down – and you’re just the
man to do it – d’you really
think you could stand
upright in the winds that
would blow then? Yes, I’d
give the Devil benefit of
law, for my own safety’s
sake.”
RIP, Nino Scalia. He
didn’t have to be Catholic
to uphold this position, so
nobly. But it helped.
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Pre-revolutionary America 2016
by Paula Adamick
A system of government that makes the People
subordinate to a committee of nine unelected
lawyers does not deserve to be called a
democracy.
— U.S. Justice Antonin Scalia
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or at least a decade, countless
Americans have been feeling that
something has gone terribly wrong
with their country, its politics and
its leadership. So there’s been a lot of talk
lately about a “pre-revolutionary” mood
now sweeping the U.S. and directed
against the ruling elite and a political
status quo that’s had them voting for
clichés, not substance, and hollowing out
their democracy into a caricature of its
original self.
This is not new. In fact, it’s one of
those classic “who? whom?” moments
described by Vladimir Lenin: Who will be
the rulers and who will be the ruled?
And as the rulers scramble to hold
onto power in this election year, the
ruled are loudly objecting to what they
regard as the betrayal of the “American
creed”— best summarized by Samuel
Huntington as egalitarianism, liberty and
individualism. From those flow equality
before the law, equality of opportunity,
freedom of speech and association,
self-reliance, limited government, freemarket economics, decentralized and
devolved political authority. All of which
have been steadily eroded by decades of
Leftists at all levers of power.
In response, irate Americans are determined to take back their country with
Donald Trump, the anti-establishment
billionaire and GOP candidate, at the
helm. Yes, the geopolitical plates really
are shifting and this was confirmed yet
again last month by pundit Pat Buchanan
who sees Trump’s rise as a rejection of
25 years of Bush Republicanism. “In the
GOP nomination race, the chickens of a
quarter century of Bush Republicanism
have come home to roost,” Buchanan
said. “Trump’s triumphs to date are due
to his recognition of, and identification
with, the Middle American revolt against
Bush family ideology and policy, and
what it has produced.”
That ideology, which accommodated
soft socialist ideals and Democrat policies, has destroyed America’s once-great
manufacturing core, flooded the country

with low-skilled workers, and drained
the treasury with ill-advised foreign
adventures in the Middle East, he says.
“America’s establishment has failed
America. The single clearest message in
the presidential campaign of 2015-2016
is that the American people would like to
cleanse our capital city of its ruling class.”
The late Supreme Court Justice
Antonin Scalia was equally scathing
about the state of American governance, lambasting the judicial activism of
the Supreme Court and the oppressive
power it now wields. In the June 2015
Obergefell v. Hodges decision, Scalia said
that by legislating same-sex marriage
for all 50 states the court had trampled
the democratic process. “Today’s decree says that my Ruler, and the Ruler of
320 million Americans coast-to-coast,

Will the candidate
deemed ‘too big to jail’
become the Democratic
presidential nominee? Or
will she be supplanted
by Bernie Sanders, the
socialist who never held a
job until he was 40?

is a majority of the nine lawyers on the
Supreme Court,” the justice wrote, noting that when the Constitution’s 14th
Amendment was ratified in 1868, “every
State limited marriage to one man and
one woman, and no one doubted the constitutionality of doing so, which makes it
extraordinarily suspicious that the 2015
court could suddenly find differently.”
Scalia underscored the gravity of the
Court’s action by comparing it to England’s treatment of the American colonies that ignited the war of independence
of 1776. In its hubris, he charged, the
majority decision committed a more serious offense than the one that sparked the
Boston Tea Party that eventually became
the American Revolution itself.
And now Scalia’s death leaves the direction of the Supreme Court again in the
balance. Will it veer right or left? Ditto
the direction of the nation itself which
finds many Americans in no mood to further tolerate the abuses and corruption
they’ve believe they’ve been subjected to
by their current two-party system which

sells out voters’ interests to the
demands of corporate donors,
personal greed and ambition
and/or socialist ideology, heedless of the consequences to the
nation itself. The question now
is: which direction will this prerevolutionary mood take the
country? Right or left?
Like the Boston tea-partiers
of 1773, today’s ruled are facing
the same indifference from their
rulers as they did then. Add to
that the fact that the ruling elite,
which includes the Obamas,
the Bushes and the Clintons,
still seem to think their lies are
believed and their corruption
undetected. Particularly Hillary
Clinton whose disastrous foreign
policy adventures in Benghazi
and elsewhere; whose congenital
lying to cover up her incompetence as Secretary of State; and
whose thousands of suspicious
emails on private servers in
violation of national security
should be making her candidacy
preposterous. Even so, will the
candidate deemed “too big to
jail” become the Democratic
presidential nominee? Or will
she be supplanted by Bernie
Sanders, the socialist who never
held a job until he was 40?
Political commentator
Daniel Greenfield says it doesn’t
matter. “Hillary Clinton and
Bernie Sanders are the same
candidate. They’re both leftist
radicals who held back some
of their more radical ideas to
pursue political office. They’re
also political opportunists.”
Which means their real struggle
isn’t over beliefs, but over tactics as to how fast and hard left
to move the U.S. According to
Greenfield, after Obama, some
on the Left believe the country is ready for an aggressive
radical push while others want
to consolidate Obama’s gains
because they think too much of
the policy infrastructure he put
into place, such as ObamaCare,
is on the verge of collapse. “The
viability of the Left’s American
project has always depended on
camouflage that hid its radical
operations in plain moderate
sight in the system,” he writes.
“Officially there is no Left
which, like the Communist Party, isn’t supposed to exist,” he re-

H. Charles McBarron: Battle of Trenton

minds readers. “There are only
liberals or maybe progressives,
activists dedicated to making
life better for everyone. And until
now, Americans couldn’t blame
or oppose a thing that didn’t
actually exist.” But now Sanders
is putting the Left on stage and
they fear exposure which could
undo their entire program going

back to before Sanders was even
born. “It’s the same old debate
between working within the
system and radical destructive
change now,” Greenfield writes.
“Obama straddled the line, using
rhetoric that told everyone what
they wanted to hear. But Clinton
and Sanders are incapable of
walking that line. And in a party

radicalized by Obama’s backers, revolution is much more
popular than making the system
work.”
Still, as Lenin himself came
to understand, while revolution is the crucible in which
the Left destroys societies, it
ultimately destroys itself. So in
this pre-revolutionary period,
the American Left may be tasting blood, but it’s also losing
control, despite its control of the
Democratic Party and its amassing of vast institutional power
in the government, the edumedia-cracy and the non-profit
sector. Which may explain
why so many of its activists
and funders see few reasons
not to push for the endgame
right now. This may prove their
undoing but, as Greenfield
concludes, the rush has indeed
begun for the long awaited second American revolution.
But a question: Was Lenin
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correct in his insistence that
revolution is simply a matter of
power and who holds it? Or did
he overlook a spiritual component? Looking back on France’s
pre-revolutionary days, historians such as James A. Wiley
noted that by the time Louis XVI
ascended the throne in 1774,
France had already driven out
most of her God-fearing citizenry, making his reign inauspicious from the beginning as
he attempted to rule a morally
bankrupt state and church and
population already buried in
debt and with her colonial empire significantly reduced. And
more forebodingly, France had
in her splendidly fashionable
midst Enlightenment philosophers like Voltaire and Rousseau
who proposed popular revolution as a remedy for their ills
and offered solutions that would
only make matters worse.
Sound familiar?
p
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A Tale of Two Thais
by Jeffrey Schiller

R

ecently I convinced
friends that I had
discovered the best
Thai and Vietnamese food in London. No
small feat considering the
number of amazing Thai
and Vietnamese restaurants in London. From the
large portions of Vietnamese pad Thai served up at
Thuan Kieu on the east end
to the traditional home
style Thai served up in
Wortley Village at Mai’s
Café & Bistro, the choices
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are endless and I am very
seldom disappointed with
my choice.
That being said I was
convinced I had finally
found the restaurant
worthy of the title; “Best
Thai in London”. Drum
roll please . . . and the
title goes to Tamarine, on
Dundas, street.
Or does it?
Most recently I was
wooed by an amazing meal that included
a variety of southern
Vietnamese specialties
like “Pepper Pork Clay
pot”, “Basil Beef’ and the
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house specialty “Pad Viet”.
A crazy delicious meal of
traditional Vietnamese
style chicken or beef,
flat rice noodles, baby
bok-choy and a variety of
other fresh vegetables,
all served with chili-lime
soya sauce. (If you go and
do not order anything
else, order this.) I was
convinced, yup, number
one!
Yet again I find myself
asking, “Is Tamarine really number one?” Let’s
go back to the beginning.
Having been convinced
Tamarine was in fact,
number one, I invited a
couple of close friends to
join me for dinner and to
get their consensus.
As we would be going
on a workday, I made my
reservation conveniently
online for 8:00 p.m. on
the following Friday. I
received a prompt reply
confirming they received
my request and would
soon get a confirmation
for the reservation itself.
The confirmation for
the reservation for four
people for 7:00 p.m. soon
came. But wait, the reservation was for four people
for 8:00, not 7:00, what
gives? Seven was a bit
too early to get there after
a long day at the office.
A quick check back on
the website for a phone
number and we noticed
they actually close at nine.
Hmmm, call me suspicious but I got the distinct
feeling they knew 8:00
p.m. would not be enough
time to enjoy dinner and
were pushing the reservation. Unfortunately 7:00
p.m. would just not work
and as I like to make a
“dinner out” an “evening
out”, 8:00 would just not
be enough time when you

close at 9:00.
The next available time
for us would be the following Sunday. Sure we could
do Sunday at anytime, early would be just fine. Wait a
minute what’s that? Foiled
again! Tamarine is closed
Sundays! Well, about that
number one spot?
What is a couple to do
when in search of great
Thai / Vietnamese food
and your number one
choice is closed? Well, obviously try the next restaurant. In this case I literally
mean the next restaurant.
“Thaifoon” is literally the
next restaurant on Dundas
down from Tamarine.

So

off to Thaifoon
we go. As luck
(not to mention a little good planning)
would have it, they are
conveniently open until
that late, mystical hour
of 10:00pm. We were
quickly greeted and to say
the greeting was friendly
would be an understatement. They were truly glad
to see us and were quick to

show us to our table.
I will admit I am picky
about my dining experience. I want to be greeted
and welcomed, I enjoy
some small talk but for
me it is a fine line. I like
friendly welcoming fun
but let’s not turn this into
a 20-minute discourse.
The energetic young man
who greeted us gets it.
Clearly we are on the
same page. We order
some beverages and listen
as the same young man
enthusiastically describes
his menu. He is obviously
proud of the menu and
he should be. Admittedly
the menu is small for this
style of eatery but I like
that. I’m here to eat, not
read. The bases are covered, fresh spring rolls;
pad Thais, curry, mango
. . . lots of deliciousness
going on here.
We order some appetizers, great choices in
the $6.00 to $10.00 range.
The fresh spring rolls are
a lesson in fresh and are a
must have. Those favouring some crunch will

love the “Avo Moon Shine
Dumplings”; avocado,
chicken, Thai spices sour
cream and tamarind sauce.
Dinner choices include
a variety of Pad Thai
dishes; curry dishes and
some specialties like the
“Panko Crusted Salmon”.
For me, the street style
pad Thai. For those who
love curry you will not
be disappointed. There’s
a choice of green, yellow
and red curry, each with a
varying degree of heat that
will delight curry lovers.
Dinner choices run $15.00
to $20.00, portion sizes
are just right. Overall good
value.
So here is my dilemma.
“Tamarine” had the number one spot, great menu,
great service, fantastic
atmosphere and amazing
food. All wonderful but not
when you’re closed.
“Thaifoon” on the
other hand, had all the
above mentioned pluses —
great menu, great service,
fantastic atmosphere and
amazing food — with one
extra; they were open and
that made me happy.
So who is number one?
Well, I will leave that for
you to decide. Go ahead, try
them both. If you go, have
the “Pad Viet” at Tamarine,
bring an appetite as portions are generous and, oh
yeh, make an early reservation. As for Thaifoon, order
the Thai Spring Rolls, very
fresh and delicious. Love
some spice? Order your
curry dish with “three
peppers”. They call it “Thai
Heat”. I call it perfect.
Tamarine by Quynh Nhi
118 Dundas St. London ON
519-601-8276
Thaifoon
120 Dundas St. London ON
519-850-1222

