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Border/lines is an interdisciplinary magazine
about art, culture and social movements. We
publish writing from many different positions,
and we're open to artists, musicians, filmmakers
and readers.

An indispensable companion to contemporary
culture in Canada and elsewhere, Border/lines
is produced in a large format (which also
conveniently doubles as a large fly swatter), and
is published four times a year by a Toronto-based
collective.
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People are talking about semi-
otics, that perky little science of sign
systems . . . Or more fo the point,
people are talking about semioticians,
the rich and famous of the academic
conference set, particularly those who
dropped into Toronto in June for the
ninth International Summer
Institute for Semiotic and Structural
Studies (that's ISISSS to you).

d/l/(o'zs stars than . . . And

who better to be "liaison officer (that's
chief starfucker to the rest of us) than
well-.known Toronto celebrity chaser
and intimate of the famous "Black
Bart" Testa?

._//!/{y fi,fu, ate ssalzd But

they will make their needs known,
won't they, these celebrities? Take
(please!) nature girl Luce Irigaray . ..
We all need a break from life in the
fast lane, so everyone could
understand Luce's demand for a house
with a garden for the duration of the
institute (after all, you can't smell the
lime trees or feed the squirrels from
the Park Plaza). And she was 50
gracious about it, unlike Michel
Foucault, who several years ago
thought his little boite 50 noisy that
he demanded to be moved.

B ORDER /LI NE

FALL/WINTER 1987/88

(Dﬁ, oﬁ, oﬁ, oh. Butwe found

some of Luce's other quirks a bit less
charming . . . Regular readers of
Border/Lines may recall that she
had announced she would refuse to
speak English because itis” the
language of imperialism®. . . That, it
appears, was putting a positive gloss on
it. After several outbursts at York prof
Barbara Codard, who had rendered
yeoperson service in translation, Luce
threw sisterhood to the wind and
adopted a pet boy as translator for the
duration . . . it hardly mattered
because only 12 people were attending
her lectures at this point (not very
surprising, since they'd already been
published).

Q‘/')
=
—
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gmznaﬁ down our

f/i'zoaﬁi, lza'uf 2 Nor was this the

only parole violation in the prison-
house of language . . . people never
stopped talking about the treatment
meted out to Border/Lines con-
tributor Roland Le Huenen by ISISSS
generalissimo (and colleague in the
U of T French Dept.) Paul Bouissac . ..
After announcing that courses had to
be given in English (take that, anti-
imperialistsl), Paul announced that Le
Huenen's course had been cancelled.

Masten o f

the (lineus Who else, but the

ebullient M. Bouissac? One night, he
left the Institute building at 10:30,
locking the door behind him . .. only
to remember, at 12:30, that he had
locked a group of semiotically
predisposed theologians inside . . . he
returned, to find them with their
faces pressed despairingly against the
glass . . . unlocking the door, he
quipped, "What, no panic sexs"

Pania cgsx, ’87
(Wo’lfc{ gowz Top marks to

Arthur Kroker . . . after knocking
them dead on the American
conference circuit, Kroker biew into
town to bring the house down at the
ISISSS colloquium on "The semiotics of
eroticism” with his "Panic Sex" paper .
.. the video is due any day now .. .
And can anyone confirm the rumour
that York honcho John O'Neill was
fivid because Kroker had been the
succes de scandale in this spring's
academic skin trade?

And anyway, not much else
was cooking on the eroticism front . . .
Toronto's own Robin Wood, self-
appointed bad boy of film theory, was
ever-transgressive, showing us a clip

from the banned-r
Zum Klo , and pror
children's lifetimme"
swimming in the ¥
polymorphous perv
won't be around to

But the coll
redeeming momen
types John Greysor
and Richard Fung,
out 50 bucks, think
going to get a chan
who were looking |
the end of the wee

:S‘Hitsm

Ann Marie Picard
this rising star, fo
the head when shu
more nervous abo
about her speech .
that ISISSS provid
from the front lin
wars . . . but head
Arthur Kroker's
linen jacket ("WI
cleaning if the ap
minute?" quipped
And everyone wa
towards poor Jac«
obviously has to Ii
suitcase . .. but
seersucker suit a?
ennuyeuse after

5ay i
Kaja Silverman
town for her fas!
loved the sumine
party shoes . . . |3
away by her outf
colloquium . . . |
ings, rhinestone
cocktail dress wi
10:00 in the mo:
and this for a pa
masochisml . . .
repeatedly as he
pin the microp!

The

Some people do
money helps.
abuzz with rum
silver greased t
name Stars . . -
that Derrida to]
Irigaray clocke
De Lauretis bar
Silverman for




from the banned-in-Ontario Taxi
Zum Klo , and promising that "in my
children's lifetime" we'd all be
swimming in the warm waters of
polymorphous perversity . . . sOTTy you
wort't be around to dive in, Robinl

But the colloquium had a few
redeeming moments . . . just ask SoHo
types John Greyson, Colin Campbell,
and Richard Fung, who each shelled
out 50 bucks, thinking they were
going to get a chance to talk dirty, and
who were looking pretty frustrated by
the end of the weekend.

é‘yatsms de [a mode

Ann Marie Picard (keep your €yes on
this rising star, folksl) hit the nail on
the head when she confessed to being
more nervous about her clothes than
about her speech . . . this isn't to say
that ISISSS provided much big news
from the front lines of the fashion
wars . . . but heads were turned by
Arthur Kroker's artfully wrinkled
linen jacket ("Why bother with dry
cleaning if the apocalypse is due any
minute? quipped one observer) . ...
And everyone was sympathetic
towards poor Jacques Derrida who
obviously has to live out of a small
suitcase . . . butwe did find the
seersucker suit and pink shirt a tad
ennuyeuse after four days running.

cSay it with rayon
Kaja Silverman was the talk of the
town for her fashion statements . . . 'we
loved the summer frocks and the
party shoes . . . but we were blown
away by her outfit at the eroticism
colloquium . . . black seamed stock-
ings, rhinestone drop earrings, and a
cocktail dress with black mesh atop (at
10:00 in the morning, no lesst) ...
and this for a paper on male
masochism! . . . Paul Bouissac fumbled
repeatedly as he tried to find a place fo
pin the microphone.

gﬁs u’cﬁ anc[ famou,ﬁ,

Some people do it for love . .. but
money helps. And the conference was
abuzz with rumours about how much
silver greased the palms of the big
name stars . . . informed guesses are
that Derrida topped the bill at $12,000;
Irigaray ciocked in at $9,000 ; Teresa
De Lauretis banked $8,000 ; and
Silverman for many the star of the

show, pocketed a relatively measly
$4,000 . .. it'sa dirty job, but. ..

dV(a’zﬁsf quot&&.

It was October 1929 for the York SPT
Luce(ite) gang . . . if you're holding
Irigaray shares, dump them fast
before word gets around . . . Derrida
held steady: a solid, blue chip in-
vestment; it probably won't yleld the
same spectacular rates of return as in
the past, but as with Xerox, you'll never
take a bath . . . De Lauretis shares are
more risky: informed market
analysts noted that production has
failed to expand at the anticipated rate
. But adventuresome futures specula-
tors made a killing on Silverman : 2
relatively new stock, it offers an
attractive package to investors who
may be considering divestment from
Irigaray.

But the real loser may have
been Semiotics itself. . . observers
noted that the hard semioticians in
attendance were being traded like
penny stocks in obscure gold mines . .
. even such one-time heavy traders as
Greimas Inc. were pushed to the
margins . . . and the up-and-coming
artificial intelligence market
remains too unstable to call . . . stay
tuned!

agooas ma."
dﬁoom d’/(&[ Legend has it

that Madonna spent a year dancing in
front of the DJ at the Danceteria before
she was “discovered”. At ISISSS you
had to work a lot harder to be noticed
by the stars . . . there were the

novitjates who came into Derrida's
seminar with carefully prepared
questions that they danced by him
until he, or they, collapsed, exhausted

. there was the American academic
who delivered a forty-five minute
nsermon"” {as Jacques dubbed it) in lieu
of the ten he had been allocated . . .
and then there was the ex-Toronto
member of the feminist literati who
cornered Kaja Silverman at a party
and spent forty minutes describing
her analysis to the obviously bored and
silenced Silverman until rescue
finally arrived.

couarcing af[ Eaau

"Among the 'screens’ to be used are
Kenneth Burke's concepts of logology
and its applications in Augustinian
semiotics as read by John Freccero,
and Ignatian rhetoric as read by
Roland Barthes; the theories of
performative utterance, enunciation
and speech en/actement of Austin,
Searle, Greimas, and Benveniste; Paul
Ricoeur's theory of processual mimesis
and Frances Yates' reading of ars

- memorige transcoded through Ong's

theory of oral noetics and its cognates
in Marcel Jousse's semiotics of gesture
and liturgical enactment. . . "
{Lorraine Weir, describing her
course "Semiotics of the Joyce System".)

What is ésmiotica?

' Semiotics is whatever is interesting"
(Paul Bouissac).

Dave Paparazi is an artist currently
working in the university.
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DEPOLITICIZING

As much as we may think that our
gossip columns and tabloids are new,
the peddling of rumour, gossip and
exposure of the lives of the famous are
as old as writing: Dante's Inferno or
Rabelais' Pantagreul and Gargantua
are carly versions of providing the
dirt on the prominent living.
Medieval Florence, Venice or Paris
were rife with stories of lechery and
sodomy, simony and perjury,
hypocrisy and corruption. Savonarola
was executed for his exposures and
Martin Luther split the church with
his. For decades in France and
Britain, newspapers and gossip
columnists have exposed the peccadil-
los of the rich and the venalities of the
poor, inventing stories if none could
be verified, and magnifying those
that came to hand. Private Eye in
London and Le Canard Enchanée in
Paris have been for some time the
places that British and French read-
ers bave gone to if they want to have
their news flavoured with smut and
salacious venom.

Obvicusly all of this is displayed and
gloated over so that a better world
might be imagined. Dante had no
problem with his alternatives —intel-
lectual beauty guided by Thomist
Catholicism would purge the world of
the false prophets; Rabelais probably
thought that the peoples’ common
sense would prevail against the chi-
canery of the establishment; and
Martin Luther, evoking the example
of the dark pagan German gods and
their transformation through the
Blonde Gallilliean, wanted to free
the people from the sale of front row
scats in Paradise at the hands of an
Italian Mafioso Pope. The latter-day
British and French simply expect
their elite to be romantically corrupt,
though perhaps wanting them to be
virtuous.

