1/27/2021

Wha M Bod I Telling Me in The e S ange Da

The T ee

CULTURE

Wha M B d I Telling Me in The e S ange Da
The ie i g f he a de ic ha i
I’ li e i g.

i ed a a e e

.F

ce,

D
W de d
14 Apr 2020 | TheTyee.ca

Ill s ra ion b Doro h Woodend.

I don’t think I’ve ever been as aware of my own breathing as I am right now.
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Like a lot of people who mostly use their brains to work, I’m in the habit of
ignoring my body. Actually, it’s worse than that.
I’m more in the habit of treating it like a sad old workhorse. Every morning I
beat it with a panic stick, urge it to work harder, and then put it back in its
stall at night, where it cries itself to sleep, eating old oats and bits of hay.
Maybe a slight exaggeration, but not much.
Most humans are trained from an early age to control our bodies to work
when we’re tired, to find extra energy from co ee, to ignore the ache in our
shoulders a er sitting at a desk for eight hours. Not to pee when we really
have to pee.
But a radical reassessment of this relationship has come about. All it took was
a global pandemic. Some new conversations are taking place.
“What do you want, body?” I ask.
Sometimes the answers are simple.
“I want to lie down. I want a glass of juice. I want to go outside.”
That makes it sound like a cranky toddler, which isn’t far from the truth.
Other times, the questions are more complicated.
“When will I feel normal again? I want to be less afraid. What does this all
mean?”
There was an initial push to be productive during this period of seclusion
start a new fitness regimen, write the great Canadian novel or tidy up one’s
messy drawers. But as many thoughtful people have noted, if ever there was a
time to sit still, it’s now. In the midst of world-changing events, maybe you
and your body can take a moment and simply be together for a spell.
When it’s quiet enough you can hear your heart beating, a sturdy little inboard
motor chugging away, the reassuring rhythm moving alongside the rise and
fall of the lungs. Even if it looks like you’re doing very little, you’re actually
doing something important.
As Rebecca Solnit observed in her recent column in the Guardian: “When
you’re recovering from an illness, pregnant or young and undergoing a
growth spurt, you’re working all the time, especially when it appears you’re
doing nothing. Your body is growing, healing, making, transforming and
labouring below the threshold of consciousness. As we struggled to learn the
science and statistics of this terrible scourge, our psyches were doing
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something equivalent. We were adjusting to the profound social and
economic changes, studying the lessons disasters teach, equipping ourselves
for an unanticipated world.”
Our bodies have been trying to tell us stu for a while. But now is the first
time in a long time that we’re listening.
Here’s what mine is telling me.
W
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Many years ago, there was a made-for-TV movie on CBC about an old blind pit
pony that dedicated its life to hauling loads of raw ore from a Nova Scotia coal
mine.
Day in and day out, the pony trotted back and forth, pulling its little cart, until
one day there was a gas leak in the mine. The entire workforce was
evacuated, but the pony, trained by years of obedience, ambles back down
into the pit and is blown into pony pieces.
Over the years, the story has become a form of shorthand between my sister
and me about the groove worn into our brain that says you’re only clean, pure
and valuable when you’re working.
I know others feel this way.
I once had a colleague who kept a stash of meal replacement bars, the kind
that astronauts eat, in order to avoid having to leave his desk. I’ve known
people who’ve stayed at work into the wee small hours, fighting o the need
to sleep. Other folks have burst into hysterical tears in the break room, and
one soul even proceeded to lose their mind in the middle of an ordinary
workday.
While many people are working flat out at the moment not just medical
professionals, but grocery store workers, cleaners, truckers one of the more
interesting things revealed by COVID-19 is how many jobs aren’t that
important. All those Instagram influencers, stock analysts, reality stars and
consultants seem like le overs from a world that has passed on.
For those of us lucky enough to have more time to reflect as the allconsuming busyness stutters and slows, some clarity emerges. Many things
that seemed critical and necessary a week back just weren’t. It’s like I’ve
