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THE EDITOR PRATTLES...
Yes, this journal has a new name. Those of you who receive our sister publication, Actual Analysis, will
be familiar with this phenomenon.

This issue is also thicker than the first one (thick as two short planks, you may say, but that's still pretty
thick), and to maintain this exciting thickness in future issues the editorial collective has decided to
publish quarterly. If, of course, more readers submitted articles, NEW IMPROVED HEAD could come
out more frequently.

This issue continues our traditional exciting mix of trenchant social comment, exclusive investment
advice, and similar bullshit. It also features the first contributions by our literary  and travel departments.
In other words, NEW IMPROVED HEAD is the perfect complement to your refined, confined, and
well defined middle class, middle aged life! Harper's, eat your heart out.

This issue features three articles about hot investment trends, none of which you will find mentioned
in Forbes, let us assure you. Two we are for, one against. We also have some more of that level-headed
analysis of contemporary social problems for which S. Cosburn Mortimer is renowned. Having solved
the problems of the food banks in the last issue, he and his gang at the Bankers' Alliance for Responsible
Freedom this month take on the problem of housing the homeless...and solve it!

Having dealt with your filthy lucre and guilty social conscience needs, NEW IMPROVED HEAD also
will introduce you to an unjustly neglected writer, describe the cheapest and fastest way to travel from
Toronto to London, and reveal why the Toronto Star believes this journal to be politically correct. So
you're getting help for your wallet, fodder for your mind, and hard-hitting investigative journalism, all
in one issue! Plus there's a religious bit.

I'm sure you're wetting yourself in anticipation, so I'll stop prattling now.

J. "P.B." F.
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Trends

POST-MODERN
FEUDALISM

Your chance to strike it rich!
by Wentworth Sutton, assistant vice-principal, Mitchell Hepburn Collegiate Institute, Don Mills,
and president emeritus, Semiologico-Hermeneutic Institute of Toronto, and Don Zither, freelance
Professor of Classics

A little over a thousand years ago, influential western Europeans found themselves in need of protection.
They were being attacked on all sides: from the South by Saracen pirates, from the east by the Magyars
and whoever else decided to ride in from the steppes in search of loot, and from all directions by the
Vikings, who were the most skilled and most ferocious fighters of the era. When they weren't fighting
Saracens, Magyars, and Vikings, western Europeans tended to fight each other quite energetically, so
there was a general need for military assistance.

However, because of a severe shortage of money, these influential western Europeans lacked the
cash to hire anyone to provide military assistance. The feudal system was their solution to this problem.
They granted fiefs — that is, land — to vassals who promised in return to provide military support. From
that simple beginning emerged a tremendously complicated social organization which has continued to
colour western European culture even after its disappearance. 

Today, though, the feudal system is on its way back. As the  governments of all nations make the
world safer and safer for multinational corporations, the heads of mere national or regional corporations
find themselves short of the cash necessary to compete. The enterprising businessperson, for example,
who wants to contribute to human civilization a new conception of the hamburger or French fry, will
usually not be able to raise enough capital among his friends and relations to establish a worldwide
network of restaurants (usually known as outlets) big enough to compete with Pepsico or the other
multinational megaliths of the fast food trade.

So the enterprising businessperson grants exclusive distribution rights (franchises) within a
specific geographical area in return for fees and the building, staffing, and operation of outlets. Of course,
ten centuries have passed, so the feudal system has been improved on a bit. On the next page we list
some of the improvements:
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Old, outmoded feudal system... New, improved feudal system!

!  When receiving a fief, the vassal put his
hands between the lord's and kissed him on
the lips

!  When receiving a franchise, the vassal puts
a cheque in the lord's hands and kisses him
on the ass

!  The vassal promised to support the lord
with both cavalry and foot soldiers

!  The vassal promises to support the lord by
making his employees wear silly clothes 

!  The lord issued franchises, which were
statements of vassals' rights 

!  The lord issues franchises, which are care-
fully framed by highly paid lawyers to reserve
all the rights to him (or, of course, her)

!  Lords often seized land from weaker land-
owners and forced them to become vassals
to get their land back under the lords' condi-
tions

!  Force is unnecessary since, thanks to pub-
lic education, there is no shortage of people
willing to turn over everything they have in
the world for the chance to spend every wak-
ing moment plotting how to make the gang at
head office rich

!  Although originally granted only for the
lifetime of the vassal, fiefs quickly became
hereditary

!  About half of retail franchises fail within
four to seven years, according to a study by
the Entrepreneurial Growth and Investment
Institute

As you can see, progress never stops. The future of franchising is bright, especially since franchisors are
now expanding into parts of the world where vassalage and even serfdom have not yet become alien
concepts. The multinationals benefit from this cultural difference by, for example, locking their
employees permanently into their factories. It's about time the little guy had a chance at these benefits,
too!
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" Pro gre s s  is  n o t a my th ..."

Travel

FROM TORONTO TO LONDON

IN TWO HOURS!
by C. Don Nasté, travel editor and general professional layabout

On December 23 I joined that enormous seasonal social movement which consists of people being
carted around in large groups so that they can take part in traditional celebratory rites of their culture.
I wanted to take the bus at 2:30 pm from Toronto to London, but in anticipation of the Christmas rush
I arrived at the Bay Street bus terminal at a quarter past one.