Late twentieth-century North
American gossip/religion is of a dif-
ferent breed. The National Enguirer,
the Star, and the Globe (formerly
Midnight } are basically about the
Power of Positive Thinking, derived
from Dale Carnegie's popular ideol-
ogy, aided and abetted by capitalism,
God (whoever s/he is) and the heroes
of the Media. The secret of the uni-
verse is revealed in the triumphs of

" the human will over the false gods of

money, media and sex. To tempt fate
is one of the great challenges, and
fate appears in different guises - as the
supernatural which interferes with
the everyday, and as the structures
which control the everyday. The
world is populated by ex's - ex-wives,
ex-husbands - even extraterrestrials -
who descend, fail to descend, depart,
come back, go off again. Our heroes
suffer "terrible ordeals", have "secret
40-year loves", experience "pain of the
beautiful women" they once loved,
and produce clones who are "Elvis’
other daughter”, who "wanted to es-
cape father's shadow”, or who are
shunned by their TV fathers because
they took part in a "Voodoo Movie."

The new gossip is of those Positive
Thinkers who grasped at the infinite,
but had trouble holding on. If they
were crushed, it was not because of
themselves. "Sex and Money ruined
TV preacher Jim Bakker", says the
Star (because he wasn't positive
encugh?), but "psychics bring us
close to God", retorts the Globe .
Meanwhile "Stardom is wrecking
my life", the Globe makes Huey Lewis
say. And Nancy Reagan, poor girl,
will always feel insecure because of
her heart-breaking childhood. The
National Enquirer (for a long time
the only tabloid of Rabelaisian pas-
tiche), having given up on the two-
headed monster who gives birth in a
surrogate womb to the threelegged
dwarf, has now concluded that its
only serious characters are right-
wing politicians, Lady Di, and the
stars of the soaps. Positive Thinking is
a struggle which must have its Saints,
not even those who are potentially
venal, but simply errant Knights and
Ladies attempting to wrestle fate to
the ground. Not quite King Arthur
and the Knights of Camelot; more
like Ryan O'Neill peddling Bibles in
Paper Moon.

The people who read all this stuff are a
mixed bag if the personal columns
can be trusted. Among them are psy-
chics, voodoo specialists, miracle
ladies, visionary prophets, action as-
trologers ("cabalistic numbers to play
the lottery through ancient astrologi-
cal rules"), faith healers, speakers in

‘tongues’. The lonely in unlikely
Jjuxtapositions search for each other:
Irish Methodist in Hawaii, Libra
looking for Scorpio, child of God,
spiritfilled Christian, divorced
Southern Baptist, correctional insti-
tute inmate, Libra Catholic, rugged
muscular bird-watcher, scripturally
divorced black Jehovah's Witness (no
vices). And anyone can become any-
thing, instantly. For $2 there isa
success kit, for $3 you can become an
ordained minister, for $10 a bishop,
for $20 a songwriter. Real estate
seems to be going very cheap i
everywhere, and if the worst comes

to the worst, you can get brand-new
ID (including birth certificate) and
start all over again with Visa and
Mastercard. But above all, remember
that your prayers will be answered
only if you know the Creator's real
name: "Request our free booklet, "Why
aren't your prayers answered today?'
Learn the Name of the All Mighty." !
Sounds like Jehovah's Witnesses? It
is. But never mind, if you are really
trapped in all of this, Fund-
amentalists Anonymous has just
opened a chapter in Toronto to
"support ex-members of fundament-
alist religions and to oppose the
'religious right' in politics.” Thus to
get out of the circular world of cult pos-
itivism, you have to enrol in another
cult (modelled after Alcoholics
Anonymous, which is itself modelled
on Penticostalist prayer meetings).
And presumably their meetings will
consist of confessions by those who ‘
were deluded, as if the Canadian

Legion were suddenly to be taken over |
by Born-Again Pacifists, and every- ;
body sits by the fire to tell gossipy tales ‘
about the bad old days.

But as the antics of the American
Presidency have displayed for the past
two decades, all of this is not confined
to the tabloids and the paranoid elec-
tronic evangelists. The new Dale
Carnegies are, on the one side, those
energetic management specialists
who produce tedious moneymaking
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tomes on Excellence, and on the .
other, the Jane Fondas whose acolytes [
work out to the tunes of the Culture of
Narcissism. Their potential grave-

yard is Betty Ford's home for the

decaying rich and famous, the great
gossip factory, the ultimate

Purgatorial resting-place for those

who would reach the positivistic

Nirvana. But — in case we had not B
noticed - Excellence and Narcissism, [
being cured of drug addictions, and [
having or not having a mistress, have [
nothing to do with cthics. A recent [
copy of The New York Times (“all the
gossip that really matters') reports
that most businessmen would be de-
lighted to have Ollie North on board,
while they identify personally with
'Admiral' Poindexter. And the
National Enquirer devotes six pages of
its July 28 issue to North, "a man of
action who's made mincemeat of
pompous, prying politicians with

his honest, forthright answers."

Now there's an interesting problem.
The new hero is a product of training
in espionage, that modern phe-
nomenon which is essentially con-
cerned with spies taking hidden
commands from hidden bosses. The
spy lives his whole life predicated on
the knowledge that everything he
does is of such stuff as gossip is made.
His heroism therefore consists of how
well he can tell us convincing lies in
order to heroically resist the charge
that his activities can be gossiped
about,

So if the power of positive thinking
leads to an Ollie North as Hero of the
Boardrooms, the gossip industry has
reached its nadir. All gossip is basi-
cally political. It is only fun if it al-
lows us to peek into the process of
power, to show that the Emperor has
no clothes. Contragate is instead the
ultimate in the depoliticization of
gossip. The tabloids and the evan-
gelicals, even the Ford clinic and the
Gary Harts, may continue to be the
sources of scandal and rumour, but the
real politics is above all that. Where
Mendacity is King - especially with a
Marine face - what is the point of gos-
sip? Rabelais would have let out a
great belly-laugh over that one.

Ioan Davies teaches at York
University. :

California (Econet)
25 February, 1987

AIDS Virus :
Man-made in the

USA?

Stefan Hyme, a controversial
author read in both Germanies,
recently discovered a 50-page
research report on the origins
of the HTLV-IIl AIDS virus. The
report was written by East
German biologist Jakob Segal,
former head of the Institute for
General Biology at the
Humboldt University in East
Berlin, and was reported in
English only in Harare,
Zimbabwe. :

In the 3-page interview in West
Berlin's Tageszeitung, Hyme
asked the scientist about the
results of his genetic and epi-
demiological research. Segal
said that he ended up tracing
the virus to the military re-
search institute at Fort Detrick
in the United States. The
theory that AIDS was originally a
harmiess monkey virus was
"deliberate disinformation”, he
said. "The transformation
[from monkey to human] is so
immense that it lies beyond all
probability."

Segal said that virological evi-

dence was the most convinc-
ing. Genome analysis indi-
cates that the AIDS virus is a
so-calied virological chimera
that consists of segments of
the Visma virus as well as the
HTLV-II virus. As there is no
natural biological process by
which an exchange of genomes
could have taken place, the
AIDS virus was the result ei-
ther of a miracle or of genetic
engineering, he said.

The AIDS virus was first
identified by Professor Luc
Montagnier at the Pasteur
Institute in Paris, in the spring
of 1983. He termed it
Lymphadenopathy Associated

Conspiracy Theories and

Virus (LAV) and sent it to pro- '

in Bethesda,
Maryland. Gallo compared the
LAV virus with the HTLV | and Il
viruses he had discovered.

fessor Gallo

Three months later, Gallo de-
scribed the LAV virus again and
called it HTLV-II. Sub-
sequently, the Montagnier
group in Paris analyzed the
genomes of HTLV viruses and
discovered that the differences
between HTLV-I and HTLV-3
(AIDS) were so great that a co-
incidenta!, natural transforma-
tion from one to the other was
entirely improbable. Gallo had
published his results too soon,
they said. The AIDS virus could
not unambiguously be ass-
igned to the HTLV virus group.

As there was now no scientifi-
cally plausibie explanation for
the origins of the AIDS virus,
scientists began to analyze
various viruses that showed
some resembiance to it. In
the process they found the
Visna virus, whose incubation
period takes as long as that of
the AIDS virus. The "Visna
virus is frequently seen in
iceland, where it engenders a
brain illness in sheep.

Segal went on to describe how
Gallo compared the genome of
the Visna virus with that of the
HTLV virus in a series of ex-
periements. The result was
that the Visna virus and HTLV-
genomes are identical in two
places. This meant that they
are only distantly related.
However, the comparison be-
tween the Visna virus and the
HTLV-til (AIDS) virus showed
there were 23 identical places.

Segal's conclusion was that
the genetically engineered
Visna virus originates from a P-
4 high security laboratory,
where scientists are allowed o
manipulate pathogenic agents
like viruses. The first P-4
laboratory in the world was
opened in the fall of 1977 at
Fort Detrick, Maryland. As 1
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Segal explained, one can be
certain that genetically
manipulated viruses had al-
ready been produced by the
end of 1977. Moreover, other
genetic combinations with
viruses had also been at-
tempted. Professor Segal be-
lieves that the US military is
interested in new viruses,
since human beings have de-
veloped a defense against oid
illnesses. [t should be re-
membered, Segal explained,
that entire indian tribes were
wiped out by measles im-
ported from Europe because
they were unable to develop
immunity.

Segal went on to explain that
recently published U.S.
Congress reports had stated
that experiments with radioac-
tive material, viruses and in-
fectious germs had been per-
formed on human beings.

These experiments were made -

with so-calied volunteers -
prisoners with life-long sen-
tences. If they survived the
experiment, they were given
their freedom. Segal referred
to Fort Detrick statistics which
detailed the number of test
persons, lethal cases and
prisoners released.