There’s No Business
like Show Business, Anymore
by Barry Wells
“Without promotion, something
terrible happens ... nothing!”
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— Phineas Taylor Barnum
(1810-1891)

orty-two years ago on
March 4, 1974 I started a
full-time job in the magical
world of show business as a
manager-trainee with the Odeon
chain of movie theatres — a subsidiary of Britain’s J. Arthur Rank
Corporation. The pay wasn’t
great to start (a mere $100 a
week), but it was clean, suit-andtie work with all the free movies,
hot buttered popcorn and icecold soft drinks I could handle.
Eddie Leigh (1927-1997),
the manager and master
showman of Odeon 1 and 2 in
downtown London (1962-1987)
hired me after I’d responded to
a classified newspaper advertisement. At the time, American
Graffiti, the Francis Ford Coppola-George Lucas film, starring
Candy Clark, Richard Dreyfus,
Bo Hopkins, Ron Howard and
Cindy Williams, was playing in
Odeon 1 with The Paper Chase,
starring Timothy Bottoms, John
Houseman and Lindsay Wagner,
playing upstairs in Odeon 2.
Since afternoon matinees
were still standard fare in London’s downtown movie theatres, I kicked off each day at 12
noon to the sounds of popcorn
popping and Bill Haley’s Rock
Around the Clock. At the time,
adult admission to watch a
movie was $2.75 (soon to rise to
$3 and $3.25) and a hot dog at
the “candy bar” was a quarter, as
was a box of plain popcorn.
For the next four months,
Eddie Leigh showed me the
managerial ropes before I was
transferred to Odeon Kitchener
to work under manager Eric
Ball and his assistant manager, Randy Fuller, a cousin of
American actor Jay Silverheels,

who played Tonto in the 1950s’
TV series, The Lone Ranger.
My duties included everything from payroll, box office
and candy bar operations to
supervising cashiers, ushers,
candy girls and projectionists,
banking and movie promotions;
so there were a wide variety of
tasks to perform on a daily and
weekly basis, including preparing a fat package of reports for

Odeon’s Canadian head office in
Toronto.
According to former Odeon
manager and retired district
supervisor, Lindsay Martyn,
“every theatre manager had
their special skills and Eddie
Leigh’s was showmanship. He
must have shown the promotional ropes to 50 managertrainees over the years. Head office sent them to Odeon London
for a reason.”
Mr. Martyn says Eddie won
many Canadian and North American showmanship awards: “At
various times, there were stories
about his award-winning ways in
all the film industry magazines
— Variety, Box Office, Motion
Picture Herald and Canadian Film
Digest.
“Eddie won a Chevrolet
Caprice Classic for his promotion of the 1976 movie, Car
Wash, an award for his work on

the movie, The Battle of Britain
[his promotion included organizing a veteran’s parade down
Dundas Street] and a cash prize
for designing the best newspaper advertisement in Canada for
the movie, Funny Lady, starring
Barbara Streisand,” says Martyn.

A DIFFERENT ERA

Martyn says such promotions by individual theatre
managers are now a thing of the
distant past. “Today, a movie
distributor wouldn’t dream of
letting a manager alter their
promotional material for newspapers. Everything is sent from
New York or wherever.”
One of Eddie’s awardwinning movie promotions that
I participated in was for The
Four Musketeers starring Richard
Chamberlain, Faye Dunaway,
Charlton Heston, Christopher
Lee, Oliver Reed, Raquel Welch
and Michael York. I was dispatched in full musketeer regalia,
along with three other musketeers, throughout London on the
back of a flatbed truck, visiting
several London malls to promote
the film’s local premiere.
Eddie’s Four Musketeers’
campaign included a sneak
preview, elaborate in-theatre and
off-site displays, book cross-promotions, extensive TV and radio
publicity, a newspaper crossword puzzle contest and fencing
displays. As a result, Eddie and
his wife were subsequently flown
to London, England and Paris,
France in the spring of 1975 with
$2,000 in spending money, courtesy of Universal Studios.
In addition to Eddie Leigh’s
Odeon, the movie houses in
downtown London in 1974 were
the Century Theatre (Famous
Players chain) managed by Frank
Paul; the Capitol Theatre (Famous Players) managed by Bill
Trudell; the Mall Theatre (Famous Players) managed by Eric
Percival and the independently
owned International Cinema,
a soft-porn theatre located on
King Street, south side, between
Richmond and Clarence streets.
After my stints at Odeon
London and Odeon Kitchener, I

was sent to the Odeon-Hyland
Hamilton, to work under manager Gordon Gotts — a friendly
but no-nonsense character who
excelled at keeping costs down.
Arriving in Hamilton in the
Fall of 1974, I discovered the
Odeon-Hyland was a soft-porn
theatre. That soon changed a few
months later, however, when we
premiered the blockbuster, Earthquake (with the theatre-shaking
new technology of Sensurround),
for about 20 weeks, breaking all
house box office records.
The lengthy run of Earthquake was notable in more ways
than one: The bone-rattling
Sensurround not only regularly
moved a large lamp across my
desk, it cracked the plate-glass
window of an adjoining retail
shop — and for added excite-
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ment during a Friday night
showing with a packed house — I
received a serious-sounding bomb
threat over the phone while I was
counting about $25,000 in small
bills atop my desk.
My gruffly-given instructions were to take the cash to an
alley across the street or a bomb
would go off in the crowded
theatre. Instead, I immediately
called the cops and hoped the
bomb threat was a hoax, which it
was. But when the Sensurround
subsequently started rumbling
in the theatre, there were a few
tense moments to say the least.
I wrapped up my career in
show business a few months
later because my girlfriend at the
time back in London was threatening to run off to Hollywood
with a local rock drummer.
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Music to Mourn By

The Taxman
Cometh

by Robert Pegg

In

the late days
of wintertime,
a middle-aged
man’s fancy turns to thoughts
of death. At least that was the
way it was with me a couple
of years ago. I’d spend most of
my days sitting in a chair in the
living room staring out the front
window. For some reason, at
the time I was sure I was dying.
Turns out I just had anemia.
Nothing a couple of blood transfusions couldn’t cure.
Anyhoo, I began planning
my own funeral service. I didn’t
want the standard sort of thing.
I’m far too humble for that.
What I thought I’d do was hire
a speaker who would come in
and talk about what a great
guy I was. And how I was the
type who was never ashamed
whenever I was in some kind
of trouble to get right down on
my knees and pray to God. And
that I used to think of Jesus as

14 the london yodeller

my buddy and talked to Him all
the time no matter where I was
or what I was doing. The really
good part of this speech comes
about right at that point. I’d hire
this guy I knew in prep school,
Edgar Marsalla from Pencey
Prep to do me a favour and right
when the speaker was telling
about what a swell guy I was
and what a hot-shot and how I
used to talk to Jesus even when I
was driving my car, ol’ Marsalla
would lay this terrific fart. Sure,
it would be a very crude thing to
do, in chapel and all but it’d also
be quite amusing.
I scrapped that idea though.
I got a big kick out of it at first
but then I didn’t feel like it anymore if you want to know the
truth. You have to be in the right
kind of mood for that sort of
thing to work. And when I later
found out that I wasn’t really
dying after all, I just lost interest.
What I did do though, was
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plan
out the
actual service
better. I’d decided that
I wouldn’t have any speeches
or anecdotes. Maybe a minister
or someone of the cloth could
say a prayer or two but that
would be about it. I thought I’d
just leave instructions for a DJ
to spin a few tunes I selected
while everyone present was
forced to sit and listen to the
songs all the way through. Sort
of like when I used to make

I began planning
my own funeral
service. I
didn’t want the
standard sort of
thing. I’m far too
humble for that.

mix-compilations CDs that
I’d give out a Christmas – ‘An
Evening with Bob’ the first
year. Followed by ‘Another
Evening with Bob’ and then ‘Yet
Another Evening with Bob’ at
which point I gave up because
I never did hear if anyone
actually listened to even one
of them. They would this time
though. I’d have a captive audience. My funeral, my rules.
That said, I wasn’t being
cruel in creating this soundtrack for mourning. It’s not
something where you just want
to show off how cool you are
via your musical taste. No, the
songs had to have a common
theme and had to flow naturally one into the next. If there
was any similarity of songs

head I heard distant feet/Che
Guevara and Debussy to a disco
beat.”

Everyone Says ‘Hi’
David Bowie

in my set-list, it’s that even
though they may or may not be
about ‘Death,’ they do tend to
be about leaving. And they also
had to be personal favorites.

500 Miles

Rosanne Cash

This sets the tone perfectly,
opening with funereal organ
sounding as if it could be
coming from the front of the
church. I’m also a big fan of
the Bobby Bare version but
Rosanne’s quiet mournful
wail and sparse instrumentation will remind people of the
somber nature of why we are
gathered together.

Hurry to Me

The Sandpipers

This is a vocal version of my
favorite Ennio Morricone
composition, the theme to Love
Circle. It’s got all that wordless
vocal “bah-de-bab-bah” stuff
that I love and ends with the
lyrics “Let love forever/Keep us
together.” It’s all very uplifting
and life-affirming.

Left to My Own Devices
Pet Shop Boys

From the opening violin flourishes followed by the thudding
dancefloor bass and drums,
this will have everyone up on
their feet as PSB answer the
musical question, “I was faced
with a choice at a difficult age/
Would I write a book or take to
the stage?/But in the back of my

I suppose Lazarus off the Blackstar post-death CD would be
the logical one but it’s too depressing. Besides, that’s David’s
‘Goodbye.’ Far more upbeat
and inspiring is this song from
the Heathen CD from 2002. It
opens with “Said you took a
big trip/They said you moved
away/Happened oh, so quietly/
They say” . . . and ends with
“Everyone says ‘hi’/And your
mum and dad/Everyone says
hi/And your big black dog.”

You Can Close Your Eyes
James Taylor

I tell you, there won’t be a dry
eye in the house when Sweet
Baby James sings that he don’t
know no love songs and can’t
sing the blues anymore – “But
I can sing this song. And you
can sing this song when I’m
gone.” Because “It won’t be long
before another day, we gonna
have a good time/And no one’s
gonna take that time away, you
can stay as long as you like. So
close your eyes …”
… but you don’t want people sobbing on their way out
so as a finale you reprise 500
Miles but this time by a shortlived 1960s California sunshine
pop band appropriately named
Heaven Bound. It’s all upbeat
as hell and has those “Bah-dahbah-dah-da’s” that I’m so crazy
about. A female lead singer, Ann
Marshall along with Tom and
John Bahler – better known
as background singers on the
Partridge Family recordings and
their own band, the Love Generation. Funeral music doesn’t
get much more joyous than this.

by

Ciara Allen

I

used to think that tax season was a time for giving. That is, a time for
the government to give back some of my hard-earned scratch as a
thank you for being an upright citizen. I laugh now at my naiveté and
limited understanding of personal finances and fiscal matters, with
the laughter turning to tears and the tears turning to indignant rage and
then the indignant rage turning once more into tears of woeful acceptance. I am an everyday tax-paying gal and boy, does it sting. For every
year that I do incrementally better, the government reaches deeper into
my pockets. This knowledge was hard earned, and I have to wonder,
why the hell didn’t anyone warn me?
I was told that school would prepare me for “life”, giving me the
necessary “skills” to walk out of the halls of academia and into the
working fray. This may have been covered had I stuck around past the
10th grade, but my stunted
education has only gifted
me knowledge of Canadian
geography and the human
reproductive system. Still,
I wish I’d been taught how
to be a functional person
instead of a useless information parrot with no clear
career aims. Well, I did pass
careers class but unfortunately that was where
I decided I wanted to be
a chef. How could I have
known my already precarious mental state would be
sliced, diced, and smashed
with a meat tenderizer until I woke up one day in my mid-20’s and realized I had made a terrible mistake? But I digress.

s

The more responsibility I take for my own life, the more I realize I
don’t know squat. I don’t know how to budget and have few practical
skills in areas such as home repair, gardening, weaponry or hand-tohand combat. On top of that, my only understanding of the aforementioned income tax is the government takes away my money and I may
get some back come the reckoning, but if they take too little they get to
chase me to the ends of the earth to get it from me. See, this is where
the weaponry/combat training could be useful, because in a perfect
world you could challenge the CRA to a duel in order to dispute your
claim. There should also be a “no take-backsies” rule if they don’t take
enough in the first place but that’s in section B of my list of demands
pending my victory in the duel.

