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 The Author

Among those who

have actu ally met Mas ter

Cedrick of Toxteth, many

regard him to be a lay-

about, a wast rel, a ne’er-

do-well, a phi lan derer and a fool. Rather than be per -

turbed by such labels, he has come to value them as valid

descrip tions of his beloved sense of self and cho sen way of 

life. From this solid foun da tion he has spent the last ten

years sys tem at i cally acquir ing, prac tic ing and exhib it ing

all the symp toms cur rently listed in the DSM V in order to 

show how the real pathol ogy lies in the minds of the clas -

si fi ers rather than the behav ior of the clas si fied. 

The bi-prod uct of a back stage quickie between an Ital -

ian Tenor and a Scot tish Illu sion ist, he was raised by a

broth er hood of Frisbetarian Monks at the Toxteth Home

for Unde sir able Chil dren in Liv er pool, U.K. Under the

devoted tute lage of Father Divine, he learned to read,

write, sing, dance, and share the odd laugh with the

Almighty. Within the com pany of his fel low undesirables 

he became a star per former. 

For the past twenty years Cedrick has been med dling

around in the only ‘pro fes sion’ that has ever made any

sense to him – Child & Youth Care. Unfor tu nately the

author i ties of this dis ci pline have n’t always made sense

of him, although he did receive an hon or ary cer tif i cate

from the Black Creek CYC Asso ci a tion for his offen sive
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incur sions behind enemy lines. As a man of let ters, he

has writ ten piles of non sense and was a reg u lar col um -

nist with Rela tional Child & Youth Care Prac tice. He is

cur rently Pres i dent of the Thorngumbald Malt Whis key

Soci ety. 

If you wish to con tact Cedrick, for what ever rea son, he can 

be reached through his long-suf fer ing edi tor at:

fewster@shaw.ca or info@cyc-net.org
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Fore word

The early issues of the jour nal Rela tional Child &

Youth Care Prac tice (and, more recently, CYC-Online)

have included a refresh ing, irrev er ent, tell-it-like-it-is

series by one “Cedrick” who had regaled read ers for some 

years with his out pour ings, some top i cal and crit i cal,

oth ers laugh-out-loud funny, clearly mod elled on his

think ing and expe ri ences in child and youth care. 

Work ing in this field, all of us can dredge up sto ries,

expe ri ences, opin ions, illus tra tions, from our past or

pres ent, which bear repeat ing. Few are as enter tain ing –

and pro voc a tive – as this too-short col lec tion from

Cedrick. 

Pity. We live and work in this pro fes sion which brings

us into daily con tact with remark able human events

which stir our thoughts, our hearts, or our funny bones.

Some of these encour age us to brush up our aware ness,

our knowl edge and skills, and all areas of our prac tice.

Oth ers just remind us of our human ness and of the priv i -

leges we enjoy in sim ply shar ing in the the lives of young 

peo ple and their fam i lies and neigh bour hoods – the puz -

zles, hurts, con tra dic tions, strug gles, chal lenges,

suc cesses ... and the laughs. 

Often enough, child and youth care work ers are trou -

bled by the egg on their faces. This small book will

prob a bly not remove the egg, but it will add some

healthy laughs and smiles. Enjoy it. 

Brian Gannon
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Acknowl edg ments

Accord ing to my vene real edi tor, books writ ten by nice 

peo ple about doing good things should con tain at least

one page of ‘acknowl edg ments. This means that the

author thinks the work is so bloody bril liant that a touch

of humil ity can be insin u ated by refer ring to the influ -

ence or sup port of insig nif i cant oth ers. It’s also an

oppor tu nity for the self-indul gent scribe to seek future

con sid er ations from poten tial bene fac tors. So, in accor -

dance with his lord ship’s wishes, I offer the fol low ing

codswallop for your enlight en ment. If you don’t give a

mon key’s toss about all this, please feel free to flick the

page and immerse your self in the bril liance with out the

pre lim i nary bullshit. 

First and fore most, I’ll acknowl edge ‘un cle’ George

who set me off on my illus tri ous career by call ing me a

“filthy lit tle freak” for pee ing in his lunch box. Later he

took to call ing me “the devil boy” after I nabbed the pic -

tures he hid in the coal shed and handed them over to

Father O’Mal ley for the price of three Hail Marys. After a

rare old snot- fight in the ale house, my mother gave him

the boot and brought in uncle Bob who I choose not to

acknowl edge because he wanted me to do naughty

things. He was fol lowed by many other unmen tion ables. 

My grade-one teacher Miss Par tridge, on the other

hand, is very mentionable. Hav ing been bot tle-fed, fol -

lowed by end less bowls of pre-digested Pablum, I

devel oped this obses sive fas ci na tion with the mys te ri ous

lit tle mounds she kept in her blouse. The first time she

leaned over my desk, I dis cov ered a sense of pur pose that 
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remains to this very day. The objects of my obses sion

where noth ing less than vanilla cream puffs topped with

tan ta liz ing sand col oured sooth ers. From that point on, I

became a very atten tive learner and con jured up many

ways to attract her ded i cated atten tion. In my mother’s

words, I was intent on becom ing “a manip u la tive lit tle

sod.”

I hereby acknowl edge Mr. Char lie Farfort, a psy chi at ric 

social worker trained at the infa mous Tavistock Clinic.

His sug ges tion that my “trick ery and dis obe di ence prob a -

bly arose from an unre solved Oedi pal Com plex due to

my father’s deci sion to beat it back to Italy and mother’s

sub se quent dis dain for any body wear ing tes ti cles. 

This the ory was a fer tile source of endlesss amuse -

ment to my old chum Lit tle Rich ard (a.k.a. ‘Big Dick’)

Weatherspoon whose tes ti cles were the envy of our insti -

tu tional com mu nity. But I pre fer to acknowl edge him for

his obdu rate belief that there’s noth ing in our insane illu -

sions of life that can’t be laughed at. It’s true that much of 

his humor was lavatorial, for which he invented the dis -

ci plines of “Pissology” and “Shitography” but his genius

also took him to the high est lev els of divine absur dity. In

all the years we guf fawed together, ‘Willy’ Weatherspoon

never told a sin gle joke – and if that’s not wor thy of

acknowl edge ment, give me another punch line. 

Last, and by all means least, I hereby acknowl edge my

par ents Glo ria and (we think) Giovanni. With out them

this book would cer tainly not have been writ ten. May the 

good Lord have mercy on their souls. 
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Some Nasty Thoughts About Kids

EDITOR’S NOTE

In this first sec tion, the ‘au thor’ uses broad brush strokes 

to pres ent a totally inco her ent pic ture of what’s hap pen ing 

for kids in today’s world. If you have never read this

‘writer’s’ stuff before you may be offended by his total dis -

re gard for the accepted stan dards of decency and lit er acy.

Do with it what you will, but please do not hold the edi tor

respon si ble. If you had seen the orig i nal scrawl, you

would have only the high est regard for his inge nu ity and

per se ver ance. If you man age to strug gle through this sec -

tion, you may wish to seek help from a qual i fied

psy cho ther a pist. If you enjoy it, you are beyond help. 

Gerry Fewster
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PART ONE

Chap ter 1

Everything You Never Wanted to
Know about Being Stupid

Just because you’re a kid does n’t mean you’re stu pid. If 

your par ents or teach ers think you are, they’re prob a bly

pissed-off because you’re not fol low ing their pro gram.

Now, in my book, that might make you cou ra geous, stub -

born, bril liant, mis in formed or mis un der stood, but to

them, you’re sim ply stu pid. Ignore their demands or tell

them to go to hell and there’ll be other words, like ‘de fi -

ant,’ ‘dis rup tive’ or ‘de vi ous’, head ing your way. They

may say they still love you, even throw in a trip to Dis -

ney land for good mea sure, but stick to your guns and the

only trips will be to your room, if you still have one. You

may won der how they can really love you if they don’t

know what you think and how you feel, but “love” is a

word with many mean ings, just like “stu pid”. 

But be pre pared. If you con tinue to chal lenge the

13



regime the experts will come sniff ing around and the

bullshit will get even deeper. You’ll become a ‘cli ent’ for

peo ple called “coun sel ors” who’ll use all kinds of trick ery 

to throw you off course. They may say they’re inter ested

in your thoughts and feel ings but what they really want

is to get you into line with the “good” kids. Learn how to

play their game and you might come out unscathed, but

tell them to fuck off and you’re back in the snake pit.

Next come the Shrinks with their hand book of phony

dis or ders and dis eases. Before you can learn to say “psy -

cho-patho genic mega colon,” you’ll be diag nosed,

drugged and duped into becom ing a ‘pa tient’. No lon ger

respon si ble for your stu pid ity, your crit ics will back off

and those lit tle pink pills will seem to whisk your trou -

bles away like a hit of Ecstasy. Life will become eas ier.

Your teach ers will wel come you back into the class room

and your par ents will smile at you again. That trip to Dis -

ney land is back on the sched ule and when those old

trou bles begin to bub ble up again, as they surely will,

there’ll always be more pills and the odd injec tion to

keep them at bay. So now you can just go on to become

what they wanted you to be in the first place – atten tive,

com pli ant, suc cess ful, and incur ably stu pid. 

What really pisses me off is that so many adults have

this idea that kids need to be told every thing from the

get-go, like the dif fer ence between right and wrong. This

does n’t mean they’ll tell you every thing you want to

know. Some things you’re not sup posed to know because

they think you’re too young to under stand. But most of

the inter est ing stuff is still miss ing because they don’t

know about it them selves. They’ll never admit this

because folks who don’t know about inter est ing things

are called “igno rant” (an adult word mean ing ‘stu pid’). So 

the mes sage is clear – pre tend ing to know what you don’t 
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know is a very impor tant part of grow ing up.  You don’t

have to be smart to look smart – just make sure you don’t

end up look ing igno rant. 

Some thing you prob a bly don’t know is that one of the

smart est peo ple on the planet, a guy called Dalai Lama,

said that all kids are born know ing more than their par -

ents. Most par ents don’t know he said this, and those that 

do tend to keep it to them selves because they don’t like

the idea, or more likely, they have n’t two clues what he’s

talk ing about. Either way, they would n’t want you to

know. You see, Dalai is a rather strange man and most

peo ple don’t want to be asso ci ated with some weirdo in a 

red robe that likes to sit around think ing about life, rather 

than just get ting a real job like a nor mal human being. It’s 

true that some strange peo ple can become very rich and

famous, but most are either laughed at or locked up.

There are all kinds of words for these poor suck ers. 

Your par ents don’t want you to be strange. They want

you to fol low in their foot steps, believe what they believe 

and make sure you have all the things they always

wanted but never had, like being a doc tor with a big

house in Snobsville. Accord ing to the experts, this is

what it means to be a ‘good par ent’ and, if you stay with

the pro gram and make them proud, every one will call

you a “good kid.” Then, if all goes accord ing to plan,

you’ll end up wear ing the smug smile that iden ti fies you

as the suc cess ful prod uct of a happy fam ily. And, should

the smile fade, as it undoubt edly should, you’ll still have

all the dough you need to rent the best Shrink in town

and paint it back on. You may never know who you

really are, but you won’t be a loser and you’ll never let

down those won der ful folks back home who sac ri ficed

every thing to make you a suc cess. 

If you want to test your par ents, ask them to tell you

15



what the Dalai Lama said about kids and then check out

his Blog, “Hello, This is the Dalai Lama Speak ing”. This

won’t only help you to under stand your par ents better, it

will also remind you to always check out infor ma tion

from at least two inde pend ent sources. The word ‘in de -

pend ent’ is very impor tant. Kids can be eas ily conned

into believ ing pop py cock just because Mom and Dad,

and every body down the street, is say ing the same thing.

Mil lions of flies might agree that doggy-poo is a good

thing, but that does n’t mean it’s good for you, now does

it? Don’t be fooled, dog shit is bad for you, even if it’s

been dished out by dot -

ing par ents and

ded i cated teach ers. You 

don’t even have to

check this out, you just 

know. I think this is

prob a bly what the

Dalai Lama was get ting 

at. 

Well I’m not like the

Dalai Lama. I can’t

keep say ing really deep 

things that nobody

wants to hear or under -

stand. But I can say

things that your par ents and teach ers might not say,

what ever their rea sons. 

For exam ple, let me tell you the big gest con job of

them all. The world you were born into is one unholy

mess. Your par ents, grand par ents and all who went

before have fucked things up so badly that there’s hardly

any thing worth hang ing on to. If they tell you oth er wise,

just smile and lis ten care fully. It’s never too early to suss
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out the smell of bullshit. Just don’t make any com mit -

ments. This is your time for explor ing options, not for

col lect ing obli ga tions. If you buy into the clap trap, you’ll

be slot ted into a world in which every body is com pet ing

with every body else for every thing imag in able – power,

sta tus, sex, money, tro phies, oil, real estate, trees, school

grades and, of course, sneak ers.  I could go on, but you

get the point. If your devoted advi sors have their way,

you’ll even be led to believe that you must com pete for

your free dom because there’s only so much to be had. 

Well you don’t need Uncle Dalai to tell you what a pile of 

doggy-poo that is. 

The good news is that no mat ter how much they grind

you down, you can still be free on the inside. So just do

it, even if you don’t have the right sneak ers. Give your

imag i na tion a chance to roam and you can dream up a

much better world than the one they want you to enlist

in. Just don’t tell them about it. If you do, they’ll call you

“child ish” and end up tag ging you as an idiot. You must

under stand that any threat to their ambi tions and beliefs

scares the crap out of them – even if it comes from kids.

When it comes from com pet ing adults, they would rather 

slaugh ter each other than face the pos si bil ity that what

they’ve always believed is a crock. 

As long as you’re a kid the odds are against you, so

stay cool. Play as much as pos si ble, it will help you to

exper i ment with your ideas. If they want to show you

how to play, go along for the ride, but keep hav ing fun in

your own way whether they like it or not (you can still

become a bal let dancer or play pro-foot ball if that’s what

you really, really want). Read the books you like, even if

you have to hide them in your secret place. And when

you’re impris oned in school, lis ten to what they have to

say – you’ll find some good stuff in among the gar bage.
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Remem ber, it’s not about what they want you to know,

but what you’re inter ested in know ing, so cre ate your

own pro gram and stay with it. If you get trapped in the

mind less com pe ti tion for grades, med als and schol ar -

ships, all is lost. Oh, and one more thing – watch out for

the guilt trips.You are not a ‘bad’ per son bound for Hell

because you’re not able to please Mommy, Daddy, Pas tor

Joseph or Mr. Codswallop at Pewk Bay Ele men tary. On

the inside, your good ness is beyond ques tion.

Maybe you think I’m just dissing your par ents, teach -

ers and all those help ful experts, so let me say a cou ple of 

things on their behalf. They don’t mean to be against you. 

In fact most of them are con vinced they’re act ing in your

best inter ests. The trou ble is they’re stuck with what was

shov eled out to them and will prob a bly cling onto to it

even as the world crum bles around them. If you blame

them, ignore them, or hit back in anger you’ll be just as

stuck in your own bullshit as they are in theirs. But if

you’re respect ful, kind and thought ful, you could break

the dead lock. Who knows, you might even help them to

get along with each other. Learn to say your real yes’s and 

no’s, even if they don’t give a tin ker’s-toss – it’s great

prac tice for when your time comes around, as it cer tainly 

will. Then, when it’s your turn to call the shots, you’ll

have every thing you need to have fun and cre ate a better

world along the way. 

You may decide to toss-out every thing I’ve said and

that’s just fine, as long as it’s your opin ion and not some -

one else’s. I may be a Fool, but I’m cer tainly not stu pid. 
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Chap ter 2

Pull the Lever Billy, 
the Kids Are Revolting

The other day my

favor ite tab loid ran

yet another rant about 

how today’s kids are

“undis ci plined, dis re -

spect ful, demand ing,

lazy, uncom mit ted,

resis tant and aggres -

sively enti tled.” Fair

enough. Take a stroll

through the shop ping

malls or high school

pre cincts and it’s

there for all to see.

But, hav ing made this 

per fectly ratio nal

obser va tion, edi tor

Wil liam (Billy) Bom bast spews out a famil iar and totally

irra tio nal solu tion. In a nut shell, he argues that we

should bring back the child rear ing meth ods that made

him what he is today (i.e. a self-righ teous blow hard who

thinks the rela tion ship between cause and effect is an

infi nitely nego tia ble arrange ment). A world full of Bom -

basts might be fun for a while, but def i nitely

‘un sus tain able’. Silly Billy. 
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When it comes to logic, I’m the last per son to shout

the odds. But it does n’t take a genius to fig ure out that if

A causes B, when you really want C, you put the boot to

A and take a shot at some thing else. Even lab o ra tory rats

know this. When their stra te gi cally placed lit tle lever

pro duces an elec tric shock rather than a food pel let, they

catch on very quickly. First they def e cate, then they shift

into ‘learned help less ness’ and, unless the ‘Great Exper i -

menter’ changes the pro gram, they finally die of

star va tion. Yet, even in the throes of their mis er a ble

demise, nobody jumps up and yells, “Never mind the

shit and the pain lads, just keep press ing, we’re bound to

get a pel let some day.”

To be fair, Billy isn’t alone. This evan gel i cal brand of

sim plis tic rea son ing runs ram pant in the world kids are

des tined to inherit. Take the global finan cial melt down

for exam ple. We all know what caused it – greed. And we 

all know who led the way – the bank ers. So what do our

lead ers do? They hand over what ever chips we have left

to the Wall St. Boys so they can keep pull ing on the same 

levers until the kitty runs dry. Bril liant! And what about

the envi ron men tal cri sis? How did we get conned into

believ ing that power-addicted pol i ti cians, profit-seek ing

cor po ra tions and soul-less tech no crats will become our

eco log i cal sav iors if we recy cle our Coke bot tles and turn

our lawns into cab bage patches? And what about the

twisted logic of the pul pit-prat tlers who tell us that spir i -

tual har mony will pre vail if we keep see ing off the rab ble 

in the other camps? Per haps we should learn from the

rats and shit our selves before mak ing the next move. 

Any way, back to Billy the Kid …

Pam pered, over-indulged and spoilt rot ten? Oh no …

not our Lit tle Willy (a name dis par ag ingly bestowed upon 

him at birth by his father, Big Willy). From the get-go he
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was taught to obey his par ents, respect his elders, lis ten

to his teach ers and mow the neigh bor’s lawn every Sat ur -

day. If he’d been a good boy all week, Big Willy would

unlock the cookie safe after church on Sunday. Oh how

he looked for ward to munch ing on one of mommy’s spe -

cial goatmeal crum bles while they sat around the kitchen 

table lis ten ing to Law rence the Whelk on the old steam

radio. But, if his eval u a tion was below par, the cookie

safe would remain locked and he would be dis patched to 

his room to “think,” while the dis tant strains of Happy

Days are Here Again drifted up from the kitchen. He

under stood that the things he longed for must be earned,

so he spent his con fine ment scrib bling out the prom ises

that would earn his release. But, even his best inten tions

would go awry some times. Then there would be spon ta -

ne ous pun ish ments and depri va tions, thought fully

designed to fit the crime. Worst of all were the delayed

inter ven tions fol low ing the dreaded “wait until your

father gets home” exhor ta tion. Yet, even the harsh est pen -

al ties, like a good thrash ing, turned out to be valu able

les sons in teach ing Bronco Billy how to ride high in the

sad dle, become a credit to his fam ily and an upstand ing

ser vant of the com mu nity. So, in the end, it was all good. 

Of course these are only glimpses of the tra di tional

fam ily val ues our emi nent edi tor would like to bring back 

into cir cu la tion but I’m sure you get the point. You may

con sider his cher ished reflec tions to be worn out rel ics of 

a bye-gone age, which of course they are. But take a

closer look. Much of what Billy is advo cat ing can still be

found in res i den tial care pro grams for way ward kids

from Athabasca to Ala bama. The pre scrip tions may be

more ‘pro fes sional’, but the inten tions and prac tices are

essen tially the same as those espoused by none other

than Big Willy him self. Ah yes, the good old lever has
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many dis guises. 

My point is that what Billy pro poses is not the solu -

tion but the root of the prob lem. What he learned from

his own par ents he passed on to his three kids – one

sports reporter, one alco holic and one cor po rate law yer

(make that two alco hol ics). Papa was never fully sat is fied 

with how his protégées turned out, but the wheels really

fell off when they tried to dish out the same crap to their

own dis en chanted off spring. Times had changed and

fam i lies were no lon ger tightly knit arrange ments in

which Daddy knows best, Mommy does the cook ing and

the kids fall obe di ently into line. One by one, the grand -

chil dren chal lenged the rules with their attach ment

dis or ders, oppositional defi ance, hyper ac tiv ity, ado les -

cent adjust ment reac tions, clin i cal depres sion and just

plain bel lig er ence. The excep tion was dear lit tle Mil lie

who tried so hard to please every body until she pre -

sented a clas sic case of anorexia nervosa at the age of

four teen. By that time the sports reporter and the law yer

had given up on fam ily life in favor of more mean ing ful

rela tion ships and Billy was left to account for the sham -

bles. 

Poor old Billy, the patri arch of the Bom basts. No won -

der he took to his desk to carve out his tirades against

enti tled kids, gut less par ents and impo tent teach ers.

Given what he’d been taught, no won der he screamed out 

for the good old days of Fam ily Val ues when dis ci pline,

respect and obe di ence were the order of the day. If only

he could get his hands on that well trusted lever, he

would pull it until his eyes bog gled and his long johns

van ished up his ass. 

But let’s not be too hard on the old goat pound ing out

his exas per a tion on his beloved Under wood. At least he

has a cause to feel pas sion ate about; which is more than
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you can say about the spine less, wishy-washy, bri gade

that buy off their kids with Nikes under the guise of pro -

gres sive and per mis sive parenting. Not to men tion the

mis di rected mar tyrs who are pre pared to sac ri fice their

own lives in the ser vice of their enti tled lit tle psy chos.

These are the folks that really piss Billy off, and for good

rea son. They’re not try ing out new levers, they’re sim ply

pull ing his old one in the oppo site direc tion. Either way,

the out comes are iden ti cal. What Billy has to offer may

be clas si fied as child abuse but this fee ble alter na tive is

noth ing short of child neglect. And, therein lies the crux

of the prob lem. 

At the heart of the mat ter, chil dren don’t come into

this world as mon sters that need to be tamed and bat -

tered into sub mis sion. Nor do they expect to be the

smoth ered by dot ing adults who have no lives of their

own. Sure kids have needs – they want to be loved, fed

and cared for, but this is no sac ri fice – it’s sim ply a case

of being human. 

But these are not the most crit i cal areas of neglect.

What Billy and his lib eral antag o nists have in com mon is 

they don’t know how to live together as car ing and com -

pas sion ate human beings. They either live off each other, 

or for each other, hid ing behind their cocked-up roles

and phony iden ti ties. So how the hell can they be

expected to relate to chil dren who want to be seen, heard 

and cared for as they strug gle to cre ate lives of their own? 