stopped drinking the Kool-Aid that tells me I’m only valuable for what I can
produce.
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All that “getting and spending” that Wordsworth was on about has fallen
away, and what has emerged instead is a number of good ideas a
shortened work week, universal income, childcare, flexible hours, working
from home. All seem not only obtainable but also reasonable and practical.
It’s not that work isn’t worthwhile and important. It’s just not everything.
Y
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Pared down to the bare minimum, there are only a few things the body needs
on a given day some cleansing, food and drink and a little light exercise.
And apparently sourdough bread.
That many people have decided to take up baking is one of the stranger
phenomena to emerge from the global pandemic, but it makes sense.
Baking bread fulfills a lot of basic human needs: self-su iciency, a challenge,
and of course comforting carbs. But even if you haven’t managed to start a
sourdough yeast from the air, the daily act of cooking has become something
to look forward to. It used to be one more thing I didn’t have time to think
about, but it’s become a ritual of its own.
It’s a time to try new stu : you can do so much with a kohlrabi. Some things
have worked out well, and others have not. Just don’t ask me about the allorange meal, please.
The only thing that you can’t give yourself is a proper hug. As Abeer Yusuf
wrote in The Tyee, during times of trouble there is an increased need for
physical contact. “Touch holds a mantle of sanctity in my life. In times of strife
and discomfort, it restores calm and helps ease pain and hurt.”
If you’re lucky enough to be in lockdown with a partner, get all the comfort
you can.
B de a e
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Along with the usual stu that crowds into my mind at 3 a.m. when the tra ic
has stilled and the great dark fills up the corners of my room, there’s a new
chorus.
“Do I feel feverish? Is my throat a tiny bit sore? Can I draw a deep breath and
hold it for 10 seconds without coughing? Can I still taste, smell, hear, think?
And finally, is this it? Do I have it?”
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When you get sick, your relationship to your body changes. All of a sudden it’s
not a relentless machine that you drive hell bent for leather, but a tired,
frightened animal.
We’re learning all kinds of new things about what happens when you get sick
with COVID-19, from the minor to the catastrophic. Scientific journals break
down the body’s various defence systems, and it’s fascinating and
occasionally terrifying to understand how it works or doesn’t when a novel
virus arrives.
I’ve learned about the cytokine storm, essentially an overcompensation by
the immune system wherein the body attacks itself. The organ systems start
to shut down, one by one, like someone walking through an empty house,
flicking o the lights, until only the bellows of the lung and the engine of the
heart continue for a while, until they turn o as well.
Even viruses themselves are fascinating. Not alive, but not really dead, older
than dinosaurs and close companions to human society since the idea was
invented. The creation of antibodies is also insanely interesting.
There are practical things you can do the help your body fight o viral
invaders. Breathing, rest and vitamin C, along with meditating, walking and
dreaming, make life better.
D ea
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An interesting thing to happen recently, not just to me but plenty of others, is
the return of the dreaming mind. At night and even during the day, memories
and ideas, images and random things resurface, like fish coming up from dark
hidden pools.
It’s all in there the collected moments of one’s life, remembered, even felt
all over again. The elastic nature of time has become positively porous, like
you could plunge your hand through the membrane that separates past and
present and pull these moments wriggling to the surface.
Olga Tokarczuk wrote in the New Yorker about the pace of life slowing.
“Images from my childhood keep coming back to me. There was so much
more time then, and it was possible to ‘waste’ it and ‘kill’ it, spending hours
just staring out the window, observing the ants, or lying under the table and
imagining it to be the ark. Reading the encyclopedia.
“Might it not be the case that we have returned to a normal rhythm of life?
That it isn’t that the virus is a disruption of the norm, but rather exactly the
reverse that the hectic world before the virus arrived was abnormal?”