Some may read only ignorance in the detailing of my plight, and
they would be correct. I don’t need your sympathy. Truthfully, I have
been completely winging it for the past three years, as the weight of
adult life has settled gradually upon my hunched and demoralized
shoulders. Maybe you’re guilty of this too, or maybe it’s a ‘me’ problem.
In any case, sometimes I just have to write things down in order to realize what a ridiculous person I am. I don’t know about you, but my only
takeaway is that I should marry an accountant.
03.03.16

www.londonyodeller.ca 15

Left to Right:

Karen Chiasson and Joyce Mitchel
prepare for the arrival of Karen
refugees.
Law Klay helps move in a donated
chest of drawers.
Karen Chiasson cleans windows.
The London Ecumenical Refugee
Committee meets to discuss progress
on preparing the apartment for the
arrival of the refugee family.

Building on Our Strengths: Recreating London
Renewal is about bringing positive change. For a small group of Londoners from the
Karen Community and six local churches it meant bringing home a Burmese Karen family that
has spent the last 20 years in a refugee camp in Thailand. As the new government of Burma
(also known as Myanmar) prepares to bring home those who fled war and oppression, they can
only bring home a fraction of the refugees every year. The Thai government in the meantime
has begun reducing the rations to the refugee camps creating starvation within the camps.
With global focus on the Syrian refugee crisis in the Middle East and Europe, it is
easy to forget that there are millions of refugees and displaced persons all over the world
fleeing intolerable destruction and grinding poverty. It is easy to despair. The numbers are
overwhelming. In London many groups are taking up the challenge to do what they can. The
London Karen Community, along with members of The Church of the Epiphany Anglican,
New St. James Presbyterian, St. James Westminster Anglican, Colborne Street United, St.
Michael’s Roman Catholic and House Church on Horton Street (Anglican) — jointly known
as the London Ecumenical Refugee Committee — have joined forces to sponsor a family that
arrived February 3 and plan to sponsor more.
The logistics of sponsoring a single family are vast. Every aspect of life must be preorganized from living quarters, furnishings, food, healthcare, registration, and transportation
among many others to ensure the family has the means to begin their new lives and join in the

London family. It is an act born of compassion with a positive outcome for London.
London City Councillors have recently noted the lack of reflection we see of our
City’s diversity on city staff and have determined that requires a correction. The reasoning is
the comfort of citizens when seeking services at City Hall but, more importantly, they recognize the benefit diversity brings to the City with new ideas, alternative world views and insight
into the needs of all our citizens. Diversity, when we work together, is strength.
Maw Taw and Mu Lay, along with their five children aged 2 to 15, have not only
left behind life in a refugee camp. They have left behind their home in Burma, they have left
behind family, they have left behind friends and acquaintances and their culture, and they have
left behind everything that home means. Being a refugee is not a choice but a necessity.
As they embark on their new life in London, with the help of many caring folk from their
Karen culture and other citizens of London, everything once familiar must be relearned. They
have to learn everything from how to use their new stove and laundry machines, how the controlled entry system works in their apartment, the London transportation system, where to get
groceries, to learning a new language and settling into a new culture. The challenges are many.
In the chaos and fatigue of their arrival, as her parents tried to absorb mountains of
information before being left in their new home, 2-year-old Eh Thaw Paw closed her eyes and
slept. London’s future is home.

Above:

Maw Taw, the Karen family’s father, receives
instructions from Htoo Plo who arrived in London
seven years ago as a refugee.
Mu Lay (centre) and Maw Taw (right) are shown
the phone list with emergency numbers and Karen
community contacts in London by Htoo Plo (right)
and Ber Ber.
Left:

Maw Taw and her son, Say Say Ku, are shown
photographs of their arrival at Pearson Airport three
days earlier by Moo Ra (left) and Htoo Plo (right) on
their arrival at their new apartment in London.
Centre Left:

Eh Kaw Hser, member of the new family, carries
family belongings into their new apartment.
Far Left: Two-year-old Eh Thaw Paw sleeps in the
comfort of her own new bed after the long journey
from a refugee camp in Thailand to London.

Forest City Folk

is an ongoing documentary of contemporary life in London
by London photojournalist

Menno Meijer
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MONDO PHONO

Sleazy and Cheezy

AROUND TOWN
by Dave Clarke

at Call the Office
Thursday, March 10th

T

LOST CLASSIC
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2003 Jandek On Corwood

Empty Cell, and Oh No Joe. A third
and final album Out of our Heads
was released with the band finally
calling it quits in 2000.
Since reuniting at NXNE in
2011, the band continues to play
live and will be taking the stage
of Call the Office on March 10th.
Advance tickets are $15.00

do their next studio session. They
liked how it sounded, composed a
few originals and then covered a few
of their soul favourites, and – voila –
one cool funky album.
The originals alternate between
great funk instros like the title song,
Bang, and its follow up, Pow, and
grooving soul numbers like Supersuds which reminds me of Time is
Tight, a hit for Cropper’s other more
famous band, Booker T and the MGs,
and Elephant Ears which includes
some pretty tasty organ from David
Washrag
Mayo. Another great track is Wah
Bang
Wah West, where Cropper shows his
TMI (1973)
mastery on the title named pedal,
and also has a funky jazz groove.
one would blame you for
What really blows me away are the
passing by an album by
covers, Curtis Mayfield’s Freddie’s
a band with the attractive name,
Dead, Jean Knight’s Mr. Big Stuff,
Washrag, but that would be a pretty Betty Wright’s Clean Up Woman and
big mistake since this one-off album especially Luther Ingram’s If Lovis a fantastic collection of instruing You Is Wrong (I Don’t Want to be
mentals, featuring the guitar work
Right), where Cropper’s guitar takes
of the amazing Steve Cropper, unthe vocal part and is a real showcase
der the rather obvious name of Cap- for his economical guitar style. No
tain Guitar. The album was a happy chart action for this one and none
mistake. The players, Cropper,
was really expected since it was just
David Mayo and ace engineer Ron
a leisurely jam for three guys who
Capone, also known as the Gang,
had played together on numerous
started jamming while waiting to
sessions.

No

5 Fantastic Music

Documentaries
You May Have Never
Heard Of

Rusty

oronto grunge rockers Rusty,
was formed in 1994 when three
members of the band One Free
Fall hooked up with Doughboys
guitarist Scott McCullough. The
band quickly released the Wake
Me EP, the video for the title tune
getting a fair amount of airplay
on MuchMusic, and leading to a
major distribution deal with BMG
Records.
Their full length debut, Fluke,
contained hit singles Misogyny
and California and garnered them
a Juno nomination in the Alternative Album category. They released
their second album, Sophomoric,
in 1997 which featured the singles

SHORTLISTED

Anthony Newley
For You
Bell Records (1970)

A

ctor, singer/songwriter Anthony
Newley co-wrote such standards as
Who Can I Turn To? What Kind of Fool Am
I? and The Candyman, but then he put out
this lecherous turd of an album, where
he doesn’t even sing but recites passages
from Jennings Cobb’s romantic semi-soft
core, 42 page opus, For You: A Love Poem.
“I have tasted your tears with my
flesh.” Many of the 21 tracks – yes, 21
– have titles that sound like bad pickup
lines. Take There is No Lyric for the Music
of You, which tells of an erotic encounter,
with romantic music in the background
but it would seem there is more than just
violins swelling in the background. “The
tide is coming in like a gurgling baby”
Other tracks are not quite as subtle, I Flooded You With My Love, or don’t
make a lot of sense, Your Mouth Shaping
Demands of One Syllable or may have you
running for a dictionary, The Anatripisis of Love. “I know the pain thresholds
of those twin mounds and their not so
sensitive centres.” Romance abounds
with other cheezy tracks like The Eternal
Instant of our Parting, or get a bit philosophical, We Climb Yesterday’s Stairway
or ask the question, Will the Windows
Continue to Mock Me?
Adding to the overall strangeness is
that this was released on Bell Records,
home of the Partridge Family and you
may want to shower after viewing the
back cover with Newley and the cover
model nude and, to quote the 40 year old
Mr Newley, “The photographic session
was a joy, I love taking my clothes off .…
The nude female model, turned out to be
a delicious dancer called Kathy, whom I
immediately fell in love with.” Yes indeed.

This investigates the mysterious D.I.Y.
musician who released over 80 albums
of out-of-kilter folk blues on a mail
order basis on his Corwood Industries
label, that have become favourites of
critics and fellow musicians. Attempts
are made to track down the highly
secretive artist. The album’s cover art,
often evocative black and white photos,
are examined for possible clues. Will the
mystery be solved? Check this one out
for the answer.

Saddam Hussein’s regime. The band
members are very likeable and their
dedication to the music they love is
pretty inspirational, and on top of that
the band is pretty kick ass.

2008 The Night James Brown
Saved Boston

After the assassination of Dr. Martin Luther King, the United States saw some of
the worst rioting that the country had
ever endured. James Brown was scheduled to play a concert in Boston the next
day and this doc charts the plan for the
local PBS station to broadcast the concert live in hopes of keeping the local
blacks at home and in front of their TV
screens and out of the streets.

2011 The Other “F” Word

2004 Dig

Documented over a period of seven
years by director Ondi Timoner, this exams like-minded bands, the Dandy Warhols and the Brian Jonestown Massacre,
whose mutual admiration for each other turns eventually to hate and extreme
rivalry. Most interesting is the portrait
of mad genius Anton Newcombe, the
leader of the Brian Jonestown Massacre whose erratic behaviour, included
physically attacking band members on
stage, causing the band to go through an
amazing number of members.

“F” as in father, as this touching documentary examines how having kids has
affected punk rockers like Pennywise’s
Jim Lindberg. Other punk fathers like
the Red Hot Chili Peppers’ bassist Flea,
Blink 182’s Mark Hoppus and Rise
Against’s Tim McGrath are seen interacting with their kids and talking about
how becoming fathers has changed
them for the better.

2007 Heavy Metal in Baghdad

A fascinating portrait of Iraqi heavy
metal band, Acrassicauda, who were
forced to practice and perform in secret
since Western music was illegal under
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here is something clear, calm,
peaceful about Matthew Schmidt
as he welcomes a guest into
his Violin Atelier Schmidt at 31
Saint Andrew Street, not far from the
quiet banks of the River Thames. The
mood of the showroom is serene and
old-fashioned, worthy of the venerable
tradition of craft and craftsmanship in
the realm of instrument making that defines Schmidt’s professional purpose in
life. The walls are adorned with violins,
with bows; with a cheerful bit of colour
in the form of posters and a painting by
Matthew’s Oma that depicts a soothing
agricultural scene. A cello rests atop a
work-table, a coffee maker sits beside
the bench for visitors. There are blocks
of wood, examples of the raw material,
the substance that becomes a work of art
and a medium through which the most
intangible art of all, music, is expressed.
The room is spare but comfortable. One
can believe in the Zen of fine proportions,
the serenity of measurements, in a tidy
space such as this.
Right away, one is aware of interesting paradoxes. The room enjoys a certain
stillness, where it is appropriate to speak
of the history of instruments and their
manufacture, of the elegance and genius in the work of the Cremona school
of string instrument production. It is a
room also suited to a conversation about
Matthew’s personal journey toward his
career and his growth in his vocation.
Each of these topics should be considered complete, separate volumes – the
aesthetics of instruments as art objects,
the brilliance in designing and building
amazing artifacts; and the quest of one
individual to find his passion and master
it.
We take up two vast concepts. But
one other hardly surfaces at all; and that
is the mighty subject of music itself. We
know the silence between the notes is a
form of music, and perhaps the absence
of melody in the room simply enhances
our understanding of the perfect relationship between the materials and the
song. Of course, you might say, we have
shifted our attention away from the tune

in order to grasp the elements that allow
for the making of instrumental music.
And to be fair, on another day, another
visitor comes to this room, so rich in potential, precisely to hear the sounds that
issue forth from pieces of wood glued
together, and strung with gut, metal,
nylon, twined in some combination or
other, and worked over by a stick covered
with horsehair. And so, it turns out there
is a genuine marriage between the stuff
of earth and spirit. We are grateful to
Matthew and his professional ancestors
for developing and refining complex devices for the transmission of music in an
endless array of aural possibilities. The
paradoxes become resolved.