What they don’t want is to be shack led and coerced into

liv ing through the Gos pel accord ing to King Billy or eter -

nally indebted to par ents who have given up their own

lives for the sake of their kids. And, as sure as God made

lit tle scor pi ons, they don’t want to be aban doned to

watch T.V. , play video games, smoke weed and have sex

in the name of fun or free dom. 
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So what do kids really, really want? Well, not with -

stand ing Billy’s rants and the fes ter ing mounds of

psy cho log i cal bullshit, let me offer some sug ges tions

from a pro fes sional idiot:   

They want par ents who will sing and dance with

them, with out demand ing a per for mance. 

They want teach ers who will respond to their curi os -

ity, with out tell ing them what to think. 

They want coun sel ors who will encour age them to cre -

ate pos si bil i ties,with out tell ing them what to do. 

They want guides who will help them find their way,

with out expect ing them to become mind less dis ci ples. 

They want coaches who will teach them the skills they 

need for the choices they want to make. 

And they want to know that, what ever is going on in

this crazy world, they have the right and the resources to

live in har mony with oth ers and with the planet that

cries out for their atten tion. 

These sim ple notions may never find their way into

the parenting man u als, psy chol ogy texts or Billy’s peren -

nial rants but, in the mind of a fool, they offer a few

alter na tive levers that might be worth the odd pull.

Mean while, what’s wrong with hav ing a gen er a tion of

kids who are “undis ci plined, disrespect ful, demand ing,

lazy uncom mit ted, resis tant and aggres sively enti tled”?

Would you rather

have a pathetic

bunch of pas sive pat -

sies who shit their

pants and sink into

‘learned help less -

ness’? Carry on I say. 
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Chap ter 3

Children and the Hidden Manifesto

As a pro fes sional crack pot, unfet tered by moral ity or

social con science, almost any thing can be a cause for cel -

e bra tion. So I don’t mind whoop ing it up with any one

offer ing a few free scoops, what ever their rea son. For

exam ple, I think foot ball (i.e. soc cer) was designed to

bore the balls off buf fa los but, as an unem ployed Aroma

Ther a pist liv ing on Merseyside, I was always ready to

join the lads in the Ale house when ever Liv er pool F. C.

won another tro phy. For them it was a moment to be

cher ished – a fleet ing oppor tu nity to sing their beloved

anthems and brag about some thing in their oth er wise

repressed and depress ing lives. For me it was sim ply an

excuse for a skin full of ale and a chance to be slightly

obnox ious. 

And so it was a month or so ago when I hooked up

with a group of delir i ous Dem o crats bent on cel e brat ing

another sea son of Obamarama. Now pol i tics isn’t really

my poke either, but even I can see the stu pid ity of giv ing

more power to the finan cial and cor po rate warthogs, so I

was ready for the big shin dig at Bubba Dumbowksi’s

place. 

The inau gu ra tion cer e mony was unabashed thea tre

crammed with patri otic anthems and, despite being an

“alien,” I raised my voice with the best of them. There

were cheers all round when the re-elected Pres i dent

spoke about the need for envi ron men tal man age ment,
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healthcare, gun con trol and invit ing our gay broth ers and 

sis ters back into the dys func tional human fam ily. Sure

this was all about the mighty U. S. of A, but when I led

the group in a rous ing ren di tion of “You’ll Never Walk

Alone” (The revered anthem of Liv er pool F. C. ) we, the

peo ple, became as one. 

But, a week or so later, when we resumed our fes tiv i -

ties at Bubba’s to watch the State of the Union address,

my enthu si asm waned. All that crap about the mid dle

class began to stick in my craw. Then, when El

Presidento went on about edu ca tion, it dawned on me

that, behind the rhet o ric of human val ues, we are still

stuck with that insid i ous cliche, “It’s the econ omy, stu -

pid.”

This trig gered the only legit i mate cause I fess up to –

attack ing the repres sive agenda we are urged to impose

on our kids in main tain ing the sta tus quo. Even with a

reju ve nated bunch of mind less mid dle class con sum ers

and jobs for all, the sta tus quo sucks and our pri mary

agenda should be to use our edu ca tional resources to lib -

er ate our kids from its clutches. As it is, we’ve been

conned into believ ing that edu ca tion should be a nation -

wide sys tem of job train ing designed to serve the needs

of the self-serv ing cor po rate leaches and their mind less

polit i cal toad ies. From their per spec tive, law enforce -

ment, pris ons, insane asy lums, ‘re-edu ca tion’ insti tu tions 

and work houses are all poten tial job-cre ation options. A

pox on them all, I say. 

As my fel low rev el lers con tin ued to cel e brate the

begin ning of a new era, my own spirit sank into a bot -

tom less bog. On the Grey hound Limo back to the Ruby

Dubb Doss House, I amused myself by scrib bling the hid -

den man i festo that had taken me from fri vol ity to

fore bod ing after only one mug of Dumbowski’s best
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domes tic cham pagne. Hav ing been informed by reli able

White House sources that Mr. Obama likes to read this

col umn in the Oval Office Bog (Rest Room), I would like

to share with you, the ded i cated read ers of CYC On-Line,

the doc u ment that will never be, and never should be,

made pub lic. 

Bring ing the class back into the class room

Let it be known that, in accor dance with the Pres i den -

tial State of the (Trade) Union address, we the peo ple will 

take imme di ate steps to re-estab lish our right ful place as

the world leader in Indus try & Com merce, and all other

mat ters deemed to be cap i tal is tic, com pet i tive or just

plain cool. 

Let it by known that, to this end, we the peo ple will cre -

ate a new and pros per ous mid dle class capa ble of driv ing

our inter nal econ omy to infi nite lev els of expan sion

through ever- increas ing lev els of con sum er ism in the pur -

suit of indi vid ual hap pi ness and cor po rate wealth. We’ll

deal with the lower class next time around. 

Let it be known that the old

con ser va tive ‘Trickle-Down’ eco -

nomic dogma of the

Rea gan/Thatcher era has been

offi cially replaced by the new lib -

eral “Make it Pour-Down”

phi los o phy of the cur rent admin -

is tra tion. May it pour down on

those most in need – we the peo -

ple. Let us not for get that most

chil dren will become peo ple

some day. 

27



Let it be known that the new spirit of sci en tific, tech -

no log i cal and entre pre neur ial advance ment will inspire

our chil dren to find jobs com men su rate with their sci en -

tific and man a ge rial tal ents and aspi ra tions. For chil dren

who are pre pared to work hard, the ulti mate reward will

be jobs, jobs and more jobs. Then they will have the

bucks to send their own kids to col lege. 

Let it be known that, wher ever pos si ble, chil dren will

be enrolled in state mon i tored pre-school pro grams as

soon as they have moved through that awk ward infan tile

stage of want ing every thing their own way. The empha sis 

will be upon indi vid ual goals and mea sur able lev els of

achieve ment. State funded res i den tial treat ment pro -

grams for ado les cent adjust ment reac tions will be

estab lished in every State. 

Let it be known that, given the above, the fol low ing

prin ci ples and prac tices shall be adopted by all who

raise, teach or oth er wise influ ence the chil dren of this

diminishingly green and poten tially pros per ous land: 

1. Cou ples plan ning to have chil dren must be gain -

fully employed and com mit ted to fam ily val ues. They

should have either achieved, or be in the pro cess of

achiev ing, mid dle-class sta tus at the time of appli ca tion. 

2. Research shows that chil dren who expe ri ence the

strug gle of birth with out assis tance become the most

highly moti vated achiev ers. For this rea son, med i cal

induc tions and C-Sec tion deliv er ies will only be per -

formed for mid dle and upper class moth ers at the request 

of their law yers. 

3. Research shows that chil dren begin learn ing imme -

di ately after con cep tion. For this rea son, state-assisted
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early child hood edu ca tion pro grams will train expec tant

par ents in the lat est data-input tech niques. All pro spec -

tive par ents will be pro vided with the man ual “Learn ing

in the Classwomb” free of charge. Increased fam ily allow -

ances will be made avail able where new borns are able to

recite the two-times table within three days fol low ing

birth (n. b. 421 Chi nese babies have already dem on -

strated this poten tial on the aba cus).  

4. Research shows that the first three years of life are

crit i cal in the devel op ment of a child’s sense of self and

future aspi ra tions. For this rea son, par ents will be

encour aged to focus upon reward ing all the good stuff

and ignor ing (or pun ish ing) all that child ish non sense

kids get into when their real edu ca tion is neglected. Self

esteem that isn’t based on accom plish ment is no more

than self-decep tion. 

5. Research shows that chil dren who have been ade -

quately pre pared for pre-school will have aban doned

child ish fan ta sies and refuse to waste time mess ing

around with the other kids. Early achiev ers who have

mas tered their num ber facts and are think ing in a log i cal

and sci en tific man ner are ready to engage in play activ i -

ties that empha size dis ci pline and healthy com pe ti tion. 

6. Research shows that pre-schooled kids enter grade

school with a dis tinct advan tage. They know how to sit

in rows and repeat in uni son what ever they’ve just been

told. This makes it pos si ble for teach ers to con trol edu ca -

tional inputs, sort out the stars from the strag glers and

estab lish dif fer en ti ated lev els of com pe ti tion. The sooner

chil dren know whether they are going to become sci en -

tists, admin is tra tors, accoun tants, entre pre neurs or
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secu rity guards, the more they can become focussed on

the job at hand and look for ward to the job ahead. In this

way, every child can expe ri ence suc cess and feel good

about him self (or even her self). Even a deliv ery boy (no

girls here) can find his way into the mid dle class by hir -

ing other deliv ery boys when the time comes. 

7. Teach ers are there to teach the curriculum approved

by the state author i ties and selected cor po rate spon sors.

Their remu ner a tion and sta tus will be based upon mea -

sur able edu ca tional out comes. Those mush-ped dlers who 

think of them selves as ‘fa cil i ta tors’ will be redi rected into 

other more suit able work in Gov ern ment Ser vice or on

the Cor po rate park ing lots. This is com pat i ble with our

motto – “Jobs for all, regard less of race, com pe tence and

sex ual ori en ta tion.”

8. The afore-men tioned cur ric ula should be geared to

the phi los o phy and objec tives stated in the New Man i -

festo. To this end, the fol low ing prac tices shall apply: 

1. Pre-schoolers should not be dis tracted from real ity

with fairy tales and sandboxes. These archaic forms

will be replaced by sto ries of real-life heroes (e.g. Bill

Gates, Lee Iacocca and Don ald Trump) and

pre-designed learn ing kits (e. g. Mattel’s Magic

Micro-Lab,Play time’s Build Your Own Drone and

Tinkertoy’s How to Catheterize Your Teddy). 

2. Sci ence, math e mat ics, tech nol ogy and busi ness

admin is tra tion are what real edu ca tion is about. Cre -

ative teach ers will know how to incor po rate all the

other stuff into the pre scribed cur ric u lum. For exam -

ple, draft ing and tech ni cal draw ing are the pur est form 
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of artis tic design. In music, com put ers can crank out

sound vari a tions that Mozart could never have imag -

ined. And, when it comes to drama, act ing out the

roles being played out in the thea tre of cor po rate life

con tains unlim ited learn ing and diag nos tic poten tials. 

3. There shall be no school drop-outs or kick-outs.

Teach ers of ‘Spe cial Needs’ stu dents will be trained to

pre scribe and dis pense psychotropic med i ca tion as

appro pri ate, thereby reduc ing the stag ger ing costs of

our healthcare sys tem. Spe cial Needs kids who want

to waste their lives danc ing, paint ing pic tures or play -

ing with words will be removed from the main stream

and taught how to mar ket their prod ucts with out state

assis tance. Stat u tory rewards such as pocket-money

and trips to Dis ney land will not be made avail able for

recal ci trant off spring who refuse to par tic i pate in cre -

at ing the new tomor row. Chil dren who per sis tently fail 

to meet the grade will be grouped accord ing to their

par tic u lar dis abil ity and given the ben e fit of dif fer en -

tial treat ment admin is tered by duly qual i fied reme dial

prac ti tio ners. 

4. Par ents with mid dle-class sta tus, or above, will be

per mit ted to enrol their chil dren

in state-licensed pri vate schools

(see sec tion 47.1). These insti tu -

tions will be required to com ply

with all of the above with spe cial 

dis pen sa tions for those pay ing

an annual licence fee in excess

of twelve mil lion dol lars. 

31



(At this point in my scrib bling, I was dis tracted by two

ado les cent pillocks sit ting on the other side of the bus.

Obvi ously bored and inca pa ble of cre at ing their own

enter tain ment, they decided that I should be the object of

their amuse ment. It took the rest of jour ney for me to put

them in their place. “Good luck Mr. Obama” I said as they 

sank silently back into their own stu pid ity. )

Don’t get me wrong, I think the cur rent Pres i dent of

the United States is a class act. I can’t imag ine what it

must be like to jug gle such an array of con flict ing inter -

ests in pre sid ing over the most pow er ful and

for ward-look ing nation on the planet. But, for my money, 

edu ca tion and com pro mise don’t mix. If we still have a

chance to reclaim our col lec tive rela tion ship with Grand -

mother Earth, this is the arena in which we, the peo ple,

can cre ate a future based upon the human val ues that Mr. 

Obama so pas sion ately and elo quently artic u lates. For me 

this means that the over rid ing edu ca tional goal should be 

to pro vide chil dren with oppor tu ni ties to explore and

express their own innate human ity; to cre ate rela tion -

ships that have mean ing and sub stance and to learn how

to col lab o rate with oth ers in meet ing the great est chal -

lenges we have ever faced. 

Such prin ci ples call for a very dif fer ent man i festo from 

the one I scrib bled on my fifty-two min ute bus ride. The

chal lenge does not begin with our kids. Whether they are 

born in Chi cago or Beijing, they already pos sess the basic 

ingre di ents to change the world. It is we, the peo ple, who 

must change, not so much in our think ing but in our way 

of being with our selves, each other and ulti mately, our

chil dren In other words, we need to re-edu cate our selves

before we can invite our kids to join the party. 
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As for me, I’m fully recov ered from my Cyn i cal

Depres sion and ready for the next fes tive occa sion (tele -

phone num ber on request). 
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Chap ter 4

This Be the “F” Word

When it comes to get ting kiddy-poos to go beddy-byes, 

you can for get all that mush about ‘Brahms Lul laby’ and

“Rock-a-Bye Baby”. Now the top sell ing parenting book

in North Amer ica has turned Wee Willy Win kie into

Attila the Hun with its catchy child-cen tered title, “Go

the Fuck to Sleep.” Despite the ques tion able gram mar, we 

finally have a clear and direct mes sage that even the

most manip u la tive bed time malin gerer can be taught to

under stand. So, let’s hear it for Mom and Dad who can

now look for ward to undisrupted eve nings lost in con ju -

gal bliss or watch ing “Danc ing With the Stars”. 

Accord ing to the coo ing reviews, the bril liance of this

lit er ary gem is that it removes the guilt from all those

repressed par ents who have secretly har bored the

unthink able thought that their kids can be a pain in the

ass. Now you might think this an ambi tious claim for

such a pid dling lit tle pub li ca tion, but I believe it strikes

an even deeper and more res o nant chord. My own exten -

sive research sug gests that the mes sage offers respite for

all the down trod den vic tims of west ern moral ity who

remain con vinced that par ents who don’t like their kids will 

be con demned to an eter nity wash ing shitty dia pers in the

River Styx. 

Admit tedly, my par tic i pant-observer meth od ol ogy and

anec dotal data may not suit the sta tis ti cal bri gade, but

my find ings are none the less com pel ling. For exam ple,
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con sider the fol low ing exchange (and my insight ful inter -

pre ta tions) recorded in our local book store. “Oh look at

this filth Elmer. Isn’t it dis gust ing?” (Oh dear Lord, do

they speaketh the truth in the lan guage of Satan?). 

“Disgrace ful Elea nor. This place should be closed down for 

ped dling obscen ity.” (I’ll pick up a copy tomor row and give 

it to Miss Fanny after Sunday School. I can’t wait to see

that sweet blush of inno cence).  

Empir i cal valid ity aside, you may be ask ing your self

how such a corny lit tle pic ture book with its silly lit tle

verses has man aged to hit the jack pot? Well, the answer

is quite sim ple. Take out the word “fuck” and this spoof

of a parenting man ual becomes just another fee ble

attempt to insin u ate a spot of lev ity into the mis er a ble

lives of con fused, over-stressed, dis il lu sioned and gen er -

ally incom pe tent par ents. Ah yes folks, there are many

out there, but with out the magic word, this piece of her -

esy would be left to lan guish on the ‘would-be humor’

shelves of strug gling book stores every where. Isn’t it

incred i ble how one of the most com monly used words in 

the Eng lish lan guage still has the power to attract such

atten tion, while tak ing yet another swipe at the prat tling

pur ists and their tedious “fam ily val ues”? 

At this point, we can only spec u late about the

long-term effects of lib er at ing par ents from their repres -

sive obli ga tions, but you can be sure the men tal health

indus try will be care fully mon i tor ing the sit u a tion.

Chronic depres sion, bi-polar ity, acute stress, gen er al ized

anx i ety etc., etc., may well lose their mar ket value neces -

si tat ing a fran ti cally com piled DSM VI along with a new

smor gas bord of chem i cal prod ucts for mind less con sum -

ers. For mind ful research ers, like myself, it’s a fas ci nat ing 

pros pect. 
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For the more socio log i cally minded, would n’t it be

ironic if this dra ma tized ver sion of ‘tough love’ trig gered

a return to the “because I say so” style of parenting. So

it’s back to the good old days when kids were account -

able to their par ents, rather than the other way around.

No more search ing for under ly ing devel op men tal trau -

mas or attach ment dis or ders. To hell with the experts and 

their psy cho log i cal codswallop – kids need to be taught

to respect and obey the voices of author ity with out ques -

tion or com plaint. 

Could it be that the word that shocked Elmer and Elea -

nor could actu ally help to free these impov er ished souls

from repres sion and breathe new life into their revered

tra di tional fam ily val ues? Per haps they could exer cise

this new found free dom by tell ing their off spring to “get

with the pro gram or face the fucking con se quences.”Yea!

Tell is like is Elmo old boy. And what if the same free dom 

was granted to those of you who choose to work with the

really rot ten kids? You know the ones I’m talk ing about.

Would n’t you just love to drop the manip u la tive clap trap

and let the lit tle shits know what you really think and

how you intend to deal with their devi ous she nan i gans. 

Of course this is all fan tasy. We’re far too entrenched

in Freud ian obfuscations and human is tic twad dle to

retrieve the native wis dom of yes ter year. The good news

is that we can surely expect more from the cre ators of

this nota ble best seller. Per son ally, I can’t wait for the

sequels – “Shut the Fuck Up”, “Get the Fuck Out of Here”

and “Get Your Own Fucking Break fast”. Then comes the

poetic train ing man ual for the most chron i cally repressed 

par ents,“If You Can’t Say Fuck, You’re Out of Luck.”All

these delight ful offer ings may not change the world but

at least they’d be good for a laugh. 
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So, carry on as you are, ship mates – it may not be long 

before we hit the ice berg but, at least, can we’ll all go

down gig gling. 

p.s. If you have neg a tive feel ings about this review, I

rec om mend you read “The Chil dren’s Story” by James

Clavell, pub lished in 1981. Now that really is a shocker. 
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Chap ter 5

Straight Talk

An Address Given by Rev. Haroun (Dick) Entwistle MD

at Some Con fer ence

Today, I want to talk about pun ish ment. That’s right,

good old fash ioned, down-to-earth, get-what-you-deserve 

pun ish ment. Oh I know you pathetic pur vey ors of per -

mis sive psy cho-trash have been led to believe that

pun ish ment is cruel, that it inhib its self-expres sion, low -

ers self-esteem and, accord ing to the experts, sim ply

does n’t work. But I want to talk about what I call

“humane” pun ish ment – a form of inter ven tion that

builds char ac ter, teaches fair

play, dis tin guishes between

right and wrong, upholds jus -

tice and erad i cates anti-social

behav ior. Now this, you must

admit, is in the best inter est of

the child. 

You don’t need a Ph.D. in

psychopathology to know that

kids who’ve never been pun -

ished are a pain; they begin by 

being naughty and fin ish up as ter ror ists. Unable to

respect or accept author ity, they can never find con tent -

ment in their lives. So do you really want these young

punks to feel good about them selves? Give me a break.
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Kids should feel badly about them selves when they’ve

done some thing wrong. To feel guilt and remorse is to

have a con science and this is all that sep a rates us from

mani acs and mon keys. But the con science is not cre ated

by soft words and gen tle per sua sion, it comes from the

expe ri ence of know ing exactly what hap pens when you

step over the line. Some of you might feel more “com fort -

able” with the word “con se quences” but let’s not beat

about the George W. Bush here. We’re talk ing about pun -

ish ment, pain and sim ple. 

Just for a moment, for get all the eth i cal and the o ret i cal 

stuff and look at the impor tance of pun ish ment in your

own life. If you’re hon est, you’ll admit that your nas ti est

urges and naugh ti est thoughts are con tained by your fear

of the con se quences. What hap pens when you imag ine

cheat ing on your unsus pect ing spouse, tak ing that wal let

left in the locker room, peek ing through that bed room

win dow, or driv ing through that red light? If you have a

con science, sim ply by think ing about such things, you

will expe ri ence an imme di ate sense of dis com fort – what

psy chol o gists refer to as the “clas si cally con di tioned anx -

i ety response.”Now con sider the bad things you’ve

actu ally done and check in again with your feel ings. If

you’ve been humanely pun ished, you will feel guilt and

remorse and this is what restrains you from future trans -

gres sions. If you have no such feel ings, you’re prob a bly a

psy cho path in need of a lobot omy. 

Humane pun ish ment allows us con tain the Devil’s

bad ness in chil dren and focus on their God-given good -

ness. By mak ing a clear dis tinc tion between right and

wrong, we teach the val ues of respect ing prop erty and

author ity so kids can live with a sense of safety in a civ i -

lized and pre dict able world. But humane pun ish ment

isn’t like throw ing a brick at a chicken; it’s actu ally a
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highly sen si tive pro cess that sys tem at i cally quashes evil

and rein forces good ness. And this prin ci ple is the glue

that holds our most revered insti tu tions together, from

the Fam ily to the Min is try of Defense. As the phi los o pher 

Thomas Hobbes so elo quently reminds us, with out such

restraints, our lives on this planet would be “nasty, brut -

ish and short.”

Why is it then that so many par ents and pro fes sion als

seem to lack the nec es sary com mit ment to pun ish will ful 

wick ed ness? Well, the answer is sim ple – in most cases

these pathetic wea sels have never been pun ished them -

selves. It’s the old story that you can’t give to oth ers what 

you your self don’t have. 