Progress is not a myth. The Bay Street terminal was renovated a few years ago, and is no longer
an outpost of hell. Real coffee is sold. There is enough room for everyone to wait on the ground floor.
There are enough lockers.

There is no reservation system, though, and you must line up for tickets. There were only twenty
or thirty people in the line when I joined it, and it moved quickly. The line seemed to include an even
higher proportion of young people than usual, but that was probably because many older people who
travel by bus were still at work and unable, unlike us self-unemployed, to get away early.

I had my ticket by 1:25, and spent most of
the time till 2 o'clock in one of the terminal's
comfortable armchairs quickly reading short
stories from the book I had chosen to travel with,
50 Great Short Stories, ed. Milton Crane, 1952. I

bought this book for my English course in my first year of university, and it is about all I got out of the
course.

I renewed my acquaintance with "Only the Dead know Brooklyn", by Thomas Wolfe, "The Other
Side of the Hedge", by E. M. Forster, "The Jockey", by Carson McCullers, and "Graven Image", by John
O'Hara. The Wolfe story is written in a phonetic transcription of Brooklyn speech, a practice which
always annoys me. While someone from Brooklyn may say something that sounds like "Dere's no guy
livin' dat knows Brooklyn t'roo and t'roo", he will, when writing a story, write "There's no guy living that
knows Brooklyn through and through." For one thing, he'll want us to be able to understand him without
having to decipher him. The spellings livin' and t'roo in the quotation are particularly annoying, since they
assume that the writer knows how to spell but has instead chosen not to. I know, it's supposed to
produce the effect of oral delivery. The only problem with this argument is that this effect is the last thing
phonetic spelling produces. You have to work so hard to decipher the phonetics that the effect is more
like reading in a foreign language with which you're only moderately familiar.

Anyway, if someone on the subway told you this story orally (which is the experience Wolfe was
trying to evoke) you'd be bored out of your everloving mind. The guy had a map — how unusual. 

The McCullers and the O'Hara were unpersuasive. I concluded that McCullers didn't have an
extensive acquaintance among bookies, and the O'Hara was anti-climactic. Gee, a guy persuades another
guy to give him a job, he then insults the other guy and the other guy takes the job back  — go figure.
Now if Browning had beaten up the malicious little twerp of an Undersecretary when he withdrew the
offer, then you'd have a story.

And what did I think of "The Other Side of the Hedge"? Nothing, really. 
At two o'clock, having resisted the attempts of four of the more important writers of the

twentieth century to entertain me, I went out to get in line. For several years now I have taken the bus
instead of the train because it actually gets where it's supposed to be going. Buses and trains are usually
scheduled to take about the same time to the same cities, but for a bus the scheduled time is usually the
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" I f y ou 're trav ellin g b y  bu s , 
con s id er b ein g a large man "

" I t must make  the  to bac c o
taste better..."

longest that will be required, while for a train it is the shortest. 
The problem is getting on the bus. For-

gotten in the plans for renovation of the Bay
Street terminal was the opportunity to end the
need for passengers to line up amid the buses in
the garage, where they spend their time inhaling
diesel exhaust and dodging giant motor vehicles.
The line usually forms early, too, and my practice is to get in it half an hour ahead of time (the first bus
usually fills and leaves before the scheduled departure time). In honour of Christmas they were loading
early, and I walked right on the bus, which was already half-full.

I got a window seat at the back. As usual, the seat next to me was one of the last to be taken.
People do not like to sit next to men travelling alone. Since I sit at the back and take up a lot of space,
the seat next to me tends to remain empty longer. I often get two seats to myself if the bus doesn't fill.
If you're travelling by bus, consider being a large man.

This bus of course filled. A small androgynous person finally sat next to me, two other people
took the two other remaining seats at the same time, and we left ten minutes early. The train never leaves
early, and rarely leaves on time.

My seatmate occasionally sang along in a feeble high-pitched voice to whatever he or she was
listening to on his or her CD player, but was otherwise tolerable, especially as he or she slept for much
of the time. On a couple of recent trips on this route my seatmates have insisted on having a
conversation. They were intelligent and interesting, but carrying on a conversation with someone you've
never seen before and will never see again for the two hours it takes to get to London becomes wearing,
while letting it lapse is disheartening. The Canadian tradition of not saying a word to the strangers among
your fellow travellers has much to recommend it. 

On December 23, though, I was untroubled by conversation as the bus headed out into the
darkening and foggy afternoon. We were slowed down by heavy traffic on the Gardiner. The bus took
the alternative route through Hamilton and Brantford, which is, until Brantford is passed, more scenic
than the usual route along the 401, unless you are elated by the sight of box-like factories and large tracts
of farmland.

We were slowed down in Mississauga and again in Oakville. Because of the fog we could not see
the lake, and chiefly what we saw along the alternative route were, before Hamilton, box-like factories,
and, after, large tracts of farmland. The chief architectural highlight is the headquarters of Crossroads
Christian Communications. For some reason an attempt has been made to have the building resemble
a small town of Victorian buildings. The Christian symbolism in that isn't obvious, and the idea is not
realized forcefully, but at least it's an attempt to do something different. In Toronto they would just have
poured some concrete, slapped up some plate glass, and stuck a cross somewhere.  

The scenic highlight of this route is the trip through Hamilton. Despite the occasional
environmental catastrophe, Hamilton is an attractive enough place, and the route the bus takes through
it includes some highly pleasing views, particularly along the causeway between the bay and Cootes
Paradise, and on the trip up the face of the mountain. 