A

nd so we come to the story of Matthew Schmidt’s involvement in a
most interesting occupation with
a long and noble history. Matthew grew
up here in London, a go-with-the–flow
young fellow, for whom music was a
natural, though not singular part of his
experience. His father, a scientist, was an
amateur violinist, who introduced Matt
to Allan Broughton, a craftsman in the
instrument workshops at Western. Here
Matt saw instruments of all standards
– student fiddles and fine violins in the
string collection of the Music Faculty.
Moreover, Matt watched his Opa produce
violins as an avocation.
These experiences did not set Matthew directly on the road to a career. In
fact, his post-secondary education took
him to Ryerson, where he studied management in the printing industry, which
provided him with good job opportunities. However, memories of time in Opa’s
workshop came to the fore, and not long
after entering the graphic arts/printing
world, Matt determined to spend more
time with his grandfather, during the
course of which he produced his first violin. And then he attended a convention in
Arizona for instrument makers, a defining moment. Matt made inquiries into
the possibility of applying to the school
in Mittenwald, Germany, a renowned
centre for the training of luthiers. He was
accepted into the intensive three and a
half year program, where he acquired
skills for building, repairing, restoring
violins (all of this after completing a

M

att and his wife loved Toronto,
but with the arrival of a baby four
years ago, they decided to return
to London – driven in part by economic
considerations, but also by a desire to
reconnect with family. It took a leap of
faith to give up a very satisfying position,
to imagine becoming an entrepreneur, to
set the wheels in motion for establishing
his own direction. Matt benefitted from
the Self-Employment Benefits Program
at London’s Small Business Centre. He
credits the opportunity for giving him
confidence and support as he was preparing to embark on his bold venture. He
came to understand the subtle factors
that enable an individual to create a business. He wants to provide a high level of
professional service to people who rely
on the knowledge of an expert, competent and honest. Matt has reached out to
schools, providing care for instruments
at St. Mary’s School, Catholic Central,
and the Lester B. Pearson School. He is
active with the El Sistema program run
by Clark Bryan at Aeolian Hall. Among his
clientele are professional musicians and
dedicated amateurs and students.
But the front parlour is not the only
place of activity in Matthew’s home business. Beyond the little gate that keeps
the instruments and coffee pot safe from
his toddler, there is a stairway up to the
room where the magic happens, where
the pots of glue, the brushes, drill, saws
and files live and spring into action under
Matt’s sure hands. Here an instrument
might be pried apart and re-aligned,
bridges and sound posts are restored to
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Matthew Schmidt
Builder, Restorer, Craftsman

serious immersion course in German language). The program included theoretical
and practical work, visits to traditional
centres of instrument making, studies of
violins from the 18th century golden age
of the craft/industry. As a final project,
Matt turned out an instrument “in the
white,” an unvarnished violin. As Matthew explained, “even the subject of
varnish is a universe unto itself.” Upon
completing the course of study, Matthew
returned to Canada, immediately taking
up an offer to join Geo. Heinl & Company
Ltd. – “Canada’s oldest and most respected provider of stringed instruments,
expertise and repair services. While at
Heinl I was responsible for maintenance,
repairs, and high-level restorations of
many valuable instruments.” For nearly
five years Matt honed his rarefied skills,
attaining a degree of mastery at a young
age, really stepping onto the continuum
of a unique and respected trade.

Matthew Schmidt builds new violins and repairs and restores
older instruments at his London atelier. He credits London’s
Small Business Centre for help in establishing his workshop.

proper position and function and bows
are re-haired. Here is the place where the
music truly begins.
Matt “likes seeing tangible results
from bringing instruments back to life.”
His commitment to the instruments he
lovingly tends is a sign of his dedication
to his art. He will continue to enlarge his
enterprise, foreseeing a time in the not
remote future when he will need to take
on an apprentice or an intern, a second
set of hands.
Visit http://violinatelierschmidt.ca/ to
learn more about Matthew Schmidt.

Looking forward . . .

Music

proudly presents

Lara Solnicki
Greg Osby and friends
in an afternoon of JAZZ
Sunday, May 15, 3:00 pm
Wolf Performance Street
251 Dundas Street
For information contact
www.serenatamusic.com
03.03.16
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The Hoppers of Hollywood
by Bob McKenzie

Nobody’s interested in sweetness and light.
		

T

— Gossip columnist Hedda Hopper

he celebrated Hoppers of
Hollywood comprised three
family members — father,
mother, and son — and a fourth
who was completely unrelated, despite
persistent misinformation to the contrary.
William DeWolf Hopper, known professionally by his middle name as DeWolf
Hopper, was born March 30, 1858, in
New York City. Though his family wanted
him to become a lawyer like his father,
the young man was determined to be an
actor. At six feet five and 230 pounds,
Hopper’s size disqualified him for
dramatic roles. He would have made his
leading ladies look like midgets, to the
distraction of the audience. His powerful and sonorous bass singing voice and
comic flair enabled him to pursue a long
and successful career in musical comedy, starring in more than 30 Broadway
musicals from 1887 to 1929. Among
Hopper’s shows were John Philip Sousa’s
El Capitan (the March King composed a
number of musical comedies) and the
perennially popular Erminie. A handsome
man, Hopper eventually did get leading
roles in some straight plays, becoming
something of a matinee idol.
Hopper helped to popularize Gilbert
and Sullivan in the United States, playing the comic “patter song” roles in eight
G&S comic operas in the 1920s. Many of
these productions were so popular they
were revived, some more than once.
A lifelong baseball fan, DeWolf Hopper introduced Ernest Thayer’s poem,
“Casey at the Bat,” in 1888; over the ensuing years he recited it in more than 10,000
live performances, as well as on radio and
on a phonograph record released in 1906.
In 1923 Hopper also performed the poem
on film, in Lee de Forest’s experimental
sound-on-film process, Phonofilm. Hopper
appeared in eleven other movies, most of
them silent, and most now lost. He played
the title role in Don Quixote (1915), but
was only an extra in D. W. Griffith’s 1916
epic, Intolerance. On December 27, 1932,
Hopper participated (as himself) in the
grand opening of Radio City Music Hall.
His final stage role was in a drama, The
22 the london yodeller
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Monster, in 1932. DeWolf Hopper died
of a heart attack September 23, 1935, at
age 77.
DeWolf Hopper was married six
times. His first four wives were named
Helen, Ida, Edna, and Nella. His fifth wife,
Elda, was annoyed when her husband
sometimes called her by the name of one
of her predecessors. On the advice of a
numerologist, to whom she paid $10, she
changed her name to Hedda.
Hedda Hopper was born Elda Furry
on May 2, 1885, in the small town of Holidaysburg in central Pennsylvania. The
nearest city of any size was Altoona, to
which the family moved when Elda was
three. Some sources give her birth date
as June 2, 1890 — probably as a result of
Hedda shaving five years off her age later
in life.
Elda studied singing while in high
school, but her Quaker parents opposed
her desire to work in musical theatre.
At age 18 she ran away to New York
City, where, after a few years in amateur
productions, she found work in the chorus
lines of Broadway shows starting in 1909.
The most lavish and prestigious musical revues on Broadway were the annual
Ziegfeld Follies. The members of the chorus
line, known as the “Ziegfeld Girls,” were
carefully selected by Florenz Ziegfeld
himself for their beauty and grace. When
Elda tried out for a part in the Follies she
was dismissed by Ziegfeld, who called
her a “clumsy cow.” She found work in
the chorus of DeWolf Hopper’s theatre
company, but, realizing that chorus work
wasn’t acting, she persuaded producer
Edgar Selwyn to give her leading roles in
two touring plays. (In addition to being
an important Broadway producer, Selwyn
was co-founder of Goldwyn Pictures,
predecessor of M-G-M. In April 1912 he
was in England with a ticket to return
to New York on the maiden voyage of
RMS Titanic, but he chose to miss the
trip because he wanted to stay for the
reading of a new play he was interested
in. Whatever that play may have been, it
saved his life.)
In 1913 Elda Furry became the fifth

wife of DeWolf Hopper. She began acting
in movies in 1916, at first under her
maiden name, and later as Mrs. DeWolf
Hopper, until the couple were divorced
in 1922, after which she was billed
as Hedda Hopper. Of her silent films,
numbering about 50, nearly half are lost.
Among those still in existence the most
interesting is Sherlock Holmes (1922),
adapted from William Gillette’s play
with the great detective played by John

Hedda Hopper, 1950

Barrymore. She acted in nearly 90 sound
films, always in minor roles, sometimes
uncredited. Her final appearance as an
actress was in Cecil B. DeMille’s Reap the
Wild Wind (1942). After that she made
cameo appearances as herself in Sunset
Boulevard (1950) and three other films,
the last of which was The Oscar (1966).

H

ad Hedda Hopper’s only claim to
fame been her lengthy but mediocre
career as an actress she would be
unknown today except by movie trivia
buffs and the most dedicated of film
historians. In the 1930s, with no studio
contract as an actress, Hedda looked for
a way to supplement her income. At first
she tried work as a clothing model, then
as a fashion commentator on a Los Angeles radio station. Always interested in
Hollywood gossip, she found the perfect
niche as a newspaper gossip columnist.
Her earliest columns ran in only thirteen papers, but in 1938 she was picked
up by the prestigious Los Angeles Times,
which syndicated her column to 85 bigcity newspapers and 5,000 small-town
dailies and weeklies. Her column in The
New York Sunday News alone gave her an
audience of 7.5 million! She also disseminated her gossip on weekly radio shows.
She became one of the most influential

columnists in the country, able to make
or break the careers of Hollywood stars.
At first she was friendly with her rival,
Louella Parsons, the longer-established
Hollywood columnist for the Hearst
chain, but as they competed for scoops
they became enemies.
Hedda Hopper’s trademark was her
collection of huge, flamboyant, often grotesque hats. Suggesting a method of differentiating between herself and Louella
Parsons, Hedda said, “She’s the fat one.
I’m the one with the hats.” In 1947 Time
magazine satirized Hopper’s headgear
with a cover illustration showing her
with a telephone, a typewriter, and a
microphone balanced on her head.
Hedda Hopper targeted adultery,
sexual promiscuity, and homosexuality
among Hollywood personalities, usually
by innuendo so as to avoid libel suits.
In 1949, when Ingrid Bergman left her
husband and moved to Italy to live with
director Roberto Rossellini, Hedda travelled to Rome and asked Bergman if she
were carrying Rossellini’s child. Bergman
denied the allegation, but Louella Parsons wormed out the truth and published
the scoop that Bergman was pregnant
with Rossellini’s illegitimate child. Hedda
was furious, attacking Bergman in her
columns with such vigour that the popular star of Casablanca and Joan of Arc
became box office poison, and was even
condemned in the U.S. Senate as “a horrible example of womanhood.”
When Hedda suggested in her column that married actor Joseph Cotten
had been found on the beach at Malibu
having sex in the back seat of his car with
teenage singer Deanna Durbin, Cotten vehemently denied the accusation, offering
to kick Hedda in the behind next time he
saw her. Years later, Cotten’s close friend,
Orson Welles, said, “Of course Joe was
fucking Deanna Durbin — and he liked to
do it in his car.”
Those who were vilified in Hopper’s columns found it useless to fight
back; trying to do so usually only made
the situation worse. One Valentine’s Day
actress Joan Bennett sent Hopper a live
skunk, with a note: “Won’t you be my
valentine? Nobody else will. I stink and
so do you.” The animal was, according to
Hopper, “beautifully behaved.” After the
story of the gift appeared in the news,
actor James Mason and his wife offered
to take the skunk in, and they kept it as
a pet.
Hedda Hopper hosted radio shows
from 1939 to 1951, on the CBS network,

then on ABC, and finally on NBC. In 1960
the NBC network aired a TV special,
Hedda Hopper’s Hollywood, whose guests
included such past, present, and future
Hollywood luminaries as Lucille Ball,
Francis X. Bushman, Liza Minnelli, Walt
Disney, Bob Hope, Anthony Perkins, and
several others, including actress and
former mistress of William Randolph
Hearst, Marion Davies, in her final public
appearance.
During the Communist witch-hunt
period of the 1940s and ‘50s Hedda
Hopper was an enthusiastic ally of Senator Joseph McCarthy and of the House
Committee on Un-American Activities
(HUAC). One of her targets was Larry
Parks, who had risen from the ranks of
supporting actors at Columbia Pictures
to become a major star with his portrayal
of Al Jolson in The Jolson Story (1946)
and its sequel, Jolson Sings Again (1949).
Called to testify before HUAC, Parks
reluctantly “named names” of colleagues
who had ever had any involvement with
Communism. In spite of his co-operation,
Parks was blacklisted anyway, and his
acting career was essentially over. He and
his wife, actress Betty Garrett, formed
a successful construction and property
management business. Writer/director John Huston, who had no use for the
blacklist, gave Parks his last major movie
role in Freud: The Secret Passion (1962).