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It might be something of a leap from the micro of the body to the macro of
the planet, but the analogy of not wanting to return to business as usual
applies equally to both.
The level of attention currently being levied at the body when every little
twinge makes you freeze in place can be extended to other aspects of the
body politic. What comes out of this moment in history will hopefully be
di erent from what preceded it. I guess we’re about to find out whether
humans descend or transcend.
As Arundhati Roy wrote in an extraordinary essay: “Historically, pandemics
have forced humans to break with the past and imagine their world anew.
This one is no di erent. It is a portal, a gateway between one world and the
next. We can choose to walk through it, dragging the carcasses of our
prejudice and hatred, our avarice, our data banks and dead ideas, our dead
rivers and smoky skies behind us. Or we can walk through lightly, with little
luggage, ready to imagine another world. And ready to fight for it.”
But for the moment, although hypochondria is ongoing, I’m incredibly
grateful for what bodies are capable of. Not just forestalling sickness,
repairing themselves and keeping on, but for feeling joy even in the darkest of
times.
So, take your old pit pony self out into the sun. Let it lie down in the grass,
close its eyes and fall asleep with the warmth on its back and the breeze
gently tugging at its mane.
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The first thing I thought a er hearing the news that a gunman had killed 22
people in rural Nova Scotia was: not again.
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The largest mass shooting in Canadian history began with a man assaulting
his ex partner and handcu ing her to a chair, before she was able to escape
and hide in the woods. She was able to tell the police he was dressed in a
police uniform and driving a replica squad car.
That men have been killing women for millennia isn t news. One of the more
surprising aspects of the murders in Nova Scotia was that the gunman s ex
girlfriend survived. Many other people did not.
A teacher, a woman walking her dog, a veteran RCMP o icer, neighbours,
friends and colleagues. Some people had a connection to the killer, others
were just in the wrong place at the wrong time. Although details are still
emerging about the timeline of the crime, one thing that is clear is that it
began with violence against a woman.
This is something Nova Scotia has in common with many of Canada s most
horrific mass killings. The murder of 14 women at École Polytechnique de
Montréal. The Danforth shooting in Toronto. The killing of nine at a Vernon
wedding by an attendee s estranged husband. The Toronto van attack where a
self described member of the incel community took his rage against women
to the streets, killing 10. Add in the untold numbers of violent deaths of
Indigenous women across the country and you have a veritable graveyard
stretching from coast to coast.
The op eds about the Nova Scotia killer s motives are spilling out, with calls
for greater awareness and understanding about the root cause of
misogynistic violence. Many of these articles are exceptional and worth
reading, including Suzanne Rent in the Halifax Examiner, Elizabeth Renzetti in
the Globe and Mail and especially Pamela Palmater in Now Magazine, who
takes apart an idiotic headline in the Globe about the shooter s hobbies and
passions that intimated he was a nice ordinary guy who just snapped, the
additional implication being that someone must have driven him to this point
of extremity.
The articles and essays will continue for a while and then trickle to a close,
and then it will be silence until the next killing. It s the silence that s a bigger
part of the problem, like the vast underbelly of a rotten iceberg, unseen and
unfelt until it rips you open and sends you to the bottom of the sea to drown.
Writing about the events in Nova Scotia feels impossible. I started and
stopped at least half a dozen times. What else is there le to say except stop
killing us. But even if you state the obvious, you too can become a target.
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A er reading a lot about the killings I started to check out. Or maybe more
accurately, shut down. Sometimes you simply can t take in anymore. Or
maybe you don t want to think about it any longer. You start to go silent even
inside your own head.
One of the first things that pulled me up from the seabed was Rebecca Solnit s
new essay collection, Rec ec i
f M N e i e ce: A Me i .