Of course, looks aren't everything, are they? We shouldn't be prejudiced in favour of someone
or something or some place because it is more beautiful than someone or something or some place else.
Perhaps travel magazines should be full of articles entitled "Through Scarborough on the Eglinton West
Bus", for example, or "The Delightful Dullness that is Etobicoke". But they are not. Anyway, Hamilton
would still win. On a good day the entrance into Hamilton over the Skyway, with smoke and fire erupting
from the mills to an extent that elsewhere would result in the attendance of armies of firefighters, is very
agreeably unattractive.

I consider that once you're up Hamilton
Mountain you're in Western Ontario, or rather, to
be more precise, Outer Western Ontario. The
route from Hamilton to Brantford is pleasingly
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" So uth e ast Lo nd o n is c u rse d
with leafy streets..."

pastoral while offering much to look at. Between Brantford and Woodstock the route remains pastoral
but offers less to look at. The first tobacco kilns appear, which means you have reached Inner Western
Ontario. 

The tobacco harvest used to be an important source of income for the locals and for the migrant
workers who flocked to Western Ontario to work in it. However, successive tobacco-bashing, job-
promoting governments have nevertheless seen fit to allow the growers to import permit workers who
are admitted to the country just long enough to pick the tobacco at wages considerably lower than used
to be paid, collect their tiny pay packets, and haul their skinny third-world asses back out of the country
again. It must make the tobacco taste better or something, because I don't think tobacco-picking skills
are hard to find in the Canadian workforce.

Near Woodstock the route switches to the 401. Woodstock is a lovely town. It looks like the little
towns in old Hollywood movies, and it has a fine race track. From Woodstock a highly beautiful scenic
route wends its way to London, much of the way along the Thames. Of course, the bus doesn't go into
Woodstock and it doesn't wend its way along the highly beautiful scenic route. It barrels down the 401.
There are some pleasant views of prosperous-looking farms, but if I had fallen asleep during any part of
the trip after Brantford I wouldn't have considered that I had missed anything.

At London the bus took the Highbury
Avenue exit and the route along Hamilton Road.
This part of the city is much condescended to,
but it is one of London's pleasanter sections. For
one thing, it has not been despoiled by the mania-
cal overdevelopment that has made London a
centre of the construction industry. London had the first shopping mall in North America, and was so
thrilled with that one that it decided to put a mall on every block, except in southeast London. Most of
southeast London is therefore cursed with leafy streets of modest houses whose residents have short
walks to the neighbourhood stores.

If, by the way, you are interested in job opportunities in London, marketing is apparently
unknown. A billboard announced that one of the radio stations styles itself BX93, when a little market
research, or a little thought, would have revealed that this label would be transformed by many people
into BS93.

We arrived ten minutes early, at twenty to five. We would have arrived fifteen minutes early if
the designers of the London terminal hadn't contrived things so that it takes five minutes to cover the
last fifty yards into it. Amazingly, the bus cleared quickly, so those of us at the back were able to get out
before Christmas.

I alighted, the joys of the Forest City awaiting me.

Editor's note: Intercity bus routes are subject to change without notice.

>><<

Selections from
The NEW IMPROVED DICTIONARY

Bureaucracy,n.: A set of organizational rules designating who may abuse whom.

Leadership, n. A talent exemplified by, among others, the fastest lemming.

Violence, n.: A form of authority which leaves marks.

War, n.: The most highly developed form of human communication.



7

Reissue of New Improved Head, July, 1998
©1998, John FitzGerald–all rights reserved

" w e  ain' t se e n
no th ing ye t"

" c o nsid e rab le  sc o p e  fo r
cross-selling"

T h e  Fu tu re

SAVED BY THE BELL
by Hector LaPaunche, former editor of the Bolton Arts, Leisure, and Literary Supplement, and
now senior consultant to the Freelton Academy, and Hope Candyfloss, futures expert and
licensed Macrame Therapist

Hello — it's your future calling. The whole world is communicating by telephone. No longer do we just
call each other on the phone, we also fax or send e-mail. And every day the range of things we can do
on the phone gets wider and wider.

The telephone even has implications for the future of Canada. People who've been looking at the
want ads in the Toronto newspapers (a group which apparently doesn't include the repertorial staff of
these papers) know that they have for some years been full of advertisements for bilingual customer
service representatives and other telephone staff to work in or near Toronto. Business is bailing out of
Quebec, probably to be closely followed by the remaining anglophones, after which Quebec will vote for
independence and third-world status for both us and them.

However, let's look on the bright side. How can we profit from the increasing use of the
telephone? While there has been much concern over the proposed mergers of most of Canada's big

banks, NEW IMPROVED HEAD believes that
we ain't seen nothing yet.

The savvy investor can expect in the near
future a bank merger which will go far beyond
any previous merger in this country, and which
will exploit the extensive telephone networks that
the banks have built up. In particular, we are

predicting in the near future a merger between a major bank, a major phone sex operation, and a
major phone psychic service. Other services could also be brought into the merger.

Just imagine — the next time you call your bank line you might hear the following recorded
message:

Welcome to the Mighty Megabank EasiPlease Telephone Help Line. To transfer funds,
press 1. To apply for a loan, press 2. To have an orgasm, press 3. To have your
horoscope cast, press 4. To order beer, press 5...