As to how the genetically ma-
nipulated Visna viruses could
escape from the laboratory,
Segal stated: An AIDS infection
begins with a phase compara-
ble to a slight infection (raised
temperature, diarrhoea, skin
rashes). This phase lasts only
a few weeks and then usually
nothing happens for years. It
takes at least one and a half to
two, often even 3 or 5 years for
immunity to collapse. In ex-
periments with prisoners one
had apparently observed that
the test persons became
slightly ili and then got well
again. For months nothing
happened to them. It seemed
ochvious to conciude that the
new virus lived only for a short
time in humans and then died,
and was thus practically harm-
less. As promised, the pris-
oners were then released.

Fort Detrick is located close to
New York. It seems plausible

‘that the reieased test persons

went there as a large city is an
easier place to vanish - into a
homosexual milieu where
drugs are readily available.
Anyone who has spent a few

years in prison sooner or later
assumes homosexual habits,
said Segal. One can easily
understand that they returned
to homosexual circles, whether
homosexual before imprison-
ment or not. This would ex-
plain why the first cases of
AIDS were discovered in New

York in the first half of 1979. .

This also coincides fairly pre-
cisely with the AIDS incubation
period. '

AIDS was then spread by drug

addicts using unsterilised
needles and especially through
blood preserves and thus
gradually reached women.

Segal said there is not a single
known case to prove that AIDS
originated in Africa. He him-
self has worked in immunology
and is acquainted with the lat-
est literature. AIDS was ob-
served for the first time in New
York in 1979 and described by
Dr. Gottlieb. In 1981 it was
proved to exist in California and
then appeared in Chicago and
Miami. AIDS first emerged in
Europe in 1982, and in many
cases the origin of infection
could be ftraced. All existing
epidemiological investigations
suggest the virus is of North
American origin, said Segal.

Segal said it was wrong to
claim that Kinshasa (the capi-
tal of Zaire) was the source of
AIDS. At the end of 1985
there were 27 to 30 AIDS
cases for every 100,000 peo-
ple in Kinshasa. The figure for
San Francisco at the same
time was 275 cases per
100,000. In 1985 the World
Health Organization published
a report which dated the first

known occurrences of AIDS in
Africa to early 1983. Segal also
explained that he himself had
studied further literature and
had found only one mention of
an earlier case of AIDS in
Africa.

Segal concluded the interview
by saying that it was not abso-
lutely necessary to question
the manufacturers of the AIDS
virus in a U.S. court or a
Congress hearing. He said: "l
have given you sound and air-
tight circumstancial evidence.
Every court recognizes circum-
stancial evidence."

Tass says virus

leaked

MOSCOW (Associated Press)
30 March 1987

A Soviet military bulletin has
reported the virus that causes
AIDS leaked from a US army
jaboratory conducting biological
warfare experiments, the offi-
cial news agency Tass re-
ported.

An article in the current issue

of the Novosti Military Bulletin

said the deadly virus is of
artifical origin," Tass reported.

The article was written by Peter
Nikolayev, who said he was re-
porting the conclusions of US,
British and East German sci-
entists.

The article said an army
laboratory at Fort Detrick,
Maryland, was once the US
centre for the development of
biological weapons. It said in
1977 a "safe" system was
developed for working with
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dangerous pathogens. Even
so, Tass quoted the Novosti
bulletin saying, the virus that
“causes AIDS leaked from the
laboratory.

The Tass report did not directly
charge the United States with
creating AIDS but appeared to
renew previously published
Soviet allegations that the virus
might have been the result of
a US military experiment.

In a separate report, Tass said
a 1981 US Army manual pro-
vides transportation rules for
30 different toxins or
pathogens.

In October, the Soviet
newspaperliteraturnaya Gazeta
carried a long article on AIDS
and suggested it might be the
result of Pentagon or CIA
experiments. The Pentagon,
which no longer responds to
the Soviet reports, says the
Fort Detrick tab never
experimented with AIDS.

Earlier this month, Soviet sci-
entist Viktor Zhdanov said 32
AIDS cases have been regis-
tered in the Soviet Union.
He said all but two of the
cases involved foreigners.

Charlatans Say AIDS
Brought From Space:
False Claims

Condemned

CHICAGO (Globe and Mail)
22 April 1987

"The [AIDS] virus was brought
to earth on a spaceship,” a
man on a tape confides in a
low, conspiratorial voice.

"For their people, it's like a
common cold, but for us, it's
really dire.”

"A person [from the other
planet] had [sexual] relations
with someone, was not careful
and passed it on to a young
lady.

"And that's how AIDS got
started.”

Once the laughter at a seminar
on AIDS drugs and vaccines
had subsided, John Renner, a
U.S. physician, said: "This
gives you a single but effective
example of all the nonsense
that's going on.

Dr. Renner told a two-day con-
ference in Chicago on AIDS and
public policy yesterday that
charlatans who have personal
wealth instead of public health
on their minds are selling false
and sometimes dangerous
cures to people with AIDS.

"There's an entire industry of
hucksters who are using peo-
ple's fears to develop a multi-
billion dollar industry,” said Dr.
Renner, director of medical
development at St. Mary's
Hospital in Kansas City,
Missouri.

Books are being produced that
promote pond scum, hydrogen
peroxide and gold fillings for

teeth as cures or preventative
treatments, he said.

An example is in a book called
Conquering AilDS Now . The
authors recommend that peo-
ple with AIDS expose their
genitalia to the sun at 4 p.m.
at a 45-degree angle.

"And | heard a rumour that |
could buy T-cells on the
streets of San Francisco and
Los Angeles,” Dr. Renner said.
He travelled to both cities and
"10 and behold - | have been
able to get T-cells in capsule
form," he said, as a bottle of T-
cells was passed around the
room.

Then there is the conspiracy
theory. "They would like us to
believe the AMA [American
Medical Association] and the
FDA [Food and Drug
Administration] are conspiring
to keep a secret remedy from
the world."

One author tells readers that
AIDS can be transmitted from
a toilet seat or from malicious
gay flight attendents who cry in
the food served on the plane.
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The Toronto Small Press Book Fair '87
Ken Norris concludes The Little
Magazine in Canada 1925-80 - to date
the definitive history of alternative
literary publishing - with a discus-
sion of The Front : "The ultimate aim
of the little magazine is literary revo-
lution, a call to a new order. If it suc-
ceeds, the old establishment is put
aside and a new beginning is made;
if nothing else, a few voices are heard
saying something that was not said
before. In its editorial inten-

tions, The Front shares much with
magazines that preceded it: the hope
of forming a 'front’ against the ac-

cepted literary norms of the day."1

As with most of the magazines in-
cluded in Norris's surveyThe Front is
now history; however, its editor, Jim
Smith, has emerged as not only one
of Toronto's finest political poets but
also one of its most committed ac-
tivists. Smith's current vehicle is The
Front Press; in association with the
Artists and Writers Action
Committee, he is publishing a series
of chapbooks, issued monthly and
available by subscription. Twelve
pages in length, xeroxed and saddle-
stitched, each book will feature the
work of a different Toronteo poet. Yet
what makes this venture truly unique
is that all revenue from the series
will be donated to the Ministry of
Culture in Nicaragua and the Enrique
Lihn Writing Project in Chile. This
is but oene example of the way in
which the "literary revolution”
posited by Norris is changing its di-
rection,

The Front Press was one of more than
40 book and magazine publishers ex-
hibited at the Toronto Small Press
Book Fair this past May. For eight
hours, amidst the cacophony of local
sound poets and jazz musicians, the
Toronto literati crowded the Innis
College pub to hawk the most unusual
assortment of literary wares ever as-

sembled in this city. Organizers
Stuart Ross and Nicholas Power
sought inclusiveness: established,

| mainstream  publications were
| bartered alongside the ephemeral

alternative chapbooks, "lit-zines,"
broadsides and objets d'art more
characteristic .of the small press
movement. Thus the quarterly Wauves,
typeset, perfect-bound and celebrating
15 years of publication, sat a few feet
from the student journal SCAT! -
packaged in a cardboard bex, its
poems, stories and essays printed on
looseleaf, pamphlets, doilies and mi-
crofiche. Publisher jwcurry's Curvd
H&z Press featured an odd assortment
of poetic ephemerae, reproduced by
every means imaginable on
everything from scrap paper to post-
cards; at the next table, Stubblejumper
- Canada's only lesbian and gay male
press - displayed an eclectic line of
books, finely produced in a more con-
ventional format. However, while
varying greatly in form, content and
purpose, cach of the presseshasa
common concern - distribution.

‘While a few bookstores in Toronto
stock small press publications, their
numbers are decreasing; the large
chain stores, for the most part, do not
carry small press magazines. It was
this situation which, in 1984,
prompted writers Stuart Ross and
Nicholas Power - publishers of Proper
Tales and Gestures Press respectively -
to launch Meet the Presses. Held at
the Scadding Court Community

" Centre on the last Sunday of each

month, Meet the Presses showcased a
varied selection of alternative publica-
tions. Contributors to each press gave
brief readings;however, the empha-
sis was on sales, distribution and
networking. A table could be rented
for $10 or shared for $5; admission
was {ree. Attendance varied with the
weather and the schedules of various
sporting events but was generally
high. I attended half a dozen of these
events throughout 1985 and came
across magazines I'd never seen be-
fore nor have encountered since. As to
their effectiveness for grassroots .
networking, I can only attest to my
own experience: flogging my chap-
books of poetry one Sunday, I chanced
an introduction to a Coach House
Press editor which resulted directly
in my first commercial publication.

Meet the Presses lasted one year; cit-
ing "burn out" and a lack of time for
their own writing, Nick and Stuart
finally called it quits. It took the
prompting of the organizers of this
year's National Book Festival to drag
the pair out of a "grateful retirement.”
1 set out early that Saturday morning
intending to define the state and
aims of the little magazines of the
eighties. Instead, my satchel burst-
ing, I left the Book Fair with more
questions than answers. Space does
not allow for an examination of the 20

different publications I gathered;
however, a brief and admittedly su-
perficial description of a few might
suffice to give some sense of the various
directions in which Torento's liter-
ary. magazines arc heading.

