“Among the stars

generated by- Hollywood over the
past 50 years are a few whose names.
and faces have become universal sig-

nifiers; rather than simply referring .

to a particular film genre or style of
acting, they have come to connote a
way of being in the world, or a
‘world’ itself. James Dean can be
thought of in this way: I would argue
that the same is true of Bogart; in a
more complex fashion. As an image,
Bogart represents not only a way of
being in a world now gone, but also a
profound sense of loss in our own
era. It is in this light that I would like
to examine him: not the gangster
Bogey, or the adventurer of The
Treasure of the Sierra Madre, but
that more general image which en-
compasses and transcends these par-
ticular figures.

This image is, perhaps, best
represented by the ubiquitous wall
posters which signpost, in the
restaurants, offices and apartments
of the land, a cult of remembrance
which is, or was, more than an ap-
preciation of talent or technique;
more than a cataloguing of ‘great
films’ and certainly more than the
collection of movie trivia. Rather,
this is a remembrance focused on im-
ages which are a mixture of movie
and life. The parting on the airfield;
the piano lounge sequence; Lauren,
her baby, and Bogey the devoted hus-
band and father; the valiant final
fight against cancer—all these de-
volve into one image in a variety of
incarnations: that craggy, unlovely
and immensely melancholy face at
once familiar and enigmatic, reassur-
ing and saddening.

In ‘The Work of Art in the Age of
Mechanical Reproduction’!, Walter
Benjamin discussed a broad histor-
ical transformation both in the defi-
nition of and the relation to works of -
art as a result of technological
developments that have made pos-
sible the mass reproduction of im-
‘ages. As John Berger has noted, this
transformation made the ‘original’
both utterly meaningless and simul-
tanecusly the object of veneration
(because of the economic roleit plays
in the constitution of an art market).

Benjamin refers to this shift from
cult value to exhibition value as a
transformation of parameters for
judging and responding to works of
art. Before the age of mechancial re-
production, the cult value of a work
of art lay in its uniqueness and in the
way in which it set up a relation to
itself which absorbed those who
came into contact with it, On the
other hand, exhibition value is pre-
dicated on the removal of the repro-
duced (or reproducible) work of art
from its context, its interpellation in-
to a world of symbolic exchange as
one image among others (a2 conse-
quence of its reproducibility) and its
consumption by a distracted audi-
ence which literally passes it by as it
takesitin. )

The photograph, as such, is infin-
itely reproducible. Yet, says Ben-
jamin, in the earliest portrait photo-
graphs, the consequences. of this
reproducibility are both anticipated
and not yet fully worked out: such
photographs still bespeak the cult of
loved ones lost, and this constitutes
the air of melancholy and ‘incom-
parable beauty’ still to be discovered
in them.

If, in the image of Bogart, we have
something akin to a cult of remem-
brance (all the more poignant given

~ the infinite reproducibility of its ob-

jecty~a melancholic evocation of

things forever past—then the gues- -

tion arises as to what has been lost.
What has left its trace in this face,
and how is it in any way still impor-
tanttous?

of others. This is the cynical bachelor
with many contacts and no ties, living
in a dingy apartment {(an important
signifier of a certain lack to be filled
or not filled in later life), the half-
empty bottle of passably good scotch
on the greasy table besides the week’s
worth of unopened mail his only
companion: the man who is saved
from despair by sporadic adventure,
world weary at the age of 35, flitting
from job to job, liaison to liaisom,
driven by an eternal restlessness best
symbolized by his predatory way
with women who both fascinate but
must always faintly bore him. This is
a man who would be in search of sal-
vation if ‘he believed in it, or even
knew what it meant, In a sense, Bo-
gey is this man, translated onto the
screen: it is no accident that so many
of us think Marlowe and see Bogart,

This kind of character would scoff
at the possibility of salvation, but he
is bedevilled nonetheless by a sense of
loss translated into cynicism. Its po-
lar -opposite is the continual chance
that a situation larger than himself
—thelove of a good woman, a call to
protect someone in danger—will
raise him out of himself and redeem
him to live in the twilight of the
American frontier myth as the good
man, the provider and protector who
was there all along but never thought
tobeworth invoking,

As we know, Bogey in real life was
s0 redeemed, to fade away in his own
golden twilight leaving an ever loyal
wife and child to grieve him. In the
modern age, the good man has no ba-
sis for existence: made morenoble by
his death, heis purememory.

