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This Week

At 31, Myrna
Kostash of Edmon-
ton has been writ-.
ing for seven years,
always specializing,
First she wrote
travel articles for
Saturday Night,
while hitchhiking around continental

Europe. Back in the English-speaking

world she suddenly discovered
Women’s Liberation (I was smitten
like Paul on the road to Damascus™),
began teaching Women’s Studies at the
University of Toronto and wrote a col-
ummn for Macfean s during International

Women's Year. (“When IWY ended, so

dld the column.”)

° Deciding to write a book, she retumed
to Alberta in search of a subject — “I
fell in love all over again with the Ukrai-
nian farming country around Two Hills

and Hairy Hill, where my parents were

teachers” — and thus found her third
specialty. Myria has no intention of
specializing in politicians, despite her
t piece on Alberta Energy Minister Don
Getly in this issue, but this study of

Western vs. Eastern biases helped her

realize how glad she was to be home: %1
had no idea how strongly I had assumed
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Harry Bruce

Candlelight and gore: confessions
of a prize-fight vampire

The central 1dea in boxmg is to slug the :
| other fellow so hard his brain hits the in-

side of his skull and he falls down un-

| conscious. Rules and referees exist

simply to see that you do this in the cor-
rect way. Judges exist because, in those
cases in which both fighters remain on
their feet, someone has to decide which

 one came closest to making the other fall

down unconscious. The idea is there,
even when the achievement is not.

It sometimes happens that the van-

quished never gets up again. This is an
unfortunate incident. This is not
murder. Still, it is well to remember that
among fight fans — and, indeed, among

the paid observers of federal politicians

— it is axiomatic that contenders for the
title must have *“‘the killer instinct.” The
fans, in the safety of their seats, have
killer instincts of their own.

I'll confess my hypocrisy about the
fight game. | deplore it. It is barbaric. Ii is
one step above cockfighis, two steps

‘above organized dogfights, three steps

above the bear pit. Here we have two

“men, trapped by spotlights and ropes,

and they’re beating the bejeezus out of
one another with bloodied gloves, all for
the amusement of several hundred other

men. Disgusting. And [ can’t stay away.

A respectable man who's hopelessly ad-

dicted to the favors of his high-priced |

mistress might understand- my feeling,
I attend with guilt, but I attend.

This is why it was that, like a hyp-
notized slave obeving orders from the
king of vampires, [ recently made a

trance-like journey to the Imperial |

Baltroom of the Lord Nelson Hotel in
central Halifax. Never in my experience
had there been a fight-night like this
one. The ticket, which cost 25 measly
dollars, was a tasteful, embossed
invitation-card, available to only 200 of
us fight connoisseurs.

The program opens with a solid hour
of cocktails among the sporting gentle-

| men of old Halifax who have gathered to

patronize an evening of amateur
fisticuffs. A few wear evening clothes
and there’s not a windbreaker in the
house. There are even some women here,
young women dressed for 2 debutantes’
ball in creamy evening gowns. So sweet.
Ah, but dinner is served. Shall we follow
Pipe Major Dutch Simms into the dining

. room? But of course. The room is splen-
| did. Long tables, seating 10 or 12 each,

enclose the ring in a cosy U. Four chan-
deliers sparkle above the scene of com-
ing bloodshed. The floor is polished
hardwood, in a parquet pattern. The
snowy linen, the silver, the wine goblets
are a festive array indeed. At every set~

 to see blood and gore,

ting there’s acard that gives details of
the night’s offerings: food and violence.

Seafood cocktail. Racky Meisner, out of
New Glaszow. Tossed green salad. Jurior
Diges of Dartmouth, a comer with a mur-
derotis bolo punch. Rolls and butter.
Cleveland Deany, lightweight from
Montreal, a dancer with a lot of class. Half
roast chicken. Leo Charles Pefletier of Eel
River Crossing, N.B., a welterweight who
can smack you good with either hand.
Potato and two vepetables. Chris Clarke
of Halifax, a gold medallist at the Pan-
American Games in Mexico, ninth-ranked
amateur lightweight in the world and. now,
a Canadian hope at the Olvmpics in the
light welterweight division. He's a
southpaw, fast, strong, slick, cocky, as
mean as a homer, Any dessert? Yes, rum
parfait. Carroll Morgan, the massive
Halifax heavvweight with a bull’s neck, rib-
cracking fists, and all the fighting finesse of
a man who inspires sane people 1o climb.
wnder tables during barroom brawfs. He
tooks as though he trains by hitching him-
self to farmers’ ploughs to give the horses a
rest. Wine with dinner? Certainly. It's
red, a shade darker than blood.

The fight announcer declares: *This

is not a Roman arena. If you're here
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then go to
heli on home.” At the back of the room,
a 75-year-old man replies:**Bring on the |
gladiators!™ So they do.