I have described the format of some of
these publications. Indeed it is the
means by which the smaller,
alternative magazines are produced
which distinguishes them not only
from mainstream literary publica-
tions but from the bulk of mass con-
sumer culture. Little magazines are
radical in that they demystify the
publishing process. Push-Machinery |
edited by Daniel f. Bradley, is com-
posed of half a dozen pohotocopied
sheets, neither folded nor bound but
hand stapled at the top. Poetry and
collage are reproduced directly from
the author's manuscript, the contrib-
utors ranging from established writ-
ers to the as yet unknown. With a
print-run of 75-150 copies, Push-
Machinery appears whenever
Bradley has enough new material; it
is distributed by hand and word-of-
mouth. Industrial Sabotage is just
one of the many publications to come
out of jwcurry's eclectic, perhaps
ecceniric, Curvd H&z Press.
Publishing poetry, fiction and col-
lage, curry has for several years ex-
panded the formal horizons of
literature. Visual, concrete and lan-
guage-oriented works form the bulk
of each issue. Materials, shape and

manner of reproduction vary with the
content; among other printing tech-
nigues, curry has explored colour xe-
rox, silk-screen and rubber-stamps.
Like Push-Machinery, Indusitrial
Sabotage is cheap to produce and ap-
pears irregularly. Without the gov-
ernment funding that some literary
magazines receive, it is free of re-
straint. While they lack the distribu-
tion of glossier, subsidized journals,
small press publications allow the
individual to take the means of
production into his or her own
hands.

Yet, in a country where the printrun
of any literary magazine rarely ex-
ceeds two thousand copies, the mate-
rials and means of producticn are not
enough to distinguish the truly alter-
native, little magazines from main-
stream periodicals. As Frank Davey
noted as early as 1962, the major dif-
ference "is still that little mags are
published by engaged writers. . .
Often, if not always, the little maga-
zine reflects the presence of a group of
writers of similar interests who are
meeting, arguing, fighting, writing,
almost every day - a group charged
with literary energy that seems to
keep continually overflowing into
and out of their mimeographed
pages."] Davey cites the example of
Tish - an anagram for "shit" - an
"engaged" little mag of the sixties
whose editorial stance and stable of
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writers have had a lasting impact on
the course of Canadian literature. In
1987, The Shit, edited by Norman
Chadwick and D.M. Owen, carries

on the tradition. Yet, where Tish was:
. mostly concerned with pure poetics,

The Shit is openly political.
Anarchistic, irreverant and - as its
name implies - willing to shock, each
issue is a declaration of war on zall that
is mediocre, hypocritical and
complacent in Canadian writing and
society at large. Publishing
manifestoes, tirades and editorials,
The Shit also features an expanding
group of poets, prose writers and
artists who might otherwise go
unpublished, as well as well-known
writers with work for which no other
outlet exists. Perhaps one of the
grottiest magazines ever produced,
The Shit continues to challenge the
prevailing hegemony of excremental
culture.

Equally engaged and engaging is
Rampike . Whereas government
support - with its concomitant restric-
tions on the rate of publication and
format - has caused the stagnation of
50 many literary journals, editor
Karl Jirgens has continued to print
work that forces the reader to question
the nature of discourse itself. Funded
by the federal and provincial govern-
ments, published in a somewhat
phallic, yet cutting, 17 by 6 inch verti-
cal format, glossy and perfect-bound,
Rampike distorts the conventions of
genre, language and content. Past is-
sues have featured Laurie Anderson,
John Giorno and Jacques Derrida, as
well as such innovative and commit-
ted Canadian writers as Rosemary
Sullivan and Nicole Brossard. And,
with a growing international repu-
tation, Jirgens usually sells out each
printing of two thousand copies.
Defiantly postmodern,Rampike
might just be directing the course of
the little magazine into the third
millenium.

While such magazines foment the
"literary revolution," the small criti-
cal journals do much to question and
shape the direction of the ongeing
cultural discourse. Edited by Stuart
Ross, Mondoe Hunkamooga is devoted
exclusively to reviewing small press
books and magazines. Compact and
cheaply produced, it appears with a
remarkable irregularity (the first
number was published in 1983, the
fifth earlier this year); nonetheless,
Mondo Hunkamosga is the only
journal in Toronto to have engaged
itsell in this crucial task. While what
does not resirict itself to small press
publications, it is nevertheless an
anomaly in literary publishing. A
tabloid, what is printed six times a
year, with 10 thousand copies dis-
tributed free in bookstores and Ii-
braries throughout North America.
Periodicals without controlled circu-
lation are ineligible for federal fund-
ing; to date, editors Kevin Connolly
and Jason Sherman have relied on
revenue from advertising, subscrip-
tions, as well as a small Explorations
grant, yet have still managed to get
each issue out for two years. Like -
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Mondo Hunkamooga , what pub-
lishes essays, Iinterviews and letters,
as well as book and magazine reviews
{what also publishes fiction, poetry
and drama). Both are controversial
and iconoclastic in the best tradition
of the little magazine, challenging
rather than indulging their respec-
tive readers. As well, both journals
regularly contribute to the renewed
discussion of the relationship be-
tween politics and literature - an issue
noticeably absent from small press
publications in Toronto since the
1930s. The second issue of what ex-
plored the issue of "art and politics,”
while a recent number (March 1987)
contained a powerful interview with
writer Brian Fawcett; throughout
have appeared many similarly en-
gaged commentaries and reviews.
And the occasional columns in
Mondo Hunkamooga by poet and ac-
tivist Chris Faiers continue to chal-
lenge the complacency of all writers.

All the magazines mentioned have
one feature in common: their editors
are male. This situation is clearly ev-
ident to the women who have come
together over the years to produce
Fireweed: A Feminist Quarterly . As
Makeda Silvera notes in her
introduction to Fireworks - an an-
thology of poetry, prose and art cele-
brating Fireweed 's first eight years of
publication - "historically, peoples not
of the dominant culture have not had
active participation in, or access to,
arts journals, wheher these have been
part of the dominant culture or have

emerged from the small presses."l
Yet, in speaking of those not of the

-dominant culture, Silvera implies not

only women in general but women of
colour, working class and Native
women and lesbians. It is Fireweed
's attempt to be inclusive, and the
struggles, controversies and self-criti-
cism that have resulted from this at-
tempt that make Fireweed the intel-
ligent, engaged and diverse journal
it has become. Published by a collec-
tive (with occasional guest editors),
Fireweed includes reviews and essays
covering a wide range of topics and
issues, as well as poefry and fiction
free of any formal restraints. Given
the status of women within the dom-
inant culture, the survival and success
of a journal like Fireweed points in a
necessary direction to the further
politicization of literary publishing to
come. As Robin Belitsky Endres
writes in "Why I Left 'The Left' to
‘Write": "The women's movement,
with its focus on the integration of the
personal and social, paved the way for
the reintegration, on a higher level,
of art and politics, the goal of which is

personal and social transformation."2

Admittedly, my discussion of these
few magazines has been partisan in
tone and intent. It would likely be fit-
ting to close with some vague pro-
nouncement about the future of liter-
ary publishing in Toronto. The
reader, happy that the small press is
alive and well, stifles a satisfied
yawn. Instead, I will conclude with
an appeal: subscribe to one or all of
these magazines. If you don't like

those I've mentioned, bookstores such
as Letters, SCM and This Ain't the
Rosedale Library carry others. If they
make you angry, write a letter or con-
tfribute to the magazines yourself. In
the final analysis, the esence of small
press is the doing. At the very least, as
the organizers exhorted shoppers at
the close of the Toronto Small Press
Book Fair, "Go home and read."

Journals .discussed:

A.W.A.C. Book of the Month Club,
The Front Press, '
21 Hastings Avenue,

Toronto M4L 2L1.

Six chapbooks, once a month, in a
limited edition of 40, $30.

Push-Machinery , _

. Bbla Crawford Street,

Toronto M6G 3]9.
Query as to subscription rates.

Industrial Sabotage ,

Curvd H&z Press,

729 Queen Street East,

Toronto M4M 1HI.

Published irregularly, prices vary;
pay what you can.

The Shit,

Martin Garth Press,

510 Front Street West,

Third floor,

Toronto M5V 1B8.

Query as to subscription rates.

Rampike |

95 Rivercrest Road,
Toronto M6S 4H7.

Two issues a year for $12.

Mondo Hunkamooga ,
Proper Tales Press,
Box 789, Station F,

Toronto M4Y 2N7,
Six issues for $6.

what ,
Box 338, Station |,
Toronto M4J 4Y8.
Six issues a year for $6.

Fireweed

Bos 279, Station B,
Toronto M5T 2W2.
Four issues a year for $12.

1 Ken Norris, The Little Magazine in
Canada 1925-80. (Toronto: ECW
Press, 1984), p.179.

2 Frank Davey, "Anything but
Reluctant: Canada’s Little
Magazines," Canadian Literature 13
Summer 1962). Reprinted in Louis
Dudek and Michael Gnarowsdi, eds.
The Making of Modern Poetry in
Canada Toronto: The Ryerson Press,
1979}, p.223.

3 Makeda Silvera, ed., Fireworks: The
Best of Fireweed (Torento: The
Women's Press, 1986), p.8.

4 Fireworks , p.20.

P P P Pt P PSPy
Jones is a Toronto poet, critic and edi-
tor. He has published four colleclions
of poetry, including The Brave Never
Write Poetry,Coach House Press, [985.
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ig Bear Sports
Promotion had a way
of torching Ontario
wrestling audiences
with such a primal
heat that fans would
rise off their seats like
scraps of ash into a
chimney. It's gone
now, like other gen-
uine performances.

That show was not
made for television.
The wrestlers were

age. No one now would make glossy
pictures of these bulging bodies
snorting grime for prizes inside
Hostess chips. They had nothing of
the whitewashed hygiene slick of fast
food packaging. They belonged to
wrestling's roots, inside smoky cine-
mas and small town arenas, inside
the country consciences along with a
meat-and-potatoes morality that stokes
a working man's instinct for passing
judgment. Wrestling used to make its
way along the blacktop roads from
towns to fairs with carnivals and
patent medicines and now this show,
the real wrestling show, the origi-
nal, is stored away in worn out panel
trucks, victim of new age wrestlema-
nia promoters who manufaciure
culture and politics for witless con-
sumers.

behemoths of another -

Big Bear Sports Promotion never
played downtown Toronto. The big
Toronto promoters, Tunney's
Queensboro Sports Promotions, had a
deal with the Maple Leaf Gardens that
held exclusive rights to the use of its
facilities. The same was true for
Montreal's Main Promotion and the
Forum. To see the old-time wrestling
show, to catch the outlaw Big Bear
wrestling show that operated on the
fringe of bigger cities, you had to go to
Simcoe, Kirkland Lake, or Barrie or
beyond.