In Rebecca Solnit s ne essa collection, she
tool. Ph
b T e Da id Bai e .

rites: Credibilit is a basic survival

Solnit can be a curiously elliptical writer, but she has a singular ability to put
into words ephemeral ideas and nascent foggy experiences that you
understand in your gut but lack the language for. Reading her essays is akin to
have someone focus a spyglass for you with an expert pair of hands, and
suddenly a crystalline clarity clicks in with a rush. The experience can be
almost dizzying.
In one of her most well known essays, Me E ai Thi g
Me, Solnit
writes: Violence is one way to silence people, to deny their voice and their
credibility, to assert your right to control over their right to exist. About three
women a day are murdered by spouses or ex spouses in this country. It s one
of the main causes of death in pregnant women in the U.S. At the heart of the
struggle of feminism to give rape, date rape, marital rape, domestic violence,
and workplace sexual harassment legal standing as crimes has been the
necessity of making women credible and audible.
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As she explains in her memoir Rec ec i
f M N e i e ce, one of the
most important lines in the essay is this: Credibility is a basic survival tool.
In order to survive, you must be both heard and believed.
Silence is where it o en begins. With little things. Being ignored, disparaged,
talked over and discredited, leading to bigger acts of obliteration.
Solnit makes it personal. Intimate even, using her own life and experiences to
lend perspective. Many of the essays in Rec ec i
f M N e i e ce
document the strategies that women use to avoid being killed, raped and
vanished. As a young woman Solnit mastered the art of becoming invisible,
silent and unnoticed, able to pass by unseen and unremarked upon. But
sometimes even that doesn t work.
She sums up this foregone sense of doom.
To be a young woman is to face your own annihilation in innumerable ways
or to flee it or the knowledge of it, or all these things at once. The death of a
beautiful woman is, unquestionably, the most poetical topic in the world,
said Edgar Allan Poe, who must not have imagined it from the perspective of
women who prefer to live. I was trying not to be the subject of someone else s
poetry and not to get killed; I was trying to find a poetics of my own, with no
maps, no guides, not much to go on. They might have been out there, but I
hadn t located them yet.
N e i e ce begins with the writer as a young woman embarking on the
process of finding her voice, in what Virginia Woolf once termed A R
f
O e O . In Solnit s case, it s a studio apartment in a San Francisco
neighbourhood. In lucid language, the place comes to 3D life: the bay
windows, the stove, the closet that becomes a makeshi bedroom. But even
in this place of refuge violence sneaks in as she writes about a writing desk
given to her by a close friend. A year or so before she gave me the desk, my
friend was stabbed 15 times by an ex boyfriend to punish her for leaving
him.... Then she gave me a platform for my voice. Now I wonder if everything I
have ever written is a counterweight to that attempt to reduce a young
woman to nothing.
To break the silence you need a voice, but you also need the confidence to
make it heard. At the centre of many of the essays is the ongoing struggle to
even recognize the actual truth of one s own experience. In Me E ai
Thi g Solnit recounts a story about a then boyfriend s uncle describing an
incident of domestic violence, how a neighbor s wife in his suburban bomb
making community had come running out of her house naked in the middle
of the night screaming that her husband was trying to kill her.
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The story is breezily o ered, but when she asks how he knew this wasn t
actually happening, He explained, patiently, that they were respectable
middle class people. Therefore, her husband trying to kill her was simply
not a credible explanation for her fleeing the house yelling that her husband
was trying to kill her. That she was crazy, on the other hand...
The term gaslighting doesn t quite do justice to the upside down crazy
making sensation of having your experience of reality denied. It also helps
explain the seismic reaction to Solnit s work. The Me essay was like the shot
heard round the world, with women sharing it feverishly and even helping
coin the term mansplaining that made it into the Oxford English Dictionary.
In the work of making visible the vast, unspoken sea of violence perpetrated
against women, Solnit has been joined by armies of writers, activists and
ordinary women around the globe. The MeToo movement, the protests
rippling through Latin America, and the recent court cases against high
profile men like Harvey Weinstein have cracked open an ocean of pain, which
continues to pour out in a biblical flood.
In a preface to Me E ai Thi g Solnit writes: Having the right to show
up and speak are basic to survival, to dignity, and to liberty. I m grateful that,
a er an early life of being silenced, sometimes violently, I grew up to have a
voice, circumstances that will always bind me to the rights of the voiceless.
Sometimes the voiceless are also the dead.
One of the grimmest things I ve read recently was an article in Harper s
Magazine about the rates of femicide in Mexico and the story of a 12 year old
girl raped and murdered by three men in the village where she grew up. I felt a
strange confusion long a er reading it. A feeling of not understanding how a
person could do what was done to this little girl. The mind staggers away from
the full scope of this reality.
That misogyny is o en the root cause of violence is clear, but the bigger
question is why Where does this hatred come from
I read recently that although women also su er from mental illness, 98 per
cent of mass shootings are committed by men. O en the shootings begin with
a pattern of domestic abuse starting in the most intimate place: the family.
Suzanne Rent s article in the Halifax Examiner quotes activists Nancy Ross
and Cary Ryan who describe the phenomenon: The problem of gender
based violence is o en not discussed as much as it should be because it exists
in silence, so people may not realize how big an issue it is. It s an under
reported, under acknowledged, under resourced, silenced issue, Ross says.
It s a community issue, it s a social issue, it s a family issue.
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Breaking this silence can sometimes happen unexpectedly. I remember a
conversation from a few years back. It was an ordinary workday and my team
went to the cheap sushi place, ordering our usual bento box specials. I don t
remember how we got onto the subject, but suddenly we were talking about
men doing terrible things to women, and the stories spilled out: teenage
house parties, getting pushed into a room, no one around to help you. A er
lunch was over, we went back to work like nothing had happened. But
something had. I remember feeling strangely shaken by the moment. I d
known these women for years and we d never talked about any of these
things before.
Even if it sometimes feels like there s nothing you can say to fundamentally
shi reality, you still need to keep saying it over and over again, especially if it
feels repetitive, exhausting, demoralizing. In this the act of writing, of sharing
stories, of telling the truth is cumulative, laid down in sedimentary layers over
a lifetime. The process can feel interminable, but eventually it leads up from
the bottom of the sea towards the light and the air.

h

:// he ee.ca/C l

e/2020/04/29/Silence-Violence-Again -Women/

6/6

1/27/2021

The Arts Are Bea tif l. The C lt re Is Not The T ee

CULTURE

The Ar
A

Are Bea

g aei
ke c

if l. The C l

l di g de he e
di i
. I ’ ab
i e.

re I No
e f

e ic aci

a d

Doroth Woodend
6 Aug 2020 | TheTyee.ca

Life nder he

rface of c l ral organi a ion i n al a

pre

. Photo via Shutterstock.