The possibilities are endless. Current personnel could be trained to offer all the services, and the
expansion of services might legitimately be considered an employee benefit. Customer service staff, for
example, would probably appreciate the break from dealing with complaints that would be provided by
taking calls from consumers in immediate erotic need. 

The multiplication of services also offers considerable scope for cross-selling. For example,
opening an RRSP could earn a bonus of free phone sex, say, or a free Tarot card reading. Alternatively,
frequent callers to sex lines could earn bonus
points that could be put toward purchase of
banking services — a frequent flailer plan.

Services could even be merged. For
example, term deposits could pay interest in
monthly horoscopes, or minutes of telephonic
eroticism. Investment horoscopes could be
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offered as a special service, and of course funds could be transferred immediately from chequing
accounts to pay for the phone sex and psychic services.

Oh, right, almost forgot — Canadian banks must have these services to compete effectively with
huge foreign banks. Canadians can compete internationally in all aspects of telephone service, if they are
just given the opportunity. Write to your local government regulator today, and ensure your future!

>><<

Great Moments in Journalism

OVERRATED BLIZZARD STILL LEAVES ONE DEAD

Canadian Press

Brockville, Ont. — Yesterday's winter storm didn't live up to its advance billing, but it has been partially
blamed for the death of a boy.

--Globe and Mail, December 30, 1997

Well, that's some consolation.
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" T h e  c o mp le xity o f th is p ro b le m
h as  b e e n  gre atly  e xagge rate d "

HOUSING
the

HOMELESS
by S. Cosburn Mortimer, research director, Bankers' Alliance for Responsible Freedom

Dr. Mortimer writes a monthly column about pressing social issues.

Homeless people are like the weather, everyone talks about them, but no one ever does anything about
them. Many hands are regularly wrung, but nothing ever seems to get done. In an effort actually to do
something about the problem of homelessness, the Bankers' Alliance for Responsible Freedom struck
a task force which went across Canada talking to the homeless and to housing professionals.

It  quickly became apparent that the complexity of this problem has been greatly exaggerated. The
sole cause of homelessness is simply the lack of a home! That means the problem can be simply solved
by arranging for homeless people to obtain a home.

We quickly observed that many homeless
people have arranged substitutes for the homes
they do not possess. For example, some sleep in
bus shelters overnight. The problem, though, is of
course that a bus shelter is not a home. And why
is it not a home? Simply because the homeless

person has no legal right to treat the property as a home. That is, he or she neither pays rent nor is in
possession of a valid deed.

This problem can of course be easily solved. Simply charge rent for the use of public facilities
such as bus shelters, heating grates, or the undersides of bridges. These rents need not be onerous.
Application of the average price per square foot of rental accommodation in the neighbourhood to a
thirty-foot-square bus shelter, for example, which furthermore would be used for only part of the day
(principally overnight) would produce a quite reasonable rent. In downtown Toronto, for example, such
a shelter would probably rent for about forty dollars a month, which might rise to eighty or a hundred
dollars under the new rent control laws.

Charging rent for these facilities would have the added advantage of qualifying homeless people
for a full shelter allowance under welfare. Making these facilities generally available for rental would also
have the advantage of making it easier for current welfare recipients to find accommodation whose cost
their reduced shelter allowances can cover. Their move into these more economical quarters would free
up a large part of the more conventional housing stock, for which landlords, under the new rent control
laws, could then obtain a welcome increase in rent to appropriate market levels. And of course the
shortage of rental housing in Toronto would be alleviated.

Leases should be granted to new tenants of these facilities. This would discourage them from
abandoning their rental property during the summer months. It would also provide to this impoverished
class a chance to develop an understanding of the benefits of property ownership, which would help
them to extract themselves from their impoverished circumstances.

>><<
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Poetry Corner

PILIPINAS

You never see them driving,
They always take the bus,
And still they're always smiling
Though we don't say they must.

We pay them almost nothing
And sometimes less, I'm told,
But fulfilment isn't something
Which can be bought with gold.

When one of us has just calved
The first words that she yelps:
"The very thing we must have's
A Pilipina for this whelp!"

You never see them crying,
They don't seem to make a fuss,
And planeloads keep arriving
To do our chores for us.

—Emile Dickinson
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Escape the

SHAME
of Political Correctness!

by John "Pretty Boy" FitzGerald, editor, NEW IMPROVED HEAD, and junior spelling
champion of the London (Ont.) Hobby Fair, 1958

Some of you may have noticed recently in the Toronto Star that one of the members of the editorial
collective of this organ (me) was described as representing an "extreme of political correctness." We at
NEW IMPROVED HEAD were of course heartened to learn that someone at the Star was capable of
determining that something was correct in any way. It was in fact an honour to be described as politically
correct by a man — Mr. Don Sellar, the Star's "ombud" (speaking of political correctness) — who
devoted his next column to a touching apology to IG Farben. I think we can all agree that they are most
definitely not politically correct.

Our correspondence with Mr. Sellar, who heads a department with the Orwellian title of Bureau
of Accuracy, provided a great deal of enlightenment about how giant media conglomerates see the world.
As you may recall from Mr. Sellar's column, part of his argument was that the term paddywagon is not
offensive because it did not offend Eric Partridge. He also informed me by mail that:

The Gage Canadian Dictionary and Nelson Canadian Dictionary are both silent on the
origins of this slang expression. Neither classifies it as offensive, although there is no
denying that you and some other readers take offence when you see it in print.