One of the first times that I saw the
Big Bear show was in Wheatley - al-
most five years ago - on a Monday
night after the annual summer
weekend fishing festival. T was there
to find an all-out wrestling perfor-
mance, undiluted by the manufac-
turers of media and tastes. Fans said
the Big Bear shows were best.That
night was the beginning of an
exploration into a brand of pure-bred
prowrestling, and it was so com-
pelling that I stayed. I took the show to
heart, to understand why it worked so
well. The promoter took me in, and a
few months later I stood inside the
ring clutching a microphone giving
weights of wrestlers and taking paper
cups on the backside of the polyester
suit I wore to announce his shows.

Wheatley is Perch City. The popula-
tion is 1600 and 700 of them came that
night to see the wrestling. One hun-
dred migrant workers from Mexico
brought the gate up to over 800. The
main event had Luis Martinez, a
Mexican, wrestling against the Bull
Dog from Detroit, Don Kent. And
what an asshole Bull Dog was. The
fans made barking noises at him to
throw off his composure. They chanted
Martinez's trade name, ARRIBA, a
name with magic that swelled Luis's
chest and gave him strength. Luis
lived to hear the fans proclaim
ARRIBA.

"Who am I?" Luis said to the fans be-
fore the match.

"ARRIBA," they spoke in unison.
"ARRIBA, ARRIBA."

The two wrestlers fought hard. They
meant business. Bull Dog seized
Luis’s wrist and flung him meanly in
the corner so hard it made the whole
ring move, Again he wound him up
and whipped him with the wrist, but
this time Bull Dog foung him harder,
and Luis split through the ropes onto
the floor.
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Jim Freedman

Martinez was stunned. He rose slowly
and fell to his knees. In that half a
minute that it took Martinez to fall,
rise and fall again, the half of
Wheatley at the wrestling show
puffed and rose in judgment from
their seats in the stands and con-
densed around the ring as Bull Dog
made to exit, fighting off two small
boys throwing paper products at his
heels. The crowd drew together like a
posse.

One corner of the crowd around the
ring ruffled and rent apart to make a
momentary space, and through that
space rushed a stout boulder of a guy in
street clothes to the apron and
through the ropes mad as hell. Tt was
the Wildman. I would come to know
him well in the next two years. He is
the inspiration, the hum and burn for
the whole show. Ile owns Big Bear
Sports Promotions, and he had seen
the whole thing. He grabbed Bull
Dog and threw him down and swept
the cursed chain from his hand to
hold it up before the referee's face. He
displayed it to the crowd. The referee
agreed it was illegal and reversed the
decision, but by this time it didn't
matter. The Wildman grabbed Bull
Dog and tossed him from the ring,
pursued him as he stumbled and
picked him up again and heaved him
on the concrete.

The smooth unyielding texture of the
cement floor. The heavy brownskin
breathing of the migrant Mexicans
mingling with the shuffling of the
other fans as they made a ring around
Bull Dog the wrestler-man they
hated. Martinez was out cold too, only
ten feet away. Blood trickled from
Martinez's skull. The tale of two men's
character and fate fixed in crystalline
opinion for Wheatley's experience.
The ebb of bodies flowing from the
stands to ringside in a tightening
band of judgment around the silence
of two metaphors reeking in the
flesh, such a rich commotion.

Authentic, that is the word. But that
sounds too much like a word that spent
too long at school. How to view this
show? Like an ancient zen master
making animal sounds. A country
preacher stalking a conversion. A
blue ribbon spaghetti squash at the
country fair. A whoopie cushion.Or
an honest fart. Some things are totally
irreproducible. Most of .these things
look funny in the modern world,
they're so old hat or decadent or
uncommercial or unpredictable that
no reproduction, no media treatment
of them ever does them justice.

That's why wrestling looks so foolish
now on television, starlit bodies fil-
tered through the collander of deco-
rum regulations appealing to anyone
who apathetically turns on a switch
and settles down inside the constant
voltage zone. It takes a monumental
stupor to watch one wrestling match
following another without the rush of
live appeal because wrestling, the
original way, should provoke, not en-
tertain, should take its cue from the
fans, the town, from living social
ferment. But stupor is the secret sub-
stance that glues viewers to television's
homogenized concoctions. The
Wildman saves us from this stupor
with his shows. Each of them is one of
a kind. They take shape inside the
fans' commotion. They work by torch-
ing indignations; political fantasies
get hot and pretty soon the Wildman
has his people dancing like
primitives around a boiling cauldron
half ready to eat each other live.

The Wiidman's hoys were often
over forty without the made-for-TV
glaze, nothing to hide the bulge of
countless humps, the cauliflower
ears and hig faces strung on necks

of polar bears.

Next to the new age wrestling -
wrestlemania, the show that comes in
tubes of packaged personalities from
New York City - the Wildman's Big
Bear shows have a heaving thrill to
them that wrestlemania lacks. The
wonder is what Canadians have lost’
as wrestlemania takes their own
prime time. I wondered what had
tricked the sovereignty of Canadian
consumers into such a mass-mind
preference. I bemoaned the fate of the
Wildman who cooked up wrestling
out of the uniquely northern spice of
Canadian towns. Where had he
come from and what would happen to
him?

Wrestling territories spread
out around big city hubs -

Montreal, Detroit, St. Louis, Toronto -
where, in the past, one promoter
ruled the territory. The mighty orig-
inal Sheik ruled Detroit for years
with his fireballs and his posturing of
oriental threats. Sam Muchnick ran
St. Louis for four decades with hard-
hitting honest shows for the bi-
monthly Checkerdome reunion of
his fans. Frank Tunney and his
nephew Jack ruled Toronto for almost
half a century. Some territories had
reputations for the hotter shows.
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Nashville's Nick Gulas, the black
rogue of promoters, never took his
town for granted; he moved in long
ago from Birmingham and stayed by
kicking at the doors and keeping oth-
ers off his turf.

The secluded valley of Toronto was
different. Inside the Queen's do-
minion, sheliered from a nervous
continent of promoters, Tunney
slugged along with sober shows.
Gulas had always kept pace with out-
law promotions, with aggressive
neighbouring promotions. Tunney
didn't have to. He owned the contract
to the Gardens. He had the athletic
commissioner in his pocket. Ile had
the television. He had connections.
But he never seized the pulse of the
country. There was one who did.That
was the Wildman,

I saw him once in a mid-size
Ontarie town chewing up a
microphone at the wheel, turning
| corners, laughing with his
trademark twinkle, half-a-faugh
around the edges of his eyes
tatking up the matches on the
evening's card.

While Tunney ran his shows at the
Gardens before 10,000 fans, the
Wildman borrowed sand-lot houses
for his shows circling around Toronto
down toward Detroit, up to Sudbury
and North Bay, then back around
Toronto's metro margins, a different
town every night, showing home
grown wrestling on the edges of
Tunney's turf. If you wanted to see the
Wildman's shows you had to see them
live. Tunney knew all that: that he
was a maverick, an outlaw, that he'd
probably never have the capital to pay
for big time stars and still, small
promoters and pretenders to Tunney's
hold on wrestling came and went, all
of them in fact gone almost as fast as
they came . . . except the Wildman.

He was around for twenty years, and
more years than not he had made
good money. In Tunney's territory.
He had no contract with big city colli-

“seums, no offices, no picture on the

Garden walls.What he had was
starnina, the art of never slowing
down, moving constantly from one
town to the next, his office was his
truck, his phone, the pay phone in
arena offices. He rarely slept. Two
weeks before a show he plotted the ads
for newspapers, delivered and paid for
them himself, laid out the posters for
the show, had them printed, tacked
them onto empty construction boards
and highway poles and storefront
windows like campaign throwaways,
and all the frenzied while he ran his
shows like a juggler on a unicycle
tossing pots and pans and frying eggs
and bacon at a banquet of his fans, He
kept a precious chest of beer in the
front seat of his truck so as not to get too
dry, to chase away the hum of the en-
gine and the drum of his rapid body's
regimen late at night after counting
up the tll.

And talk about his shows. Tunney's
wrestlemania personalities wear
sleek young muscle frames and
names inspired by the professional
image management that goes into
dict products. The Wildman's boys
were often over forty without the
made-for-TEE-VEE glaze, nothing to
hide the bulge of countless bumps, the
cauliflower ears and big faces strung
on necks of polar bears. No practiced
grace. The grace they had came from
knowing that no pile-driver, no
young body slam, was more than
their reflex could absorb.

They came from backwoods farms that
failed and urban ghettos in industrial
suburbs where the Depression took
street tough kids and put them behind
a set of weights. They got big and they
got jobs wrestling in England, and
when they came back they roamed the
territories, looking for a gimmick, a
crack at popularity. Some people say
that twenty years ago more wrestlers
came from Canada's steel town,
Hamilton, than any other town in
North America for its size. These men
looked to the Wildman's Big Bear
Wrestling Show for work. Even
though there wasn't much. Chris
Tolos, Vic Rositanni, Bull Johnson's
son Danny, Johnny Powers.

Tunney's men are stars. The
Wildman's boys were bruisers.
Tunney's shows glitter with a cast
that's bigger and better than real life
with cops to keep the crowds at bay. No
riots.Peel away the glitter, the pro-
gramme hype, the soda and the lights
and Tunney's show is threadbare, like
no-name cola. Like the multi-media
glitz conglomerate that now controls
a major portion of his business and

rules Toronto wrestling from New
York City. What is cola without a pair
of lady's legs and chrome-white vagi-
nal fangs offering a dream of some-
thing sweet and real? Wet Dream.
Now talk about the Wildman's shows.
Here was the real, real thing where
you hear and smell the smack of bod-
ies going tight and limp . . . all the
imagery, the slapstick, foreign ob-
jects, breath and grime. His shows
shed the sterile blanket of light that
parches Tunney's big-city spectacles.
The Wildman's light fell dingily
down from a few overheads. It was a
smoky night light that drew the fans
in close, more intimately, more
cheek to jowl - while Tunney mined a
gulf around the ring with cops to keep
the fans away. The Wildman set his
shows up anywhere, in old movie the-
atres, community hockey arenas, mu-
nicipal concert halls, outside on the
trotter tracks. And unlike Tunney,
thg impressario in the shadow of the
shows, the Wildman puffed his en-
ergy in heaves right out in front,
wrestling, taking charge in teeshirts
and a growth of hair uncut for twenty
years.