C

harlie Chaplin was by far the most
popular star of the early years of
movies, helping to build the movies into a major industry. During World
War Two Chaplin advocated increased
aid to the Soviet Union in its fight against
the Nazis. In 1947 he made a film which
contained criticisms of capitalism. Hedda
Hopper attacked Chaplin repeatedly, for
his politics and also for his alleged sexual
promiscuity. Her attacks were effective.
The FBI opened a file on him as a Communist; FBI head J. Edgar Hoover wanted
Chaplin (who was a British subject, not
an American citizen) out of the country.
In 1952 Chaplin and his family sailed for
England for the premiere of his new film,
Limelight. Despite the absence of any real
evidence against him, Chaplin was not
allowed to return to the U.S. He spent the
next 20 years in Europe, finally returning
to the U.S. in 1973 to receive an honorary
Academy Award. When it was presented,
Chaplin was given a 12-minute standing ovation. The political climate had
changed, and people had become more
interested in his classic films than in
whatever his politics might have been.
Hedda Hopper remained active as a
writer until her death in Hollywood from
pneumonia on February 1, 1966, at age

80. Her marriage to DeWolf Hopper had
produced one child, a son named for his
father.
William DeWolf Hopper Jr. was born
January 26, 1915 in New York City. After
his parents were divorced in 1922 he

William Hopper and Raymond Burr
on the set of Perry Mason, 1959

moved with his mother to Hollywood,
where she pursued her career as a movie
actress and, later, gossip columnist. With
his mother’s encouragement, he reluctantly became an actor, on stage first in Los
Angeles, and then in New York, where he
was a cast member in Katherine Cornell’s
1934 production of Romeo and Juliet. Also
in that production was a young actor the
same age as Hopper — 19-year-old Orson
Welles, in the role of Tybalt.
From 1936 to 1954 he played small
supporting roles in over 100 films, mostly uncredited except for a few in which
he was credited as DeWolf Hopper. (His
use of the name was unambiguous as his
father had died in 1935.) Although many
of the films were memorable — Stagecoach (1939), The Maltese Falcon (1941),
Yankee Doodle Dandy (1942) — Hopper’s contribution to them was not. After
1954 he changed his billing to William
Hopper, and it was under that name that
he played the only movie role anyone is
likely to remember, the clueless father of
Natalie Wood in Rebel Without a Cause
(1955), starring the legendary James
Dean, who had been killed in a car crash
at age 24 before the film was released.
It was television that allowed William Hopper to finally become known to
the public when he was cast as private
investigator Paul Drake in the popular
series Perry Mason, which ran from 1957
to 1966. Canadian-born Raymond Burr,
in the title role, played novelist Erle
Stanley Gardner’s creation, a criminal
defence lawyer who in almost every
episode managed to extract a last-minute
courtroom confession from the real
criminal, absolving his client. During the
run of Perry Mason a rumour circulated

that William Hopper was homosexual,
which he was not. It seems to have been
a case of “gay by association,” as series
star Raymond Burr certainly was homosexual, as was well known within the
entertainment community, although his
sexual orientation was not divulged to
the public. From the mid–1950s until his
death in 1993, Burr lived with his male
partner, one-time actor Robert Benevides, to whom he willed his entire estate.
After the cancellation of Perry Mason
in 1966, Hopper declined other TV offers,
preferring to retire from acting, which
he said he had never really enjoyed. His
final film role was in Myra Breckenridge
(1970), not released until after his death
on March 6, 1970, at age 55.
According to some Internet web
sites and other sources, actor/director
Dennis Hopper was the son, younger
brother, or cousin of William Hopper. He
was, in fact, none of these; he was not
related in any way to William, Hedda, or
DeWolf Hopper. Dennis Hopper himself
never made such a claim. Presumably the
misinformation originated in someone’s
imagination.

D

ennis Lee Hopper was born in Dodge
City, Kansas on May 17, 1936. After
World War Two the family moved
to Kansas City, Missouri, where Dennis
studied art at the Kansas City Art Institute. When Dennis was 13 the family
moved again, this time to San Diego,
California. It was there, while he was in
high school, that he developed an interest
in acting. After high school he studied
method acting for five years at Lee Strasberg’s Actors Studio in New York City.
Dennis Hopper’s first film role was
a small part in Rebel Without a Cause
(1955), starring James Dean. He also
had a supporting role in Dean’s third
and last film, Giant (released in 1956).
Hopper could be scary-looking, and most
of his movie roles in the 1960s were as
villains, particularly in Westerns such
as Hang ‘Em High (1968) and True Grit
(1969). The movie that made him a star
was a low-budget, counterculture road
film, Easy Rider (1969), which came to
symbolize the societal turmoil of the Viet
Nam War era. Hopper and Peter Fonda
play pot-smoking dropouts from conventional society, roaring across America on
their highly-modified Harley-Davidson
motorcycles. At a stopover in New
Mexico they meet a drunken lawyer (a
young Jack Nicholson) who decides to tag
along with them. Featured on the sound
track is Steppenwolf’s “Born to Be Wild,”
whose lyric provided the name for the
guitar rock style of the 1970s — “heavy
metal.”

In a career spanning five decades,
Dennis Hopper amassed over 200 acting
credits, mostly for movies but with a few
TV appearances. He also directed five films,
including Easy Rider. He often played weird
or deranged individuals, such as the violent
sociopath in David Lynch’s surrealistic film
noir, Blue Velvet (1986), and the maniacal,
murderous villain in Speed (1994).
Apart from his film work, Dennis
Hopper was an accomplished photographer and a knowledgeable art collector.
He died of prostate cancer May 29, 2010
at age 74. His final film role was in The
Last Film Festival, which for financial
reasons has yet to be released.
Hedda Hopper returned to public attention recently when she was portrayed
by Helen Mirren in the movie Trumbo
(2015), the story of one of Hopper’s
targets, blacklisted, alleged Communist
screenwriter Dalton Trumbo.
Gossip about celebrities still circulates, in magazines, supermarket
tabloids, and low-rent TV shows like
TMZ, perpetrated by former Los Angeles
lawyer Harvey Levin. But careers are no
longer wrecked by gossip. On the contrary, it is welcomed for its publicity value.
In a sense, today’s purveyors of gossip
are the successors to the studio press
agents of the past. And none of them is a
class act like Hedda Hopper.
p
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London Theatre Edgy as a Beach Ball

some more cheese! Don’t hold
back, hit it with hollandaise!

by Shane Delear

LAst
night
they

Isn’t life grand? There are so
many things to feel blessed about.
Like having a home and surviving
winter, living in a time when science is like magic, or — and this
is pertinent – eggs, right? That
alchemical ingredient, whose
proteins can build structure like
the most insanely fine nest of
teased hair and whose fats form
the bridge for emulsification necessary in the richest (and best)
sauces. If you went back in time
500 years, peasants like us did
not get brunch, just toil. So make
the best of this golden age we
were born into, brunch it up!
Brunches are great, not just as
an excuse to get day-drunk. What
other function allows you to meet
your friends’ dogs? It’s way more
low-stakes than a dinner party;
everyone is casual and hung over
and not dressed up. Plus I think
that we have the tendency to try
to be more impressive at dinner
and sometimes over-extend; with
brunch there’s hardly any options
that everyone hasn’t already
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If you’re a guest and you’d like
to contribute, booze or flowers
are pretty much your options.
Though if you’re calling ahead
to ask, something to offer that
I never think of when I’m hosting is a second coffee maker.
Seriously though, booze. Despite
brunches not just being an excuse
to get day drunk, they happen to
be an excellent excuse to do just
that. People tend to drink things
at brunch that they wouldn’t normally drink. And if it’s not beer,
you’re not really drinking. What,
this? I don’t have a problem, it’s just
a mimosa. You’ve probably guessed
this about me already, but I’m of
the school which skews heavier on
bubbles than juice for mimosas —
3:1 if dashing with Grand Marnier
or 4:1 if not. Of course, don’t waste
your money on real champagne
since you are mixing it with juice
— cava or prosecco will do nicely.
Irish cream for coffee works too,
though personally that’s more of
a Christmas thing for me. Also,
don’t beat around the bush, beer’s
a good option, maybe a wheat or a
coffee porter.

BRUNCH
mastered. It’s also generally not a
venue where people date, so you
don’t have to endure any of that
nonsense.

As a host, please don’t go full
Martha. Who needs starched gingham napkins? Just make something
nice and dependable and then
you also get to spend your time
hanging out with your buddies and
their dogs. Breakfast casserole and
a fruit salad — tossed in yogurt so
the apples don’t brown, then chuck
some granola on there right before
you serve it! You can even do some
of the prep the night before when
you’re invincible and time has no
meaning.
French toast feels fancy but is
really easy, plus it keeps warm
without getting soggy like waffles
or dry like pancakes. If you are
doing pancakes, don’t make
everyone sit to eat at the same
time unless you can get all four
burners going while you build

your stack. Omelettes for a group
can work if you do it Julia Child
style (https://goo.gl/GxED5L).
While I’m assuming the role of
benevolent mystic doling out
advice, I’d like to impart this vital
technique: cook your bacon on
a cookie sheet in the oven (trust
me: http://goo.gl/gTXekF)Whatever you’re cooking, just don’t fall
into the black hole of misery that
is making eggs benny for more
than two people.
I’m such a hypocrite — if you’re
like me and, say, you feel like
being a type-a nutjob and making something pinterest-perfect,
may I suggest the following
monstrosity. Crumble bacon
into macaroni and cheese, mix
that into waffle batter, waffle
iron it. Use these as the bread for
your breakfast sandwiches. Over
medium eggs, tomato slices, fresh
pepper and you’re in business,
creating heart problems for your
loved ones. What the hell, add

ILLUSTRATION: SD

turned off the music,
turned on the lights
and swept you and your
friends out the door. It’s
a shame – you were all haloed;
witty and beautiful. Even though
everyone knows that good things
do end and that you must move
on to annoy the guys at your local
pizza counter (shout out to DnR
PP!), it’s a natural impulse to
want to extend things — project
this golden moment into the
future. So before you’ve scattered,
someone says, “BRUNCH
TOMORROW, MY PLACE.”

Everybody should keep in mind
that the sun being up won’t magically make them able to drive,
so plan ahead. Now even though
the day drunk might be the best
of all the drunks, its attendant
after-brunch-nap hangover might
be one of the worst, in terms of
psychological havoc and circadian disruption. In any case, the
rest of your day will be a bit of a
write-off. My best after-brunch
reset is going to a movie in the
theatre. Invite your friends — the
good times can last forever!