In other words, a word is not offensive because it offends people. It is offensive because a dictionary says
it's offensive. 
 Mr. Sellar also charmingly argued that paddywagon is not an offensive term because the paddies
whose presence gave rise to the term may have been driving the wagon. You see, Mr. Sellar explained,
the police in American cities used to be Irish, so we can just perpetuate this ethnic stereotype which has
never borne the slightest relation to reality in Toronto and hasn't borne the slightest relation to reality
elsewhere since shortly after the Peloponnesian War. And of course, paddy is such a nice term. 

At this point in the article I was going to pretend to have unearthed the Star's guide to offensive
phrases. It would reveal, consistent with the Star's apparent principles in these matters, that a phrase like
pathetic snivelling cocksucker is not offensive ("fellatio is now considered to be a valid lifestyle option,
snivelling is a valued job skill, and all of us not named Honderich are pathetic") while a phrase like finance
minister Paul Martin is as offensive as farting in a crowded elevator ("the correct expression is deficit-slashing,
budget-balancing, prosperity-promoting finance minister, the Hon. Paul Martin, who is bringing a badly needed dose of discipline
to the public accounts mismanaged during the dark ages of the Mulroney regime, when evil stalked the land in Gucci shoes").

However, consideration of the final draft incorporating this conceit induced a major case of
Duffy-chill. Mr. Sellar, I knew, can tolerate abuse of his own position, but there might just be a company
policy, eh? Sound paranoid to you? Talk to the gang at Frank. So I repented of my evil intentions, and
beg the Star's forgiveness for them.

My cowardice at least illustrates the crux of the dispute over political correctness. The politically
correct is at bottom whatever people in positions of influence don't want to hear or read. The Star
doesn't think paddywagon is offensive, so you can just goddam well not be offended by it. 

For example, I wrote to Mr. Haroon Siddiqui, editorial page editor of the Star, to complain about
an assertion, in an editorial of December 2, 1997, that advocates of the disabled would demonize Justice
Ted Noble for his decision in the Robert Latimer case. I pointed out that unless the Star editorial board
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was endowed with unusual psychic power, it had no good reason to believe that this accusation was true
(and so far no one has demonized this poor defenceless judge). I also pointed out that the Star's editorial
page had recently been withering about others who had made inaccurate generalizations about minorities
(Jacques Parizeau, for example), but apparently had more relaxed standards for itself.

Mr. Siddiqui blandly replied that the Star had a right to its own opinion. Mr. Siddiqui did not deal
with my question about Mr. Parizeau, so I assume he believes that Mr. Parizeau does not have a right to
his own opinion. 

The Star still resolutely pursues its right to its won opinion. On April 14, 1998, for example, the
Star published an article by one Nicole Demers, who, among other things, accused Baby Boomers of
being in "diabolical" conspiracy against the young, and of controlling "the media, the money, and the
country." Apart from being false, these claims smack rather heavily of traditional racist accusations
against Jews, don't they? 

Well, I wrote to Mr. Sellar to complain about the Star's disregard for the truth in this matter. Mr.
Sellar replied that "It strains credulity to suggest that the largest circulation daily in the country
deliberately shows disregard for the truth." I had in fact said nothing about the disregard being deliberate,
but even I am not perfect, so we'll let that slip of Mr. Sellar's pass. Anyway, it just seems to me that if the
Star was interested in the truth, it wouldn't publish things that are patently false — duh. 

And I don't recall from epistemology class anything about the truth of a proposition being
inferrable from the circulation of the publication in which it appears. Is the Weekly World News really true,
after all?

Oh, well — Mr. Sellar and Mr. Siddiqui were attentive, serious, and sincere, and I especially
appreciated Mr. Sellar's taking the time he did to write to me when he has more pressing duties whose
necessity we all recognize, like defending Rosie DiManno against the Catholic Civil Rights League. 

And, anyway, I'm just an ignorant fucking paddy!
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" T ickle-Me-Elmo is going
to look like 

s mall p otatoes ...."

Forgotten Masterpieces:
Part 1

We here at NEW IMPROVED HEAD have spent a good part of our time in recent months developing
our knowledge of gay British authors of the mid-twentieth century. We have in fact acquired so much
knowledge about gay British authors of the mid-twentieth century that we will soon be releasing a set of
Gay British Authors of the Mid-Twentieth Century Action Figures.

Each figure will come with characteristic accessories (or, as we say these days, its own
individualized accessories). Collect J. R. Ackerley and his dog! C. H. B. Kitchin and his briefcase full of
stock certificates! E. M. Forster and his closet!

We hope to have these on the market for Christmas, 1998. We can promise you that Tickle-Me-
Elmo is going to look like small potatoes when Bugger-Me-Siegfried hits the shops.

Or, if you prefer, you can pick up a copy of our forthcoming publication, Gay British Authors
of the Mid-Twentieth Century for Dummies.

For now, though, we'll regale you with
two articles (the second in the next issue) about
forgotten masterpieces written by two of these
men. Our interest in this group had its origin in a
visit to the Deer Park Library. Having looked
through a few volumes of Kathy Acker's to see
what all the fuss was about (we still don't know,

so, if you do, please write), our eye was attracted by the first book next to Acker's on the shelf, which was
We Think the World of You by J. R. Ackerley. 

Never heard of the man, never heard of the book. Nevertheless, we gave it our usual test, which
is to see if, after reading the first paragraph, we want to read the second. It passed, so we took it out.