Afternoons before his shows, the
Wildman would mount a speaker to
his truck and cruise the main street of
a town "doing the sound" to tell the
people on the streets about the show. I
saw him once in a mid-size Ontario
town chewing up a microphone at the
wheel, turning corners, laughing
with his trademark twinkle, half-a-
laugh around the edges of his eyes
talking up the matches on the
evening's card. It was raining. He saw
some fans on the sidewalk waving,
and he curbed the truck next to them.
He kept the sound on loud as he talked
with the crowd.

“Comin'? Yeah, you're comin®? You
wanna see a wrestling show. Big
time wrestling. Midgets. We got
midgets." o

It was still raining at show time.
People scrambled inside dripping
wet, wiping off their heads and faces
on their sleeves. The wrestlers had no
precious airs, they walked in one by
cne through the reeking fans into the
dressing room, cradling ragged tote
bags and a case of beer, upper arms
like ancient elephant knees, faces
glistened from the rain. There he
was, baleful and buddhist, the
‘Wildman behind the announcer's
table as the first match was about to be-
gin, gripping an old railroad spike
he'd rummaged from the bottom of

- his truck and using it SMACK to ring

the pock-faced bell a dozen times or
more.
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The main event that night featured
the original Sheik, the real cne from
Detroit, now older and overexposed,
making his living on his legacy. He
faced Igor the Polish Strongman,
Igor preened his honest muscles
hardened by an honest peasant's
labour. Four hundred fans sat straight
up before the prospect of a hearty meal
they knew the Sheik could bring up
from his hell's kitchen of crude de-
lights as he always did. Four hun-
dred fans from a squeaky clean mid-
size town made more noise than
Tunney's thousands in his metropole
arena.

Suddenly the Sheik slammed Igor's
ear into the ring post (that was real)
and Igor, stunned a minute, sprang
back with his legs flying all around
the Sheik's head. The Sheik turned
tail when he saw Igor on the rebound
punching furiously with all fours. He
ran from the ring up behind the cur-
tains of a stage that happened to be
nearby, and before ten seconds passed
they both emerged from the other
side of the stage except this time the
Sheik had Igor on the run swinging a
two by four by ten at Igor's head. I
guess he found the two by four back-
stage. Igor looked truly frightened.
The match was out of control.They ran
through the audience knocking over
chairs and pocket books, sticky
overcoats tumbling in the rubble. Igor
regained his balance once again and
made his way backstage a second time
behind the curtain with the Sheik
swinging his tenfoot plank wildly in
pursuit. This time the Wildman left
his seat at the announcer's table to
chase the Sheik and disappeared be-
hind the curtain with the rest of
them. A bone disintegrating thud.
Then the Sheik and right behind
him ran the Wildman except this
time the Wildman had the two by
four and had it poised behind his back
ready for a finishing stroke upon the
Sheik who dashed into an area lit-
tered with fans and chairs and bro-
ken mirrors and small change,

Up to that point, as far as T was con-
cerned, wrestling had been folklore.
The Wildman and the two by four by
ten changed all that in an instant.
The moment that the Wildman be-
came the sea-fury lashing from be-
hind the curtain swinging a piece of
lumber at the Sheik, I went right
with him. Vindictives charged out
from me in a living river of feelings.
That was ‘drawing heat', ] would hear
the Wildman say one day.This is
what you have to do if you want to
make a wrestling show. You got to
draw heat.

After the show the first fans scram-
bled cut to peel off a coveted souvenir,
the posters advertising the show, from
the front glass doors. Green and
black, deep green and deep black type
around tormented faces of the

wrestlers in the featured matches, a
reminder and somehow an essence of
the exhibition. Terry Dart collected
them, particularly the Wildman's,
which were by far the best. My lucky
night, I got one. The next morning I
pulled the poster out from among thie
litter on the breakfast table and
scanned its details for a message, for
anything more about the Wildman,
the enigmatic medicine man who
made the wrestling work, who
cooked the show while Tunney
merely canned it. Could the poster be
a subtle guide into this nether world
where he took charge? I satand
stared, looking for a sign.

There was a picture of Igor in a simple
snapshot on a grassy field with his
little girlfriend in a funky Dylan hat
and a collie. Above that little family
photo an enlargement of his face ap-
peared in outline, a grinning well-
fed boy without the slightest hint of
treachery. Opposite Igor on the right
postured the full-length body of the
Sheik with the caption underneath
his lone condescending form, eyes
covered with a shawl: ON THE
RAMPAGE. Great stuff but still no se-
cret to the Wildman's magic touch.

Wait, Something odd at the bottom,
There the poster returned my stare.
Flush with the bottom line of green
there was a photo of a front row ring-
side line of fans at a match, a photo
bordered in black with stars pasted at
the corners and this appeal: BE PART
OF THE ACTION. A lady in the pic-
ture offered her head into her out-
stretched palms, there was a man his
hand outstretched carrying his bile's
consignment to the show and some
others looked out through the photo
right at me. A mutual examination.
Hot damn, look at that fat lady with
the stockings, And that jerkoif in the

corner with the gums chewing out the
referee. This picture, featured centre
slate, advertised my friends, the fans.
No stars, no personalities, just these
dozen or more turbulent anybodies
the Wildman fit into the picture who
got big billing on the card.

Not a bourgeois face in this picture of
the Wildman’'s crowd. No middle
class. These wrestling shows are sac-
rilege to them.

Middle class America holds the ring
in awe, sees in the ring a sacred cen-
tre for the cult of competition. It is
here, in the compelling knave of an
economy of scarcity where successful
men have fought to get their spoils. It
is here where society gives a guilded
frame to winning.To the swelling
bosom of success. To the tidy folds of a
booming community’s industrial
stnoke filling the skies with dreams
of Cadillac Sevilles and golf shoes. No
wonder then that conipetifon comes
to us as a 'spirit’ overshadowing the
spirit of the church bell spires and no
wonder that the ultimate repository of
this spirit is the ring. People rise to
grand acclaim who have this alchem-
ical perfector, the coveted body hu-

Photos: Terry Dart

The Wildman placed inside this
cherished ring harbarians from
beyond the fringe terrains of
decency, men who do anything foul
te win, useless referees who do
nothing to step them, Khomeini's
personal minister of death.
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mour that is competitive spirit. How
much more important this spirit is
than the standard intangibles like
cleanliness, good posture, fair play
and the right attitude. Self-made men
vote for politicians who promise to
give them more and more of it. They
judge their own lives by it, and
stigmatize others for not having it.

It was a fetish for that spirit that drove
the middle-class community into a
perverse love affair with Mohammed
Ali. He danced in the shrine of the
North American way, Muslim or not,
Moharnmed or Cassius. When he
boxed, thinking, talking, reaching
into every corner of the rules, the
ring, propriety, the body politic and
the mind for victory, he became that
flicker in the self of every white male
that makes him go out and win. Ali
talked a lively jive that sounded for-
some people's money like radical red
hype. Huh-uh. It was mid-west sky

blue bourgeois all the way. The ring is

the shimmering diamond heart in
the command centre of every
American male who fancies himself
the bee with the stinger dancing the
doright in a war zone with a moral

pedigree,

The Wildman placed inside this
cherished ring barbarians from be-
yond the fringe terrains of decency,
men gone bad, graffiti and ayrabs,
hairy hippies from the sixties, men
who do anything foul to win, useless
referees who do nothing to stop them,
Khomeini's personal minister of
peril. There's the sacrilege. That's the
Wildman's wrestling and that's blas-
phemy as well. The Wildman's
image of the ring, this image of soci-
ety, bears a compelling truth. For the
victors in this space are men with spe-
cial tricks, men who gang up on oth-
ers, men with connections. There is a
terrible lesson here: nice guys finish
last.

These subterranean defectors from the
way things ought to be perform
wrestling's running commentary on
society about how opportunity does not
exist in equal measure for the com-
mon man, for men who work
honestly and clean. Labourers and
consumers lose daily to monopolies
and mind bending advertisements,
union busters, politicians, prejudice
and favouritism. How does this
happen? Just ask the fans, How come
the number of good men with good
intentions and uncorrupted talents
who win are as few and far between
in wrestling as in life? It is this. So
many men inhaling the ring's
mighty ether lose their bearings,
take undue advantage, drunk on the
power to despoil others and to ascend
with an exalted image of themselves.
They forget or just don't care that
someone could get hurt.

That shatters the conceit of the middle
class who applaud themselves for their
accumulations, who protect the valour
of their careers when they complain
that wrestling is phony, when they
claim that they did it the hard way
and the honest way without the tricks
and gags and inside information.
They say it's fake. That's not the way
they got to where they are . . . by rig-
ging the economy. By taking short
cuts, plotting strategies to undermine
the unions of honest men. No, they

RS

say. The true biue claims of the econ-
omy are not fake. It's wrestling, they
say, that's phony where those who
win are those who have or take undue
advantage. But the Wildman's
wrestling fans know better. His fans
are the blue collar victims of the bold
prerogatives patricians take. What
they see inside the ring is what they
talk about in unemployment lines,
men drunk on conquest, living on the
losses of others.

One of the last times 1 saw the

Wildman's show, he himsell wres-
tled in a tag team match teamed with
Whipper Watson Junior against two
villains. By that time - it was just a
year ago - I had lived with his show, .
even become part of it. For two sum-
mers I had travelled with the show
and announced the matches off and
on. The Wildman had made me a
part of his family of working fauna. I
had a new vocabulary and a different
biorhythm of late nights and reclu-
sive mornings. They were visceral
changes, a carney's language and a
bedy clock set to a different stylke. The
mornings were good for growling,
Dave said. He had peppered my speech
with lively pacers like BOOM-
BOOM, and PIMPING-IT, and G-
NOTE. He had also walked me
through a status change in the
wrestling world from an outsider
looking in to an insider looking out.
I had witnessed the work of a man
without guile, with a message and a
heart. This was a memorable night.