Thus, in the image of Bogart, we

find entwined both his life and the
roles 'he played. Together, they in-
voke more than a persona. They are,
rather, a remembrance of times, and
of a way of being in the world, for-
ever past. But both the times and the
nostalgia are complex. Bogart stood
for something new—the rootless ur-
ban American male—and also for

‘something lost—the male as anchor

of a community, as provider, protec-
tor, as the ‘good and steady man’
rooted foursquare in the land, as the
hero with no need to look a hero, as
the man who was what he was, the
man-in-himself. Further, insofar as
Bogart symbolizes both asoneheis at
once the fgst man and the first image.
This is the key to the melancholy of
his gaze. He evokes for us the man
who is no more, but ke does so as an
image. Heis at one and the same time
the cynical and immensely sad last
man in a new world of images, and
the melancholy image (for ‘us’) of an
irretrievable past. Symbolically, he
marks a turning point in American

male culture: the death (marked by
his own) of the ‘good man’ of the
frontier rural community, but more
importantly, the transformation of
that figure into an image—a signifier
to be bought and sold in the market-
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is exchangeable with any other (all
exchanges are possible; only some
are ‘bad deals’), have we lost our
sense of loss?

One might explore this possibility
by examining the present equivalent
of the urban male played by Bogart at
mid-century: that phenomenon Bar-
bara Ehrenreich tagged in an article
for the New York Times Magazine as
the ‘New Man’.2 This man, too, is an
apartment-dweller; he toois single, if
not singular. But he no longer, ap-
parently, hangs his hat in a dive
marked by the absence of any good
woInan to turn it into his home and
castle, The New Man feels none of
this sense of loss. Instead, he decor-
ates. He can grow plants. He knows
art, and its investment value; good
music, and what kind of system will
make it fit the acoustical require-
ments of his residence. He has learn-
ed to cook and regards with disdain
the man who still relies on—or worse
boasts about—his one spaghetti re-
cipe. He can colour-coordinate.

More importantly, this man feels
no need to be saved, to protect or to
provide. He haslearned the discourse
of equality as well as that of fashion:
he is enlightened, sensitive and wears
good clothes. He is the perfect com-
panion for a night out to the right
places. He works out, swims or plays
tennis, pursues interests rather than
hobbies and is implusive. He also
works hard, not at a good job, but at
a promising career. He has shed both
the myth of the frontier male and the
cynicism and despair which charac-
terized the myth of Marlowe. The
former he regards as tacky and the
latter as camp. He perceives his loss
as good: he wants no part of images
of male dominance that are looked
upon askance in the right circles, ex-

. cept perhaps insofar as they form a

recurring theme in the wall decora-

. tions of the places in which the circles

meet.

But all is not well with the New
Man. Ehrenreich articulates a grow-
ing dissatisfaction with him and illu-
strates it with quotations:

Brian Clarke, 33, puts in 14-hour days as
a network tv production assistant in New
York, reads Interior Design magazine
and Playboy (‘for the fashions’) and tells
first-time dates: ‘No commitments!”3
Stephen G. Dent, 29, spends 10 hours a
day at a New York investment firm, half
an hour exercising and five minutes ar-
ranging dates. ‘Sensitivity is very impor-
tant to being a man,’ he says.4

As one might have expected,
women resent being seen as entries in
a schedule. But thereis a more impor-
tantissue. Ehrenreich raises the ques-
tion whether the New Man has not
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" leapfrogged the gains of the women’s
movement; having. freed himself
from family responsibilities and hav-

ing invested that freedom with con-
sumer goods, his thanks to women,
whose critique of the family aided his
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boys’: males so afraid of commit-
ment they hesitate to ask women out
to dinner.5 One can see it in popular
literature on how to spot the wrong

more traditional definition of the
term}), but unable to respond to the
emotional demands of women. The
flaws of the New Man have even been
made the subject of a pop psychology
industry, and have been given a term:
the ‘Peter Pan’ syndrome.

In an interview for CBC Ideas, Eh-
renreich made passing reference to
this lack of commitment as involving
an abhorrence of the possibility of
being clung to and restricted by wo-
men: an abhorrence which involves a
judgement about women which it is
hard not to call misogynous. One
might, in light of this, see a darker
significance in the comments often
made by such males about ‘being
burned’. This is not necessarily new.
But what is notable here is the way in
which the popular imagery of the
New Male has apparently translated
the love of a woman (or at least some
of its corollaries) as perdition, rather
than assalvation.