I’m for tu nate to have had a father that cared enough to 

pun ish me roy ally when ever the need arose. Of course, I

did n’t like it at the time, and I some times rebelled, but he 

was always there for me, turn ing the car ing screw of par -

ent hood until it finally sunk in that his author ity was not 

some thing to be messed with. He knew instinc tively that

the pain should be sharp, imme di ate and cer tain. Yet, he

was a sen si tive man who would often take the time to

explain his actions, even though I needed no expla na -

tion. On one occa sion he said, “Son, this is going to hurt

me more that it’s going to hurt you,” and, with that, he

slapped him self across the face. He was just that kind of

guy. But I always knew exactly what I’d done and, deep

down, I under stood that he was only try ing to help me.

On another occa sion, I remem ber see ing tears in his eyes

as he let me out of the tool shed and, in that moment, I

real ized that my pain was also his pain. Later, when I

told him that I had fully deserved the dis ci pline, he took

me in his arms and we wept together. He knew, as I did,

that I had learned to take my pun ish ment like a man and

that I was ready to take full respon si bil ity for my own
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wick ed ness. It was a

moment when that mag i cal

bond between a father and

his son was con sum -

mated.Thanks to him, I

have become the per son I

am today. Fur ther more, I

am now able to pun ish oth -

ers, though always in their

best inter ests.

But what about those

adults, who never had the

ben e fit of such a car ing par -

ent? Well the good news is

that it’s never too late to

make up for the defi cien cies of a deprived child hood.

Adults who wish to rec tify this devel op men tal defect

within them selves have two pos si ble options. 

The most effec tive method is to find a part ner who is

com pe tent in the art of humane pun ish ment and nego ti -

ate a suit able con tract. Mar riage is an ideal arrange ment,

since most of us instinc tively go off in search of spouses

who can give us what our par ents failed to give, whether

that be pun ish ment or a trip to Dis ney land. Being locked

into a life-long com mit ment means that vir tu ally every

aspect of mar riage, from sex to paint ing the guest-room,

can become an arena in which pun ish ment can be lov -

ingly given and grate fully received. 

But, for those not yet ready to take the vows of Holy

Mat ri mony, there are other pos si bil i ties. There may well

be a friend, a col league or, better still, a boss who can be

know ingly or unwit tingly co-opted into the pro ject. If

money is not an issue, there is also wide vari ety of pro -

fes sional ser vices, many of which will offer money-back
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guar an tees. But, what ever the choice, the most crit i cal

fac tor is that the punishee must not be allowed to head

for the hills when the pun isher swings into action – this

will sim ply inten sify the prob lem. 

If a suit able rela tional arrange ment can not be estab -

lished, the other option is self-pun ish ment. I real ize this

might con jure up all kinds of repul sive fan ta sies in your

minds but, as a ther a peu tic strat egy, sys tem atic self-pun -

ish ment is actu ally a highly dis ci plined learn ing pro cess

that can be incred i bly effec tive in enhanc ing guilt and

mod i fy ing anti-social behav ior. How ever strange it might

seem to the unini ti ated, those who prac tice self-pun ish -

ment gen er ally draw high lev els of sat is fac tion, and even

plea sure, from the expe ri ence. This is nei ther the time nor

the place to dis cuss the spe cific tech niques of self-pun ish -

ment, although most of you will already be famil iar with

some of the more com mon meth ods. Any one inter ested in

learn ing more about this ther a peu tic strat egy can give me

a call at 666-7777 after 6 p. m. (except on Sun days or dur -

ing ‘Hockey Night in Can ada’). 

Return ing to the prob lems of today’s youth, one of the

main rea sons why par ents and pro fes sion als have turned

away from pun ish ment is because they’ve been bam boo -

zled into think ing of kids as inno cent‘crea tures of the

uni verse’ that need to be ‘hon ored,’‘val i dated, ‘res o nated

with’ ... or what ever. 

Accord ing to this New Age gar bage, child hood wick ed -

ness and ado les cent ter ror ism are the result of

devel op men tal “inju ries” (Oh that word! ) inflicted by

poor or abu sive parenting. Oh, so it’s the par ents who are 

sup posed to feel guilty? –how cute! In this inver sion of

logic and com mon-sense, many pro fes sion als have come

to regard even the most obnox ious kids as inno cent vic -

tims who need ‘heal ing’ rather than dis ci pline, train ing
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and cor rec tion. I’ve even heard some Child and Youth

Care Work ers refer ring to them selves as “heal ers.”What -

ever you might think about this dis torted ide ol ogy, there

can be no doubt that adults have handed their power

over to their kids and, all across the West ern world, we

see enti tled brats get ting every thing they want and

demand ing more.

But we are enter ing another Age – an age of moral rea -

son ing and jus tice. Finally some of our world lead ers are

declar ing war on the forces of evil that sur round us. We

can sup port these vision ar ies in many ways but none

better than find ing the cour age to inter vene in the eter nal 

bat tle between good and evil that rages in our chil dren.

Our chil dren are our future. But first we must dis miss

the roman tic non sense of the mush ped dlers who like to

talk about child hood inno cence. Chil dren are sin ners,

just like the rest of us. When it comes down to it, they

don’t give a badger’s bot tom for any body but them selves.

In psy chi at ric terms they are all psy cho paths from the

moment of con cep tion until they learn that there is more

to life than self-grat i fi ca tion. 

The human fetus has abso lutely no regard for the

father whose seed gave it life and the mother whose body 

it con sumes. Don’t get me wrong. I’m not blam ing the

fetus because, at this stage, it does n’t know any better

and that’s my very point. At the ear li est pos si ble moment 

in its devel op ment, the would-be human should come to

know about the paren tal sac ri fices and learn ways to

show its grat i tude and respect. And we don’t have to wait 

for the devel op ment of the neo-cor tex. Guilt is first and

fore most a somatic, or bodily expe ri ence and, accord ing

to recent devel op ments in pre and peri-natal psy chol ogy,

we can now inter vene much ear lier than we ever thought 

pos si ble. Who knows, with the devel op ment of new
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child-rear ing tech nol o gies, the day may well come when

chil dren are born into this world as pro-social beings that 

have already learned to con trol their prim i tive urges and

know what they must do to please their par ents. Mean -

while, we who work as pro fes sion als must con tinue our

efforts to clean up the mess. And if you think you can do

this with out pun ish ment, go smoke another joint – pot

head. 

Let us pray. 
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Chap ter 6

Celebrating Perversity

I’ve never thought of myself as a nice per son – I don’t

even like nice peo ple. Much as I like to play the clown, I

no lon ger doubt, or even dis guise, the black ness behind

the mot ley, for I am both. Within every com edy lurks a

trag edy and every dose of hor ror con tains an equal serv -

ing of hilar ity. While we may choose to focus on one or

the other, it’s in the union of these ele ments that both the 

despair and the delight of our lives become defined. 

 This is easy to grasp from the mid dle, but the fur ther

we push into one sphere or the other, the more lop sided

the equa tion appears. In the extreme, it’s no eas ier to

draw the humor from our suf fer ing than it is to rec og nize 

the pain within our ecstasy. Yet, par a dox i cal as it might

seem, it is only by expe ri enc ing the extrem i ties that we

see their con nec tion and come to know what it means to

be fully who you are. 

This is not the pre ferred option of nice peo ple seek ing

to lead nice lives in the mid dle of the road. Nor does it

suit the mor al ists who cre ate and impose the rules

intended to keep us there. Behind their reli gious, eth i cal

and human is tic exhor ta tions they live in fear of their

own human ity, and their righ teous ness stems from a dis -

torted belief that to be fully who we are is to be a dan ger

to self and oth ers. The cure for their mal ady is sim ple –

to laugh at them selves; but God and Good ness, like good

old Queen Vic to ria, are not eas ily amused. But, enough of 
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the phi los o phy, let me illus trate my the sis with a story. 

Once upon a whim, I turned up at a “Cel e brat ing

Human Diver sity” sem i nar, believ ing this to be one event 

in which a vis i ble minor ity per son such as myself would

find com plete and unques tion ing accep tance. Stroll ing

care lessly by the reg is tra tion desk, I was hauled in by a

very fat woman wear ing a “Save the Whales” T shirt. As

always, there was humor to be had, but this was to be a

day of reflec tion. 

“Are you reg is tered in this sem i nar?” she asked in a

man ner rem i nis cent of the school nurse who once exam -

ined me in my under-pants and demanded to know if I’d

been touch ing myself. 

“No my Lady, I was invited by a friend. My name is

Cedrick and my friend’s name is …. .”

“It does n’t mat ter who your friends are. If you’re not

on the list, you’re not in the sem i nar.”She was now a

size able obsta cle between me and my intended des ti na -

tion. 

I was con sid er ing my options when a man dressed as a 

woman came over from the reg is tra tion desk. His out fit –

per ox ide blonde wig, com pletely over done mas cara,

gaudy blue silk blouse and black leather skirt – was not

only uncon vinc ing; it was a taste less mock ery of fash ion.

He looked me over with the dis dain I felt for him. 

“O. K, what are you try ing to pull.”His man ner was

decid edly testosteronic. 

“Well usu ally I’m ready to pull what ever hangs out but 

I’m tak ing the day off” 

His sneer crept up the side of his face. “So what’s with 

the ridic u lous out fit? 

Fight ing the obvi ous temp ta tion, I opted for the sim ple 

truth. “It gives me a per sona,” I said. “It’s like a uni form

only more per sonal” 
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“Bully bullshit,” the man said. “You’ve come to take

the piss.”

I was about to offer a diag no sis of his appar ent obses -

sion with eliminatory bodily func tions when good old

Ponsford Sanganiaka, my Nige rian friend and one of the

sem i nar orga niz ers, boogied over. Now Ponsford is a big

man (in all respects they say) and the sheer power of his

pres ence is enough to send a charg ing rhino into retreat.

“Hey Cedrick, you made it man,” he cried, throw ing out

his arms and envel op ing me in the volu mi nous folds of

his tribal rega lia. “Come on, I’ve saved a seat for

you.”Com pletely ignor ing my two assail ants, he ges tured

toward door of the audi to rium. The blonde bomb shell

shook his head and sighed. “Big mis take,” he whis pered

loudly and pro phet i cally. 

Once inside the hall, Ponsford whisked me through

the hun dred or so peo ple already assem bled, sat me

down in the front row and, with out warn ing, depos ited

his enor mous cor pus onto my lap. “This is a vir gin on the 

ridic u lous,” I gasped. Ponsford, who is eas ily amused,

guf fawed, rolled off onto the adja cent chair, crashed to

the floor, picked him self up and, still laugh ing like a

maniac, made his exit. Being pro fes sion ally attuned to

the sen si tiv i ties of an audi ence, I knew imme di ately that

this lit tle epi sode of Ponfoolery had not been well

received by the gal lery behind and I was relieved when

the sem i nar leader, a renowned Diva of Diver sity, took

the stage to deliver his open ing remarks. 

He was an appeal ing fel low, in a pie and pud ding sort

of way, and his mes sage about human rights, dig nity and

tol er ance was accom pa nied by many head nods, assorted 

grunts of agree ment and spo radic bursts of applause. 

After his short pre sen ta tion, our facil i ta tor, a bouncy

young buck, entered stage right and asked us to move our 
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chairs to the wall and “min gle”.  I’ve always liked that

word “min gle” and I played with it as I strolled around. 

In the spirit of the occa sion I approached a few strag -

glers and told them I thought “mungle” or “man gle”

were prob a bly better words for what we were doing,

but these engage ments were brief and bor ing. My inter -

est was revived when our friendly facil i ta tor told us to

stop and notice where we were stand ing in rela tion to

the other group mem bers. Some folks stood in lit tle

clumps, oth ers on their own. Some were hov er ing

around the edges while oth ers had taken up places

smack in the mid dle. Despite my inten tion of get ting

involved I had become ‘jin gled’ (i.e. alone in a cor ner,

watch ing it all unfold). 

We were then asked to think about a group or affil i a -

tion that was sig nif i cant for us – race, coun try of birth,

sex ual pref er ence, polit i cal belief, pro fes sional role, pri -

mary value, or what ever. After a few moments for

thought, the facil i ta tor began to ask a few peo ple to

make their selec tion known and all who shared that

par tic u lar affil i a tion were invited to join together. This

was a lengthy pro cess of delib er a tion and nego ti a tion

but, even tu ally every body was attached to one group or 

another, except one – me. 

Now you might think this was a delib er ate ploy on

my part but I had no such inten tion in mind. In fact I

stretched myself to the point of incre du lity to find

some sense of con nec tion with one group or another. I

was actu ally pre pared to join any group that seemed

remotely hos pi ta ble, but found none. Given my

well-man i cured place in the tap es try of diver sity, how -

ever, it would be a lie to say I felt, lonely, rejected or

vic tim ized. Cer tainly I wanted to par tic i pate, but even a 

pied plonker like me must hang onto some sense of



integ rity and dig nity. 

Our tena cious facil i ta tor was obvi ously less com fort -

able with my iso la tion. “Isn’t there any group you

iden tify with?” he asked, while the oth ers watched from

afar. 

“No.”

“Not even remotely?”

“No”

“So how would you describe your self? There may be

oth ers like you here.”

“I’m a fool.”

“That’s not really you, this is a role you like to play, for 

what ever rea son.”

“No, it’s much more than that. This is my iden tity: it

con tains my thoughts and feel ings, just like being a black 

man, a white woman, a Cath o lic, a human ist, a lib eral or

a les bian. It just so hap pens that I’m the only one of my

kind in the room

“So you feel no sense of affil i a tion with one sin gle per -

son here. Is that right?”

“Not unless I can call them ‘crack pots’ and they feel

happy to be rec og nized.”

“You must be a very lonely per son.”

“Not at all, my rela tion ships are infi nite. 

“With whom?”

“With every body.”I opened my arms to embrace the

dis tant gath er ing. 

Again, my senses told me this was enough. The

friendly facil i ta tor was becom ing frus trated and the audi -

ence rest less. But the script was flow ing in my favor and

the Diver sity Diva Him self entered from the wings and

took cen tre stage. “Is there any group that would like to

offer this man a place?” he asked. Much mum bling fol -

lowed until a lone voice rose above the rest. “Yes, we

49



will, if he agrees to take this thing seri ously.” The Diva

looked at me. “Sorry,” I said, “but I don’t even take myself 

seri ously.” The mum bling was becom ing can ker ous. “Is

there a group will ing to accept this man with out con di -

tions?” Silence. The neigh bor hood facil i ta tor stepped

back into the spot light. “We can’t spend any lon ger on

this,” he ruled. “If you’re not will ing to go along with the

rest, then per haps you don’t belong here. The Diva raised 

his hands above his head, as Divas are inclined to do.  

“Why not get on with the busi ness of the day and let this

man sim ply roam around in what ever way he sees fit? If

his pres ence is in some way dis rup tive to your group,

then you can take what ever steps you deem nec es sary to

pur sue your own inter ests. I’m sure he’s not going to

invade or hurt any body.” The facil i ta tor shook his head

but seized the chance to get his agenda back on track.   

“Okay, will each group find a place for them selves some -

where in the hall and ….  .”     

The Diva came over and rested a hand on my shoul -

der. “You’re a free man,” he said with a smile. “Not

really,” I told him, “but this is where I belong. I’m not

look ing for accep tance, I’m look ing for fun and there’s

lots out there don’t you think?” He grinned and with drew 

gra ciously. 
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Chap ter 7

A Child’s Christmas 
not far from Wales

One Christ mas was so much like another in Lil’s

Group Home for Bad Boys on Bucky Street. I can still

hear the dis tant vom it ing of drunks roll ing out of the ale -

houses as I tried to get some sleep. I can’t remem ber

whether it pissed down with rain for six days and six

nights when I was fif teen or whether it rained for fif teen

days and fif teen nights when I was pissed. All the Christ -

mases roll down toward the tough-tongued tarts that

lived in the knock-shop by the carol-sing ing dock yards.

And then, out come Ronnie Bab cock and the Lowry boys. 
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It was on the after noon of Christ mas Eve, and I was

smok ing a ciggy in the back alley, wait ing for rats, with

my pal Jack. It was always pissing down at Christ mas.

Decem ber, in my mem ory, is wet as Sevvy Park pond,

though there were no ducks. But there were rats. 

Patient, drenched and deter mined, our hands clasped

around our fish-fried sticks, we waited to club the rats.

Slinky-eyed mon sters, sneak ing and squeal ing, slim ing

out of the sewer vents and the lynx-eyed hunt ers, Jack

and I, wellie-booted club bers from New found land, off

High Park Street, would bring our deadly clubs down on

their sil ver-slathered backs. At the end of the hunt, we

would bun dle their beaten corpses into a plassy bag and

take them to the rat-catcher for tup pence a kick. 

We were so still. Newfie-footed club bers in the sod den 

silence of the eter nal rain — eter nal ever since last Fri day 

— that we never noticed Ronnie and the Lowry boys ooz -

ing out of the Black Swan onto a pass ing ice berg by

Rosamond Ter race. Then we heard the bombilating voice

of Mr. O’Reilly,the land lord, from within. “Fuck off and

don’t come back you bunch of gobshites.” he yelled. “And 

a Merry Crimbo to you,” shouted Bab cock. “We’ll give yer 

a Kirby Kiss if yer come over ‘ere’,” shouted one of the

Lowry boys. Then the scuf fle started as Mr. O’Reilly and

three or four bounc ers bounced out of the door to min gle

with the ejected rab ble. I think it was Ronnie who threw

the first punch but it all hap pened in the flash of a jig -

ger-rab bit’s eye. Fists fly ing in all direc tions, heads

knock ing on heads, knees crunch ing into crotches and

white knuck les throt tling gasp ing throats. Then the

Bizzies arrived and stuffed them all in a van – all except

Mr. O’Reilly who had mys te ri ously evap o rated back into

the Woodbined haze of the Swan. 
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This was better than all the rats in all the alleys in all

the Din gle. We legged it over to the other side of the road, 

our sticks under our arms, and we sang “God Rest Ye

Merry Gen tle men,” our wel lies keep ing tempo on the

dump ling cob bled street. “Merry Christ mas Lads,” came

a voice from the dark ness. It was an old dosser, his crum -

pled image brought back to life by the lights of a wooden

Christ mas tree in Starkey’s shop win dow. “A tan ner for a

glass of wine and God will fill yer stock ings for life.”

“Well it’s Crimbo,” I said, so we tossed our rat-bag into

his door way and headed for home. Lil would be there,

wait ing to wel come back her bold intrepid hunt ers. “Just

like King Wenchlessness,” said Jack. 

Years and years ago, when I was a boy, when there

were Liver Birds in Liv er pool, and dogs the color of cow

shit whisked past the rusted dust-bins, when we sang

and wal lowed all night in base ments that smelled like

pub lic carzies, when we chased manky moggies down

dung-bricked alleyways, it rained and rained. But here a

small sprog says, “It rained last year too. I pissed into a

pud dle and my brother did the same. So I pushed my

brother’s ugly mug into the pud dle and then we went

home for bacon butties.”

“But that was not the same rain,” I say. “Our rain not

only poured from black coal buck ets down the sky, it

came bub bling up from the gut ters and sloshed around

the back yards swill ing over our boots on the way to the

crap per like rats run ning over a dead pigeon. 

“Where there pigeons then, too?”

“Lil kept pigeons in her attic. Grey masked maraud ers

with pinky-park ing eyes and beaks that pecked at your

fin gers when you stuck them in the cage. One Christ mas

morn ing, Jack and I sprayed them with cake frost ing so

they looked like doves and sent them off when the
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church bells rang out across the stub born stones and

tar-licked tiles of Merseyside. We sang “I’m Dream ing of a 

White Christ mas” and then went down stairs for din ner. 

“Did Lil cook you Christ mas din ner then?”

“There were seven of us at the trough, all Din gle

Scallies dolled-up in our bezzies with pointed hats made

from wrap ping paper. Lil sat at the kitchen end wear ing a 

Father Christ mas cap with snow-white rim and half a

bob ble.”Merry Christ mas to all,” she said, hold ing up a

glass of her spe cial Yule tide fruit juice and the scoff

began. We pigged-out with cheeks burst ing goose that fell 

off the back of a lorry in Par lia ment Street. And roasted

tatties, hunch-backed hip pos lurk ing in the mud of liver

gravy ooz ing around an isle of suet-stuff ing. Then we all

belched and Jack said, “I’m Tiny Tim and I can hear the

pud ding sing.” “Gob it, you fat wap,” said Jim Casey.

“You gob it Casey,” said Kenny Spalding. 

“It’s fucking Christ mas.” “You can all gob it,” said Lil,

“or there’ll be no pud ding for any of yews.” Then we all

sang Jin gle Bells, except Jim who blew a snarl ing kiss at

my pal Jack. 

After din ner we all sat around the gas fire to open our

prez zies. Every body got a jig saw puz zle from the Sally

Ann and a bag of good ies from Mrs. Roger’s Sweet Shop.

Then Lil came in with another bot tle of her fruit juice

and a laun dry bag stuffed with brown par cels. We all got

three, each with our name writ ten on holly edged labels.

I got a pen knife with a curved blade for tak ing stones out 

of horse’s hoofs, a rub ber flash-light for hunt ing rats and

a book about Eski mos. There was a prez zie for Lil too –

yet another bot tle of her favour ite fruit juice, this one

wrapped in crum pled tis sue paper with a red bow

around its neck. She smiled, nod ded and took it back

into the kitchen
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Always on Christ mas night there was music. Lil sang a 

song called “Dan gling in the Din gle” and Kenny Spalding 

played four chords on his gui tar. Barry Jenkins recited

his favour ite poem: 

There’s a girl down our road they call Mary

She sells goosegoggs out side the dairy

I said, what are the Wack? and she answers me back

They’re like gear lit tle plums but all hairy

Jim said, “That’s got bug ger all to do with Christ mas.”

“Give yer chin a rest” said Kenny and we all applauded. 

When Lil went out to give her glass another dous ing,

Ricky Hodgson sang his Christ mas ditty about Santa

Claus and Woolyback Wankers but she came back before

he could fin ish the last verse and we all snig gered. 

 Then we played records and I went to bed. Look ing

through the bed room win dow, out into the pour ing dark -

ness, I could see the drift ing sil hou ettes of the

black-laced cas tles and gilt-crusted pal aces high above

Sugden’s Ware house and hear the liquored Yule tide

voices ris ing from belly of The Black Swan. I sat on the

bed. I said some words to the dis tant and unholy dark -

ness, and then I threw-up my din ner. 

Merry Christ mas & God help us ... every one, 

Your Yule tide pal,

Cedrick

p.s. Dylan Thomas has writ ten a sim i lar piece and that 

is cer tainly worth read ing. 
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PART TWO

Medical Myopia

EDITOR’S NOTE

If you man aged to make your way through the pre vi -

ous sec tion you prob a bly picked up the ‘writer’s’

some what neg a tive opin ion on the cur rent fash ion of

treat ing prob lem kids as med i cal patients. Whether you

agree with him or not I want you to know that I still have 

great respect for my fam ily doc tor and the staff at my

local hos pi tal. Per son ally, I do not believe that such a

noble pro fes sion should be sub jected to the kind of rid i -

cule you will find in the fol low ing pages. One day the

‘writer’ may find him self hav ing a much needed lobot -

omy and be forced to change his tune. Until then, the

fol low ing few pages reflect his unfor tu nate con di tion. 