Crowds were down. The Wildman
hardly had enough money to put to-
gether his shows. Still he did it. He
puzzled over his dwindling coffers.
He spent long hours in silent dress-
ing rooms looking for an answer.
There was only one answer that he
knew. Work harder. And no one else
could work as hard as he. He.would
wrestle himself in the way he knew
would draw the kind of heat that
would bring the crowds back in

larger numbers. That night he had

S

booked himself to wrestle in the tag
team.He would take the lead, make it
hot, bring them to their feet.

There are rules for tag teams. The
villains broke them. The Wildman
and his partner stuck close to their
consciences and the rules . . . except for
once. It was near the end of the match,
and Watson and the Wildman had
had enough. The two of them

illegally entered the ring at the same
time to team up on their adversaries.
The other team had been doing it all
the time, but this time the referee
called the infraction, stopped the fight
and disqualified the Wildman and
his partner. It tock a moment for the
verdict to sink in. The Wildman and
his partner were losers by
disqualification. For breaking the
rules.

The crowd went wild with anger.
One fan worked at his saliva for a wad
big enough to issue forth a statement
the words would fail to summon. A
cloudy message condensed among the
fans that said nobody promised you a
fair fight. Just a fight, that's all.-This
is a jungle. You hear the gospel of free
enterprise and opportunity . . . that's
just a hymn you hum in church one
day a week. You read the constitution

. . well, that's politics. You got rights,
you say . . . cash them in for a pair of
sunglasses. Rights is for the peocple
who play golf, who sell free
competition’ like snake oil. And you
beught it.
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There it was. The ring. The podium of
free enterprise preaching the gospel
of its own excesses. There was a lady
in the stands, she wore a polyester
dress in red with a tidy bow on her
bodice. She'd seen it all. Maybe the
fight was rigged, but that was not the
point. What she saw wasn't phony.
Here was something real. I did not
know her story, her hardships, her
children, her time and place in
welfare lines, except for what 1 saw in
her face. She rose to her feet. She rose
to the altar of her conscience. She bore
her folding chair with her. It
collapsed in mid-air. She brandished
it and proclaimed at the villains and
the referee: ASSHOLE OF THE
UNIVERSE., Here was her world in
miniature, and for once she stepped
into this world of right and wrong as
an actor, she did something about it
and she got a round of applause,

The noise from the crowd was deafen-
ing. They were on their feet. They
were on their chairs. The Wildman
had done what he knew he had to do
and what he knew best to do.

As he left the ring that night, the
Wildman turned around and rushed
the other wrestlers who had cut every
corner in the book of rules and still
come away with a win. One of the op-
ponents bent over to aim his butt at the
Wildman's face. The Wildman
would plant a heel of anger in that
ass. But no, he stopped. The béll had
sounded. ile turned and walked away.
Defender of the moral margin in the
back of everybody's mind, he'd lost.
He had told the story of the free man's
fate. :

The irony of that moment
was that he had also told his own
story. The audience was loud, but not
loud enough,. Once he had paid the
wrestlers off, paid the boys who put up
the ring, paid the manager of the
arena, paid for the gas in his truck,
paid his taxes and insurance and pub-
licity, the Wildman had nothing
left. He had been going out of business
for a long time and had hung on,
tethering his hopes to dreams. But
they were only dreams. More and
more, the mix of media and money
from New York ran the wréstling
business. And that excluded him. He
had no clout with the athletic com-
missioners who took orders from the
Tunney operation and took every op-
portunity to make life difficult for
him. The political message that he
had used his ring to say to fans for
twenty years now spoke his own in-
evitable fate.

He had a little rhyme he'd say to tell
himself the value of hard work, his
hard routine: No pain, no gain. He
had heard it first when he was pump-
ing iron in the backwater gyms of the
Depression where he had learned his
tips on life in general from the disci-
pline of body building. No pain, no
gain. Without the effort, you'll get no
measure in return. And just as true it
was the other way around that if you
gave enough to make it hurt, you got
failure with the same logic,
Deadbeats slept in beds of failures that
they made themselves. There were no
prinices ready-made. So how to un-
derstand the justice or the logic of the
sense of an economy that actually
made you pay for the privilege to
work? A different, troubled look
gripped the Wildman's face in the
dressing room that night and stayed
there as if he were looking sadly for
something he'd done wrong. The
more he worked, the more he got be-
hind.

By 1983 wrestlemania had swept the
continent. The promotion from New
York, hungry for new territories,
made their stable of wrestlers into in-
tercontinental images. They put them
in the ring with rock stars. On the
back of cereal boxes. They made Little
dolls of them and sold them to ten
year olds as action figures. The heroes
of the shows were blond good-guys
who loved America, wrestling
against blacks and gays and foreign-
ers. And they were winning. They
were taking back America from the
women's movement, from bussing,
from falling profits, from commu-
nists, and from the terrorists and off-
colour populations abroad. Good guys
were winning and winning for
America. It had a patently middle
class veneer. So different from the
tales of subtle tragedies in an economy
turned against its people that the
Wildman told. It was a cover-up for all
the ills that the official version of
American society and the economy
feared might get around. The rhythm
was rock instead of country. It had the
mindless pitch of modern Americn
politics. That pitch sells anything
these days.

Tunney's Toronto operation is nowa-
days a franchise of New York City's
wresilemania promoters. New York
puts together shows for him, New
York says who will be his champion,
who will take the falls. The strategy
from New York is less a strategy for
Ontario, or even for the ring, than a
strategy for a boardroom in a far off
land where silent men in glasses plot
Jjagged futuristic graphs prophesying
receipts from stolen markets. Market
surveys chart the preference of the
fans. And New York owns the in-
formation.They said the Wildman
had to go.

And now he's gone. Fans no longer
come to watch him fry a made-to-or-
der wrestling show on the griddle of
the country. The musty, grimy real
life parable of the poor man's fate is
packed and folded up. The disenfran-
chised farmers, workers, friends, and
fans of the Wildman's show find
their politics drowned in the mono-
lithic languages of Hollywood.

W Py

Jim Freedman ieaches Anthropology
at the University of Western Ontario,
He alse advises and evaluates devel-
opment projects in Asia. He has
recently compleled a narrative on
professional wrestling - Drawing
Heat - o be published soon by Black
Moss Press. He is preparing to
undertake a journey up the River
Zaire in search of literary and polit-
teal images for our time.

17




B o’ D ER/LINTES
FALL/WINTER 1987/88

hen Rachel Carson,
the mother of modern
environmentalism,
gave environmental
‘destruction a seasonal
signified with her
book Silent Spring,
she also confirmed
something that mili-
tary strategists had
sensed all along.

If the misuse of herbi-
cides and pesticides
can silence the life of
the ecosystem on the
home front, then the tactical deploy-
ment of similar chemicals can do the
same on the war front, against for-
eign bodies,

Since all parts of an ecosystem are
interrelated, one does not have to
literally draw one's sights on human
enemies in order to silence them.
One has (o target their natural envi-
ronment since, as parts of the system-
atic target, they will be hit indirectly
from all sides. The environmental
crisis is a gift to the war machine.

The folly of eco-tactics lies in the fact
that ecocide is suicide, the slow way.
The soldiers who administered the
infamous chemical agents of the
Vietnam War were just as much parts
of the ecosystem that they destroyed as
were their enemies. There was no
safe distance, no sterile bubble from
which to launch defoliation and area-
denial operations. Nature is a double-
agent.

While the ccosystem facilitates the
communication of certain poisonous
messages and provides unwelcome
feedback on thermn, it also yields non-
human beings which become strate-
gic and/or tactical ‘weapons' in plans
of war. The use of animals in mili-
tary operations has traditionally been
in the area of logistical support:
camels, elephants and horses carry
supplies; and men, dogs and pigeons
relay messages. But the fact that the
behaviour of animals can be made op-
erational does not fully explain the
place of animals in the army.

The ability of some animals to per-
form certain functions makes them
candidates for a high level of anthro-

pomorphism. For instance, since the
pigeons and dogs of the World Wars
relayed messages that were necessary
for the survival of soldiers but could -
not have been delivered by men, they.
were said to fill human posts. As a re-
sult these animals became candidates
for the honours and distinctions of the
military establishment. That is, they
became animal war heroes. However,
animals that have not been made op-
erational also have a place in the
military as sign-vehicles. The
production of these sign-vechicles is a
form of pseudo-speciation. Wild ani-
mals are presented as the sum of cer-
tain attributes which lend themselves
to military projects. As sign-vehicles,
these pseudo-species denote and con-
note units of meaning that are trans-
ferred to armaments. Moreover, the
animalization of the arms industry
supports a vision of a bio-military real-
ity that (con)fuses the operational and
semiotic domains, producing wild
hybrids through a patchwork of bio-
logical and technological signs.

Strategic and Tactical
Creatures

Strategic intelligence is 2 necessary
condition for the realization of tact-
cal capacities; knowing where and
what an enemy is gives the concept of
tactics a context without which it is
meaningless. It is often the case that
one must locate the position and size
of an enemy force in an unobtrusive
manner since giving away one's posi-
tion in the act of coming to kniow
where they are may have fatal conse-
quences. In the effort not to stand out, a
potential strategic resource to use in
gathering information is something
that belongs to the environment in
which one is operating. In The War
Animals, Robert E. Lubow explains
that throughout the 1960s U.5. mili-
tary agencies engaged in reconnais-
sance sound projects involving insects
and birds. In 1963, the U.S. Army
Limited War Laboratory and the _
Department of Agriculture conducted
trial runs of insect-powered ambush
and intruder detectors. In these tests,
researchers sought to capitalize on the
olfactory sensitivities of mosquitoes
and giant cone-nose bugs by construct-
ing detection devices that contained
insects and sound monitoring equip-
ment. When the insects sensed the

presence of humans, they would in-
crease their activity and the resulting
noises were amplified so that the hu-
man operators of these devices would
be alerted to the presence of intruders.