As

I approach twenty
years in the independent theatre
trenches, something interesting
seems to be happening: edgy is
starting to sell.
Last year’s Last Blast: Chet
Baker Checks Out! and this
year’s To Ashes have been able
to attract large London audiences, a feat that I would once
consider unlikely or, at least,
uncommon as uncompromising,
button-pushing type material is,
by its very nature, always going
to divide people.
First of all, what is “edgy?” I
would define it as presenting a
show, usually about the harsher
aspects of life, without any fear
of how it will be reacted to. I
would draw a line between edgy
and gratuitous when it comes
to content. If you risk offence,
it should be to make a point,
socially or artistically.
Nudity, for instance, is very
powerful and has only been
used on London stages on a
few occasions. Nothing makes
an actor more vulnerable and,
of course, they should not be
put in this position without
their own artistic approval and
eagerness. I heard it through the
grapevine that one of the shows
that didn’t make the cut in this
year’s London Fringe Festival
lottery was an all-nude show.
It really doesn’t benefit an
actor to have a lot of inhibitions. By its very nature, acting
involves exposing yourself in a
most unnatural way. That being
said, the theatre business can be
pervert heavy, and one should
pay careful attention as to why
one is being asked to do something. Part of a director’s job is
to look after their actors and
although they should be gently
nudged out of their comfort
zones this is a step that should
never involve coercion or subsequent regret.
I have been around long

enough to remember when people would walk out of theatres
in states of umbrage, a negative
reaction to foul language. I remember one patron of the Port
Stanley Theatre saying something along the lines of, “We

theatres in this community, with
a few exceptions, are addicted to
this lukewarm, milk and cookies
formula of assuring audiences
that everything is going to be
all right. Anything wrong with
that? No, if it’s not the only thing
available.
Aside from the
politics of exclusion
(How many of these
stories are about white,
middle-class, straight
families?) the simple
fact is that real life
involves as much hardship and tragedy as it
does sunny days at the
beach and falling in love
on a farm.
Nietzsche in The
Beryl Bain and E.B. Smith in The Grand
Birth of Tragedy tried to
Theatre’s production of The Mountaintop
explain why tragedies
— a step in the direction of edgier theatre
do not play to empty
didn’t mind the men swearing,
houses. He was reviving Greek
but when the women started
notions about “catharsis” and
in . . .” Whole audiences in the
the importance of realizing that
history of London theatre have
life is precarious to the point
marched out because of curse
that we can all be gone tomorwords or perceived blaspherow. Learning the preciousmies. Examples of audience
ness of the time we are given is
exoduses include Grand Theatre
supposed to light a fire under
productions of Glengarry Glen
our collective asses and make us
Ross and The Collected Works of
better human beings.
Billy the Kid, all from decades
I tend to favour issue-based
past and more experimental
plays, believing that theatre
regimes.
Thanks to Deadwood and
shows similarly peppered with
profanity, our aversion to bad
words has relaxed considerably.
It’s almost like we need to invent some new ones. The point
being that pure potty-mouthing
won’t likely take you into “edgy”
anymore. And violence? Well,
people have never really held
that against a production. Just
ask Gloucester’s eyes!
So what is the nature of artistic edgy and why is it important and much neglected in this
town of ours? It comes down
to theatre should not always
be presenting a mythical world
where everything is absolutely
hunky-dory and everyone has a
kind heart if only you’re willing to look for it. The largest
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by Jason Rip

is an excellent and accessible
forum for tackling society’s
many ills. If I’m going to sit
passively for two hours, I want
to learn what can be done to
relieve aspects of the somewhat
shitty deal that surrounds us
all. Contemporary issues are
particularly neglected but I also
appreciate learning about the issues of the past, something that
the Grand’s recent production
of The Mountaintop delivered
admirably. I am often harsh on
the Grand for their addiction to
safety and their commitment
to a non-rattled audience, but I
must admit that this was a step
in the right direction. Basically,
when it comes to theatre, I like
to eat meat, not candy.
Time to address the notion that edgy does not sell. Of
course, there’s some truth to it,
partly due to the fact that there
are huge segments of society
that do not go to the theatre
at all. You can see the difference when you look at the film
industry where edgy films do
quite well. Witness Deadpool,
The Revenant, and The Hateful
8 for recent examples. Also not
very many musicals (the most
successful form of theatre)
would count; at least not the
ones that get done around here.
When only a certain slice of the
population goes to the theatre,
their content preferences and
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reluctance to be shaken up will
dominate the playbill; until they
die off, that is, and there is suddenly no one left to take their
places.
Don’t get me wrong – I
think all forms of theatre should
be represented. Most of what
I write is family friendly by
necessity because it is commissioned by some family friendly
place like the Fanshawe Pioneer
Village. When left to my own
artistic devices, however, I like

Theatre is an
excellent and
accessible forum
for tackling
society’s many ills

to show a little edge because I
believe that is my own humble
niche in this town. I also believe
any movement away from the
sugar-coated theatre of comfort
should be acknowledged and
rewarded. Art does not advance
from a position of comfort.
Once I severed a character’s
penis on stage. Turns out no one
wanted to see that. You can pass
by the “edge” and just end up in
offensive nothingness. The edge
needs to have an artistic or social point, but, when it does, you
should absolutely support it.
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A Child’s Memories of London Theatre
by Adam Corrigan Holowitz

A

few Fridays back I attended the opening of To
Ashes. It was a great night
for London theatre. A great play
was on stage and there was a
sold out house with many folks
from London’s theatre community. All were celebrating local
theatre. Jubilance was in the air.
Before the play my friend and
the play’s writer Jason Rip asked
if I had seen the original production. I had not, being that I was
only nine years old at the time
of the premiere. Though my parents were permissive in what
they would allow me to see in
theatre at a young age, To Ashes
probably would not be ideal for
a nine year old’s eyes.
Still when I was young I did

attend a good deal of local theatre. I thought it would be a fun
to play a memory game where
I try to remember some of my
earliest theatre experiences,
both as an audience member
and a performer. As I set down
these memories I noticed that I
had traced the beginning of my
involvement with the London
theatre. I imagine most people
have a similar story. Hopefully
my memories will cause you to
compose your own time line of
your own theatre experiences.

The Wind in the Willows

The first play I ever saw
was Michael Shamata’s adaption
of The Wind in the Willows at
The Grand Theatre. I was three
years old and it was 1998. The
production was directed by
Shamata, who was the Grand’s

artistic director at the time.
What I recall is Shamata’s
incredibly gentle directorial
touch in the production. If you
have seen Shamata’s famous
adaptation of A Christmas Carol
at Soulpepper Theatre, you will
be familiar with the gift he has
for bringing classic texts to the
stage. The Wind in the Willows
was a nature-oriented, human
and open-hearted production.
The production instilled in me
the idea that the theatre should
be a place of warmth.
My father, Stephen Holowitz, was the musical composer
for the production. The music
was made available on CD in the
Grand’s gift shop, which back
then filled every corner of the
second floor lobby. Narration
was added to the disc, read by
some of the play’s A-list cast
which included John Jarvis, Oliver Dennis, Cliff Saunders, Eric
Coates and the father of Canadian theatre, Douglas Campbell,
who played Badger. My Dad
also enlisted me to narrate sections. They gave me a pop-up
version of the book to help me
tell the story. Later they edited
my pauses and three-year old
speech pattern so I ended up
sounding like a rather eloquent
three year old.

Thumbelina
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It must have been around
1999 that my parents took me
to see Thumbelina at The Theatre School which was on the second floor of the old bank building on the south-east corner of
Richmond and King. Audience
members would line up on an
incredibly steep flight of stairs
to wait to go into the theatre
school plays. While standing in
line you would sometimes have
to move over to let a person
struggle up the stairs to get up
to their apartment on the third
floor of the building.
The production had a fabulous giant flower which opened
to reveal Thumbelina. I remember being terrified of the fire

lords who threatened the forest
and I loved the noble water
fairies who fought them. My parents, who hoped theatre classes
would curb the amount of plays
I would perform in the living
room, signed me up for weekly
Saturday classes at The Theatre
School that year. I continued to
go there for most of my childhood. The Theatre School, a
creation of Kip Longstaff, was
unique because it focused on
acting technique even for the
four year olds.

The Boneyard Man

I remember the first time I
saw The Boneyard Man. It was
at the Victoria Park Bandshell
as part of the entertainment for
the 2001 Canada Games. The location was certainly a departure
from the intimate bars where
The Boneyard Man is most at
home. From the age of six on, I
was hooked on Boneyard. I still
take great delight in listening to
the recordings of episodes.
When I was around eight,
I performed my own version of
Boneyard for a group of family members who were held
hostage by my performance in
our living room. The Boneyard
Man was one of London’s finest
theatre institutions. I hope,
along with many other Boneyard fans, that Jayson McDonald
might visit London to give us a
few more episodes.
While we patiently wait,
you can listen to Jayson’s new
equally funny radio serial,
Phantom Signal, on the show’s
website. Phantom Signal is
performed monthly at Vancouver’s Fox Cabaret and goes on
the web in podcast form shortly
after. The show is similar in
style to Boneyard and should
delight fans.

A Year with Frog and Toad

The 2005 London Fringe
included the musical A Year with
Frog and Toad, a production by
Original Kids, which was directed by Don Fleckser. My Dad was

the musical director for the play
and so I spent time at many rehearsals watching the play come
together. I remember the thrill
of Don giving me an extra script
so that I could follow along and
create my own prompt book. I
also took great delight in helping put away the props following the performances.
This was the first show
where I had any involvement
helping with the production.
It was the bridge for me from
audience member to theatre
maker. The following year Don
would invite me to help backstage with Kingfisher Days at the
Palace Theatre.

Lost Soul Stroll

On opening night of Kingfisher Days I met for the first
time my good friend Jason
Rip. Jason would go on to be
a mentor to me and a great
encourager of my work. From
that meeting Jason invited me to
play Lem the Monkey Boy in the
second season of the Lost Soul
Stroll. I had a great time acting
in the Stroll with my fellow actors, all at least a decade older
than me. It was also great fun
sneaking into bars for a coke
with the cast after performances. You are rarely checked for ID
when you are eleven years old
and are wearing ghoul makeup.
(For the record, I never tried to
drink or was served; so all was
above board).

Our Town

In 2007 I played Joe Crowell, the paper boy in Fountainhead Theatre`s production of
Thornton Wilder’s Our Town.
The production was directed
by Don Fleckser. It was the first
time I acted on an actual stage.
It is a fitting first play to be in; it
is a celebration of community.
I was reminded a few
Fridays ago at To Ashes and by
writing these remembrances
that London’s own theatre
community is very much worth
celebrating.

CARDINAL
BOOKS

Matthew Trueman’s Dirt
Nature, Technology and other Imagined Comforts
by Moira McKee

O

ur relationship with
our surroundings
grounds us, provides a
basis, and is one of the
most significant points of recognition we rely upon to operate
in our daily lives. To be lost in a
landscape once familiar spooks
and disorients us. We grow, our
perspective changes and a longing
is born for what we often remember vividly as the utopian setting
of our youth. This conflict with
the change in our surroundings
speaks to a discomfort when we
no longer recognize what our
minds once saw. Artist Matthew
Trueman’s upcoming exhibition,
titled Dirt, at Westland Gallery
addresses the cultural and environmental implications of ‘society’s violent incursion into nature,’ creating a visual dialogue
with his detailed woodcuts that
depict the fixed boundaries that
exist within this tension.
It might seem paradoxical to
say that Trueman’s most recent
works have simultaneously
become more sophisticated and
more rudimentary. The organic
details inherent in the lumps
of rock and soil in Jack (2015)
necessitate an observant eye to
depict such natural disorder. The
artist then challenges us to make
a distinction between replicated
details that point to an industrialized human presence such as a
tiny row of houses in the distance
and a set of uniform tire tracks
on the hill. Even the nature of
printmaking itself – the possibility to infinitely multiply an image
in our contemporary world of
digitization – carries that same
tension as an original work of art
that is mass produced.
The earliest printmaking
technique, woodcut relief printmaking, was originally developed around the 5th century in
China as a method for printing
on textiles and paper. Its effect is