GDF
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Chap ter 8

Up and Down on 
the Pharm

A Ver ba tim Tran script of Dr. Ritalinovich’s Wel come to

the Fun Pharm Camp

Good morn ing boys and girls and wel come to Fun

Pharm’s Sum mer Camp for Dubi ous Dis or ders and Sus pi -

cious Syn dromes, or DDSS for short. We like to shorten

long names, it makes life so much eas ier does n’t it? Like,

my name is really Doc tor Rich ard Ritalinovich but every -

one calls me Doc. Please don’t call me Dick. Only my

mother can call me Dick because she’s very old and

some times calls me Glo ria. And don’t call me Doc Dick or 

Dick Doc because that would be silly, and we don’t want

any silly peo ple here do we? 

When Fun Pharm – or Club Meds as it used to be

called – opened four years ago we only had fif teen kids

and two teams to work with. Today we have over sev enty 

of you in this hall and, thanks to mod ern med i cal sci -

ence, we have six nifty clas si fi ca tions to help us

under stand and treat you better. Well, the more the mer -

rier we always say or, in the words of our cor po rate

spon sors, “Med i ca tion for the nation, there’s no such

thing as sati a tion.” So let’s begin with a rous ing cheer for

all those ded i cated and med i cated doc tors, teach ers and

coun sel ors who filled in the appli ca tions and dis claimer

forms and all those good old moms and dads who want

57



you to be just as happy as they are. Yeah! …

Well that was n’t really much of a cheer was it? Never

mind, you’ll be pleased to know that every one of these

good peo ple will be receiv ing a prize from our spon sors

any way. Your par ents will be get ting a free pack age of

good ies, includ ing some magic pills for Dad. All teach ers

will get an “Instant Diag nos tic and Removal Kit” (IDRK),

your coun sel ors will be receiv ing cop ies of our new book

“Cur ing Child hood and Ado les cence” and a few lucky

doc tors will win a new car or a trip to the Cannes Film

Fes ti val. How about that? But, unlucky for them, only

YOU get to spend three mind-bog gling weeks with us at

Fun Pharm on the Marshes. Yea! 

My good ness what a quiet bunch you are, but not to

worry, we’ll get you in the mood later. Mean while, I want 

to intro duce some of the great folks who know all about

chang ing moods and stuff like that. Sit ting on the stage

just behind me are the team lead ers. Your own spe cial

leader is wear ing a shirt the same color as the cap you

were given on the bus.   ‘So if your cap is green you’ll be

with Bill in the green shirt and if your cap is blue, then

your cap tain will be Mag gie down at the end there.  

They are all nurses so you can trust them to know what’s 

best for you.   The peo ple stand ing behind them in the

white cov er alls are our child and youth care staff.   Their

job will be to get to know every thing about you over the

next three weeks so let’s have all those dirty lit tle secrets

out in the open.   They are also respon si ble for super vis -

ing chores, cook ing the meals and mak ing sure the biffies 

are clean at all times.   And last, but not least, the hairy

mon ster chained to the back wall wear ing the black hood 

and stud ded boots, is our res i dent psy cho path Clar ence.   

You’ll only get to meet Clar ence if you’ve done some thing 

really naughty like kill ing a fel low camper or not tak ing
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your meds.   So let’s hear it for the Fun Pharm staff. Yeah!

Okay a few shouts for Clar ence – that should save us

the cost of an injec tion. Now let’s begin by get ting you

into your teams so please put on your spe cial cap, with

the peak for ward please, and I’ll ask the lead ers to leave

the stage and take up their posi tions around the hall. 

To avoid con fu sion per haps the child and youth staff

can start by round ing up the kids with yel low caps, the

ADHD Dev ils, and escort ing them over to Carla in the

restrain ing zone. You’ll have to be quick to catch the

floor-crawl ers and you’ll need a lad der to get those two

down from the ceil ing joists. Let the skinny one go Mario 

and grab the fat one head ing for the tram po line with a

fire-extin guisher. Oh by God, will some body please arrest 

that lit tle charmer who threw the base ball at Clar ence.

We always have trou ble with the Dev ils on the first day

but they can be lots of fun once we’ve got them turned

down a notch or two. Mean while, just ignore them. 

Now, those of you with red caps, the ADD Drift ers,

please join Darryl in the point less activ ity area for a few

min utes of mean ing less class room stim u la tion while the

rest of us get orga nized. I said those of you with red caps, 

please go over to Darryl. No, I said go to Darryl over there 

… no not over here …over THERE. Lis ten, the big kid

with the nose ring, what color’s your cap? Well take the

damned thing off and look at it. I said TAKE IT OFF …no 

not HER cap, YOUR cap. Oh, for cry ing out loud, could

some body please redi rect the bunch of red caps drift ing

toward the wash room. God only knows what they’ll get

up to in there. 

OK, those of you with green caps, the Oppositional Defi -

ance Demons, please don’t move, don’t go over to Bill and

please cre ate as much pan de mo nium as you can in not

doing these things. When you don’t get over there, Bill will
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tell what not to do next. Yes, my dear, I know your green

cap is really pink, but don’t move any way. Bingo! 

Okay, what do we have left? Ah yes, blue caps, the

Depres sive Dol drums team. Bad news for you I’m afraid.

Unfor tu nately your hut is right in the mid dle of Mos quito

Swamp so if you shuf fle over to Mag gie, you can pick up

your nets and wad ers. It’s going to be a rough trip but Mag -

gie will give you some thing to make you feel better on the

jour ney. Oh, and watch out for all those alli ga tors, ha! ha! 

And now for our last group, the Bi-Polar Bears. My

good ness, we’ve never had so many Bears before. Must

be the fla vor of the month. Well you lucky camp ers have

two lead ers to choose from. If you’re feel ing frisky, trot

over to join Manic Marvin wear ing the clown suit and, if

you’re feel ing down in the mouth, drag your butts over to 

Mary Maud lin in the shred ded rain coat. If you feel some -

where in the mid dle you can go to the back of the hall

and face the wall until you make your damned minds up. 

We don’t want any one here who refuses to get with the

pro gram. 

Who’s that lit tle girl hov er ing around the emer gency

exit? Oh of course, thank you, I com pletely for got about

our one and only Attach ment Dis or der Deserter. I don’t

know why they keep send ing these kids here. Lis ten

sweet heart, I’m sorry but it’s just not eco nom i cal to pro -

vide a leader and an entire hut for one lit tle insig nif i cant

per son. If you wan der off down the hall way to your right, 

you’ll see a room with “Tran si tional Objects” writ ten on

the door. You can play with any thing you find in there

for as long as you like. Please close the door behind you

and some one will be along to lock it when we have a

moment. 

Well that just about takes care of all the for mal i ties.

When I blow this whis tle your lead ers will take you to
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your huts and you can your selves be set tled. Don’t for get

to under your pil low look to see if the pill fairy’s paid for

a visit. But, before you go I just want to wish you all a

won der ful time stands still there’s noth ing much to

worry about is there a doc tor in the house that for start ers 

you mean to go on and on and on just like those child

and youth care work ers of the world unite as well be sit -

ting on your spotty bums the word and the word is …. 

 Oh dear it’s time for my auntie psy chotic

psychotropic of can cer can be beaten to a pulp fic tion

fan tasy of nurse Mar ga ret in her under wear the hell did I

put that whis tle? Stop laugh ing or I’ll tell my Mommy

you called me Sicky-Dicky you per verse bunch of pedi at -

ric piss-pots. I’ll have you all banned from the DSM

Fourever. Oh no, you’ll get no whis tle from me, you

pathetic pack of Pav lov ian per verts, so you can’t sal i vate

all over nurse Mar ga ret like I can do what ever I want

because I’m in charge here. Now, off to your huts while I

get ready, steady go get Mar ga ret …. Please …
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Chap ter 9

Oh Lord. A Manual

A CHRISTMAS BOOK REVIEW by Cedrick of Toxteth

If you want to inject a good belly laugh into to your

Yule tide fes tiv i ties, be sure to ask Santa for a copy of“The 

DSM V”. Some times referred to as “Doc tors Sell ing Med i -

ca tion” or “The Dic tio nary of Sci en tific Mis in for ma tion,”

this lat est ver sion spins more hys ter i cal gob ble de gook

than George W. man aged through out his entire pres i -

dency. Sure a lot of the old stuff is regur gi tated, but that

irre press ible com edy team “Pharmers & Shrinks” has

con jured up a dev il ish selec tion of new gems from their

own inim i ta ble brand of mad ness. Those of you who

work with kids will be par tic u larly delighted with the

their hilar i ous delib er a tions on the ‘di ag no sis and treat -
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ment of Child hood’. 

If you’re already a DSM fan you’ll real ize the new edi -

tion is no one-shot read. Like its pre de ces sors, it’s

some thing you can keep beside your potty to facil i tate, or 

enhance, the sim ple plea sures of bodily elim i na tion. I

always think laugh ter is the most pleas ing of all

lavatorial noises and, with P&S for com pany, you can

piss your self laugh ing with out any embar rass ment or

incon ve nience. 

Rather than spoil your antic i pa tion with snip pets of

the new mate rial, let me whet your appe tite with a few of 

my favor ite stan dards from pre vi ous ver sions. For me

they have the same endur ing qual ity as the Pythonic

Dead Par rot sketch and Abbot & Costello’s “Who’s on

First” dia logue. 

Even if you’ve never read the orig i nal texts, you have to

be famil iar with the ADHD gag. The idea that kids who

aren’t inter ested in the bullshit being dished out by par -

ents and teach ers should be med i cated out of their

dis trac tions is a bril liant par ody on cog ni tive fix a tion by

the cognitively fix ated. Add to this the “hyper ac tiv ity” tag

that turns child hood vital ity into an oxy mo ron (accent on

the moron) and you have an undis puted clas sic. 

And what about the old “Attach ment Dis or der” rou -

tine? All sea soned come di ans know how to milk a theme, 

but few can match the cre ativ ity of P&S in tak ing a sim -

ple non sen si cal prop o si tion to higher and higher lev els of 

absur dity. Of course, we all know that new born babies

don’t will fully snub their moth ers – it’s a sur vival thing.

Yet, with sub tle sleight of tongue and a bunch of

pseudo-sci en tific twad dle, P&S con vince us that many

infants are hell bent on depriv ing Momma of a rich and

sat is fy ing mater nal rela tion ship. Once we’ve swal lowed

this decep tion, the notion of treat ing kids for their obsti -
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nacy opens the door to a blis ter ing array of bizarre treat -

ment options designed to coerce the self ish lit tle buggers

into giv ing Mom and Dad the uncon di tional love they so

richly deserve. 

And then there’s my favor ite – “Oppositional Defi ance

Dis or der”. Who else but P&S could come up with such a

thigh-slap ping catch phrase for kids who try to ward off

invad ers and abus ers by tell ing them to go fuck them -

selves? Once again their come dic bril liance turns the real 

into the sur real as they don the med i cal man tle to con -

vince us that tem per tan trums and pas sive resis tance are

actu ally symp toms of a med i cal con di tion that requires

behav ioral, cog ni tive and, if nec es sary, chem i cal inter -

ven tion. If you hap pen to like a dash of sub tlety in your

humor, you’ll love the ironic twist that this phony ‘dis or -

der’ con ve niently removes all respon si bil ity from even

the most obnox ious patient. Great stuff for any one who

has har bored a secret urge to stick a boil ing test-tube

where the teacher would least appre ci ate it. 

But com edy and trag edy are inex tri ca bly con tained

within the same pair of under pants (a dubi ous met a phor

drawn from my per sonal life). When it comes to the work 

of P&S there are many folks who fail to see (or choose to

ignore) the under ly ing psy chotic irony. Sadly, this

includes the cre ators them selves. And herein lies the

trag edy. 

There’s no doubt that the cre ators of the DSM

Five-Alive are obliv i ous to their own come dic bril liance

… and why not? In the twisted world of con sen sual

insan ity, this ridic u lous tome con firms their sta tus as

experts while pro mot ing the most prof it able cor po rate

empire in the west ern world. On the receiv ing end, the

con sum ers of their prod ucts are only too will ing to buy

into the delu sion in the for lorn hope that some one ‘out
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there’ will come along to fix their lives, cour tesy of

over-taxed and equally deluded health care sys tems. In

their own way, they are all tragic fig ures in the cos mic

com edy. 

But the great est trag edy of all is how this self-serv ing

dogma is imposed on the most vul ner a ble non-par tic i -

pants – the kids. Here, even my own life-long belief in

humor as the ulti mate real ity is stretched to the lim its. I

don’t find any thing remotely amus ing about

pathologizing, label ing and medicalizing chil dren for

adult grat i fi ca tion. The com mon ratio nal iza tion that this

is all in the best inter est of kids is ‘adul ter ated’ bol locks.

One of the most insid i ous exam ples of this decep tive

trav esty appeared in a recent UK study. Pur port ing to

address the con cerns of the skep tics by assum ing a

child-cen tered per spec tive, these cor po rately-funded

research ers went around ask ing kids in the men tal health 

sys tems what they think about their ‘di ag no ses’ and

‘treat ment’. True to the cause, these inves ti ga tors con -

clude that the major ity of their sub jects actu ally like the

idea of being vic tims of a men tal dis or der, rather than be

tagged as will ful per pe tra tors of mad ness and may hem.

As a final blow to the doubt ers, they also reported that,

for the most part, the kids believe that their med i ca tion is 

help ing them to cope with their assigned afflic tions. Case 

closed. 

Now I could find some comic relief in know ing how

many of these young con sum ers were skill fully deceiv ing 

the deceiv ers – con tent to play the vic tim role and flog -

ging their sur plus chem i cal sub stances in the school yard. 

I could name a cou ple of dozen who would be pre pared

to fess up for a few extra bucks but research fund ing

remains a prob lem. Mean while, I’m quite pre pared to

accept that a sig nif i cant pro por tion of diag nosed and
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drugged-up kids have bought into the med i cal model

hook, line and sinker. And that just ain’t funny folks. 

But, if Santa brings you a copy of The DSM V, don’t

tuck it away with Aunt Mabel’s peren nial jig saw puz zle.

If you can’t appre ci ate the humor, read it as a reflec tion

of our cul tural illu sions and social val ues. What ever your 

cho sen per spec tive, please under stand that, unless the

pro ver bial pyr a mid crum bles, this mis di rected man ual of 

men tal health mad ness will con tinue to strengthen its

influ ence on how ser vices to the most vul ner a ble mem -

bers of soci ety are deliv ered and funded. When push

comes to Prozac, it isn’t about the well-being of peo ple

that mat ters. “It’s the econ omy stu pid.”

Merry Christ mas,

Cedrick
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Chap ter 10

Deferential Diagnosis: 
The Key to Mental Health Services

Session One

Good morn ing Doc tor. 

Good Morn ing, er, let me see now ... ah yes, Mrs.

Huddlewick. And what we can we do for you? 

Well it’s my son Frank, doc tor. He just won’t do as he’s

told. 

Ah yes, the old ODD. There’s lots of it going around

these days. How can I help? 

Well the peo ple at the Men tal Health Cen tre said they

can’t do any thing until they have a diag no sis. 

Quite right too. Nobody’s going to pay pro fes sion als

for just hang ing around with naughty boys are they?

They can’t do treat ment if there’s noth ing to treat?

They’re not child and youth care work ers you know ...

they’re real para-pro fes sion als. Is that all? 

Well I was hop ing you might give me a diag no sis? 

Oh very well. So how long have you been feel ing this

way? 

What way? 

What ever way you’ve been feel ing. I can’t give you a

diag no sis until I know the symp toms. I’m a psy chi a trist

not a magi cian Mrs. er ... what was your name again? 

Huddlelewick. Gladys Huddlewick

Ah yes. Well Mrs. Muddlewick let’s get down to brass
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tacks, cut to the chase, as they say. You’re not a pri vate

patient so the gov ern ment is pay ing twenty dol lars a

min ute for this lit tle chat. So what do you think your

prob lem is? 

It’s about my son Frank. 

Ah yes. And how long have you had these neg a tive

feel ings toward ... what’s his name again. 

Frank. 

Yes. How long have you had this urge to kill Frank? 

I don’t want to kill him, I just want him to do as he’s

told. 

Yes, of course you do, of course you do. It must be a

ter ri ble strain to be the mother of a mon ster like Hank. 

His name is Frank and he’s not really a mon ster. It’s

just that he makes me angry some times

Angry eh, well that’s a start. How about con fused?  ... 

depressed? ... sui cidal? ... homi cidal maybe? Come on

Mrs. Cuddledick. You’ll have to give me more to work on

if you want a diag no sis. We don’t just hand them out to

any body who walks in here you know. This is a clinic,

not a soup kitchen. 

But it’s not about me doc tor, it’s about Frank. 

Yes, that’s what they all say ... a typ i cal avoid ance

reac tion ... but unfor tu nately that’s not a ser vice able

diag no sis. Come on, we have six min utes left. Coop er ate

and maybe I can cob ble together a ten ta tive diag no sis of

PMS to get things roll ing. 

But I’ve never suf fered from PMS

It’s a psy chi at ric con di tion. It stands for Per va sive

Mater nal Psy cho sis. 

But psy cho sis is spelt with a ‘P’, not at ‘S’. 

Is it? Well we can look into that later. Tell me about

your mother. 

Please leave my mother out of this. 
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Ah, so you have some feel ings about this. Seems like

early attach ment prob lems. Were you breast fed? Oh,

sorry, I’m afraid we’re out of time. 

But that was n’t six min utes. 

Sorry, my watch must have stopped. See my nurse for

another appoint ment. 

This is nuts. The Men tal Health Cen tre sent me here to 

get a diag no sis for Frank, not for me. They can’t see him

until he has one. 

Who’s Frank? 

He’s my son. 

But he’s not here. I can’t diag nose some body I’ve never 

even seen. It’s against the rules, strictly uneth i cal. 

He’s in the wait ing room. You’re recep tion ist said she’d 

send him in when you were ready. 

Ready? Of course I’m ready. We psy chi a trists are

always ready for what ever wretched dis or dered soul hap -

pens to walk through that door. I’ll just ring this bell. 

Can I stay with him? He’s very uncom fort able with

strang ers. 

Well you’ll have to go out and come back in again.

Then it would be a fol low up con sul ta tion. Even psy chi a -

trists have to make a liv ing you know. 

Session Two

You must be ... er let me see now ... Brenda. 

No. My name’s Frank. 

Are you sure? It says “Brenda” here. 

It’s Frank

My mis take. Well Frank, your mother tells me you’re a

bit of a mon ster, is that right? 

I did n’t say he was a mon ster. You said that. 
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Now Mrs Shuttlewick. Please don’t inter fere. I’m try ing 

to con duct a diag nos tic inter view. My ques tions are psy -

chi at ri cally for mu lated. Any more inter rup tions and I’ll

have to ask you to leave. So Frank, what do you have to

say for your self? 

Nothin’

Well say ing noth ing means some thing to me. In fact, it

means a lot to me. Do you want to know what it means. 

No thanks. 

Well, it means you’re angry on the inside. Tell me what 

you’re angry about and I’ll under stand ... I’m a psy chi a -

trist. Do I remind you of your father? 

Yes. 

Good. Just think of me as you father. 

No prob lem. He’s dead. 

Did you kill him Hank. Was it your fault he died? 

Oh for sure. He fell off a bike and got smoked by a

Semi. 

And you feel a deep sense of grief and loss. 

You bet. It was my fucking bike that got crushed. 

Do you miss him Hank? 

No, he never lived at our house. He just broke into our

shed one night and stole my bike. 

Ah, so you never really had a father like me. Some one

you could talk to and rely on. 

You’ve gotta be kid ding. 

It must be hard for a smart young lad like you not to

have a Dad like me to talk to. 

No, I’d sooner talk to a don key’s ass. 

Hmm, a mixed met a phor. Could be Expres sive Lan -

guage Dis or der. Tell me more about your dad. He really

let you down did n’t he? Tell me, do you some times have

feel ings of being alone, not seen or heard by adults? 

Yes. I feel that right now
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Would you like to punch me in the face Roger? 

Okay

Well I won’t let you, so there. Make one move and I’ll

call the cops. Now what do you feel? 

Hun gry, it’s lunch time. 

Oh my God, so it is. One more ques tion, on the house.

What’s the square root of sixty nine? 

Er ... 8. 30662386922

No, you’re wrong there smart ass. Run along now and

I’ll meet with your mother again after lunch. We’ll see if

we can get you some help. 

Session Three. The Diagnosis

Come in and sit down Mrs. Fuddlewick. No not there,

over here. There’s noth ing to be afraid of, just relax. Now, 

how have things being going since our last ses sion? Have 

you been tak ing your med i ca tion? 

It’s only been two hours and I’m not tak ing any med i -

ca tion. 

I did n’t give you a pre scrip tion? Oh dear. What was

your diag no sis? 

I don’t have a diag no sis doc tor, I came to get one for

my son. The peo ple at the Men tal Health Clinic told

me ...

Oh yes, I remem ber now. It was Frank was n’t it? 

Yes, Hank ... er ... Frank

Very good. Well I made a few notes over lunch. Your

son is a dif fi cult case but I think we might have some -

thing to work with. He is suf fer ing from a com plex form

of Con duct Dis or der, with ele ments of Atten tion Def i cit

Hyper Activ ity Dis or der, Oppositional Defi ance Dis or der

and Math e mat ics Dis or der. 
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Math e mat ics Dis or der? 

Yes, you remem ber I asked him a sim ple math e mat i cal 

ques tion and he got it wrong. 

No, he was abso lutely right. I checked. 

Well, it could have been a lucky guess, now could n’t

it? Never mind, we’ll drop that and sub sti tute Autis tic

Dis or der. This is one of the most pop u lar diag no ses these 

days – impaired devel op ment in social inter ac tion and

mark edly restricted rep er toire of activ i ties and inter ests.

Yes, that should be enough to get him into treat ment. 

But that does n’t sound a bit like my Frank. 

Lis ten Mrs. Butterwick, do you want to get him some

treat ment or not? If you con tinue to ques tion my diag nos -

tic skills I’ll be very upset and that won’t help you or

your daugh ter, now will it? With out a diag no sis you

might well end up at Social Ser vices. They’ll say that

you’re to blame and there’s a good chance they’ll put her

in a group home some where. With a solid men tal health

diag no sis nobody is to blame. Now does n’t that sound

better? 

Oh I don’t know what to do. I feel so help less. 

Yes, I under stand. Now just sit back, relax and tell me

how long you’ve been feel ing this way. 
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PART THREE

 

The Child & Youth Care Experience

EDITOR’S NOTE

Believe it or not, the ‘au thor’ once eked out a liv ing as

a child & youth care worker. In an unchar ac ter is tic ges -

ture of self-aware ness, he signed off when stan dards of

pro fes sional prac tice and account abil ity were intro duced. 

In this sec tion he shares some of his CYC expe ri ences for

rea sons only he can explain. Please take them for what

they are – the reflec tions of a very unset tled mind. 