But while misogyny may bea char-
acteristic of the ‘New Male’ ideology,
it is not possible to make it out to be
the latter’s most important causal
factor nor its only effect. There is
more going on. Apparently, New
Men, like single career women, do on
occasion get Jonely. This, in turn, has
given rise to a new genre: round table

" interviews in the mass media with re-

presentative single men and women
of the right age and class, voicing
their frustrations at being unable, in
the face of approaching age, tofinda
good man/good woman for some-
thing more than an opening night,
One finds a new nostalgia for the set-
tled relationship. If men have a hor-
ror of commitment, it appears that it
is not universal. If they fear the emo-
tional demands of women, it is ap-
parently not all women that they are
judging, but rather the ones they
havemetto date.

The amazing thing about these de-
velopments is the way in which both
men and women, in looking for the
‘right’ opposite number, look right
past each other. The focal point of
their gaze may be characterized in
terms of a longing for commitment,
but it is aimed at a set of characteris-
tics, and it operates by way of com-
parison.

These themes—singlehood, up-
ward mobility, the problems of com-
mitment—are cbviously of signifi-
cance to our culture. But the basis
and nature of that significance needs
to be examined more thoroughly,
How many New Men (or New Wo-
men, for that matter) are there?
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What proportion of the total popula-
tion do they form? What is the worm-
boy population of New York City?
Of Toronto? Ehrenreich herself has
pointed out that the ‘New Man’ phe-
nomenon is characteristic of only a
tiny proportion of the North Ameri-
can population. Yet, numerically un-
representative as he may be, the New
Man is the darling of the advertising
industry, especially that aspect of it
devoted to fashion and status con-
sumer durables. Even his dark side
has been industrialized insofar as
jerkness, wimpdom or worminess
have become personal characteristics
(somewhat like yellow teeth a genera-
tion ago) to be bought off by theright
book, the right therapy or, barring
that, the right disguises. The New
Man is representative precisely inso-
far as he is ro population. He is any
of us any time we are addressed by
and respond to any of his signifiers.

The New Man, then, is at least in
part animage-commodity. Insofar as
heis any one of us, we are bought out
by the goods we purchase to furnish
his lifestyle. The New Man shuns
commitments because commodities
do not form commitments; they are
only exchanged in terms of relations
external to themselves. Commeodities
feel neither melancholy nor a sense of
loss. It is in such a world that Bogey
becomes a poster, part of the decor,

Discontent with the New Man,
then, will be subverted as long as it is
allowed to be drawn into the com-
modity trap, thereby becoming little
more than a critique of a bad pro-
duct. What deserves attenfion in-
stead is the way in which the com-
modification of men structures in a
flight from commitment and an ab-
horrence of community. And the
task is to address the possibility of
forms of commitment and of com-
munity as imaginative and compel-
ling as those aspects of commodity
culture that momentarily but contin-
ually escape the dull repetition of fet-
ishism, In this, Bogart is no longer of
any help, if he ever was. The persona
for which he was remembered was al-
ready insupportable: that is why, af-
ter his salvation, he would have had
to die anyway. Remembrance indi-
cates a loss: only imagination can ad-
dress our lack.

William Ramp
teaches in Cultural Studies and
Sociology at Trent University.
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The
Economics
of
Toronto’s
Culture

by
loan Davies

Tom Hendry’s

report on Toronto Culture (Cuftural
Capital: The Care and Feeding of Toronto’s
Artistic Assets, Toronto Arts Council,
January 19835) is an important document,
written at white-hot speed {ten months
from being commissioned) and full of the
correct position-statements against the
present mania for hacking the arts down
to Reaganite or Thatcherite size. Itis also
correct about the locus that we should
adopt in confronting the cutbacks, the
philistinism, the narrow ideclogical defini-
tions of what is good for the people. Tom
Hendry's locus is here; the city we in-
habit.

We start, not with the terrorism of
ideas, that the way to Nirvana is by bow-
ing to the almighty American buck or the
international Monetary Fund’s definition
of what we should do to keep their
books straight, but with what we have
been doing and what we need to do it bet-
ter, Anditis important that Tom Hendry
is both an accountant and a playwright.
He can both write plays and add (a rare
combination in these puking times of the
two new cultures where people write
but can’t calculate or calculate and won-
der why they can’t write). The report is
therefore written with an honest anger
against those who would be so stupid to
think that writing or dancing or acting or
making photography comes easily and
that the ‘industry’ (in the jargon of Paul
Audley} cannot just go on making big
bucks, that the artists are there (some-
where! anywhere! nowherel) because
they have always been there.