Matthew Trueman: Jack, woodcut

t h e a t re s p a c e

opposite to the process of drawing, in that areas of the block
that are carved away to form an
image do not receive the ink but
rather it’s rolled or applied to
the areas in relief.
Trueman’s Origami (2015) is
a mesmerizing testament to the
diligence required in the printing process. A series of identical prints of the same image or
pattern, aligned and symmetrical
like the wings of a butterfly or a
Rorschach ink blot test, a botanical closeup taken beneath a microscope or the vaulted ceiling of
a gothic cathedral. The symmetry
radiates and tantalizes, drawing
the eye which hungrily seeks out
the tiniest imperfection to reaf-

firm our misplaced humanity.
Trueman’s process mimicking the effect of Japanese
landscape printmaking can be
seen in Moraine (2016), where
a series of vertical lines function
as an optical illusion creating an
atmospheric haze. With muted
ashen tones and a sickly horizon
of washed out rust, blots bleed,
stain and deepen to an inky
black in areas where the chisel
scores are deeper. The scene
channels American artist Andrew Wyeth’s iconic piece Christina’s World (1948); in which
a lone house sits atop rolling
hills, the image reined in with
a perspective that both isolates
and revives the viewer. Japanese

e USED & RARE f

printmaker Katsushika Hokusai’s Fine Wind, Clear Morning
(Gaif^u kaisei), ca. 1800-1849
recalls this starkness and quiet
grandeur respectfully acquired
from mastering such precision.
There’s a maturity and
an outsider’s perspicacity
that has rapidly developed in
Trueman’s oeuvre. Jill (2015)
draws to mind the deep, dark
and mysterious enclave of a
woman’s geography. The ridges
and supple folds cocooned in
a mist, suggesting something
desolate, dank and foreboding.
Humankind has always been
simultaneously drawn to and
afraid of black holes. It might
only be this reviewer’s perverse
eye that notes the (perhaps unintended) reference to male and
female genitalia when both the
former Jack and Jill are viewed
in tandem—Jack, in its depiction
of a hill surging upwards to an
impaired climax in a sunless sky.
Matthew Trueman: Dirt
March 8 - 26, 2016
Reception: Friday March 11, 7:30 pm
Artist Talk: Sunday March 20, 1:00 pm

QUALITY BOOKS
MAPS & EPHEMERA
philip prins
Proprietor

VISIT US IN THE
OLD BIRR
SCHOOLHOUSE

TUESDAY to FRIDAY 1 PM – 5 PM
SATURDAY 11 AM – 5 PM

sales@merebooks.com
23179 Richmond Street (HWY 4)
London, ON (Birr)

519-854-0006

Westland Gallery
519-601-4420 info@westlandgallery.ca
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Conversational Tips for Those Who’d Rather Not Talk

Uncle Bruce



SUBMIT YOUR QUESTIONS TO INFO@LONDONYODELLER.CA

D

ear Uncle Bruce – What do
you make of this fellow in town
who dresses like a pirate and
has been getting loads of media
play by hanging out his shingle as a ‘snuggle therapist’? I’m not going out with a man
right now and am not ashamed to admit
that I occasionally long for somebody to
cuddle with but I wouldn’t necessarily
want it to end there (though with this
grebe I might) and I think I’d find it more
than a little desolating to feel that I had to
pay for such a service. Am I just being old
fashioned?
Sincerely,
Not Getting With the Program

SJOSTRAND
DESIGNS

Helping you create Empowered Environments with Feng Shui
Brenda Strand

brenda.sjostranddesigns@gmail.com

Master Feng Shui Consultant

sjostranddesigns.yolasite.com
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Dear Uncle Bruce – I happen to know

that you’ve been without cable TV for
more than a decade (and admittedly, the
price has been a little outrageous) but
now that the CRTC has ordered all the
providers to come up with a basic package for $25 or less, aren’t you even a little
tempted to get back on board?
Sincerely,
Glued to My Screen

Dear Glued to My Screen - Well, I see
that the wretched tightwads at Bell
Media have come up with a starter
‘bundle’ (as they call it) which, among its
26 channels boasts 10 French language
channels, the Weather Network, a feed
Dear Not Getting With the Program – Ah from the Ontario Legislative Assembly (I
bless you, darling, you’re a woman after
do love to watch how Kathleen Wynne
my own heart and any time you want a
flails her hands while trying to articulate
little slap and tickle ‘on the house’, you
her devious schemes for destroying life
just come and see Uncle Bruce. I was
in Ontario . . . but not that much) all the
reading about our therapeutic pirate in
other boring Canadian culprits (CBC, CTV,
a particularly distressing issue of The
Global, TVO) and not a single American
Londoner and I see he charges $20 for
network or station. Rogers, apparently,
something called a ‘pre-snuggle consult’ tried a little harder than that, at least
that is only refunded if both parties agree adding ABC, NBC, CBS and PBS to their
to proceed to the next level of ‘platonic,
uninspiring mix. But no, I’m not even
affectionate and consensual touching in
slightly tempted. Network TV is utterly
a safe and comfortable environment’.
dead to me. It’s the funniest darn thing.
Wouldn’t that do wonders for your
As one of those tiresome boomers, I grew
‘emotional and spiritual well-being’ if
up in the near-constant glow of the famhe stiffed you for 20 bucks and wouldn’t
ily TV screen. It was on all the time like
even give you one of his famously rehaa bloody incubator lamp. And if you had
bilitative hugs?
asked me even 20 years ago – “Which is
So the Londoner’s story on that hearty going to expire first; newspaper, radio or
rapscallion Captain McSnuggles was folTV?” - I never would’ve guessed it would
lowed by an even more depressing two
be the idiot box if only because it seemed
page spread promoting 1) The London
the most ‘of the moment’. Appearances
Colouring Club - a group of hundreds of
can be deceiving.
ostensible adults so ground down by life
Sincerely, Uncle Bruce
that all they want to do is play with crayons - and 2) some enterprising psychotherapist charging folks who’ve just been
dumped or sacked $47 a head to attend
her Resiliency After Rejection workshop. I
tell you, sometimes as I behold the world
today, I have to wonder, “Where did all
the grownups go?”
Sincerely, Uncle Bruce

by Sean Twist

L

ike most people, I
have a dream that
allows me to get
through the day. I
cling to this tiny life raft of
a dream when the slings
and Shoryukens of outrageous extroverts batter
me down. I dream of a
castle, set high on a lonely
Scottish moor. A castle
with a moat, three dogs,
great internet, and not a
human soul around.
You see, I don’t like
talking to people. I mean,
sure, there are a few I
don’t mind conversing
with, especially the ones
I’m married to. But for
the most part, I can happily go through my days
without saying a word.
But in the 21st century, in
this age when you need
a face shield against the
spewing overshare, being
silent means you’re either
anti-social (I am), in need
of medication (do Twizzlers count?) or need a
hug (God, no, really, I’m
good).
Now, before you fold
your arms and get all
judgement-faced, I don’t
blame other people. I
don’t think I’m better than
anyone else, or that my
time is just too precious.
In fact, I think the complete opposite. I worry
that I’ll say the wrong
thing to upset someone.
Which in turn will ruin
my day, because how can
anyone bear the weight
of having mildly upset a
casual acquaintance? It’s
just how I’m wired.
I just find talking to
people so exhausting. Even
in a simple three sentence
‘How are you?’ exchange

there are enough social
gymnastics involved
to make me want to lie
in an empty crypt for a
week. (Oh, c’mon, like you
haven’t.)
First, I have to read
their body language.
Are they looking at their
phone when they ask
me? If so, I can say ‘Fine,
thanks’ and their ADD
will allow me to make my
escape. Bonus! Or are they
doing that slight, prevocalization tremble with
their mouths that means
they really don’t care how
I am but want me to play
audience to the thrilling
saga about how they are?
If so, then I can still go
with ‘Fine’, then fold my
arms and stare directly
into their eyes as they recount their tale. Not blinking and letting one eye
twitch usually cuts things
short, for some reason.
Or – please no – are
they relaxed and appear
genuinely interested in
how I am? Then it gets
more complicated. Now I
have to gauge a proper response. My go-to answer
of ‘Not dead’ doesn’t play
well with most people.
Neither does ‘Living the
nightmare’ or ‘I have this
weird taste of formaldehyde in my mouth’.
My only option is to
mentally slide into an
offensive position, like
Goku about to unleash
his Kamehameha. “Goodsohowareyou?” I ask.
Always turn the conversation back, blasting the
social discourse away
from the sanctum of self.
I’ve learned this from my
various anti-social senseis, who I forever honour
by paying for their Ancient
Masonry and Labradoo-

Mackenzie Crook and Toby Young play the mainstays of the Danebury Metal
Detecting Club in BBC4’s The Detectorists, a gentle comedy with no witless yakking

dles magazine subscriptions. This will delay my
escape, sure, but freedom
is guaranteed, courtesy of
phones going on, general
onset of postindustrial ennui or collective pitchfork
raising over someone getting offended somewhere
over something.
Usually, I’m good and
alone after about three
minutes. But sometimes it
gets worse. The conversation continues. Because
I fail at being a man – I
don’t like sports or shooting small animals with
high powered velocity
weapons – this inquisitorial social dissection often
turns to media. Namely,
books, television, or film.
When it comes to
books, I usually let the
other person go first. I
wait to hear about the
expected CBC anointed
feel good bestseller about
someone who discovered
the joy and impermanence of life when they
were diagnosed with a
severe sinus infection or
something. When they ask
me what I’m reading or
recommend, I like to say
that I thought that Twilight was pretty good.
It’s a good way to
gauge things. If they like

it, then I nod in agreement
and then never speak to
them again. If they cringe,
then I recommend what
I’m actually reading. Then
they never speak to me
again. This is what Roman
commanders called a winwin situation. But they
said it in Latin, probably.
I’m usually pretty safe
when it comes to film, because my opening move is
to say that I pay for all my
films and get really upset
with people who pirate.
If I’m jumped on coffee,
then I’ll mutter about how
I know a focus puller who
can barely feed his family
because of PIRATES. Then
I’ll explain what a focus

puller is, because people
always think it’s something filthy. They always
try to hide their disappointment when I explain.

As

for television, I
usually have to
endure ejaculatory OMGs
about shows like The
Bachelor or whatever soft
porn substitute people are
interested in these days.
But lately I’ve been recommending shows. Perhaps
it’s a sign that I’m not
as anti-social as I think.
Maybe I’ll be on Instagram
next posting things like
‘Mondays, amirite?’ But
until that dark day, I do
like to share some things.

Like The Detectorists. It’s a BBC show about
a loner eccentric who
is obsessed with metal
detecting. It’s a quiet, wry
comedy, a rarity these days.
I also find it extremely
comforting. It celebrates
eccentricity without a
laugh track or anyone
called Sheldon.
I also recommend Mr.
Robot. It’s an American
show about a loner eccentric who is obsessed
with hacking. It’s also well
written, well directed, and
dares to assume viewers are giving it their full
attention. It’s an outsider
drama, a darker shade of
comfort. But comforting all
the same.
Because both shows
are about quiet people. People who only speak when
they need to. People who
understand silence, and
how wonderful it can be.
Not that anyone listens
to my recommendations.
Which is fine, because I
look forward to watching
these again one day, in
my castle with my dogs.
I mean, if they’re not too
busy updating their Facebooks.
p

Vitamin & Herbal Therapy Products & Information
Jeffery G. Robb B.Sc. Phm.
Owner / Pharmacist