We read all the paragraphs very quickly. The novel is so well constructed that our attention was
riveted to the pages. Ackerley skilfully exploits the conventions of the novel to impel the reader through
a carefully planned development of his themes. He enters the last paragraph with these themes
unresolved, and then neatly resolves them so offhandedly that the literary department was left in awe,
mouthing the word "Wow." Okay, we're often left like that, but it was still pretty impressive.

Anyway, we went on an Ackerley rampage. Not only did we read the greater part of Ackerley's
oeuvre, we also read, against our usual principles, a great deal of biography about him and his circle.

And, we concluded, how could you not admire a man who traded shamelessly on his good looks
and on the susceptibility of others to outrageous flattery? How could you not admire a man whose
friends and proteges (with the notable exception of James Kirkup) seem consumed by envy of his looks
and by anger at his awareness of their susceptibility to outrageous flattery?

Ackerley was born in London in 1896, and his entire legal name was Joe Ackerley (he added the
R as a tribute to his uncle Randolph). He was wounded twice in the First World War, and believed for
the rest of his life that he was a coward because, the first time he was wounded (in two places), he didn't
get up from the bomb crater in wich he was lying and continue fighting. The second time he was
wounded, he was taken prisoner. After the war, he lived openly as a homosexual at a time when that was
more or less a crime. While supporting his mother, aunt, and sister, he established a reputation as the
finest literary editor in Britain (he was arts editor of The Listener) and wrote an outstanding novel and an
outstanding animal book. He wrote a peculiar memoir. He encouraged many important young writers,
including Francis King and Simon Raven. The most important and satisfying emotional relationship of
his life was with his dog. He won the W. H. Smith Prize for We Think the World of You. He was widely
regarded as one of the finest stylists in the English language. He is, of course, forgotten.

In fact, finding all his books would have been impossible were it not for the Toronto Public
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Library, which has all the books entirely written by him (missing is a collection of which he was editor
and to which he was a contributor). It also has his one play, The Prisoners of War. 

Ackerley's first book was Hindoo Holiday: An Indian Journal, an account of a very brief stint he had
in his and the century's twenties as secretary to a pedophilic maharajah. This book has always been highly
regarded, but it suffers by comparison with his later ones (it was published in the early Thirties), its chief
deficiencies being in structure and in intellectual analysis. In short, it is aimless and pointless. 

These are characteristics which the literary department admires in life, but not in literature. The
book does claim only to be a journal of Ackerley's life in India, and his life there does seem to have been
pretty pointless. However, some of us still hold to the old-fashioned belief that there has to be some
literary reason for writing a book — telling a story, for example — and the literary reason for Hindoo
Holiday remains unclear. 

On the other hand, Hindoo Holiday is written in characteristically elegant English. Many of the
passages are striking and many are informative, particularly those where Ackerley is not writing about
himself but about India and Indians. One wishes that he had devoted more of the book to that and less
to his attempts to get the prettier men in the maharajah's service to kiss him. 

Ackerley waited over twenty years to publish his next book. This was the story of him and his
dog. James Kirkup reports that at their first meeting Ackerley described himself as a homosexual in love
with an Alsatian bitch. The bitch's real name was Queenie, but the first magazine to publish an excerpt
from Ackerley's manuscript insisted that the name be changed. The editors were afraid that British
literary types, all well aware that Ackerley was a homosexual, would find the real name too frightfully
amusing. 

So the dog became Tulip, and the book My Dog Tulip. After his introductory chapter, Ackerley
plunges into the topic of dogshit. Among other things, this chapter explains a phenomenon which first
struck one of the members of the literary department many years ago — in 1972, to be exact. In those
days, the streets of London were lined with signs warning dog owners that there was a fine of £20 for
"fouling the footpath." Within a leash's length of each of these signs would be about £200 worth of
evidence. Ackerley's explanation of this phenomenon greatly altered the literary department's opinions
of the dog owners of London.

The burden of the book is that J. R. Ackerley really loved his dog. Many proclaim themselves to
be animal lovers, but Ackerley quite simply thought, or at least he professed to think, that Queenie
should be given the same consideration as a human being. My Dog Tulip is an account of his honest,
intelligent, and reasonable attempt to understand an animal. For example:

I  realized clearly, perhaps for the first time, what strained and anxious lives dogs must
lead, so emotionally involved in the world of men, whose affections they strive endlessly
to secure, whose authority they are expected unquestioningly to obey, and whose mind
they can never do more than imperfectly reach and comprehend. Stupidly loved, stupidly
hated, acquired without thought, reared and ruled without understanding, passed on or
"put to sleep" without care, did they, I wondered, these descendants of the creatures
who, thousands of years ago in the primeval forests, laid siege to the heart of man, took
him under their protection, tried to tame him, and failed — did they suffer from
headaches?

The comic effect of the last phrase is no doubt intentional, since Ackerley was no great lover of the
solemn1, and it drives home forcefully the point he is making about the proper human attitude towards
animals. 
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" ...th e ve xe d  que stio n o f
wh e th e r h is  fath e r h ad  tu rn e d  

tricks for homosexuals...."