The arts are supposed to be good for you, right? They ennoble and upli , o er
comfort to the sad and angry, give joy to those in most need of it. Some of the
greatest moments of my life have arrived through film, music and books.
But there s another side to the story.
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If you ve worked in the arts, you may have a di erent view of life in the
cultural trenches.
As the number of arts organizations imploding under the pressure of
structural and systemic issues indicate, the reality is not a pretty picture.
The PuSh Festival, Toronto s Images Festival and Telefilm have all faced
scrutiny and a fair amount of condemnation around issues of race, diversity
and gender.
And the issue extends across all disciplines and borders.
In New York City, an open letter cited numerous incidents of covert and overt
white supremacy at major institutions including the Metropolitan Museum of
Art, the Museum of Modern Art and the Guggenheim. More than 200 people,
both current and former employees, signed the letter.
While leadership in the arts continues to be largely white, it isn t only cultural
organizations facing these issues. Non profits also su er from similar
problems.
In other institutions, a climate of toxicity and abuse has resulted in even
thornier situations.
The Carousel Theatre in Vancouver was the centre of a recent media storm
over its artistic director s alleged toxic bullying of employees. And a report
released yesterday detailed pervasive and systemic racism at Winnipeg s
Canadian Museum for Human Rights. Even the queen of niceness has fallen
from her throne, as both former employees and other celebrities tell tales out
of school about Ellen DeGeneres s mean girl ways.
In some workplaces, this kind of toxicity has reached such a state that,
according to an interview with public relations marketing strategist Esther
Buchsbaum in the Montreal Gazette, I have heard stories of people
defecating themselves.
I don t remember pooping my pants while working in the cultural sector, but
I ve certainly come close to losing my shit in other ways. As have a number of
friends and colleagues over the years.
When I started working in the arts, I did so with the naive and somewhat
soppy idea that art could change things. I still believe that to be true. Music,
cinema, literature, theatre and dance are still the highest and best things to
which we grubby crazy humans can aspire.
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But the question lingers. In an industry designed to create beauty and joy,
why is there so much su ering and pain?
To understand the underlying issues, you have to look at the culture within
culture, which is o en one of precarity, fear, insecurity and ego. All the heated
pressure involved in producing events can easily curdle into anger and rage,
creating wounds that don t easily go away.
Money might not solve all problems or remediate every social ill, but it goes a
long way in making for better working conditions, and o en less racism,
sexism and other forms of discrimination, by encouraging a more diverse and
accountable field of workers.
It s not my place to speak to issues of race, but I can talk about money. A er
decades of working in the arts, I know full well the cost of a career in culture.
There is a price to be paid. But you don t always realize it until much later.
When you first begin working in culture, it can feel like being a member of the
clergy: you work for a higher cause, take a vow of poverty, and get flagellated
by senior members of the organization. This scenario, coupled with
conditions that are endemic to many organizations long hours, poor pay
and extraordinary levels of stress can combine into explosive stu that
leaves people with something akin to PTSD, all for the sake of making and
presenting stu that s supposed to bring other people joy and pleasure.
Megalomaniac choreographers, executive directors run amok, and rogue
boards of directors are only a few of the things one might encounter.
Then there are the darker, even more troubling things like abuse, sexual
harassment and racism, all shunted aside sometimes in the ethos that the
show must go on.
But increasingly, it seems that people have had enough. Whether the world
changing nature of a global pandemic is behind this great outpouring, or
simply that there is nothing le to lose, a great many people have decided
now is the moment to speak some truth.
I would argue that it also has a lot to do with money.
An open letter calling on the federal government to create a system of basic
income for artists and cultural workers, released a few weeks ago, was signed
by a broad array of di erent institutions and a staggering number of
individual artists.
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In plain language, pulling no punches, the call for guaranteed basic income
draws correlations between cultural workers and other forms of precarious
labour.
The gig economy is undermining decades of worker protections, it said. As
participants, many arts and culture sector workers are subject to precarious
short term contracts, without access to benefits, paid sick leave, or even
employment insurance. Today, the world of general labour is looking a lot like
the way art labour has looked for decades. We write to express our collective