Seven three-round fights, in which
the skill and ferocity of the boxers
pleases and surprises fans who normally
pay only lo see professionals cut one
another up. The bar remains open. We
sip our scotch at ringside as Clarke mer-
cilessly demolishes a bleeding Halifax
youth. We order a double as Morgan-
slams great, echoing wallops into the
midsection of the Canadian amateur

“heavyweight champion, and sends him

gasping to his knees on the royal-blue |
canvas, Morgan. and Clarke, we agree,
deserve watching at the Montreal Olym-
pics. We also agree that, tonight, a good

Toronto attitudes in 10 years.”

time was had by all.




AWoman

| riage failed. “She knew she was begin-

. to California, however, that she laid down

Fhotagmphy: Norman Sestl, Devid Gahe, Baron Wi man, Bruca Ditchileld and J m'Marsnai-

of Heart
and Mind

In the middle of the lives
of Joni Mitchell

Thirteen vears ago when she was 12, she
left the Alberta Prairie, following the
voices of her sweet mysteries east io
Toronio. And there in the thriving musi-
cal subculture of Yorkville, Joni
Mitchell found room to grow alongside
hetter-known performers Ian and Sylvia,
Gordon Lightioot, Malka and Joso.

Today, throughout the world, she is
known and respected for her ability as a
composer and performer. Tinemagazine
recently labelled her “rock 'n’ roll’s lead-
ing lady ... a creative florce of nnrivalled
stature in the mercurial world of rock.”
And now she is celebrated in a new
photo-book, Joni Mitchell, by Leonore
Fleischer, published by Gage — a com-
prehensive history in pictures of her
career, from which the photographs on
these pages have been taken.

Certainly in 64, Mitchell couldn’t pre-
dict her future. She only knew that
music was her first love. In 1965, while
singing at the Penny Farthing, a local
club, she met Detroit performer Chuck
Miichell. They married that June and
worked the Bastern folk circuit as a duo.
She was, by then, writing all the time —
and writing well.

But as she began 1o succeed, the mar-

ning to happen and needed out,” says
her husband. More to the poini, she
says, “I guess the thing that bust it was
when 1 started making more money.
That hurt a lot.”In '66, the Miichells split
up and Joni headed for New York.

“1 always kept my goals very shori,”
she says. "] had no idea that I would be
this successful, especially since 1 came to
folk music when it was already dying.”

In New York she wrote prolifically,
wandering the streets, talking to strangers
for inspiration. It wasn’i unitil she moved

the tracks for Song to a Seagull, first of
eight successtul albums to date.

The key vear was 1969 — Miichell
played festivals and oured the U.S. with
Crosby, Stills and Nash, then the best
band in the country. She also fell in love
with band member Graham WNash, a
lisison responsible for some of her
finest, if also most bittersweel, songs.
The relationship didn’t last, but it was
painstakingly analyzed in songs on
several albums.

1" -

e

In 1969, Mitchell played the festival cireuit. | helped a young friend with an illustration | “He taught me to work on the poignancy of
One stop was Monterey, California | during an L.A. Express concert (below, | a song.” said Mitchell. The two greeted
{above), where she warmed up oblivious to | left). Leonard Cohen influenced Mitchell's | each other (below, right) at Newport in
threatening  weather. More recently she | writitig considerably during the early vears. 1 1967,




4 Woman of Heari continued

That year she spent close to 40 weeks
on the road. A new celebrity, she was
. the object of much personal scrutiny —
i she was exhausted, she was tired of
| questions about her loves.In early 1970,
the self-described “woman of heart and
mind” called it guits. I felt 1 never
really wanted to play in front of people
again. [ felt like what [ was writing was
too personal to be applauded for.”

For a vear she travelled, took stock of
her success and wrote. Blue, For the
Rosesand Court and Spark, probably her
most popular albums, were released
after that temporary retirement, in a
period of three years.

Singe then, she has toured exten-
sively, released a double album of con-
cert material, Miles of Aisles, and most
recently The ing of Summer Lawns .

Her material now is well away from its
original folk influences, with closc ties to
jazz and also to rock'n‘roll and ethnic
music. Still the same themes arise, from
an older point of view now — relation-
ships gone sour, loneliness sprung
from succ the responsibility of art.
“The most important thing,” says
Mitchell now, *is to write in your own
blood. 1 bare inlimate feelings because
people should know how other people
feel” L]
Joni Mitchell is available by mail from
Canadian Magazine Readers’ Service,

01 Bay St, Dept. Bl6, Torento, Ont
M3H 2YR. Write, enclosing cheque or
money order and return address. Soft-
bound, 80 pages, $3.95 each, including
postage and handling.
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“My family consists of pieces of work that
go out in the world,” Mitchell says. “In-
stead of hanging around for 19 years they
leqve the nest early.” Al the end of the '60s
she worked on her second album at home

(left) in the Laurel Canyon section of Los
Angeles. An impromptu moment was shared
at Monterey (below) by Johin Sebastian,
Stephen Stills, Graham Nash, Joni Mitchell
and David Croshy.