My Dog Tulip provides a lot of interesting
and useful information about dogs, interpreted
from the point of view of what is best for the
dog. You will never, for example, look at a bitch
in heat the same way again. The book is elegantly
written and carefully constructed. Its chief attrac-
tion, though, is its account of the free exercise of

a trained and unprejudiced intellect.
His and Queenie's story served as the foundation of We Think the World of You, his next book. It

is the story of a gay man, the narrator, whose married lover is sent to prison. The narrator becomes
disturbed at the way his boyfriend's family is treating his boyfriend's dog. The narrator buys the dog and
takes it home.
 That's pretty well the story, but Ackerley was a dab hand at the writer's craft and he turned it into
an absorbing, entertaining, and thoughtful novel. If the single tasteful description of a homosexual tumble
were removed, and the erotic aspect of the relationship between the narrator and his boyfriend toned
down a bit, the novel would border on the Victorian — an instructive account of manly friendship and
love of animals.

Of course, that's what a lot of manly friendship is about, anyway, eh? How about all those
weekend athletes who get out on the ice at two in the morning, play hockey for fifteen minutes and then
sit around in the dressing room naked drinking beer for four hours? Hmm?

The book, though, is not about homosexuality, but rather about love, friendship, morality, and,
because it is by an Englishman, social class. Its clear-eyed and objective analysis of these topics would
be salutary reading for the young, but it is unlikely ever to appear on any high school reading lists in this
country because of the narrator's failure either to agonize or to exult about his homosexuality. 

Ackerley wrote the book as a comic novel, and the narrator, whom he modelled after himself,
is quite the ass. Interestingly, he gave Frank, the narrator, his own scornful attitudes toward the working
classes, but made it clear that Frank's attitudes were more mythological than factual, and almost entirely
counterproductive. In the end, Frank gets everything he ever wanted, but feels himself as much a
prisoner as his boyfriend was at the beginning of the book.

We Think the World of You has been widely praised for its structure, and its structure is probably
as near to flawless as it is possible to get. Ackerley, who did not think very highly of anything else he had
written to that time, himself compared it to "an eighteenth-century cabinet, everything sliding nicely, and
full of secret drawers," and that bit of self-flattery is becomingly modest. 

Once again, though, another important attraction of the book is its intellectual complexity and
coherence. In fact, the perfection of its structure is largely due to the coherence of the intellectual analysis
of which it is an expression.

The book was released to rave reviews, and it won the W. H. Smith Prize. To his and his circle's
great amusement, Ackerley received his cheque from none other than Lord Longford, who apparently
had not read the book, or at least not the bit about Frank and his boyfriend in bed. Ackerley then sank
almost immediately into obscurity. In 1965, his income from writing totalled £2/18/8.

He published no more books during his lifetime (he died in 1967), and his one posthumous book
probably tied an anvil around the neck of what was left of his reputation and dropped it into the deepest
trough of the vast ocean of literary oblivion. This book was My Father and Myself, a memoir, and its unusual
approach to family history probably left too many bad tastes in too many mouths. In this book, among
other things, he conducted a serious investigation of the vexed question of whether his father had ever
turned tricks for homosexuals during his career as a Guardsman.

While much has been made of Ackerley's frankness in this book about his homosexuality, the
purpose of My Father and Myself seems to have been primarily to rehabilitate Ackerley's father, Roger, who
was quite simply a cad and a bounder. When Roger died, his family discovered that he had for years been
supporting a second family about a mile from where they lived, and that much of the money he had
intended to settle on his wife he had instead been persuaded into giving to the mistress who neglected
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his other three children. 
Much of My Father and Myself consists of Ackerley's comparison of his father's productive life

(success in business, six acknowledged children, and so on) to his own obsessive prowling of public
houses in search of impoverished servicemen willing to earn a few quid by letting him have his way with
them, but in fact Ackerley ended up spending the rest of his life after his father's death supporting his
mother, aunt, and sister, whom his father had failed to provide for adequately.

Ackerley's half-sisters were raised as if they were simply occupational hazards, malnourished and
ignored for months on end by their mother. When My Father and Myself was published, Roger Ackerley's
duplicity was much more shocking than his son's homosexuality. For example, Ackerley had to change
his half-sisters' names to protect the one who had married the Duke of Devonshire.

While the book is as usual well written, its chief fascination is morbid. The details of Ackerley's
predatory sexual habits and of his father's amoral egoism, which was manifested in many ways not
mentioned here, are titillating, but they are not enlightening. Ackerley obviously wanted to square his
admiration for his father (who had, by Ackerley's account, been very indulgent of him) with his
knowledge of the sordid reality of his father's life, but if he succeeded, he still cannot have managed to
persuade anyone else what a great guy the old man was.

In the course of its research, the literary department ran across several biographical publications
about Ackerley. Ackerley biography is actually more extensive than Ackerley's collected works, which
tells you something about the literary industry, and which would probably have left Ackerley helpless
with laughter. Peter Parker's Ackerley, an example of the familiar ragbag literary biography, in which detail
is piled on detail until suddenly you realize that you still don't know any more than when you started
reading, is by itself more extensive than Ackerley's oeuvre.

Much Ackerley biography is based on the reminiscences of jealous acquaintances and on the
carefully guarded statements of friends who had to reconcile their loyalties to both him and his sister,
Nancy West, with whom Ackerley had a troubled relationship, and whom Ackerley's friends also
admired. A foolproof sign of the jealousy is the grudging quality of any acknowledgment of Ackerley's
sterling qualities, such as honesty and generosity, combined with the taking of an indulgent tone about
his less than sterling ones, such as his inclusion of adolescent boys among his sexual prey. As for the
outrageous flattery mentioned earlier, the extracts from Ackerley's diaries published by Francis King as
My Sister and Myself suggest that Ackerley considered flattery simply to be a civilized way of making people
feel confortable.