It is sad that Hendry had to spend his
time writing this report. He should be
writing plays. But this is a time to do ac-
counting because the cretins who have
taken over our culture need an accoun-
tant to do the homework they never did.
Cultural Capitalis Tom's best play to date,
much as Bert Brecht's appearance be-
fore the House Unamerican Activities
committee was his best play. There is a
moment when you stop the play and say
‘there is a more important play’. Tom
Hendry has done that with this report.

in a hushed theatre, there are arrayed
the lost, forlorn roués from Adam
Smith’s faded script (alias Brian Mul-
roney, Marcel Masse, Barbara Amiel,
Peter Worthington, with Ronald Reagan
and Margaret Thatcher just off-stage).
On centre stage is Tom Hendry. “Youare
here,’ says the Crown Attorney, ‘accus-
ed of saying that the artists of the city
constitute the cultural capital of the city.
Why aren’t they making real money?
They should be working on Bay Street,
or helping to get Chrysler or AMC off the
ground. Why should they be sitting
around Queen Street West, eating do-

nuts or renting gritty apartments (alias
studios) on Sorauren Street? in old in-
dustrial backyards!’ ‘Because they are
trying to make ends meet while the tour-
ists come in to watch their exhibitions at
A Space or see them act at Toronto
Workshop Productions.” I must say that
that is a reprehensible point of view,” says
the CA. ‘Have you never heard of Anne
Murray, or William Shatner or Gordon
Lightfoot?’ The rest of the play you can
imagine,

But the play that Tom Hendry puts
together is an accountant’s play, a play
which is put together on the basis of
where the money comes from, what is
done with it and how we might change
the accounting system. The important
feature of the play is that we—all of us—
are short-changed and that there is an
alternative version. We might look be-
yond this one to investigate how the else-
wheres are managed. Hendry helps us to
begin this exercise in allowing us to think
about cities like Vancouver, Montréal,
London (England), Paris, New York, Min-
neapolis, Yienna. Some of the exper-
iences of these cities are worth explor-
ing. The appendices on Londen, Paris,
New York and Minneapolis are particu-
larly instructive, though London is a
watershed on whether the cultural life
will be there anymore, and Paris (well-
funded) tells us nothing about the elite
version against the alternative cuiture.
(This isn’t Hendry’s fault, but probably a
fault of the way that the French provided
their data for him, a problem which is
present with collecting data from any city
and depending on their version of what
happens.)

But Hendry is very sensitive to the
nuances of the internal cultures (from
whatever city) and this helps us to make
sense of Toronto. Why is it that we
spend less on the arts than hierarchical
Paris, and why is London (going bust)
more important as a model than, say,
Berlin, which is not quoted, or Budapest
(which might be relevant because of
great power marginality)?

The statistics are very impressive,
simply because no one in Canada has tried
to extrapolate a city before out of the
maze of figures that come from Statistics
Canada, the Canada Council, local gov-
ernment, etc. But before the statistics
grab us in their sense of finitude, | have
one complaint against this report. Are
magazines not part of the art scene! if art
is about being there, then part of that be-

ing is talking about it. Apart from asking
for a municipal listing service, Hendry
does not address publications. He might
be right, of course, inimplying that critics
don't matter—they are, after all, the
wrong accountants, VWhat mattersis that
people go to the museums, the galleries,
the theatres, the films, etc. and that
these should be well-funded. But should
people not think about what they are go-
ing to! New magazines get no support
from any of the agencies. Hendry's
report might have addressed that issue.
Accounting for what goes on is one pro-
blem, but accounting for the accounting
is another, and a serious one. As
Shakespeare, that other accountant,
wrote in Timon of Athens:

Gold, yellow, glittering precious
gold. Mo, gods,
I am no idle votarist...

A culture is not built up by saying simply
that the show must go on; it is the con-
stant questioning of what show, what
script.

With that caveat, Tom Hendry has
produced a brilliant script which can be
used for social and political action. Like
any good morality play it proposes alter-
natives to the bat-eyed fiats of laissez-
faire ideologies. By adopting the language
of the ideclogies it demonstrates the
fallacy of their rhetoric.

The hand that signed the paper
felled a city,

Five sovereign fingers taxed the
breath,

Doubled the globe of dead and
halved a country;

These five kings did a king
to death.

Via his accounting, Hendry invites us to
listen and think, feet, move.

Wichin the limitations of an accounting
metaphor, Hendry invites us to do just
that by compelling us to start from where
we are and use that as a base for thinking
of what we might do.
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