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Vonnegut, who is unafraid to present the world as it very likely will be. Read this book, then go pick up 
Timequake. You’ll never want to go outside again. 

For Whom the Bell Tolls – Ernest Hemingway 

On page one we learn that this white guy goes to Spain to join some revolution and instead he gets drunk 
with Spaniards and plans to blow up a bridge and then the next 503 pages say the exact same thing. And this 
is supposed to be his best book? Yeesh. 

Bloodletting and Miraculous Cures – Vincent Lam 

Vincent Lam is an emergency physician in Toronto and this is his first book, a collection of mostly related 
short stories focusing around the many hazards and joys of professional medicine. Though Lam insists that 
his book is fiction, it remains difficult while reading it to imagine these stories as anything other than a 
collection of professional and personal anecdotes. With the precision you might expect from, say, a 
physician, Lam weaves intricate plots and believable lives into scenery that vividly resembles Toronto. If I 
ever end up in the hospital, somebody call this guy. 

The Bridge – Iain Banks 

Though confusing at times—this book takes place in three separate but meshing consciousnesses—the flow of 
this story is astounding. It’s like trying to escape Leatherface in a house of mirrors: you have no idea which 
way you’re going, but you can’t slow down to figure it out. This is part Schwarzenegger, part Kafka, and 
part Timothy Leary, all in an Irish voice from the future. 

Sometimes I Wish Raptors Still Existed So I Could Get Disembowelled and Finally Spill My Guts to 
Someone – Spencer Butt 

This is brilliantly sincere stream-of-consciousness poetry that speaks for itself. A decade ago, Spencer’s wit 
garnered him the lead vocal spot in Ontario thrash punk band Beware of the Valley, followed by a three-year 
stint singing for the acclaimed Toronto soca-punk cabaret The Secret Handshake. Since then he’s been busy 
winning prizes in local and national poetry competitions, hosting a horde of Toronto music and film events, 
and writing more poetry than old Frannie Bacon. I think Spencer may also secretly be an X-Man, but Cyclops 
is keeping his lips sealed. If you’re interested in his books, say hello to him here. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