So the literary department reached the stunning conclusion that the best approach to J. R.
Ackerley is to read J. R. Ackerley. However, the search for biography had one serendipitous result. On
the shelves of the Deer Park library, next to a novel by James Kirkup, was The Auction Sale by C. H. B.
Kitchin. Kitchin turned out to have been another gay British author, who disliked Ackerley but who, like
Ackerley, served as mentor to Francis King. In the next issue we will review this other forgotten
masterpiece.
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This Month's

INVESTMENT TIP
by Franz "Pooch" Duveen, executive manager, Perry Mutual Funds

The second in a monthly series of exclusive tips for the savvy investor.

You've probably seen the infomercials for lottery boxing systems. You send off your money, and you get
back some templates and some rules for using them to select and play numbers. You pick more numbers
than are necessary for one ticket, and then play combinations of those numbers.

For example, if you're playing a lottery which requires you to pick 6 numbers, you could pick 7
numbers and then play every six-number combination out of those seven. If your numbers were 8, 10,
15, 18, 31, 34, and 47, you would play the following seven lines:

Line 1: 10 15 18 31 34 47 

Line 2: 8 15 18 31 34 47 

Line 3: 8 10 18 31 34 47 

Line 4: 8 10 15 31 34 47 

Line 5: 8 10 15 18 34 47 

Line 6: 8 10 15 18 31 47 

Line 7: 8 10 15 18 31   34 

One big advantage that this method is supposed to offer you is that you will often have multiple winning
tickets. For example, if the winning numbers are 3, 9, 15, 18, 27, and 47, you have four lines (lines 1, 2,
5, and 6) with three of the winning numbers. If the prize for three numbers is $10, you win 40 bucks.

What they don't mention is that your increased chances of having multiple winners are balanced
by the increased chance that you will have no winner at all. We can see how this works by looking at a
very simple example of this strategy — buying multiple tickets with exactly the same numbers.

For example, if you buy three tickets with exactly the same numbers, and three of the numbers
come up, you have three winners. However, you'll have fewer weeks with winners than someone who
buys three tickets each with completely different numbers. While the other person will never have three
winning tickets on the same draw, he or she will have three times as many weeks with winners. In the
long run, the two of you have the same chances of making money.

The other supposed big advantage is that you improve your odds. This claim will usually be true,
but only in an unimportant way. If the boxing system gets you to buy more tickets, then your odds will
improve. The more tickets you have, the better your odds are. To buy more tickets, though, you don't
have to send away for all those plastic sheets. All you have to do is walk to the store and ask for more
tickets. 

The boxing of numbers does not by itself increase your chances of winning. You can only improve your odds
by buying more tickets. You do not, though, improve your odds very much by buying more tickets. A
little simple work with a calculator will show you that even when you buy a hundred Lotto 649 tickets
a week you still can't reasonably expect to win the jackpot in the average lifetime.
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>><<

Poetry Corner

LE DEJEUNER AU PALAIS

The King of France is having tart;
I wonder what's his favourite part?

The Queen prefers a little tongue
And Dukes compete to furnish some.

The democratic Dauphin's merry
Sampling all the servant's cherries.

The Cardinal doesn't care a jot,
He's busy with a honey pot.

But in his cottage wise Pierre
Is dining on more wholesome fare.

—Havina Slash
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Higher Things

THE

SERMON
ON THE COUCH

In our never-ending quest to make religion more relevant to the needs of modern believers, we are pleased to offer here an excerpt
from the forthcoming NEW IMPROVED BIBLE (© 1998, Actual Analysis), which adapts the eternal message of the
Bible to the changing circumstances of modern society. May it strengthen you in your faith as it has us in ours.

   1. Blessed are the rich: for they shall have
money.

   2. Blessed are the lucky: for they may
become rich.

   3. Blessed are they which do hunger and
thirst after self-righteousness: for they
shall be filled.

   4. Blessed are the stupid: for they have
inherited the earth.

   5. Blessed are ye, when men shall praise
you, and heap worldly goods upon you,
and say all manner of good about you
falsely: for reasons too obvious to need
to delve into them here.

   6. Ye are the salt-free and caffeine-free of
the earth, for even though ye have lost
your savour, yet do ye no harm to what-
ever ye are supposed to be giving savour
to.

   7. Let your light so shine before men, that
ye disturb not their sleep, for the by-
laws are very strict in this regard.

   8. If  thy right eye offend thee, reconsider.
   9. Let your communication be, Yea, yea;

Nay, nay: but let your thought be: If it's
convenient.

  10. Ye have heard that it hath been said, An
eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth.

  11. But I say unto you, A good lawyer can
get you a lot more than that.

  12. Lay not up for yourselves treasures
upon earth, where moth and rust doth
corrupt, and where thieves break
through and steal.

  13. But lay up for yourselves treasures in
some place moth, rust, and burglar-
proof.

  14. For where your treasure is, there will
your heart be also.

  15. Every good tree bringeth forth good
fruit, and a corrupt tree bringeth forth
evil fruit.

  16. But if ye know not the difference be-
tween good and evil fruit, ye needn't
worry your heads about this.

  17. And it came to pass, when these sayings
had ended, the people were astonished
at this doctrine.

  18. And then they hurried off to obey it to
the letter.