concern regarding the precarious state of labour that is in urgent need of
reform and redress.
Spearheaded by artist organizers Craig Berggold, Zainub Verjee and Clayton
Windatt, the campaign is picking up speed with a number of major events and
calls to action planned for the fall, including marches in cities across Canada
on Sept. 19.
Columnist Tim Schneider wrote about the letter in Artnet News, referencing
the annual Out of Reach report that is produced by the National Low Income
Housing Coalition in the U.S. The report assesses the a ordability of home
rentals for low income workers. Schneider makes the case that artists and
minimum wage workers are in the same boat, and that boat appears to be
sinking.
The world of general labour is looking a lot like the way art labour has looked
for decades. From Canada to New York to the U.K. and beyond, too many of us
are all facing the same structural peril for the same structural reasons. Arts
workers rights are human rights, just channelled through one particular
prism.
The Canadian movement s organizers believe a guaranteed basic income can
help artists, and potentially o er a new way forward for society at large.
Canada is at a crossroads. The government can continue to look the other
way, allowing our most vulnerable to fall through the cracks of a
systematically broken social safety net and perpetuate a history of economic
insecurity, anxiety and fear, they write. Or, we can take this opportunity to
bring about much needed change and make a meaningful di erence that will
lead to a brighter future. Establishing a Basic Income Guarantee will help to
create a healthier, more equitable social safety system that provides financial
support, elevating people and ensuring that no one is le behind.
In this aspect, artists function like canaries in the coal mine, the first to feel
the e ects of poverty, but also the first to lead folks up and into the light.
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In B.C., the level of precarity is especially grim. Arts organizations here have
been woefully underfunded for decades. At the same time, the province is
home to the largest percentage of artists per capita in Canada.
Duncan Low, who wrote his doctoral thesis on federal arts policy, has some
insights into how economic insecurity has manifested in other types of
problems.
We can all agree that systemic racism should be eradicated at all levels on all
fronts in every employment sector and other areas , but the arts presents a
particularly challenging arena, he wrote. Only by ending the inherent
funding disparities that have built up over many decades across the country
can the not for profit arts sector successfully face the challenge that confronts
it now.
Countries are contending with this issue in di erent fashions. In Germany, the
government committed billions of dollars to the cultural sector. In other
countries, the approach has been more piecemeal.
The Guardian has focused on the state of the arts recently with a series of
articles about culture in peril, with a recent piece about the largely
unprotected freelance workforce, laying out the racial divide in blunt, clear
numbers. In the theatre world, freelance workers make up some 86 per cent
of all people of colour employed by cultural organizations, whereas the
permanent workforce is largely white 82 per cent .
At the end of the article, author Tosin Thompson somewhat plaintively asks:
Why can t the arts be a stable and viable career? It will only survive if it does
away with elitism and democratizes, creating a self sustaining ecosystem in
which each faction is supported by the other.
Guaranteed basic income might not have all of the answers, but it would be a
positive step towards a better, more equitable industry. Before we get there,
we must go through the fire, which is where we currently are, in the midst of a
great bloodletting, truth telling, transformative moment. It s not fun or
pleasant, but it s also necessary.
Leah Sandals, writing about the call for universal income in Canadian Art
magazine, quotes a petition signed by 1,120 artists and citizens thatmakes
explicit the connection between the health of the cultural industry and the
greater social fabric. Artists are the driving force behind the cultural industry
and the goods it produces, one of the largest industries in the country, with
direct and indirect impacts on many industries, whose profits depend on this
cultural content, which is essential to the well being of all communities.
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The fact that Canadian Art recently suspended its online publication to look at
issues that have arisen in its own coverage makes this statement perhaps
even more pertinent.
I think some good will come from this moment of self reflection and analysis,
but a great many di icult conversations need to take place first. It will be
messy, unpretty and painful. In a city like Vancouver, where people in the
cultural ranks have worked closely together for years, relationships both
personal and professional are on the line. But it s time to tell the truth.
Story correction Aug. 7 at 6:30 a.m. This story originally misattributed a
quote to Leah Sandals.
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