GDF
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Chap ter 11

Freddie and the Green Rock

Pre am ble

While con sid er ing my next bril liant con tri bu tion to

CYC-Online, I came across a let ter posted on the Net by

Rianna Awan, a stu dent at Mount Royal Uni ver sity in

Cal gary, Alberta, Can ada. She was ask ing CYC folks to

share their most “intense” moments in the trenches and

how they had dealt with, or dif fused, the sit u a tion. This

brought to mind a per sonal saga that was more intense

than a ten-day trip through the birth canal. It took place a 

long time ago, but I’ll do my best to recall the events as

they hap pened. Please note that all names have been

changed to pro tect the guilty. 
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The Story

Bored with city life and in need of a few sheckles, I

signed on with a group of CYC types intent on tak ing a

dozen urban male ado les cent dis si dents on a two-week

wil der ness expe ri ence. Appar ently, some bright spark

had sug gested this would expand their hori zons and

teach them some thing about “per sonal ini tia tive,”

“self-reli ance” and “col lab o ra tion.”When I enquired if

any one had read “The Lord of the Flies,” our appointed

leader brusquely informed me that his name was Jim, not 

Gandalf, and they were plan ning a trip to the Shuswap

Lakes, not a jour ney through Mordor. He also made it

clear that, as a non-pro fes sional ‘ex tra’, my respon si bil i -

ties would be appro pri ately lim ited. I was appro pri ately

relieved and decided against point ing out his lim ited

knowl edge of con tem po rary lit er a ture. 

The day before depar ture, Jim took me aside to out line 

the nature of my lim ited respon si bil i ties. Apart from

assist ing and tak ing direc tion from the pros, I was to pay

spe cial atten tion to Freddie, a nine-year old Tasmanian

Devil who had been drafted into the bri gade at the elev -

enth hour because there was insuf fi cient staff cov er age

back at the Group Home. Being four years youn ger than

the other boys, Freddie would not be involved in the

more chal leng ing aspects of the pro gram and would

require some seri ous indi vid ual super vi sion. OK, so I’d

been hired as a babysitter. Great, I had no pri mal urge to

climb rock faces or shoot rap ids any way. Freddie and I

could spend qual ity time together, a cou ple of extras

enjoy ing the gen tle touch of Mother Nature. 

Sit ting together at the back of the van, it was clear

from the out set that we were out sid ers – a famil iar role

that has become my spe cialty. He turned out to be a

delight ful lit tle devi ant, grab bing my arm to draw atten -
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tion to what ever took his fancy through the win dow. 

Ignored by our fel low trav el ers, the spirit of togeth er ness

blos somed between us as we munched on the

corned-beef sand wiches while our res o lute leader gave

the oth ers a three-hour brief ing on what to expect and

what was expected.   We were happy camp ers savor ing

our own expec ta tions.

After a death-defy ing voy age on a grad u ally sink ing

barge, we came to our retreat at the tip of a remote prom -

on tory. With out any signs of the antic i pated ini tia tive or

col lab o ra tion, we unloaded the boxes of sup plies, rigged

up our tents and set about con struct ing a com mu nal

Biffy. This pleased me enor mously. I don’t mind tak ing a

leak in the bushes but when it comes to the delights of

the dump, I like to sit down in com fort and pri vacy. Hav -

ing dem on strated his piti ful inep ti tude with a shovel,

Freddie was released from dig ging duties and dis patched

to col lect sticks for the inev i ta ble camp fire. I duti fully

fol lowed him into the woods to make sure he did n’t fall

into the hands of maraud ing sav ages. Oh the sac ri fices

one has to make when the chips are down. 

That eve ning we sat around a crack ling fire while a

no-non sense ‘Jun gle’ Jim (JJ in Freddie-speak) out lined

the plans for the fol low ing day – a three hour march to

Black Moun tain fol lowed by drown-proof ing prac tice in

the lake. Freddie and I would stay behind to defend the

camp from the afore men tioned sav ages and orga nize the

food sup plies in the des ig nated kitchen area, con ve -

niently located next to the Biffy. 

When the brief ing was over, Big Bill (BB), Jim’s more

ami a ble assis tant, offered some relief by sug gest ing it was 

time for a sing-a-long. As I’d brought along my uke lele,

BB announced that I would be the coor di na tor of camp

enter tain ment and would get the ball roll ing with a few
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tra di tional airs. At last I had a legit i mate and famil iar

place in the scheme of things and a chance to show my

stuff. 

Lively ren di tions of “Coombya” and “March ing to Pre -

to ria” did lit tle to raise the sul len spir its of our worn out

tribe and my cus tom ized ver sion of “Home on the Range” 

brought only moans from the oth er wise silent audi ence.

With no vocal sup port from the real pro fes sion als, I

decided to try one of my favor ite ice-break ers, “If I Push

You Through the Mat tress, I’ll See You in the Spring” and 

the cir cle sprang to life. It’s amaz ing what a spot of raun -

chy humor will do for frozen ado les cent minds.

Acknowl edg ing the well-deserved applause, I launched

into the clas sic “If I Had the Balls of a Bull frog,” invit ing

group par tic i pa tion in the sug ges tive body motions and

lusty cho rus. 

The party was well under way, with delight fully dis -

cor dant har mo nies and rau cous group bond ing. But

when I deliv ered the open ing stan zas to“I Once Had a

Girl in the Bike Shed,” the focus of atten tion sud denly

shifted and the energy dis si pated as dra mat i cally as it

had arisen. In my triv ial world, los ing an audi ence is a

dev as tat ing expe ri ence but I was at a loss to account for

my unex pected plunge into iso la tion. Glanc ing over my

shoul der I caught sight of JJ glar ing in my direc tion and

draw ing an imag i nary dagger across his throat. In def er -

ence to his author ity, I strummed my last C7th and

waited for the next instruc tion. “Bed time every body. An

early start in the morn ing,” he announced as he turned

away and headed for the tents. There could be no doubt

in any body’s mind that my respon si bil i ties as enter tain -

ment coor di na tor had been uni lat er ally sus pended sine

die. On the way back to our quar ters, my friend Freddie

put his arm around me and whis pered, “Some body
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should fix that prick”. 

In the days that fol lowed, life in the Gulag set tled into

a pleas ant rou tine, at least for Freddie and me. The

adven tur ers shuf fled off early each morn ing for their

daily rec re ation while we stayed behind to clean up the

mess, pre pare the eve ning meal and rebuild the camp fire. 

The menu was sim ple – canned stew, boiled tatties and

mixed veggies fol lowed by one of three dubi ous des sert

options. When they dragged their bat tered bod ies back in 

the eve ning they gob bled it all down like pigs at the

trough, washed their dishes in the lake and trudged off to 

the camp fire rit ual – a debrief ing on the events of the

day, fol lowed by roasted marsh mal lows and an man da -

tory skinny dip. With no enter tain ment duties, I

vol un teered Freddie and myself to clean up the kitchen; a 

ges ture I’m sure they appre ci ated. I was still look ing for

signs of ini tia tive, self-reli ance and col lab o ra tion but

could only con clude that these qual i ties must have been

exhausted on the bar ren rocks of the Black Moun tain. 

As far as I was con cerned, my pri mary respon si bil ity

was the wel fare of my junior assis tant, and to this I was

com pletely ded i cated. Before get ting into the griz zly cir -

cum stances that arose on the fifth day, I want my

dil i gence to be rec og nized by all who read my per sonal

account. Freddie and I rel ished each other’s com pany and 

a close bond had grown between us. We played together,

cre ated our own adven tures and let our spir its stir our

imag i na tions. We were com rades, a tightly knit insep a ra -

ble team. But, on that fate ful day, with out any warn ing,

or rea son, my lit tle con fed er ate sim ply van ished – like

poof – nowhere to be seen. 

I had left him open ing cans of stew for an essen tial

trip to the Biffy and returned to find the kitchen deserted. 

At first I though he was play ing a spon ta ne ous ver sion of
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hide and seek so I pre tended to be non cha lant about it all 

by open ing the remain ing cans and pour ing the con tents

into the pot. Still play ing it cool, I went down to the

beach, sat on a log and began sing ing “I’ll See You in My

Dreams” with a plain tive uke accom pa ni ment. I thought

the sneaky lit tle bug ger would get a kick out of that. 

Such was my faith in our con nec tion that I did n’t start

to worry about his absence for an hour or so. Then, when 

my mind began to invent sto ries, I decided it was time to

play the game by con duct ing an obvi ous search of the

area. Even so, I was rel a tively at ease until I heard some

crash ing in the woods and caught sight of the back end of 

a bear (a griz zly no less) bar rel ing up the trail used by the 

adven tur ers on their morn ing excur sions to unknown

des ti na tions. With no thought for my own well-being, I

tore after the gal lop ing beast until I reached the edge of

the woods and I found myself run ning across an open

meadow. Paus ing to catch my breath, I gazed across the

tree-less expanse but there was no sign of either the hulk -

ing bear or the dimin u tive Freddie. 

Hang ing on the fad ing belief that this was harm less

prank, I made my way back to the camp, hop ing to find

my quarry calmly going about his kitchen duties with

that mis chie vous shit-eat ing grin on his face. Even if that

had been so, which it was n’t, my play mate would still

have bro ken one of the most sacred unwrit ten rules of

our spe cial rela tion ship – to stick together through thick

and thin. I was angry and made up my mind to mur der

the lit tle sod once I got my hands on him. 

Then came the self-doubts and recrim i na tions. If only

I had n’t left him in the kitchen – albeit for a wor thy

cause. Maraud ing sav ages aside, I was well aware that

there were inher ent dan gers lurk ing in the woods for

unsus pect ing inner-city nine-year-olds. And then there
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was the bloody Ritalin. Why had we decided on the sec -

ond day that, out here, in the mid dle of nowhere, hyper

activ i ties and atten tion def i cits were no threat to any -

body? Stu pid, stu pid, stu pid – I had no right to pocket

his pills with out care fully con sid er ing the con se quences. 

Unless he re-appeared before the tribe returned I would

be fac ing a life time of con dem na tion, if not lit i ga tion. 

I had to do some thing, but all the options seemed

point less. Finally I decided upon a strat egy of walk ing

around the camp site in ever-increas ing cir cles search ing

for any clues I might have over looked. After a futile hour

or so, my feel ings of hope less ness turned into a pro found 

sense of sad ness and remorse. What if he had been

dragged off by the bear and torn to shreds? What if he

had fallen over a cliff or drowned in the lake? How could 

I ever live with the knowl edge that I was respon si ble for

the death of a wide-eyed lit tle guy with whom I felt so

close and con nected? 

When I reached the edge of the meadow, my mind sev -

ered its con nec tion with my body at the sight of the tribe

mean der ing back along the trail. There was noth ing left

for me to do, other than to fess up and let the chips fall

where they may. And they fell like a ton of pig shit. 

JJ’s voice dom i nated the encoun ter. “You left him with -

out super vi sion?” he screamed. “That was you’re only

fucking job. You use less asshole.” Then came the pre dict -

able kicker. “You did WHAT? You took him off his

god damned med i ca tion? Are you jok ing? You gotta be

fucking jok ing”. The oth ers glared at me in silence. I had

no defence to offer. 

Still in a vol ca nic rage, JJ sent tribe mem bers and staff

in all direc tions with instruc tions to “search every nook

and cranny” leav ing me to “wal low in my own shit” – an

insight ful turn of phrase for a thicko like JJ. I was
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exhausted from the inside out and wan dered back to my

tent, still hop ing for a mir a cle. 

I don’t know whether I actu ally fell asleep or sim ply

drifted into a coma, but it was late in the after noon when 

I crawled out of my sleep ing bag. Only then did I notice a 

folded slip of paper wedged between my pil low and the

air mat tress. It was a note from Freddie. I gotta plan to get 

JJ. Just tell him I went AWOL and leve the rest to me. If you 

gotta prob lem, come out to the green rock and wissle that

song about the bull frog real lowed. No prob lem – I’ll tell

them I took off wile you were in the can. Fred

Within a mat ter of min utes I was beside the moss cov -

ered rock we’d enjoyed pee ing on dur ing our first

exclu sive field trip together. Never one to fol low instruc -

tions, I stood there and hol lered, “Come out you lit tle

shit, I’ve been get ting cru ci fied because you.” The

response was imme di ate; the sound of twigs crack ing

under foot, the part ing of under growth and there he was,

all in one piece and all smiles. “Did n’t you get my note?”

he asked politely as though he was late for a lunch

appoint ment. 

“Oh sure I got your note, after search ing for you all day 

and get ting the works from the tribal chief,” I shrieked.

“What made you think I’d go look ing in my tent for a

fucking piece of paper?” 

“You always go to your tent after tak ing a dump.” 

“Well I did n’t, and now we’re both up to our frig ging

necks.”

“Yeh, but I bet JJ’s shitting him self eh.”

“You devi ous lit tle bas tard. You dreamt all this up to

put the blocks to JJ.”

“He deserves it. He’s a prick.”

By this time I was turn ing into a bab bling idiot. My

relief at find ing him alive and kick ing was at war with an 
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imme di ate urge to kill him on the spot. 

For better or worse, my strug gle with this deci sion was 

made redun dant by the sight of JJ and two adjuncts bear -

ing down on us with seri ous intent. Turn ing my atten tion 

back to Freddie was also redun dant since he was no lon -

ger there, van ished again with out a trace. 

“What the hell’s the game?” screamed JJ from thirty

feet. “What the fuck are you two play ing at?” – yelled

from ten feet. Then he was in my face. “You think you

can make a fool out of me. Well you’re the fool … you’re

the fucking fool”

“I know that.”The truth, as they say, will out. 

Now I’m no stranger to hos til ity, but a mad man will

over power a bab bling idiot any day of the week. If there

was going to be a homi cide, I was now the more likely

vic tim. Step ping back to avoid an imme di ate assas si na -

tion, I did a lit tle dance, hop ing to catch him off guard

while con firm ing his diag no sis. It did n’t work. He lunged 

at me and would have inflict ing last ing dam age if one of

the adjuncts had n’t yelled “STOP, look up there … he’s

up there.”JJ froze with his arm poised for the kill and all

eyes fol lowed the pointed fin ger of divine inter ven tion to 

the top of the green rock. There, some forty feet above,

stood the unmis tak able fig ure of the boy won der, feet

apart and arms akimbo. 

Diverted from his cur rent pro ject, JJ turned his atten -

tion to more imme di ate mat ters. “Get down from there

right now. I said RIGHT NOW.” The response was calm,

clear and, to my mind, per fectly rea son able. “No chance.

I’m safer up here.”JJ’s next line was any thing but calm,

clear and rea son able. “Get down here or else …” he bel -

lowed, clench ing his fists and wav ing his arms in what

could rea son ably be described as a tan trum. 

By this time, alerted by the racket, BB had arrived with
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his own weary search-and-res cue con tin gent. Like a

troupe of well-trained sup port ing actors, the swol len

group silently pulled back, leav ing space for the two

antag o nists to play out their scene in the spot lights. As an

extra, I duti fully took up my right ful place in the back row.

 Fol low ing a sub limely timed pause in the action, and

with every thing hang ing in the bal ance, JJ made his fatal

move. With the blind deter mi na tion of a sui cidal war rior, 

he charged for ward and began scram bling up the mossy

rocks. At this point I was com pletely con vinced that poor 

old JJ had taken leave of what ever senses he might have

been born with. Had it never occurred to him that fear -

less Freddie (later to be des ig nated FF) had taken the

much more con ve nient route along the gen tle slope on

the other side? 

Slip ping on the moss and send ing flur ries of earth and 

stones tum bling in his wake, the demented JJ man aged to 

make it to the first ledge, about twenty feet above ground. 

Only then did he seem to real ize that the remain der of

the ascent was sim ply impos si ble. Cling ing to the rocks

above his head, he looked down at his gap ing tribe as if

con sid er ing his options. Nobody offered advice. At the

top, Freddie chose this preg nant moment of hes i ta tion to

take a leak, pro ject ing a shim mer ing arc into the eve ning

sky and onto the rocks below. 

The spell of the esca lat ing drama was bro ken as

Freddie’s uri nary spec tac u lar claimed the atten tion, if not 

the admi ra tion, of the onlook ers. Gasps, gig gles and even

applause came as a wel comed relief from the shack les of

insan ity that had envel oped us. From his pre car i ous

perch, JJ also looked sky ward, and for this, he paid a

heavy price. In a des per ate attempt to avoid being pissed

upon from a dizzy height, he made a quick move to the

right only to lose his foot ing and return to the ground in
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a frac tion of the time it took him reach the ledge. 

It was a hor ri fy ing descent and what ever humor might

have been lin ger ing within the gath er ing was quickly

replaced by a stunned silence. BB was the first to rush

for ward when JJ hit the deck, fol lowed imme di ately by

other elders as they scrim maged around their fallen

leader. For the rest of us, the cur tain closed. 

Unno ticed, I resumed my scripted role as an extra and

wan dered back stage in search of the elu sive FF. It had

occurred to me that, in his twisted lit tle mind, his per for -

mance was ded i cated to me but I was not about to

express my grat i tude or com pli ment him on his vir tu os -

ity. Crazy as it might seem, I just wanted to give him a

hug. But, as any sane per son might have antic i pated, the

lit tle sod had flown the coup – again. 

Post script

So that’s my story Rianna. I real ize I have n’t delved

into the murky depths of the CYC expe ri ence but for me,

a non-pro fes sional extra, this was an “intense” expe ri -

ence. I don’t think my ways of deal ing with, or

“dif fus ing” the sit u a tion will impress your teach ers but

some learn ing might be gleaned from my incom pe tence.

For read ers who like to have sense of clo sure, I offer the

fol low ing: 

JJ was picked up by heli cop ter the fol low ing day and

trans ported to hos pi tal. There were no frac tures, only

bruised ribs and a badly sprained ankle. BB took over the 

expe di tion and there was a notice able shift towards the

self-reli ance, ini tia tive and col lab o ra tion iden ti fied as the 

ini tial pro gram objec tives. Freddie remained AWOL but

left another note on my pil low to say that he was fine

and would return vol un tarily given the assur ance that I

was n’t going to be pun ished for his behav ior. 
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With BB’s sup port, I left a mes sage at the green rock

con tain ing this assur ance. The fol low ing day he strolled

non cha lantly back into the camp and we all upheld the

demand of the elders that we should n’t do or say any -

thing that might rein force his patho log i cal intran si gence.

After care ful con sid er ation, BB decided it would be in

every body’s best inter est for Freddie and I to leave the

camp and return to our roots in the city. I agreed. Loung -

ing on the still afloat barge on a beau ti fully sum mer’s

after noon, my lit tle buddy and I took great delight in

toss ing his remain ing pills into the lake, fol lowed by a

rous ing ren di tion of “If I Had the Balls of a Bull frog.” 

Post-Postcript

In case you’re inter ested, I still hear from Freddie occa -

sion ally. He lives with his wife and Freddie junior (FJ) in

New York where he prac tices law and, of course, the uku -

lele. 

The End. 
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Chap ter 12

A Less than Divine Intervention

In gen eral, we child and youth care types are quite

happy to leave research to those pro fes sion als who aren’t

quite sure what they should be doing, or how they should

be doing it. But we do get the odd moment to sit around

and men tally doo dle so why not turn these into research

oppor tu ni ties? What fol lows is one ded i cated prac ti tio ner’s 

attempt to turn a few idle thoughts into an empir i cal

exam i na tion of the inner life of ado les cent males hang ing

out in a group care facil ity. The focus of this study applies

to the gen eral field of ‘ social label ling the ory. ’ The pur -

pose of this study has yet to be deter mined. 

My pro ject actu ally began when Brad Carlton called

Rudy Marchant a “psy cho” for grab bing the remote.

“Wres tling’s for retards” Carlton declared, flop ping down

on the sofa, switch ing over to the hockey game and dig -

ging into a car ton of oven-baked French fries. “Hey, let’s

watch the Sex Show on chan nel twelve,” Ronnie Bur gess

sug gested as he scanned the list ings of the TV. Times.

“Shut up you Perve,” said Ralph Critchley, squeez ing

him self between Marchant’s feet and the arm of the sofa.

“You don’t wanna watch it ‘caus you’re a fag got,” Bur gess

shot back, blow ing a deri sive kiss in Critchley’s direc -

tion. 

It was a typ i cal exchange in the “Rain bow Room,” a

place where the pres ence of staff was grudg ingly tol er -
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ated on the under stand ing that inter ven tion would only

occur if there was some imme di ate risk to life or limb.  

Oth er wise, the shallow veneer of civ i lized life was tem -

po rarily sus pended and the rep til ian order allowed to

pre vail. Here was liv ing tes ti mony to the phi los o phy of

Thomas Hobbes, who argued that, with out exter nal con -

straints and moral rea son ing, all tele vi sion pro grams

were des tined to be nasty, brut ish and short.   On this

occa sion, Rudy Marchant, the undis puted Lord of the

Fries (who actu ally had no inter est in hockey) held onto

his ten u ous power while the rest maneu vered them selves 

into their right ful place in the peck ing order.

Relieved of my obli ga tion to grasp what we pro fes sion -

als like to call‘the teach able moment,’ I sat back and

watched with amused fas ci na tion, much as Jane Goodall

might watch a group of pri mates pre par ing for a

punch-up. I could have taken a clip-board to list and cat -

a logue the vari ety of crude ges tures and antag o nis tic

pos tures but I was more inter ested in the rudi men tary

lan guage forms that seemed to add mean ing to each stim -

u lus and response. In par tic u lar, I was struck by the

words they used to define each other. On the sur face they 

were com mon insults, yet I had the dis tinct impres sion

that, in some way, they revealed and affirmed the under -

ly ing struc ture of their prim i tive cul ture. As a human ist,

I was acutely aware of the obvi ous lack of empa thy and

sen si tiv ity but, when it comes to under stand ing the sub -

jec tive worlds of our cli ents, we child and youth care

types can still learn much from such dis ci plines as

anthro pol ogy and zool ogy. 

That eve ning I decided to insin u ate my empir i cal pro -

ject into our “talk-back” (i.e. back-talk) ses sion in the

“Bored Room”. The “talk-back” was a daily rit ual in

which a staff ‘fa cil i ta tor’ was assigned to invite or coerce
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the res i dents into explor ing the more com monly accepted 

stan dards of human social inter ac tion. This pro gram was

man da tory, but we all knew that the order imposed in the 

Bored Room was a tacit trade-off for the dis or der per mit -

ted in the Rain bow Room – it was prob a bly our only

endur ing behav ior mod i fi ca tion strat egy. 