In the wildlife sounds schemes of
1964, the U.S. Army Security Agency
thought that it might be possible to
make use of changes in the vocaliza-
tion rates of certain birds to detecten-
emy forces. In feasibility studies,
researchers compared the vocalization
rates of birds in their natural milieu
with sound patterns influenced by the
presence of humans. Since the birds
increased their rate of acoustic output
in the presence of humans, it was be-
lieved that the comparison of 'empty’
and ‘intruder’ auditory outputs might
have a strategic use value. In both types
of experiments the results were
promising but inconclusive, since it
proved to be impossible to control and
contain the environmental variables
that produced false alarms. While the
ecosystem provides a rich array of
draftees, these creatures do not distin-
guish between 'researchers' and
'intruders’. :

Just as a strategic weapons system may
be used tactically and a tactical system
may become strategic, strategic crea-
tures may be used tactically and wvice
versa . Strategic creatures such as
mosquitoes do not have much of a ca-
pacity for decisive assault or control
and thus make rather poor tactical
weapons;. birds, however, as Alfred
Hitchcock recognized, are better
candidates for tactical deployment.

The successful use of racing homer pi-
geons for logistical purposes in the
First World War led to fears in the
Second World War that the 'Nazi
wolves' were attaching cameras to
messenger pigeons and obtaining
photographs of Allied emplacements.
The fears of the Allies were justified
if only on the basis of the line of re-
search that the American psychologist
B.F. Skinner began to pursue in 1941.
In Skinner's work the logistical pi-
geon and the bird of strategic lore be-
came a hybrid tactical bird in the
form of a pigeon-guided missile.
Skinner believed that the most effi-
cient, cheap and expendable homing
system for a guided missile was an or-
ganic 'homing device', a pigeon.
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This "crackpot idea,”" as Skinner re-
ferred to it in his 1960 paper , "Pigeons
in a Pelican," was based on the ability
of behaviourally engineered pigeons
to respond to the image of a target that
appeared on a small screen by pecking
at the image. A bird was immobilized
or 'jacketed’, except for its neck and
head, and placed in the assembly of
the Pelican missile in front of a
translucent screen. The image of a
target was thrown onto the screen
through a lens in the nose of the
missile. As the bird pecked at the
target image, the contact between its
beak and screen signaled the
servosystemn of the missile to steer to-
ward the target. Eventually, Skinner
employed three- and seven-bird 'units’
to increase the reliability of the sig-
nals.

‘When the official word came that fur-
ther work on the Pelican idea would
only delay more promising combat
applications, Skinner noted with
some ill humour that "possibly the
reference was to a particular combat
application at Hiroshima a year and a

half later, when it looked for a while
as if the need for accurate bombing
had been eliminated for all time."
The knowledge that he too had
trained his charges to attack Japanese
targets was no consolation.

Animal Heroes

While anthropomorphism is a preva-
lent if not constitutive feature of our re-
lations with domesticated animals,
the decoration of animals as war
heroes is an act inspired by the hyper-

anthropomorphizatien of select war
animals (pigeons and dogs).

The call-up of the World Wars in-
cluded many horses, oxen, mules,
pigeons and dogs. As recently as the
Falklands/Malvinas crisis, mine-
detection dogs were recruited and

GARY GENOSKO

The folly of eco-tactics lies in the fact that ecocide
is suicide, the slow way. Nature is a double agent.

trained, but kept on reserve on the
home front in Britain.

All new draftees need to be designed
after the military model: to become
faithful followers, lose their individu-
ality, become predictable, to tolerate
the excesses of the battlefield and,
above all, to be absolutely dependent
on the one who gives the orders, be it
the trainer or the sergeant. To speak
of the domestication of animals is to
speak of military indoctrination: basic
or obedience training, arrested devel-
opment and behavioural simplicity.
The use of the term 'operational' in the
military context applies to both hu-
man and non-human 'units’. An in-
spection of the troops is as rigorous as
the judicial scrutiny of a dog show.
While the rigours and relations of
domestic and military service are
essentially the same, they are not
without their dangers and perks.

As Ernest Harold Baynes describes in
Animal Herces of the Great War, the
value of a well-trained dog was not lost
on military personnel. But those dogs
that were "out-and-out slackers, or
‘conscientous objectors’, were given
short shrift and sent to the lethal
chamber.” The Commandant of the
British War Dog School, Lt.-Col. E.H.
Richardson, expected "every dog to do
his duty!"

In Animals in War, the animal
enthusiast Jilly Cooper notes that
graduates of the War Dog Schools (in
Britain, France and Belgium) were
pressed into service as guard dogs and
messenger carriers to lay telegraph
wire, carry ammunition, detect
mines and enemy troops, and
parachute into enemy territory. '‘Rob’,
a mongrel parachute dog, received the
Dickin Medal For Gallantry, awarded
by the Peopie's Dispensary for Sick
Animals, Allied Forces Mascot Club
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(Britain, Second World War), for
successful 'drops' with his handler be-
hind enemy lines.

Cooper relates the tale that in the
Second World War, Russian suicide
dogs were outfitted with bombs ahd
trained to approach German tanks
and crouch in their caterpillar treads
as they advanced, presumably waiting
for a cue from a trainer that never
came. This tale establishes a rhetori-
cal surround in which evil, immoral
patterns of domestication (suicide
dogs) may be clearly distinguished
from moral, Christian uses of domes-
ticated animals. For Cooper, 'good’
uses are those that enable some ani-
mals to emerge as heroic members of

S
| In bestowing the honeurs of the
military establishment upon the
'gallant gentlemen’' of the pigeon

corps, a curious logic is established:
homing pigeons are rewarded for

what they would do naturally.

the human family. As members in
good standing, they are entitled to
rewards; they even go to heaven.
Suicide dogs were not given the
chance to rise to the occasion, but they
made it to heaven anyway. The basic
assumption in both moral and im-
moral cases is that non-human beings
are for the use of humankind. But
'‘good' domestication gives animals a
chance to enjoy the spoils of man's tri-
umph over nature. As members of a
family that seeks to lift itself out of the
natural state of conflict, domesticated

animals too can dominate nature by
serving in the war effort. If they help
humankind, they should be treated
with respect; if they don’t 'join’' the
conquest of nature crusade, they are
enemies.

As Wendell Miichell Levi describes
in The Pigeon, a particularly brave pi-
geon named ‘Cher Ami', a Blue
checker cock, served with the New
York Battalion of the 77th Division
under Major C.S. Whittlesey in the
First World War. Credited with sav-
ing the 'Lost Battalion' by breaking
through a barrage of enemy fire to de-
liver the message for help, this heroic
bird was stuffed, mounted and placed
in the Smithsonian Institution as a
military artifact. One of the 'perks' of
domestication and war service, then,
is a trip to the taxidermist.

In bestowing the honours of the mili-
tary establishment upon the 'gallant
gentlemen' of the pigeon corps, a curi-
ous logic  is established: homing pi-
geons are rewarded for what they
would do naturally. Instinct is seen as
a way of satisfying the trainer and is
heroic because it is 'exercised’ to save
human troops in the name of the state.
Hyper-anthropomorphism is realized
when one believes that nature con-
sciously gives itself over for the
‘greater cause' of the war effort and the
good of humankind.

But instinét serves the enemy as well.
In the First World War, it was feared
that pigeons in Great Britain might
be working for German spies. These
fears lead to the destruction and in-
ternment of many birds as well as
wing-clipping programmes. By the
time that the British government re-
alized the pigeon's strategic value, it
faced a shortage and had to ask pigeon
fanciers to gather their birds for the
war effort. If birds can deliver mes-
sages for the Germans, they can also
deliver false messages to them for the
Allies. Instinct is a form of counter-es-
pionage.

Armament Animals

Esso used to tell us to put a tiger in our
tanks; this is just the sort of message
that arms merchants take seriously.
While many of us may recognize that
a lynx and a cougar are wildcats as
well as the sort of automobiles that one
finds in a Mercury showroom, their
proper cultural habitat, few of us would
associate a lynx with a Canadian
Armed Forces 'Lynx' Command and
Reconnaisance Vehicle or a cougar
with a2 Canadian Armed Forces
‘Cougar’ (76mm gun) Wheeled Fire
Support Vehicle. While the connec-
tions between a lynx and a car, or a
ram and the toughness of 2 Dodge
truck have been actively cultivated
through the marketing strategies of
the automobile industry, similar con-
nections between animals and ma-
chines have been generated through

the marketing strategies of the arms
industry. When McDonnell Douglas-
Northrop says there's nowhere to hide
from an angry Hornet fighter aircraft
with Sidewinder missiles under its
wings, there is a new sting in
Canada's air.

'Animality' has come to mean the
savage struggle of natural fighting
machines. Many of these fighting
machines have been tamed. Those
that remain unfamed are enemies
that can be controlled by militarized
domesticates. The U.S. Army's P-40
Warhawks, those famous 'Fighting
Tigers' so dear fo the palettes of war
artists, were emblazoned with the
gaping jaws of a shark. In a2 moment
that pushes husbandry into the realm
of tyranny, the pilot harnesses and
controls his animalized killing ma-
chine: Sic’ em |

Military equipment is commonly
named after animals: a scout caris a
ferret; ammunition is copperhead;
tanks are bulldogs and fireflies; hom-
ing-all-the-way missiles are hawks.
Advertisements for armaments help
to explain the relationships between
arms and animals by selectively en-
coding a scene in which the transfer
of attributes to the product may be deci-
phered by the audience. For example,
a Bell 'Cobra’ helicopter resembles
this snake because it is metaphorically
venomous; it is pictured as flattening
itself out and rearing its head justas a
cobra flattens its neck into a hood; it
assumes this position, just as the snake
does, in order to strike; like the
snake, it lifts itself off the ground and
hovers. Pertinent visual-iconic re-
semblances, reinforced by a narrative,
are designed to solidify the arms-
animal ligature. In this sense, the
connections appear to be natural.

Although it is often the case that birds
are associated with the equipment of
the airforce, aquatic mammals and
fish are presented with the tools of the
navy, and land animals - including
amphibians - are found together with
army supplies, these are constantly
transgressed. Particular attributes of
animals acquire military meanings,
not by virtue of natural categories, but
in terms of overdetermined construc-
tions of animals. This process of
pseudo-speciation reduces the

animal to a set of features that

lend themselves to a wide variety of
associations: a piranha is an amphibi-
ous Swiss battle tank because it "deals
with its enemies within a few sec-
onds” (Mowag Ag Kreuzlingen/
Switzerland); a wolf is an enemy
because it is the quintessential un-
tamed, slavering brute and thus needs
to be controlled “at safe standoff
distances" (Lockheed/California).
Further, it threatens "our Navy's vital
control of the sea.”
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