TURNER
DRUG
STORE

Vitamin Centre
London’s
Corner Drug Store
since 1938

Phone: (519) 672-3340
Fax: (519) 672-7844
Toll Free: 1-800-566-8482
turner@turnerdrugs.com
www.turnerdrugs.com
52 Grand Avenue
London, Ontario N6C 1L5
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THURSDAY the 3RD
CALL THE OFFICE Boids/ School
Damage/ Bad Words/ Limiter
9pm · $7 · 19+
LONDON MUSIC CLUB Squares/ Little
Kid/ Holly Painter Doors 7pm · pwyc
FRIDAY the 4th
AEOLIAN HALL The Outside Track
Doors 7pm · $25 adv/ $30 door
CALL THE OFFICE Crown Lands/
Northern Saints/ Bodhi Jar 9pm · 19+
LONDON MUSIC CLUB The Lifters
Album Release Party w/ Mermaids
Exist/ Blue Sky Miners Doors 9pm · $10
NORMA JEAN'S Snake Bite FREE
THE WORTLEY Wrif Wraf 10pm
YUK YUK'S Nick Beaton
8 & 10:30pm · $19.92 · 19+
SATURDAY the 5th
AEOLIAN HALL London Pro Musica
Choir Rossini 7:30pm · $20 adv/ $24
door/ $10 student
LONDON MUSIC CLUB The Neil Young'Uns
Doors 6pm · $17.50 adv/ $22 door
THE WORTLEY Wrif Wraf 10pm
YUK YUK'S Nick Beaton
8 & 10:30pm · $19.92 · 19+
SUNDAY the 6th
THE WORTLEY Douglas Watson
w The Village Blues Band 4-8pm
WEDNESDAY the 9th
AEOLIAN HALL Ignite London
Doors 6:30pm · free
thurSDAY the 10th
CALL THE OFFICE Rusty/ tba
9pm · $15 · 19+
LONDON MUSIC CLUB Larry Smith
Doors 8pm · $5 cover
FRIDAY the 11th
AEOLIAN HALL David Myles
Canadian songwriter/performer/
recording artist originally from
Fredericton, New Brunswick,
Doors 7pm · $23 adv/ $26 door
LONDON MUSIC CLUB Shut The Front
Door Improv Doors 6:30pm & 9:30pm
$17.50 / Mo' Kauffey & Vinnie M Cee/
Amanda Lynn Stubley/ Martin Horak
Doors 7pm · $10 adv/ $12 door
NORMA JEAN'S Bender FREE
THE WORTLEY Geoff Masse 10pm
YUK YUK'S Ian Sirota
8 & 10:30pm · $19.92 · 19+
SATURDAY the 12th
LONDON MUSIC CLUB Ken Yates w/ Jesse
Terry Doors 6:30pm · $12 adv/ $15 door
THE WORTLEY Geoff Masse 10pm
YUK YUK'S Ian Sirota
8pm & 10:30pm · $19.92 · 19+
SUNDAY the 13th
AEOLIAN HALL Judy Collins
Doors 6:30pm · $49 adv/ $54 door
CENTENNIAL HALL Rain: A Tribute to
The Beatles 7:30pm · $50.50-$89
THE WORTLEY Cheryl Lescom
w The Village Blues Band 4-8pm
WEDNESDAY the 16th
BUDWEISER GARDENS Marianas
Trench/ Walk Off The Earth
Doors 6pm · $37 - 67
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classical
FRIDAY the 4th
ANNETTE-BARBARA VOGEL/
FERNANDO PEREIRA
8pm Von Kuster Hall, UWO
SHARON WEI/ STEPHAN SYLVESTRE
Works by Brahms, Martinu, and others.
12:30pm Von Kuster Hall, UWO
SATURDAY the 5th
CARMINA BURANA
7:30pm · $30/ $25 senior/student
Dundas Centre United Church
SUNDAY the 6th
TRADITIONS Proceeds from this
concert benefit the Doris Jackson
Memorial Scholarship Fund Awards
for deserving members of the
Western University Jazz Ensemble.
2pm Mocha Shrine Centre, 468
Colborne St
thurSDAY the 10th
SASAH SERIES 7pm International
& Graduate Affairs Building, UWO
FRIDAY the 11th
KATHLEEN RUDOLPH/ STELLA NG
Presenting seldom-heard works by
Heggie, Verdi & renowned pianist
Walter Gieseking.
12:30pm Von Kuster Hall, UWO
#we play on: Love lost & found
Patricia O’Callaghan and her ensemble
join the #WePlayOn musicians for a
cabaret concert built around the songs
of Leonard Cohen. Plus music of Édith
Piaf, Astor Piazzolla & Obradors. Cash
bar & complimentary hors d’oeuvres.
$40 · Museum London
WEDNESDAY the 16th
Great Russian Ballet - Romeo
and Juliet 7:30pm · $65-$97
CENTENNIAL HALL

t h e at r e
ARTS PROJECT
PARADISE LOST After finding himself
cast into hell Satan travels to the
Garden of Eden to exact his revenge
on God’s new favourites: Adam & Eve.
Reception: Mar 3 at 7pm, Show:
8:30pm · $15/ $12 sen/stu · Mar 3-4
THE REFUGEE HOTEL A dark comedy
that takes an uncompromising look at
exile, torture, guilt and betrayal - about
love & its power to heal. 1 & 7:30pm
$15/ $12 student Mar 9-12
GRAND THEATRE TWENTY
THOUSAND LEAGUES UNDER THE SEA
A re-imagining of the Jules Verne
undersea adventure classic. Board the
Nautilus with the mysterious Captain
Nemo as he explores the depths of the
ocean, the heights of technology and
the edge of madness. Various times
$29.95 - $81.50 · Mar 8-26
ORIGINAL KIDS THEATRE
DISNEY'S THE LION KING JR The
African Savannah comes to life on the
Spriet stage with Simba, Rafiki, Timon,
Pumbaa and an unforgettable cast of
characters as they journey from Pride
Rock to the jungle and back again in
this inspiring tale. 2 & 7pm · $11 - $16

featuring Celtic Rockers the
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David Myles performs at Aeolian Hall Friday March 11th - Photo by Riley Smith
PAUL DAVENPORT THEATRE
FAVOURITE SCENES FROM OPERA
& MUSICAL THEATRE A year-end
opera and musical theatre gala
celebration featuring arias, duets and
ensemble performances from many of
your favourite works. 8pm · $15/ $10
student/senior · Mar 11-12
Budweiser Gardens
DISNEY ON ICE: DARE TO DREAM
Tickets from $15 · Mar 10-13

ga ller ie s
& museums
ARTS PROJECT TRAPPED The
intimate and delicate relationship light
and film share. To Mar 5 / Fanshawe
College: MISSING · ERASED · DELETED
2nd year Fine Art students present an
exhibition of research-based mixed
media works that examine ‘missing’
as both subject and process. Reception: Mar 8, 5-7pm · Mar 8-12 /Eric
Jones: Inner gardens Meet the
artist Mar 16, 19 & 23 12:30-2pm Mar
14 to 26
ELDON HOUSE TAKING TEA
The Victorian penchant for an elaborate tea ceremony was well practiced
by the Harris Family. Concurrent with
Eldon House’s popular Tea Program,
this exhibit explores the etiquette,
offerings and paraphernalia involved
in “taking tea.”/ BEHIND THE ROPES
TOUR Explore rarely seen sections of
Eldon House and its carriage house
to discover an astonishing variety of
curiosities that will amaze and delight.
Participants will be guided through
“nooks and crannies” including attics
and cellars by an expert Historical
Interpreter. Mar 12 · 10am-12pm
$20 · to register: 519-661-5169
Fanshawe Pioneer
Village THE BARN RAISING
PROJECT A special travelling
exhibition of hooked artwork. Forty
handcrafted wall hangings depict
the rural barns of Canada and
commemorate Ontario’s rural roots.
This colourful handcrafted fibre art is
accompanied by a selection of barninspired pieces from the Fanshawe

Pioneer Village permanent collection.
Admission by donation, Mar 15-Apr 22
FRINGE CUSTOM FRAMING
AND GALLERY HOME AWAY
Art exhibit and sale. Reception: Mar 5,
6-9pm · To Mar 31
FOREST CITY GALLERY
THAT'S ALL FOLKS! Christine
Negus Pisses on history’s heroes
while chipping away at the foundation
that holds them up. Reception: Mar 4
7-10pm · Mar 4 - Apr 9
MCINTOSH GALLERY THE
JOHN & SUZANNE KAUFMANN
COLLECTION OF AFRICAN ART
Selected from an array of over 200
nineteenth and twentieth century
works, this major exhibition includes
tribal masks, ancestral figures,
basketry, jewellery, sculpture and
textiles made by artists from over
thirty ethnic groups including the Dan,
Mossi, Asante, Luluwa and Dogon
peoples. To Mar 12/ KARIN JONES:
WORN Explores the theme of African
identity & Canadian history. To Mar 12
MICHAEL GIBSON GALLERY
ICE FORMATIONS Tom Benner's
artwork explores the relationship
between humans, animals and the
environment. Reception: Mar 5,
2-4pm · Mar 5 - 26 / LAUREL CREEK
DERIVATIONS A meditation on this
specific place: the shifting light,
atmosphere and changing colour.
Works by Doug Kirton
Reception: Mar 5, 2-4pm · Mar 5-26
MUSEUM OF INDIAN
ARCHAEOLOGY
SOUTHWESTERN ONTARIO: 13 000
YEARS IN THE MAKING Explore what
life would have been like 13 000 years
ago in Southwestern Ontario. Take the
journey from the end of the ice age all
the way through to contact with the
European settlers Ongoing exhibition
MUSEUM LONDON THE DAILY
GRIND Camilla Singh, Kelly Mark,
Stephanie Aitken, the Manos/Buckius
and BGL collectives and others.
To Apr 24 / PLAY TIME Takes
visitors back to another time and
remind us about the messages toys
communicate. To Aug 7 / A RIPPLE
EFFECT: CANADIANS AND FRESH
WATER Examines the larger story of
Canadians’ relationship with fresh

Anda Marcau · Gerbera Daisy + I · Film Photography at The Arts Project to Mar 5
water by focusing on the Thames,
Speed & Eramosa rivers. To Aug 14 /
CANADA AT PLAY: 100 YEARS OF
GAMES, TOYS, AND SPORTS In the
dead of winter or the heat of summer,
outside or inside, Canadian children
have always worked hard to have fun!
Favourite games and toys from over
the past 130 years. To May 15 / FREE
PLAY the work of contemporary artists who borrow from play & games to
reveal social, philosophical & cultural
issues To May 8
PETER ROBSON STUDIOS
Renowned artist Peter Robson and
custom framing centre. In the historic
village of Sparta. 7 days a week 519775-2522 robsonstudios@rogers.com
peterrobsonstudios.com
ROYAL CANADIAN REGIMENT
MUSEUM 701 Oxford St E · TuesFri: 10am–4pm/ Thurs to 8pm, Sat &
Sun Noon–4pm, closed Mondays and
statutory holidays. Free admission &
parking. 519-660-5275 ext. 5102
ST THOMAS ART CENTRE
GREAT BEGINNINGS Allows hundreds
of students the opportunity to
share their talent with the entire
community. A wonderful venue
for building self-esteem and

acknowledges the importance of
showcasing the artwork of children
To Mar 26
WESTLAND GALLERY
DREAMS OF MY GARDEN To Mar 5
/ DIRT Matthew Trueman explores
natural and man made landscapes
and imagery in detailed woodcuts.
Reception: Mar 11 7:30pm · Artist talk:
Mar 20 1pm · Mar 8-26
WOODSTOCK ART GALLERY
LASTING IMPRESSIONS:
HISTORICAL EUROPEAN PRINTS
A strong overview of the practice
and skill of printmaking over the last
200 years To June / JOE LIMA AND
WALTER REDINGER: UNLIMITED
POSSIBILITIES To Jul 2 / ART BEAT:
THE RIPPLE EFFECT To Apr 2

special
events

EVERY MONDAY
MONDAY NIGHT PINBALL Everyone is
welcome at our weekly pinball tournament approved by the International
Flipper Pinball Association.
8-11pm No Cover · Bring $ for pinball
Call the Office

EVERY WEDNESDAY
EUCHRE Prizes, Everyone Welcome.
1:15pm Royal Canadian Air
Force Association 2755 Crumlin Rd. N.
FREEBALL Unlimited play on our
wall of pinball machines and classic
arcade vids, for only $5. Guest DJs
and drink specials each week too!
9pm · 19+ Call the Office
SATURDAY the 5th
A CELEBRATION AND BOOK
LAUNCH PARTY Before he died,
Philip Aziz asked local author Kym
Wolfe to write his book and shared
stories about the experiences and
people who influenced his artwork
and his career. Those conversations,
as well as pictures of his art, are
captured in the book. There will be
a slide show set up with pictures of
Philip, some of his art, his studio and
gallery. Light refreshments & cash
bar · 7-9pm FREE · books available
to purchase for $20, cash only the
Arts Project
monDAY the 7th to
SunDAY the 13th
INDIGENOUS AWARENESS WEEK
Various locations · FREE · go to
indigenousweek.uwo.ca for more info
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8pm to 1am (doors open at 7:30pm)
Metroland Media Agriplex
Western Fair District
Tickets available online:
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Tickets Our London office: 1074 Dearness Drive, Unit 80
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PARENTS, KIDS and TEENS
Metroland Media & Fresh 103.1 present a family friendly concert event
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Show 2:00pm - 4:00pm • Doors Open at 1:30pm
Metroland Media Agriplex • Western Fair District
under 5
Tickets: $12 advance, $15 at the door Kids
FREE with a
paid
Tickets online: westernfairdistrict.com parent
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