Once gath ered at the table (a round one to con vey the

Arthu rian prin ci ple of equal ity among peers) I asked the

reluc tant knights to write down one or two words to

describe each per son in the cir cle. At first nobody made a 

move but when I explained that spell ing was not impor -

tant, they set about the task with sin is ter ded i ca tion. I

then asked each per son to read out the words one at a

time, using the actual name of the recip i ent. As expected, 

the first round con tained the con ven tional array of slurs

and insults, mar gin ally mod i fied in def er ence to Bored

Room eti quette: “Critchley is a fag got;” “Jenson is a piss -

pot;” “Dawson is a brown-noser;” “Millar is an asshole”

etc. etc. etc. There were a few nota ble excep tions:

“Hoffman is my buddy;” “Marchant is a leader;” and

“Rich ards is smart,” were seri ously intended con tri bu -

tions but they were dis missed with ges tures of dis be lief

and deri sion by all but the recip i ents. It was time for my

exper i men tal inter ven tion. 

First I pointed out that by describ ing some one in one

or two words, we ignore all their other per sonal qual i ties. 

Critchely cot toned onto this right away. “Yea, kinda like

call ing Michael Jack son a perve and not see ing him as a

pop star.” “Yes, but even though it’s pos i tive, the term

‘pop star’ is just another label,” I explained. “It does n’t

tell you who Michael Jack son really is. “I know who he

really is,” Jensen inter jected. “Okay, smart-ass, who is he

really then?” asked Critchley. “He really is a perve.” “Oh

yea, and you’re a dick-head.”It was n’t a great start but I
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felt some prog ress was being made. 

I then told them how we use labels to turn peo ple into

objects and how this makes it pos si ble for us to abuse

them. “They call Britney Spears a sex object but I think

she gets off on it,” said Bur gess. “I get off on it too,” said

Marchant with a leer. “Yea, and you’d like to abuse her,

you psy cho,” Bur gess told him. Marchant stared men ac -

ingly at his accuser. “I’d like to abuse you, you lit tle

fudge-packer.”On reflec tion, I real ize that every thing I

was try ing to get across was actu ally tak ing place around

the table but, doubt ing their capac ity for self-reflec tion

and not want ing to deal with the fall out, I opted to keep

the dis course aca demic. I’m such a chickenshit, really. 

“Okay, I now want you to split up into pairs and find a 

place in the room where you can talk with out being over -

heard. Then I want you to tell the other per son the word

you used to describe them and what that word actu ally

means to you. After that, I want each of you to ‘talk-back’ 

to what your part ner had to say – not only about what

you think but how you really feel. And there’s no point

in just pick ing some one you like because, before we fin -

ish tonight, you’ll have met with every other per son in

the room. At the end of each meet ing, I want you to make 

what ever changes you wish to the word or words you

first wrote down before mov ing on to the next per son. I’ll 

give you five min utes for each pair ing. When I tell you to 

change part ners, fin ish the sen tence and move on.”

To me the instruc tions were clear and sim ple but my

befud dled sub jects responded as if they were being told

to cir cu late at a High School Prom and ask the wall flow -

ers for a dance. “What if we have noth ing to say?” asked

Bur gess. “Then just look into each oth ers eyes,” I sug -

gested face tiously “This is sicko stuff,” Marchant rasped,

his eyes still fixed on Bur gess. “I’m only ask ing you to be

89



hon est, just for tonight,” I said. “I am being hon est,”

Marchant insisted. “This is pukey.” “So you can always

throw up and you can’t get more hon est than that,” I

assured him. He switched his stare to me.“Not me man,

we don’t have to do this.” The oth ers nod ded.

Now I don’t care how long you’ve been in the res i den -

tial care busi ness, there are no cir cum stances more hairy

than those moments when your ‘cli ents’ (oh I love that

word) openly raise their col lec tive fin ger to your sin gu lar

author ity. In this ter ri fy ing place, where the del i cate bal -

ance of power shifts from the righ teous to the rebel lious,

options melt down like a lump of lard on a trucker’s tail -

pipe. Hov er ing on the brink of their own anni hi la tion,

res i den tial work ers have been known to con sider homi -

cide or sui cide as pos si ble adap tive responses. Psy chotic

breaks are more com mon. I well remem ber the time when

Clinton Jarvis, a night super vi sor, chose to become cata -

tonic in the mid dle of an upris ing, and the eve ning when

Mag gie Norton had to be restrained and med i cated after

three res i dents refused to serve their cur fews. 

I knew better than to take Marchant’s resis tance as a

per sonal chal lenge. Author ity lies in the sys tem and we

must never lose faith in the sub tle mech a nisms through

which its power becomes man i fest – in this case, the del -

i cate jux ta po si tion of the Bored Room and the Rain bow

Room. “Well you cer tainly do have a choice gen tle men,” I 

told them, “but here in Cam e lot, as in life itself, every

deci sion we make car ries con se quences, some known,

some unknown. You see, I also have choices to make, one 

of which is to unlock the door to the pig-pen tomor row

night when the big game is on … or not. Like you, I must

con sider my options very care fully.”

“That’s fucking black mail,” Marchant growled. 

“I call it quid pro quo.”
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“What the hell’s that.”

“That’s Latin for ‘fucking black mail. ’”

It took a few dis grun tled moments for the bal ance to

shift back in my favor but even the most repres sive sys -

tems can tol er ate a modi cum of patience. Even tu ally,

Bur gess and Critchley stood up and shuf fled their chairs

to one cor ner of the room. “There they go, the

brown-nose bri gade,” sneered Marchant, but it was a

state ment clearly designed to save face before acknowl -

edg ing defeat and sub mit ting to the power of the sys tem. 

When, finally, I was alone at the table I began to scrib -

ble out my obser va tions, paus ing every five min utes to

give the instruc tion to “move on.” On sev eral occa sions I

stepped in to con front out breaks of stu pid ity and when I

noticed par tic i pants sneak ing back to a for mer part ner,

but for the most part, they com plied with the rules –

overtly at least. Although I could n’t hear what was being

said, it was inter est ing to note that each pair ing seemed

to have its own dis tinc tive energy. Some encoun ters were 

highly charged and ani mated while oth ers were more like 

a cou ple corpses stuck in the same cas ket. But, over all, I

was pleased with how my exper i ment was pro gress ing

and quite excited about review ing the out comes. 

When the hour was up, we took a short break before

return ing to the table for ‘de-brief ing’. On a large

white-board, I made a list of all the words pre sented at

the begin ning of the exer cise and com pared these to the

words used fol low ing the inter ven tion. As you prob a bly

know, this com par a tive method incor po rates the prin ci -

ples of exper i men tal design used by all famous

research ers, with the excep tion of Sigmund Freud and

the Phar ma ceu ti cal Indus try. In order to move beyond

the raw data and into the more phenomenological

aspects of the human con di tion, I then invited each of
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my sub jects to talk about their per sonal expe ri ence with

each group mem ber. Now a seri ous researcher might

argue that I should have used a tape recorder for this

phase of data col lec tion but any seri ous researcher would 

be well advised to keep such devices well away from the

likes of Rudy Marchant, Brad Carlton and Ronnie Bur -

gess. As it was, I made brief notes but stored most of the

infor ma tion in my head. At pre cisely 10. pm a strangely

sub dued group of war riors trun dled off for their cus tom -

ary bed-time snacks. As I walked toward the staff room, I

did man age to over hear one reveal ing com ment ema nat -

ing from the kitchen. “For get it Jensen, as far as I’m

con cerned you’re still a dick-head.”

If you have read this far, you are prob a bly won der ing

what my study can now con trib ute to the excit ing field of 

ado les cent peer group label ing pro cesses. Well, obvi -

ously, the meat of this exper i ment is to be found within

each interraction and out comes deter mined by the atti tu -

di nal shifts pre sented by each sub ject fol low ing

inter ven tion. It is equally obvi ous that I can’t pos si bly

doc u ment all this detail within the scope of this arti cle.

Hope fully this will appear in some pres ti gious sci en tific

pub li ca tion, like The Jour nal of Ado les cent Evil. Mean -

while, rather than leave you com pletely in the dark, I

will use my remain ing space to pro vide you with some of 

my most crit i cal obser va tions and con clu sions. 

1. In social and task groups, ado les cent males use gen -

er al ized and spe cific attributional labels to estab lish and

main tain the struc ture and hier ar chy within the group. 

2. The par tic u lar labels employed reveal the inher ent

nature of the group (e. g. the more derogative or demean -

ing the label, the more repres sive the regime. )
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3. In repres sive regimes, the higher an indi vid ual’s sta -

tus in the power struc ture, the less likely he is to mod ify

his per cep tion of oth ers through per sonal con tact. (e. g.

Rudy Marchant made no adjust ments to his ini tial labels

and summed up every encoun ter in one word –

“bullshit.”

4. Indi vid u als in the mid dle of the sta tus hier ar chy

were the most likely to dis card or mod ify exist ing labels

through per sonal con tact. 

5. Encoun ters between high and low sta tus mem bers

were more likely to rein force exist ing labels and per cep -

tions. 

6. In res i den tial set tings for ado les cent males, labels

with sex ual con no ta tions are used to pro mote a rigid and

nar row per spec tive on mas cu line iden tity. To rein force

this ideal, labels are used to attrib ute ste reo typ i cal fem i -

nine char ac ter is tics to cer tain group mem bers – usu ally

in the form of homo sex ual attri bu tions. 

7. The power of the sys tem is greater than the author -

ity bestowed on par tic u lar indi vid u als (eg. when

Marchant was trans ferred to another pro gram, five days

after the ‘ex per i ment’, Carlton imme di ately assumed the

C. E. O. posi tion by tak ing on the same atti tudes and

behav iors). This would sup port a ‘sys tems the ory’ per -

spec tive. 

8. The lower indi vid u als are on the totem, the less

likely they are to chal lenge or ques tion the label

(Critchely, for exam ple, made no bones about delib er -

ately act ing like a “dipsy-chicklet” despite the scorn

heaped upon him by the oth ers. ) By the same token they, 

like the high sta tus lead ers, are the least will ing to relin -

quish the labels applied to them by oth ers.
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Well you can draw what ever con clu sions you wish

from all of this – or maybe you don’t need research to tell 

you what you already know. When I shared my find ings

with my super vi sor, Len, he summed it all up with the

obser va tion “So, I guess that makes these kids just like

the rest of us eh? The pow er ful hang onto power, the

peons remain stuck in their own crap and those of us in

the mid dle are ready to change our minds about pretty

well every thing.” Look ing for more spe cific feed back, I

drew his atten tion to the sub tle ways the labels used by

the kids became self-ful fill ing real i ties. “This could be

the ado les cent ver sion of the DSM IV,” I sug gested. “Of

course,” he replied, “it was cre ated in exactly the same

way for exactly the same rea sons.” Len can be a lit tle

pedan tic at times. Actu ally, he’s a bit of a pillock. 
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Chap ter 13

For Whom the Bell Tolls

The Art of Reflec tive Prac tice in Child & Youth Care

When Eddie Turnbull told me to “fuck off and die,” my 

first incli na tion was to grab him by the ears and turn his

base ball cap the right way round, using his neck as the

pivot. But, being a self-aware child and youth care prac ti -

tio ner, I quickly real ized that my desire to pun ish came

from the sense of pow er less ness I expe ri enced in early

child hood. As a pro fes sional, I under stood how his hos -

til ity toward me was actu ally a pro jec tion drawn from his 

unex pressed anger toward his father. So, thanks to my

knowl edge and train ing, I was able to avoid jump ing

straight into the old coun ter-trans fer ence trap (Bush,

2001). 

Frus trated by his inabil ity to draw me into his patho -

log i cal rela tional sys tem, Eddie let fly with a stream of

well-worn obscen i ties and stormed off to his room, slam -

ming the door for good mea sure. This behav ior was

95



clearly symp tom atic of his A. D. (Attach ment Dis or der)

that had given rise to his A. D. D. (Atten tion Def i cit Dis -

or der) and, sub se quently, his C. D. D. (Chronic Defi ance

Dis or der). For Eddie, this epi sode was just another cri sis;

for me it was an oppor tu nity for inter ven tion. 

Step ping deftly out of the ener getic flow (an ancient

Bud dhist tech nique) I took a breath and calmly con sid -

ered my options. An imme di ate con fron ta tion would

prob a bly set off a power strug gle in which his neg a tive

behav ior would be rein forced by my neg a tive atten tion,

and this was the pat tern that needed to be changed. Tak -

ing a behav ioral stance, the most appro pri ate deci sion

would be to with hold rein force ment and wait for a more

pro-social response. But such dis turbed behav ior usu ally

stems from more deeply rooted prob lems and the most

obvi ous behav ioral solu tions are not always the most

effec tive in the long run. Eddie was very adept at set ting

up snot-fights and each con fron ta tion served to reaf firm a 

neg a tive self-image devel oped over years of rejec tion and

aban don ment. Cognitively, this was all held together by

Eddie’s per va sive belief that he was unlov able and that

nobody would be there for him when the chips were

down. So here was an oppor tu nity to let him know that I

would not aban don him while help ing him to reframe his 

self-defeat ing beliefs. But I would need to choose my

moment care fully – it was all about tim ing. 

As I waited patiently for the win dow of oppor tu nity,

Brenda Par kin son emerged from her room at the end of

the hall way and shuf fled toward me. She was obvi ously

dis tressed and cry ing. As she approached our con tact

bound ary, her whim pers turned into sobs – huge gulp ing, 

tear-pump ing sobs. I noticed she’d been pick ing at her

scabs again and a trickle of fresh blood ran down her

fore arm. My sav ior syn drome was imme di ately trig gered

96



but, once again, my self-aware ness came to the fore. I am

a mid dle child and my com pul sive need to assuage the

dis tress of oth ers was a mat ter of sur vival in my fam ily.

Step ping out of the flow again (such a good tech nique)

my mind was able to focus on Brenda’s treat ment plan. “I 

see you’ve been pick ing again,” I said, assum ing the pre -

scribed neu tral stance. “I want you to wash the wound

and then apply the per ox ide as usual.”Her sob bing

stopped imme di ately. “You don’t give a shit about me,”

she said, wip ing her tears with her arm and smear ing the

blood across her cheek. “We’ll talk later,” I told her. “Go

talk to your ass,” she sug gested unkindly and shuf fled off 

in the direc tion of the bath room. But my mind had

already returned to the prob lem of Eddie – it was all

about dif fer en tial treat ment.

As luck would have it, this untimely lit tle epi sode

with Brenda com pletely scut tled my timely inter ven tion

with Eddie. He must have heard our dis cus sion and, real -

iz ing that my atten tion had been sto len, pro ceeded to

launch a vio lent assault upon his imme di ate sur round -

ings. Inter ven tion was now more about de-esca la tion and 

I was mov ing swiftly in the direc tion of his room when

the damned bell went off. Some one was leav ing by the

emer gency exit. It could only have been Billy

Maccleswaith who had sworn on his mother’s chain saw

that he would take off before their next fam ily ther apy

ses sion. The thought of ‘Bone head’ Billy rid ing

rough-shod around the local com mu nity caused me to do 

a quick about-turn, at which point I charged straight into

the bedrag gled Brenda who had cho sen this pre cise

moment to shuf fle out of the bath room with her bot tle of

hydro gen per ox ide. 

I could cer tainly appre ci ate that she was sur prised by

this sud den breach of eti quette but her reac tion was wor -
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thy of an Oscar. First she hurled her self against the wall

with a scream that com pletely over pow ered the infer nal

bell. Then, after a dra matic pause, she slid slowly to the

floor with a piti ful moan and pro ceeded to empty the

entire con tents of the bot tle all over the new hall way car -

pet. At this point Jim Holden, our Exec u tive Direc tor

made his entry, stage left. As an admin is tra tor, Jim was

big on account abil ity and, with a body slumped on the

floor, a maniac destroy ing a room at the end of the hall -

way, our new car pet slowly chang ing col our and a bell

from Hell clang ing in the back ground, there was much to 

account for. 

Being self-aware I real ized that I was slip ping out of

pres ence and enter ing the state known as “frag men ta -

tion” ( I Fall to Pieces, Cline, 1960) ¾ that ter ri fy ing

melt-down of the self that com pletely oblit er ates all

sense of wor thi ness and com pe tence. My only option

was to bracket off all that was hap pen ing around me (a

use ful cog ni tive tech nique) and access my deep est inner

resources. In this altered state of con scious ness, Eddie,

Brenda and Billy were sys tem at i cally erased (tem po rarily 

of course) and even Jim, who was scream ing some thing

about the cost of car pets, was ren dered silent and impo -

tent as I strug gled to reas sem ble the pieces of my

frac tured self. Some where on the periph ery of my aware -

ness, I did get a glimpse of Billy Maccleswaith leav ing

the TV room to join the party but it was irrel e vant infor -

ma tion. 

Dur ing the sub se quent impromptu super vi sion ses sion 

in the staff office, Jim was able to deal with his frus tra -

tions through a mod er ately con tained cathar sis and I

could cer tainly appre ci ate where he was com ing from.

Jim came from a devoutly Cath o lic fam ily in which

author ity was a pri mary theme and his obses sion with
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the hall way car pet clearly revealed his par ents’ pre oc cu -

pa tion with mate ri al is tic val ues. Dur ing his review of the

cur rent cir cum stances I detected a lin ear and

dichotomized cog ni tive style char ac ter is tic of a fail ure to

achieve “object con stancy” at the crit i cal devel op men tal

stage. His atti tude toward me clearly lacked accu rate

empa thy and non-con di tional pos i tive regard and I could 

only assume that Jim had prob lems with inti macy. Yet, as 

my employer, he did not have to explain to me why he

had decided to test the emer gency door on that par tic u lar 

after noon and he had every right to sug gest that I might

ben e fit from addi tional train ing and super vi sion. 

But that’s all about Jim. For me it was a use ful learn ing 

expe ri ence and I thanked Jim for his insights and sug ges -

tions. When he finally left, I went back upstairs to

inspect the dam age and had to admit that his con cern for 

the car pet was not entirely spu ri ous. As I pon dered on

the jux ta po si tion of human and mate rial val ues, Eddie

Turnbull. poked his head from his bed room door and

grinned. “You got some shit eh?” he asked rhe tor i cally. I

turned away and walked slowly back to the staff office.

“Fuck off and die Eddie Turnbull,” I whis pered ¾ once

the door was closed, of course. 

Ref er ences

Bush,G. Jnr. (2001) How I Bagged Dad: And Other Tales of

Mass Destruc tion. Al Qaida Press. 

Cliene, Patsy (1960)I Fall To Pieces. MCA Records. 

99



Chap ter 14

The Magic 
of Tommy Watts

I started kick ing a soc cer ball about dur ing my lunch

break as a way of pre serv ing my san ity. I’d been work ing

as a coun selor at a large res i den tial treat ment cen ter for

‘emo tion ally dis turbed’ kids for a cou ple of years when

the Exec u tive Direc tor sud denly jumped ship and the

Board Chair man asked me to “take the helm” for a while

(his met a phor and his only coher ent instruc tion). Once

anointed, I spent most of my time cooped up in the

admin is tra tion build ing review ing bud gets, eval u at ing

pro grams and deflect ing the inces sant demands of those

who believed it was now my job to pro tect their right to

life, lib erty and hap pi ness. Chas ing a soc cer ball around

a deserted field with only the wind in my face and the

ground firmly beneath my feet, I could briefly reclaim

the free dom that my new pow ers had taken away. But, at
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the heart of my dis con tent, was a numb ing sense of

alone ness. 

Over the first few weeks, I tried to stay in touch with

my famil iar world by wan der ing through the res i den tial

units in the eve ning, but the ubiq ui tous man tle of

author ity can not be con ve niently donned and dis carded

at the whim of the wearer. My very pres ence was enough

to stem the flow of life I so sorely missed and, despite all

my efforts, my encoun ters with res i dents and ex-col -

leagues grew increas ingly dis tant and stra te gic. It was as

if every one wanted to either look good or get some thing.

In their eyes, it seemed, I was no lon ger who I used to be. 

Con vinced that I would never be accepted back into

the fold, I decided to use my power on my own behalf.

With lit tle regard for exist ing pro grams and rou tines, I

announced that there would be noon hour soc cer on

Mon days, Wednes days and Fri days for male res i dents

con sid ered to be ambu la tory (females just did n’t play soc -

cer in those days). At my direc tion, it was offi cially

entered in the mas ter sched ule as “super vised out door

rec re ation” (a term gen er ally used to describe the pop u lar 

diver sion of stand ing around, roll ing smokes and plot ting 

revenge). To ensure that my for mer col leagues would n’t

show up to put a damper on things, I iden ti fied myself as 

the sole pro gram leader. 

Only one kid actu ally signed up but, through the bla -

tant abuse of my posi tion, I was able to drag four teen

res i dents out for the first ses sion. I use the term “drag” as 

a verb (to coerce) but, to them, it was a noun(a pain in

the ass). Cor ralled on the weed-infested field, with traf fic 

cones sub sti tut ing for goal posts, they shuf fled around

aim lessly tak ing a per func tory kick at the ball only if it

hap pened to roll in their direc tion. My attempts to spur

them on with shouts of “Good pass Ralph” or “Great
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tackle Frank” were met with blank indif fer ence so I took

what ever plea sure I could in beat ing them to the ball,

drib bling around them, knock ing them over with per -

fectly legal shoul der charges and scor ing at will. For

dra matic effect, I cel e brated each goal by throw ing my

arms in the air while sim u lat ing the roar of an imag i nary

crowd with an inge nious piece of ven tril o quism. 

After only one week, the sen ti ment that mid day soc cer 

was some thing to be avoided at all costs became firmly

entrenched within the res i dent sub-cul ture. With chores,

con fine ments, psy chotic epi sodes, sei zures, amne sia,

phys i cal ail ments, court appear ances and even com mu -

nity ser vice as pos si ble options, the num bers began to

dwin dle to the point where even five-a-side “com pe ti -

tion” required inten sive drag ging. And so it would have

remained had a court order not placed Tommy Watts in

our care. 

Watts had spent the first four teen years of his life in

Shef field, Eng land where he dis tin guished him self in

such noble pur suits as rob bery, aggra vated assault, gang

war fare and … soc cer. When the fam ily moved to Can -

ada, his par ents insisted that he change his ways and he

obliged by giv ing up soc cer. The rules dic tated that all

new admis sions must be under con stant super vi sion for

the first two weeks for assess ment pur poses so he was

per son ally escorted to the play ing field by the Act ing

Exec u tive Direc tor. 

I did every thing pos si ble to lure Watts into show ing

his stuff but, being a sea soned trouper, he opted for the

group norm and ambled around with the oth ers. Then,

with time run ning out and mak ing my final charge

toward goal, I made a sud den detour and ran straight into 

him – torso to torso, man to man. Though he was my

equal in size and weight, he was not ready for the impact 
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and by the time his butt finally hit the deck, he had per -

formed an almost per fect tri ple sow-cow. As the hap less

goalie trudged off to retrieve the ball for the eighth time I

went into to my self-con grat u la tory rou tine, but before

the crowd had time to roar, the lights went out. Accord -

ing to those who wit nessed the event, Watts had sprung

up from the ground, pur sued me with light en ing speed

and, with the agil ity of a pan ther, launched him self

head-first into the mid dle of my back. 

On the sec ond day of his sen tence for assault ing a

mem ber of staff, I paid a visit to Watts and made a fate ful

deal. All would be for given if he would assist me in

encour ag ing the oth ers to acquire some appre ci a tion for

the game we both loved. 

