
“Play it fucking loud!” 
 
 

 God, I love Bob Dylan.   

I just finished watching No Direction Home, Martin Scorsese’s  brilliant  

documentary, and I’m an even bigger fan of the man than I was before (and that’s 

saying something).  At one point in the film, Dylan is being heckled by folkie purists 

for “going electric” and he turns to his backing band and snarls the quote found at the 

top of this page.  No apologies, no backing down. You gotta love it. 

Frankly, I put folkies on the same level in terms of general intelligence with 

your average lake trout and people who watch reality TV.   

In keeping with the spirit of the man from Hibbing, Minnesota, I’m going to 

take a moment or two to vent on a variety of topics near and dear to my heart.  I’ll 

write at length on some of these points at a later date but here are some of the pet 

peeves on my mind at the present moment: 

1) Any writer who pays an entry fee to a contest sponsored by a magazine is an idiot.   

I’ve got news for you, boys and girls:  editors and publishers are supposed to pay 

authors, not vice versa.  Don’t subsidize these shitty little magazines with your 

hard-earned dollars.  If they wanna survive, they should print better material 

(preferably by someone not on their masthead). 

2) Hey, Canada, you can’t socially engineer a national literature.  The publishers  

who are dumping money and resources on authors based on their postal code 

(“Oh, goodie, another writer from Cape Breton!”), gender or ethnic background 



are doing a great disservice to Canadian readers.  The fact that many of these    

publishers receive big chunks of change from lottery dollars, grants and the public    

purse makes their attitude doubly galling.  If these people were forced to practice 

their brand of political correctness at their own expense, they wouldn’t last six 

months (and they know it). 

3) Art.  This is the most overused word in the English language.  If you make a dog 

house out of popsicle sticks, you’re making “art”.  Kids who smear a reasonable 

facsimile of a rabbit out of fingerpaint are making “art”.  Folks, Art is a special  

designation that should be reserved for people like Michelangelo or Sam Beckett. 

Art is created by an elite group of individuals who by dint of natural talent and 

years of perfecting and developing that talent have achieved a level of excellence 

far beyond that of the vast majority of people on this planet.  Period.  You are not 

an artist just because you paint a really nice tree or can put together a half-decent 

sentence. 

4) We need more “Dick Lit”.  Writing by and for and about men.  Right now, most  

of the editors who respond to my submissions (see: below), either at publishing 

houses or magazines, are women and they clearly have an aesthetic that is totally 

different from mine.  And I’m not the only one who’s commented on the sea 

change that’s taken place on the writing scene.  Here’s an excerpt from a recent 

article by Tom Junod on Norman Mailer in Esquire magazine: 

 “Manhood, and the courage necessary to attain it, were once the great subjects 
of American fiction, or at least the American fiction written by men.  Now       
they aren’t even considered operative concepts, much less subjects suitable 
for great work.” 

     I find it interesting that there is an increasing level on concern out there that boys      



     aren’t reading as much as girls.  Educators and librarians are sitting up and taking  

     notice.  Let’s hope publishers will too. 

5) Over the past 20+ years I’ve spent at least thirty grand submitting stories to  

publications.  I’m finished with it.  Done.  It’s a waste of time and money and the 

actual odds of my actually being published in one of these fucking rags is next to 

nil.  Again, there are too many arseholes being published who are friends of the 

editors or are listed as “Contributing Editors” on the masthead.  These people 

should have their hands cut off to prevent further contagion.  They are 

contemptible, no-talent scum. 

6) If you have a choice between watching TV and reading a book by Louis 

Ferdinand Celine and you choose the former, never step into a back alley with me. 

You won’t be coming out with all your limbs attached.   

7) If you buy a book because it has a sticker on it that identifies it as the winner of  

some kind of Canadian literary prize, you’re as dumb as a poodle and shouldn’t 

be anywhere near this blog.  If you claim you’ve bought a book because it won a 

regional literary prize, you’re either a liar or you were dropped on your head as an 

infant. 

8) If you’re a twenty-five year old shopping a memoir around, please wait for me in 

the same alley as the guy in #6. 

9) If any of this offends you, too fucking bad.   

10)  So there. 