The impact of this agree ment was imme di ate. The fol -

low ing day, he unleashed his dor mant tal ents, fin ish ing

up with the same num ber of goals as myself (6 each in a

6-6 tie). But, more impor tantly, he man aged to spark

some life in the oth ers. Not that they raised their stan -

dard of play, they sim ply moved a lit tle faster and

com plained with more inten sity. It was hardly soc cer

but, at least, I was no lon ger com pletely alone out there.
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Then I made the mis take of lac ing my new found enthu si -

asm with alco hol. I was shar ing a bot tle of Glenfiddich

with a friend who taught Eng lish at Caldwell High. By

his own admis sion, Phil was some thing of a snob who

believed the kids I worked with were a lost cause. When

I told him about this young fel low who, with sup port and 

encour age ment, might have been an inter na tional soc cer

star, he dis missed the whole idea as a roman tic fan tasy.

As he ram bled on about how the senior team at Caldwell

had made it to the Pro vin cial finals and were odds-on

favor ites to win the cham pi on ship, my mind slipped eas -

ily from fan tasy into ambi tion.

I’ve always been a sucker for sto ries and mov ies in

which the deprived and down trod den rise up to defeat

the priv i leged and elite in some form of dra matic show -

down. Sure it’s a worn out cliché but ide al ism blended

with scotch can dis man tle any ver sion of real ity. So, by

the time we parted, a deal had been struck and money

was on the table. A team from my “insti tu tion” would

play a third-string out fit from Caldwell on Sat ur day, June 

6th, a mere three weeks away. Since their first team would 

be out of town for the Pro vin cial finals, the Caldwell

facil i ties would be avail able and, there would be nobody

around to wit ness our ill-begot ten con test. 

In the sober light of day I found myself agree ing with

Tommy Watts. Why would any body want to “take a band

of club-footed pillocks to be slaugh tered by a bunch of

wankers from some snot-nosed high school?”But there

could be no back ing down and with out Watts to lead the

troops the pros pects were even more dis mal. “Sport is

ninety per cent emo tion,” I told him. “We’ll focus on

teach ing the basics and I’ll get a stack of moti va tion mov -

ies, ‘Rocky,’ ‘Ka rate Kid’, ‘The Lon gest Yard’ and stuff like

that. We’ll prac tice every day right after school and pick
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the best play ers we have.” There was no doubt in my

mind that, had I made the slight est shift from total i tar i -

an ism to democ racy, Watts would have told me where to

shove the whole idea. But this was no time for egal i tar ian 

ges tures. 

In the days that fol lowed I took some solace in know -

ing that the game itself could not be worse than the

night mare of the prep a ra tions, the details of which I

choose to omit here. Suf fice to say that it took all my

power and cre ativ ity to keep things from fall ing apart. In

the final week we began mak ing our selec tions. Since

skill was not an issue, we decided upon a strat egy of con -

fu sion and intim i da tion. Tommy Watts and Jock

Henderson (an ille gal import from a com mu nity team)

would be the two strik ers, while Mad Dog Har ris, Dump -

ster Delany, Curly Maccleswaith, Enrico Southerington

and Bomber Brumholdstein would be there to strike fear

in the hearts of the enemy. Bellamy would be in goal and

the rest would be “rov ers” with no other pur pose than to

get in the way as much as pos si ble. Given our resources,

it was best we could do. 

June 6th was a per fect day for soc cer – sunny with a

light breeze to stir the spir its. But as our bus trun dled

across the park ing lot and came to a stop beside the

Caldwell play ing field, my own spirit froze. Con trary to

all expec ta tions, the pitch was lined with Caldwell sup -

port ers. It was Phil’s doing for sure. “Hey look at all those 

chicks,” screamed Har ris, bang ing on the win dow and

mak ing obscene ges tures with his tongue. “And look at

the three old farts in black shorts,” Maccleswaith

shouted.”Is that their team?”“Those are the offi cials you

asshole,” sneered Henderson. In the seat next to me,

Watts sat with his head bowed. “Oh shit,” he mum bled.

“Oh shit.”
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Being the team man ager, I rose to deliver a rous ing ser -

mon on my belief in them as indi vid u als and as a team.

“Remem ber Rocky,” I said. “Remem ber the Karate Kid

and remem ber Bert Reynolds.” “Remem ber the fucking

Alamo,” added Watts, his head now between his knees. 

“Here they come,” yelled Maccleswaith, peer ing

through the win dow as a line of immac u lately out fit ted

young ath letes trot ted by the bus and onto the field.

“Jesus, what a bunch of fudge pack ers.”“That’s enough,” I 

hol lered. “Remem ber, this is an offi cial pro gram and the

reg u lar rules apply.”“Too much to remem ber,” Watts mut -

tered. “Too much to remem ber.”

Once on the field, Watts and Henderson did their best

to get the oth ers posi tioned in a way that approx i mated a

soc cer line- up but it was frus trat ing work. Then I

noticed Southerington stand ing at the far side of the field 

with his back toward the play ing area and his shorts sus -

pended sus pi ciously low across his but tocks. Three

young girls were gaz ing at the fron tal view in dis be lief. I

would have inter vened had the ref eree not blown his

whis tle to start the game and since the inci dent was not

picked up by either of the other offi cials, I decided to

con sider the con se quences later. 

It was only a mat ter of min utes before Caldwell scored 

the first goal. Three nifty runs, two pre cise passes and

their golden haired striker ham mered the ball into the

back of the net. “Nice save Bellamy,” shouted

Brumholstein who had casu ally watched the whole event 

from only a few feet away. Know ing that Bellamy had a

frag ile sense of esteem and was inclined to over re act to

crit i cism, I wor ried about how he might be feel ing, but

this was soc cer, not group ther apy. 

From the ensu ing kick-off, Henderson and Watts made

a prom is ing incur sion into Caldwell ter ri tory but it was
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snuffed out when the ref eree blew his whis tle for no

appar ent rea son. He then turned away from the play and

began to march toward our goal where Bellamy was

attempt ing a hand-over-hand tra verse along the cross bar,

cheered on by two spotty-faced youths of obscure ori gin

and affil i a tion. The ref eree paused out side the pen alty

area and pointed at the fig ure now sus pended mid way

between the goal posts. “You’re off,” he bel lowed, wav ing 

his hand toward noth ing in par tic u lar. Bellamy con tin -

ued to hold his pre car i ous posi tion as Henderson arrived

on the scene. “What’s he been sent off for,” he demanded

to know. “Aping around,” announced the offi cial. There’s

no such fucking rule as “aping around,” Henderson pro -

tested. “There is now, and I’m giv ing you a yel low card

for swear ing at an offi cial.” “But we can’t play with out a

goalie.” “That’s your prob lem,” declared the ref eree trot -

ting back up field and point ing to the spot from which

Caldwell should take their free kick. 

There was a short delay while I talked

Bellamy down from his work on the

high bar and Watts gave one of the rov -

ers a crash course on the basics of goal

keep ing. There’s an old soc cer say ing

about how, some times, ten men can

play better than eleven, but two against

eleven are odds that even Walt Dis ney

would balk at. To their credit, Watts

and Henderson remained true to the

cause, show ing flashes of bril liance

that even the par ti san crowd was com -

pelled to acknowl edge. But when

Henderson was sent off for a ques tion able

tackle on the golden haired striker, the last

ves tiges of fan tasy died. Just before
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half-time I was mor ti fied by the sight of Har ris (“Mad

Dog” they called him) pro fusely apol o giz ing to a Caldwell 

defender who had made the mis take of run ning into him. 

A psy cho path indeed. Who are these kids soci ety deems

to be a dan ger to self and oth ers? When the half-time

whis tle blew, Caldwell had scored five ‘un an swered’

goals. It could eas ily have been ten. 

After deliv er ing a brief mono logue on win ning as a

state of mind I left Watts to han dle the fall out. My sights

were set on Phil, who could be seen chat ting with the

Caldwell play ers at the other end of the pitch. He greeted 

me warmly but I was not about to be mol li fied.

“Third-string play ers and no spec ta tors eh? So what hap -

pened to our agree ment Phil old pal?” Sens ing my

inten tion to seek a dual at dawn or a punch-up after the

game, he made no attempt to dis guise his com plic ity.

“Yea, I made a mis take. The Pro vin cial finals are next

week and the coach pres sured me into using a cou ple of

first string ers to assess their fit ness. The crowd came out

to see them.” Even this was bullshit but it was enough for 

me to state my case. “Then the deal’s off,” I pro claimed,

“and, just to make your day, I’m send ing my team out in

the sec ond half with instruc tions to break as many bones 

as pos si ble, start ing with that blond- haired prima-donna

with the silk shorts.” His smile faded and his expres sion

became seri ous. “Okay, this isn’t what we planned, so

let’s for get about the score. If you get one goal in the sec -

ond half, you win – dou ble or noth ing, what do you say?” 

He held out his hand. 

The script was no lon ger the stuff of Hol ly wood. There 

would be no dra matic trans for ma tion, no divine inter -

ven tion, no mag i cal sub stance slipped into water bot tles

and no sud den arrival of a Bra zil ian inter na tional admit -

ted to the closed unit ten min utes after the rest of us left
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for the game. But mir a cles are always pos si ble if you

lower your expec ta tions and Watts had already come

close on two or three occa sions. I gave Phil the stare of

defi ance and shook his clammy hand. 

I arrived back just in time to grab Watts as his team -

mates were traips ing back onto the pitch. “For get about

the oth ers,” I told him. “Just get out there and score a goal 

– one bloody goal, that’s all I ask. Remem ber the Alamo.”

He gave me a ‘you mean noth ing to me’ look. “And

remem ber me to your mother,” he said before slouch ing

off to join the oth ers. So much for emo tional inten sity. 

The sec ond half was much like the first, with the

Caldwell play ers play ing to the gal lery and scor ing when -

ever the urge took them. With out Henderson to work

with, Watts sank into the iner tia of his team mates and, by 

three-quar ter time, the spec ta tors began to lose inter est

and drift away. 

Then the mir a cle hap pened, just as the old story-line

pre dicts. Watts had the ball just inside our half of the

field and was about to pass it to a sleep ing Har ris when

the blonde bomb shell, who was now in the habit or run -

ning all over the place, hit him shoul der-to shoul der and

sped off with the ball. Just as he had in our first kick

about ses sion, Watts sprang up from the ground and tore

off in pur suit. He caught up with the silken striker just

out side the pen alty area, deftly took the ball off his feet,

cir cled around him and set off on a daz zling run up-field

rem i nis cent of George Best in his hey day with Man ches -

ter United. He was a man pos sessed. By the time he was

within shoot ing range, he had out paced and out maneu -

vered almost every player in the Caldwell team. The few

remain ing spec ta tors, stunned by this scin til lat ing dis -

play of tal ent began to cheer wildly as our star striker

moved in on the last Caldwell defender and angled him -
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self for his shot. 

But, even it its final stretches, the course of des tiny is

sel dom lin ear. As Watts sped by, the des per ate defender

stuck out a leg and sent him sprawl ing head long into the

goal mouth where he hit the goalie with a chill ing

crunch. Even the par ti san spec ta tors were appalled by

the trav esty and the cry of “PENALTY” was unan i mous.

The ref eree, still out of breath from try ing to keep up

with play, went over to the defender and dis patched him

from the game. He then pointed to the spot to indi cate

that it was, indeed, to be a pen alty kick. 

Of course I would have pre ferred to win in clas si cal

style but a goal is a goal and I knew Watts would have no 

trou ble con sum mat ing his objec tive from the pen alty

spot. But the irre press ible Tommy Watts, my hero and

sav ior, was still roll ing around between the goal posts

clasp ing his right ankle and moan ing obscen i ties. I ran

onto the pitch to join the ref eree who was crouch ing over 

the body and inspect ing the injury. “I don’t think it’s bro -

ken,” he said, “just a bad sprain.” The diag no sis was

intended to be assur ing but, either way, the black clouds

of uncer tainty were hov er ing again. As I watched Watts

leav ing the field sus pended between Bumholdstein and

The Dump ster, it was clear that there would be one more

roll of the dice before the agony was over. 

I called upon Southerington to take the pen alty,

instruct ing him to aim to the left as this seemed to be the

keep ers’ weak est side. There was no time for any more

since the ref eree was already blast ing impa tiently on his

whis tle for the game to recom mence. It was n’t that

Southerington had proven him self to be an effec tive

striker of the ball but he was the one less likely to feel the 

pres sure (or feel any thing else for that mat ter). Tak ing a

ridic u lously long run up, he swung wildly at the ball and 
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drilled his foot into ground. The ball shot off his ankle to

the right – so far to the right that almost struck the cor ner 

flag. “Fucking bril liant,” shouted Har ris. I could n’t have

agreed more. 

In the movie ver sion, a sud den gust of wind turns

Southerington’s shot 47 degrees, float ing the ball over the 

goal keeper’s head just as the final whis tle blows, send ing 

the audi ence home with a warm sense of some thing or

other. But in the real life ver sion there was none of this.

In fact, those of us con demned to see it through had to

endure another six teen min utes in which Caldwell slot -

ted in four more goals – just for the sheer hell of it. 

There is no moral to this story – or none intended. On

the way home Har ris con tin ued to make lewd com ments

about the chicks on the side lines, Bumholdstein berated

Maccleswaith for not “slug ging that blonde prick” when

he had the chance and Southerington talked about how

he should prob a bly have aimed to the left. Alto gether,

they were a pretty happy bunch. Only Watts, who was

still in con sid er able pain and Henderson who cursed his

deci sion to par tic i pate in the “fiasco,” seemed the least

bit down. And with the emo tions of bat tle already sub -

sided, I relaxed into my seat and dreamt of the day when

I could have my old job back.
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Chap ter 15

The Home Visit

I like bad kids. I don’t mean the wit less wom bats who

trip over them selves to get in your face; I’m talk ing about

the seri ous per form ers who know how to piss you off

with pur pose and panache. Any kid can fart or tell you to 

“go fuck your self,” but to do so at pre cisely the right

moment, with just the right tone and ampli tude, calls for

a for tu itous com bi na tion of intu ition, desire and dis ci -

pline that belongs to the pre cious few. At this level it is

an art form, a cre ative expres sion that deserves to be

appre ci ated and nur tured like any other. 

The trou ble is that most adults feel threat ened by such 

art istry. Blinded by the fear of los ing their illu sion ary

author ity, they are com pletely inca pa ble of dis tin guish -

ing between the goons and the gifted. So, they lash out

indis crim i nately. God only knows how many poten tially

bril liant careers have been destroyed by their mor al is tic

pig igno rance. I, on the other hand, have become some -

thing of a con nois seur. I love to study the mas ters at

work and watch their appren tices acquire the fun da men -

tals of the craft. 

The first thing you have to real ize is that this is essen -

tially an interactional art form. As a par tic i pat ing adult,

your out rage is a crit i cal ele ment in the per for mance.

Con sider a Costello with out an Abbot, a Lau rel with out a

Hardy or a Bush with out a Saddam. What defines the

form and impacts the audi ence is not so much the stim u -
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lus as the response, the effect of the actor upon the

observer, and vice-versa.   Excel lence is achieved when

the responder is induced to match his or her reac tion

per fectly to the orig i nal cre ative act.   In the the at ri cal

world, this is a con scious col lab o ra tion involv ing nat u ral

intu ition, acute sen si tiv ity and, above all, exqui site tim -

ing.    But in the com bat zone where rul ing adults do

daily bat tle with unruly kids, such col lab o ra tion would

destroy the integ rity of the exer cise.     Here the skilled

per former must rely upon his or her abil ity to pre dict or

elicit the response of the unsus pect ing stooge ¾ a dar ing

prop o si tion that even the most com pe tent and cou ra -

geous pro fes sion als would think twice about.   

And this is where the wit less won ders fall flat on their 

stu pid faces, right at the first hur dle. Unable to read the

tar get and the audi ence, they blun der on, never know ing

quite what to do, how far to go, or what but tons to press,

until some body blows the whis tle. They are clowns,

more likely to be rid i culed than revered. What they lack

is ‘role-tak ing abil ity,’ the capac ity to see and judge the

world through the eyes of oth ers. On the sur face this may 

look like raw intu ition but it isn’t. Accu rate role-tak ing

involves using all of the senses in a thought ful and dis ci -

plined way. It also demands a clear sense of per sonal

bound aries ¾ being able to sep a rate one’s own expe ri -

ence from the imag ined expe ri ence of the other. So if you 

find your self around kids who have that uncanny abil ity

to get you going, you can con fi dently assume that their

role-tak ing abil ity is more devel oped than yours. In this

area at least, they are more per son ally aware and inter -

per son ally adept. And if this recognition pisses you off

even more, your trou bles are just going to get worse. Your 

only sal va tion is to accept your rel a tive inad e quacy with

grace and fol low in their foot steps in a dig ni fied and
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adult man ner of course. There is much to be learned. 

Tal ented kids learn how to choose their unwit ting col -

lab o ra tors care fully early in their career. For prac tice

pur poses, the ideal can di date is some one who is uptight

enough to ensure a response but is unlikely to be pro -

voked into cre at ing some life-threat en ing retal i a tion

(these mani acs are best left to the most skilled and sea -

soned prac ti tio ners). For sim i lar rea sons, the astute

rookie will select tar gets located some where in the mid -

dle of the power hier ar chy. The lowly and hum ble offer

lit tle sat is fac tion while the pow er ful and mighty can

extin guish the cre ative flame with the stroke of a pen.

Resist ing the temp ta tion to aim too high is a fun da men tal 

aspect of the prac ti tio ner’s dis ci pline. 

I entered the arena as a mid-range tar get work ing in a

closed insti tu tion for evil boys. As a rookie front-liner

with a uni ver sity degree, a new bicy cle, and a mis di -

rected incli na tion to make a dif fer ence in other peo ple’s

lives, I was an ideal mark. 

Con trary to all expec ta tions, my first week on the job

went like a dream. I could n’t believe how well I was

received by the res i dents ¾ neat kids really. Even the

“ones to watch” seemed to acknowl edge my legit i mate

place in the scheme of things. Some even took the time

to inquire about my well-being and ask the odd ques tion

about my life on the out side. What I did n’t real ize was

that the “ones to watch” were care fully watch ing me. 

By com par i son, my new col leagues were dis tant and

imper sonal. They talked about the pragmatics of insti tu -

tional life, ate meals at their own sep a rate table (the only

one with a cloth) and warned me about the dan gers of

becom ing per son ally involved with the “inmates.” At my

first staff meet ing I alien ated myself fur ther by sug gest ing 

that ‘Flash’ Flannigan’s pre oc cu pa tion with his
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prize-win ning gen i tals might not be resolved by forc ing

him to wear box ing gloves to bed.    

 Between meet ings, the only friendly ges ture I can

recall came from a dep uty war den named Drew (“Drew

the Screw” the inmates called him) when he walked in

and caught me lend ing a book to a kid doing sol i tary. “We 

don’t do that,” he said, grab bing the book from the pris -

oner and ush er ing me out into the walk way. “We put

them in there to think, not to be enter tained. A book

today, God knows what tomor row.”He bolted the door

from the out side. Then, with out warn ing, he shook my

hand. “You’ll learn,” he said, pat ting my shoul der with

his other hand. “These things take time.” Then he took

off with my “Wankers World” stuffed in his jacket pocket. 

“Screw you Drew,” I said, after he had dis ap peared into

the lab y rinth. “Sooner you than me,” said a voice from

one of the cubi cles. 

If my col leagues seemed dis tant from me, they were

even more remote from the “inmates”. Even the Staff Psy -

chol o gist, who spent most of his time pre par ing reports,

rarely left his office and could be seen only by appoint -

ment. So, when ever my cus to dial and pro gram

respon si bil i ties allowed, I chose to hang out wher ever

the kids hap pened to be. I wanted to be avail able with out 

being intru sive, to lis ten rather than talk. Of course there

was the usual test ing-out ¾ the break ing of minor rules,

unac cept able lan guage and“ungen tle manly con duct,” but 

it was all fairly benign and, for the most part, I man aged

to hang in with out hav ing to call upon the power

invested in me. When push came to shove, I was usu ally

able to sup port my non-inter ven tion ist stance with the

belief that this was all part of chang ing the insti tu tional

ethos. On the odd occa sion when I did bring out the rule

book, there was never any major chal lenge to my author -
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ity and I really appre ci ated the guys for this. Most of the

time I actu ally enjoyed the ban ter, even the goad ing, that

went back and forth, and par tic i pated to the extent that

my role and dig nity would allow. It was dur ing this time

that I began to notice how some kids were par tic u larly

adept at cross ing the line with out hang ing them selves

out to dry on the other side. It did n’t occur to me then

that this had always been cen tral to my own ambi tions

and that I was respond ing to my own institutionalization

in pre cisely the same way – hence my fas ci na tion. 

“The guys really like you,” Jimmy McLintock told me

one day. “They trust you more than the other goons

around here.” Ignor ing the impli ca tion that I was also a

“goon,” I took some sat is fac tion from the sen ti ment. But

that was n’t what I was really look ing for. It’s true that I

wanted to be accepted but this was n’t sim ply about ego. I 

wanted them to trust me, con fide in me, tell me about

their lives, their hopes and their fears. I wanted them to

know that some one in that insti tu tional back water cared

about them as unique human beings and not sim ply as

inmates with a sen tence to be served. I wanted them to

see them selves as worth while indi vid u als with real

poten tial to go on and make some thing of their lives. I

wanted to make a dif fer ence, to do the work I’d come to

do. 

So, when inmate Harry Hassleback, the Kipling House

cap tain, told me in con fi dence that young Brendan

O’Leary had a “per sonal prob lem” and wanted to talk to

me about it, I dis guised my delight with a per func tory

nod. Brendan was a morose kind of kid who never had

much to say for him self and I was really quite shocked

that he would choose me to be his coun sel lor. Harry said

he would arrange for us to meet pri vately in the dorm

dur ing study hour. 
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O’Leary was indeed a very unhappy fel low. He sat on

the cor ner of his bed with his head bowed and mum bled

his dis con tent to some indis tin guish able spot on the

floor. Only through my con stant requests for clar ity and

clar i fi ca tion was I able to pick up the gist of his story. He

had lost con tact with his mother, the only per son who

meant any thing to him. Appar ently she was suf fer ing

from some debil i tat ing ill ness and had been forced to

leave her apart ment for rea sons unknown. She had given

her son her new address but no phone num ber and his

let ters, three in all, had been returned unopened. When I

sug gested he might phone his pro ba tion offi cer and ask

him to look into the sit u a tion, Brendan shook his head.

He was due to be released in a few weeks and if mother

was nowhere to be found, or was liv ing in cir cum stances

deemed to be unde sir able, he would have to be trans -

ferred to another cor rec tional facil ity. But news about his 

mother’s loca tion was much more impor tant than his

own free dom. He just wanted to know that she was okay.

No pro ba tion offi cer or social worker would ever give

him the straight goods. Brendan needed to hear from

some one he could trust but there was no one on the out -

side, friend or fam ily, who could be relied upon.

Con trary to all the rules of the sys tem and the insti tu tion, 

I told him I would drop by on my day off and check

things out. Given the cir cum stances, it was the least I

could do, a sim ple act of human ity. 

The address he gave me turned out to be a run down

Vic to rian apart ment house on the East Side. I climbed

the stairs and rang the bell of Suite 304. The woman who 

invited me in was prob a bly in her mid-twen ties; a per ox -

ide blonde with crim son lips, blue frosted eye lids and a

per fume that smelled like mix ture of gren a dine and

Nil-Odor. She had on a short flo ral kimono, fish-net
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stock ings and pre car i ously high heeled shoes that left

small inden ta tions in the lino leum. The ‘suite’ was actu -

ally a ‘bed-sit ter’¾one room, cur tains closed, one bed,

poorly made-up, and one chair draped in an assort ment

of female under gar ments. Hav ing deter mined that my

host ess was, in fact, the sole occu pant, I turned to leave

but she moved quickly to posi tion her self between me

and the door, now firmly closed. I sensed I might be los -

ing con trol of the agenda. “I’m look ing for Mrs. O’Leary,”

I said. 

“Well here I am,” she replied, open ing her arms and,

thereby, the front of her kimono. “Please call me Claudia. 

It’s a pretty name, don’t you think? I chose it myself.”

“Yes, yes I do, very pretty. But I’m in the wrong place.”

She moved a step closer. “Maybe you are, maybe

you’re not. At least have a drink while you make up your

mind”. She glided past me, reached under the bed and

pulled out a card board box stuffed with bot tles. “Scotch,

Gin, Rum or Beer, what’s your fancy Ced?” She sat down

on the bed and care fully adjusted her posi tion until the

hem of her Kimo was a good four inches above the top of

her fish-nets. “Don’t worry,” she said, the booze is

included.”

The design of O’Leary’s con spir acy was obvi ous. What

I needed now were the details, the evi dence that would

estab lish guilt beyond any rea son able doubt. Details of

the hear ing and pun ish ment could be left for future con -

sid er ation. “How do you know my name?” I demanded to 

know?”

“Relax. I have friends every where.” She tapped the

side of her nose with her fin ger and a frosted blue eye lid

dropped into the wink posi tion. 

Even then, I would have con tin ued my inter ro ga tion

had it not been for the racket that sud denly erupted in
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the suite next door. At least two men and at least one

woman were scream ing and howl ing while some one, or

some thing, pounded out a rhyth mic accom pa ni ment on

the adjoin ing wall. As the cacoph ony was obvi ously esca -

lat ing toward an ear-split ting cre scendo, I decided to

move out before the author i ties had a chance to move in.

Antic i pat ing my depar ture, my host ess got up from the

bed and spat on the floor in con tempt. “Goddammed

chickenshit,” she said, push ing the box back under the

bed with her foot. On the way out, I passed a slov enly

young buck lurk ing about in the front hall way. “Every -

thing to your sat is fac tion Sir?” he asked politely above

the din. “Oh yes,” I assured him. “You should try it some -

time.”

The fol low ing day I bar reled into the Kipling Dor mi -

tory just as the wake-up bell sounded and made straight

for O’Leary’s bunk. “Okay, where is he?”I hol lered on dis -

cov er ing that his bed was sans cor pus. Moans, grunts and 

an exqui sitely timed fart greeted my inquiry. 

 “Come on, where is the lit tle shit?” House Cap tain

Hassleback finally retrieved the basics of ver bal com mu -

ni ca tion. “He’s vis it ing his Mom,” he said wea rily, sit ting

up in bed and stretch ing his arms above his head. “He

gets an overnighter twice a month. Is there a prob -

lem?”He was yawn ing and blink ing his eyes like a

star tled choir boy. I could have saved the world from

immea sur able grief by end ing his wretched career on the

spot but self-inter est pre vailed. The events lead ing up to

his grisly demise might have liv ened up the Cor rec tional

Archives and made good copy for the Tab loids but my

mother would have been dev as tated by the pub lic ity.

Any way, O’Leary would never have had to face the con -

se quences of his own treach ery. So, being a ratio nal

being and an aspir ing pro fes sional, I kicked the leg of the 
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vacant bed and departed, slam ming the door on the way

out. 

Still com mit ted to my quest, I did a quick about-turn

at the Gym, dou bled back to the dorm and put my ear to

the door. All was silent. But it was n’t the gen tle silence of 

a world in har mony, it was the sin is ter uneasy silence

that wraps itself around oth er wise unbri dled malev o -

lence. I knew instinc tively that my con ve niently absent

‘friend’ had spilled the beans to the degen er ates of

Kipling House, a den of devi ance trag i cally named after

the poet who had so elo quently artic u lated the most

noble aspects of man hood. “Hit ler House” would have

been a far more appro pri ate des ig na tion. 

When I returned to the staff office my fears rose to

another level. Every one was just too anx ious to know

about how I spent my day off. Even Drew, who had

dropped in to read the night reports, seemed to be peer -

ing at me with unchar ac ter is tic inter est. “Oh I had all

kinds of stuff to do at home,” l told them and, for what -

ever rea son, they let me get away with it. I was tempted

to blow away the whole cha rade with a full con fes sion

and a plea for mercy but revenge was still my pri mary

pre oc cu pa tion. 

For the rest of the day, I shied away from human con -

tact and restricted my activ i ties to the con fines of the

Pol icy and Pro ce dure man ual. In the after noon, as I was

check ing the dorms for illicit objects, mate ri als and sub -

stances, and my mind con tin ued on its course of

retal i a tion my brain decided to release a crit i cal item

from the vaults. It was a rev e la tion that called for a major 

shift in strat egy. I went down to the Records Office,

signed out three files and checked the Duty Offi cer’s

reports. Hav ing sub stan ti ated my sus pi cious, I then slith -

ered into to the metal shop, by way of the fur nace room,
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and told Hassleback I wanted to see him in the Sur gery

imme di ately after din ner. 

He arrived thir teen min utes late. Rather than apol o gize 

or ques tion the rea son for our meet ing, he imme di ately

launched off into a stream of trivia about life in the insti -

tu tion. I sim ply stared at him until he chose to

acknowl edge that I was not on board. He stopped in mid

sen tence. “What?” he asked, as if he he’d just noticed my

non-par tic i pa tion. 

“What, what?”

“What are you look ing at me like that for?”

I went directly to the heart of the mat ter. “You set the

whole thing up did n’t you? Your evil lit tle mind planned

the whole thing.”

“Set it up … set what up? What am I being accused

of?”

“Oh, you want me to read you your rights eh? One

phone call to a law yer and all that bullshit. For get it lad,

you’re already in the Nick and it’s just you and me.”

Then he tried to turn the tables by inter ro gat ing me.

“You and me talk ing about what?”

I decided to demol ish his game plan on the first play.

“Okay, let me go through the tedious exer cise of tell ing

you what you already know. I’ll talk, you lis ten. With out

giv ing him the sat is fac tion of let ting him in on my per -

sonal dis ar ray, I coldly recounted the facts: the con trived

ses sion with O’Leary; the case of the dis ap pear ing

mother; the phony address; the col lu sion with Claudia — 

the works. 

He lis tened atten tively but with no hint of empa thy or

cul pa bil ity. “Sounds like fun, but why are you point ing

the fin ger at me?” He looked non cha lantly around the

room. 

“One, because O’Leary could not have dreamed this
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thing up, he does n’t have that kind of twisted mind. Two, 

O’Leary does n’t, and never did, live on the East Side.

Three, your father, God have mercy on his Soul, lives

three doors down from the Knock ing Shop on Rob erts.

Four, your friend was on loca tion to mon i tor the pro ceed -

ings. I pre sume he filed a full report to your sat is fac tion.”

Point four was his only hope. “Friend? What friend?

What are you talk ing about?”

“The kid who vis ited you at 3.15 p.m. on Sep tem ber

26th. I saw him in the wait ing room. He was hang ing

around in the door when I left the scene of the crime.

Frank Blundle it was. Surely you remem ber good old

Frank.”

Hassleback nod ded thought fully. “Are you going to

hand in a report on this?”

“You know damned well I’m not ... and you know

damned well why.”

He gave me a wide-eyed look and shrugged his shoul -

ders. 

My inner tur moil began to ooze out. “Okay so you

conned me big guy. I hope it was worth it. I broke the

rules to help out a kid who seemed to be in trou ble. I put

myself out on a limb for you and O’Leary. The staff are

right, you guys are a bunch of juve nile psy cho’s. You

don’t give a shit about any body. Well, les son learned.

From now on I go by the book. So you can tell all of your

pals out there to watch their scabby asses at every turn.”

He thought for a moment, looked up and smiled. “Well 

it really was a fam ily visit you know.” 

“Don’t give me that shit.”

“No really. Claudia’s my half-sis ter. Her real name’s

Crys tal … you can check it out.”

“And I sup pose Crys tal was just play ing a role in your

per verted lit tle plot?”
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“Hell no. I told her you were look ing for ser vices. It

was all yours for the tak ing.”

“You scumbag. And what did you tell your friend

Blundle?”

“I just asked him to make sure you did n’t get into any

trou ble … real trou ble I mean.”

“You bloody liar. I’m in trou ble up to my neck. Every -

one in this pig pen knows about it. Even if I man age to

hold onto my job, my life around here isn’t worth a toss. 

Hassleback looked deadly seri ous. “That’s a pile of

crap. The only ones who know are the guys in Kipling.”

“Oh sure. And they’ve all kept their dirty lit tle traps

shut, right?”

“They’d better.”

“Oh yeah, so why is that?”

“Because any one who breaks the Kipling Code of

Broth er hood would n’t have much left to live for. And

because I’m the House Cap tain, unless you or the goons

decide to fire me for some rea son. Then, of course, the

rea sons would have to be con sid ered in detail at a dis ci -

plin ary tri bu nal.”

The impli ca tions of his last remark did not escape me.

“So the Kipling Code of Broth er hood is it? Well the only

code you’ll ever know is the Crim i nal Code and your

broth er hood is no more than a clump of mag gots hang ing 

from a camel’s ass.”

“Oh charm ing.”

“Oh no, Mr. House Cap tain, you’re the charmer. First

you stick the boot in from behind. Then you try to con

your way out of it. And now you’re offer ing me pro tec -

tion by prom is ing to keep your trap shut. Now that’s

charm ing. Even if you kept your word, which is unlikely

with out a lobot omy, you’ll always have your lit tle pack -

age of black mail to fall back on when ever the need arises. 
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Well screw that Mr. Hassleback, Cap tain, Sir. Let’s get

this thing out of the way once and for all.

What ever was going on in his poi son ous lit tle mind,

he looked gen u inely dis traught. “That won’t hap pen.

Trust me.”

“TRUST YOU.”Give me one good rea son why I should

trust you, or any of your squirm ing band of toad ies. 

“Because we trust you.”

“Balls.”

“I mean it man. This won’t go any fur ther … you can

count it.”

“Get out of here”. Go on, piss-off.”

“What?”

“I said get out of here. Go on, Piss-off. NOW”

He left me alone to con sider his prop o si tion and my

future. I have no idea what strange cog ni tive con tor tion

per suaded me to believe him, but I did. And I remained

in the job until long after Hassleback and his cro nies had

been dis charged to con tinue their felo ni ous careers else -

where. It was a good deci sion. 
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Post script

Some years after I had shaken Hassleback’s hand on

the occa sion of his release from our cor rec tional care, I

decided to sac ri fice my own free dom to the insti tu tion of

Holy Mat ri mony. As I stood beside the woman I loved on

the church steps, smil ing at friends and rel a tives, my

bleary eyes picked out the unmis tak able form of

Hassleback lean ing on the stone gates. That eve ning,

when my blush ing bride and I finally made it to our

secret ren dez vous, we dis cov ered yet another

gift-wrapped par cel sit ting on the bed side table. It con -

tained a bot tle of the fin est sin gle malt scotch with a card 

attached. It read; “Don’t worry, the booze is included.

Cheers, Cap tain Harry H. Hassleback.”
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PART FOUR

Some Unprofessional Ideas for
Child & Youth Care

EDITOR’S NOTE

You will be pleased to know that this is the last sec -

tion. If you have made it this far, you might as well go on

to enjoy a well-deserved sense of clo sure. After all you

have suf fered through, it should come as come as no sur -

prise to learn that this ‘writer’ has the unmit i gated

audac ity to offer his per verse per spec tive on the pro fes -

sion that he has never really under stood. If noth ing else,

I hope you now have some empa thy for the poor wretch

who was bribed into edit ing this scur ri lous ‘mas ter piece’. 

We will all recover in time – all things being equal and

the Good Lord will ing. 

GDF 
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Chap ter 16

When the Cocks Crow 
the Chicks Get Laid

If sex is such a big deal, how come the CYC scribes

don’t write about it? Per haps it’s because they might be

accused of being sex ist, per verted, amoral, homo sex ual,

homo pho bic, Mus lim, pedophilic, or any of the other

nasty lit tle barbs that get tossed about in our sex u ally lib -

er ated world. Per son ally, I think it’s more likely because

they’re scared their own fan ta sies, fears and fail ures

might leak out and show them to be as screwed up as the 

rest of us. Oh what a cynic I am. 

And what about all you worker bees med dling in kids’

lives? Is sex a hot item in your lit tle chats, or do you hide 

behind the old “that’s pri vate and per sonal” bar rier to

avoid the same com pli ca tions? And what about the

lingo? I know some sea soned cam paign ers who can wax

know ingly about oral sex but shud der when it comes to

“blow-jobs” and “eat ing-out”. I’m not talk ing about using

naughty words and shar ing dirty sto ries, I’m ask ing if

you’re will ing and able to get down to the nitty-gritty? If

not, why not? Where else are kids going to learn about

life’s most pre cious jew els? 

Now I don’t claim to be an expert on this topic but not

hav ing par ents to stuff me down the straight and nar row

made it pos si ble for me to amble through the land of

erot ica with out the usual mor al is tic bullshit scram bling
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my senses. At an early age, my fledg ling brain carved out

a direct con nec tion to my willy (or, per haps it was

vice-versa) and by the time I was placed in the Reform

School for Enfant Incorrigibles there was a bond that even 

the ever-vig i lant Jesuit Broth er hood could n’t put asun der. 

There was noth ing exclu sive about this life-affirm ing

rela tion ship. In fact, I was quite keen to share my

delights with my school chums, but there were few tak -

ers. The break-through came when Mil lie the Matron’s

Daugh ter wan dered into my lab o ra tory in the ‘de ten tion

room’ and joined me in a series of tan ta liz ing exper i -

ments. I’ve been rep li cat ing and refin ing these designs

ever since, but poor lit tle Mil lie was sub jected to an ex

post facto inqui si tion and inducted into the Sis ters of

Chas tity at the dev as tat ingly ripe age of thir teen. Yet,

even now, the old bod still shiv ers when I think about

her sit ting in that bar ren cell with her pro tec tive hab its

draped around the most deli cious pair of thighs I’ve ever

cast my rev er ent eyes upon. 

Some day I’ll write a book about my amaz ing adven -

tures and dis cov er ies but today I want to focus on one

dis turb ing aspect of the so-called ‘sex ual rev o lu tion’– the

denial and des e cra tion of the noble willy as a con scious

and cre ative ele ment within the unex plored poten tial of

life. If this sounds like a pre ten tious prop o si tion, let me

assure you that it was n’t con jured up by the word-

warped hunk of meat between my ears. I’m no phi los o -

pher, but this body/mind stuff makes sense to me, even if 

I don’t always under stand what it’s all about. Any way,

enough of this … back to my cru sade for phal lic free dom.

When you started ask ing ques tions about where babies 

come from, chances are nobody men tioned your dad’s

willy. Per haps you were handed the old crap about storks 

drop ping pack ages down chim ney pots or, if your par ents 
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were pro gres sive, they might have told you how you were 

tucked away in Mom’s belly like a lump of undi gested

ham burger.   But did they say you only got there because

your dad poked his willy in first?  I doubt it.  If you hap -

pen to be a girl, there’s a good chance you did n’t even

know he had one.  My aunt Mabel, who saw one stick ing

through the win dow of her pot ting shed, still believes

only bad men have such “thingies”. 

If you weighed-in as a boy, you knew a lot about wil -

lies from the get-go. Long before you took yours in hand

to wee-wee on the neigh bor’s cat, you already knew how

much fun it was to play with. Your par ents may have

tried to dis tract you with use less rat tles and plas tic chain 

saws, but when you’re a lit tle nip per, noth ing beats a

good willy-twid dle in the bath tub. Did you know there

are mov ies of babies play ing with their wil lies right in

Mom’s belly? And would you believe that Daddy spent

years play ing with his long before Mommy came along to 

join in the fun? Oh yes he did! He was prac tic ing to bring 

you into the game. Let’s hear it for daddy. 

I know some kids who don’t like to talk about their

wil lies because they’re ashamed. My friend Roger was

play ing around with his in bed one night when it sud -

denly sprang up like a jack-in-the-box. Bub bling with

excite ment, he ran down stairs where his mom and dad

were play ing cards with the Fotheringtons and pre sented

it for them to take a look at. What a bum mer that turned

out to be. All he got were cold stares and a ner vous gig gle 

from Mrs. Fotherington, before he was unceremoniously

dragged back upstairs and told to go to sleep or be dis em -

bow eled by the mon sters under the bed. He was

twenty-three at the time. You might not believe this, but

Roger, who is now forty-eight, will never show his won -

der ful willy to any one. He won’t even go for a med i cal

129



check-up in case it turns into a stiffy. His wife Mar tha,

who likes to take a peek when he’s not look ing, calls it

“Mr. Mush room.”In my com pre hen sive clas si fi ca tion of

non sen si cal dis or ders, Roger is suf fer ing from DWS (Dis -

con nected Willy Syn drome). The irony is that some

twisted med i cal mis fit gave him a pre scrip tion for

Viagra.You can imag ine the trauma that caused. 

I’m not sug gest ing you should become obsessed with

your willy and flash it around at bus stops. If you do,

you’ll prob a bly be arrested and called a ‘per vert’. All I’m

say ing is that being ashamed of the best thing in your toy 

box is just plain silly. Ducks and trucks may come and

go, but a well cared for willy will keep you hap pily

engaged for a life time. The impor tant thing is to be care -

ful who you decide to share your trea sure with. You don’t 

want to end up like poor old Roger. 

If you stay in touch with your willy, it grows up with

you? As time goes on you begin to see that it’s not just a

play thing but a very impor tant and sen si tive part of you –

just like your belly but ton, only much more fun. It does n’t

have to end up like the hooded mon ster Dicky Dewitt likes

to whip out in the bike shed. Nobody in his right mind

would want to trade-in a cool cor vette for a beaten-up old

dump-truck. Remem ber, your willy is just like you – one of

a kind. It was cus tom made and you won’t find another one

quite like it how ever long you spend hang ing around school 
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show ers and pub lic wash rooms. 

When you’re ready to drop all the kiddy stuff, your lit -

tle sen sor begins to tune into your thoughts and respond

to things that never occurred to you in the bath-tub. You

can test this out by strok ing it gently while think ing

about the time Aunt Fifi dried you off after your swim in

Eagle Lake. Don’t worry about what auntie might think

(she prob a bly cher ishes the mem ory her self), just enjoy

the won der ful way your thoughts and your feel ings inter -

min gle. I think this is what wise men mean when they

say, “Now, at last, I am One.”Oh, and don’t for get to send

a mes sage of appre ci a tion to dear old Fifi. 

If it hap pens that your mem o ries are more about Uncle 

Charles or one of the lads in the choir – no prob lem.

Wher ever you want to go, your willy will go with you.

The choice is yours. Just make sure the other per son

shares your enthu si asm and leave the oth ers to be stran -

gled by their own hang-ups. 

Now all this is pretty neat stuff but the best is yet to

come, so to speak. I’m talk ing about the mag i cal moment

when your willy brings you a pres ent that Santa could

never deliver. You might be just play ing around, or even

asleep, when it hap pens but you’ll know imme di ately

that the most pre cious gifts don’t come from Mommy and 

Daddy but from the inside. It’s called an ‘or gasm’ – but

that’s just an empty word. Many writ ers have tried to

describe what an “orgasm” feels like but when your willy 

sets your body trem bling with excite ment and your head

spin ning with delight, words are use less. All you have to

do is to take a deep breath and go with the flow – you’ll

never look back. 

Poor old Roger, who suf fers from DWS, still has n’t

man aged to go with the flow. Some where deep down he

still believes that his willy can’t be trusted so he clamps
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down on his orgasms, keeps his body stiff and tries to

think about the base ball scores when his head is gets too

excited. I’ve been try ing to teach him how to wank and

breathe at the same time but the old crap about being

dirty and sin ful keeps crop ping up. The lad will never be

in con trol of his willy until he comes to know and appre -

ci ate that this is a sen si tive and lov ing part of who he is

and not a demon driv ing him toward Hell and dam na -

tion. What in God’s name were his par ents think ing

about?

If you think Roger’s prob lem is out of place in today’s

sex u ally lib er ated world, think again. We might have

moved beyond the time when the almighty phal lus was a 

sym bol of mas cu line power but, with a lit tle help from

the fem i nist move ment, the moral code now pro claims

that any fla grant dis play of a human cock is obscene, and 

a ‘stiffy’ is dis gust ingly por no graphic. What kind of lib er -

a tion is this? 

As for me, I love my willy as I love myself and I refuse

to keep it a secret from those who con sider it to be an

offen sive por no graphic object. It does n’t dic tate my

behav ior any more than my hands instruct me to steal

canned fish from the super mar ket. It’s a highly sen si tive

part of my body that responds to my feel ings with out

bend ing to the judg ments of the moral muck rak ers. Call

it a Dick, Prick or Mr. Mush room, wher ever my willy

goes, I go also. And what ever my willie does, I take full

respon si bil ity. 

So, let’s hear it for wil lies every where. May they rise

above repres sion and take their place as one of nature’s

most beau ti ful and use ful cre ations. They cer tainly have

the balls to do it. 
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Chap ter 17

Monkey Mountain Revisited

Oh what manner of fool is me
A drifter of noble intention

I’m a CYC with a college degree
And skills I’m obliged not to mention

You don’t have to hang out with CYC types for very

long before some dis en chanted mis fit (who really wanted 

to be a den tist) starts whin ing about not being rec og nized 

and respected as a “pro fes sional”. Such is the extent of

this obses sion with pro fes sional sta tus that entire con fer -

ences and pub li ca tions have been devoured in its ser vice. 

Apart from being a tedious waste of poten tially cre ative

energy, the last thing kids need is another self-serv ing

gag gle of deluded experts pro tect ing their cov eted the o -

ries and ped dling their prac tices accord ing to rules and

reg u la tions imposed by their pro fes sional Junta. 

Worry not my young friends, real child and youth care 

work ers will never trade their free dom for the illu sions of 

legit i macy and author ity. On your behalf, they refuse to

be drawn into the ‘fix it’ men tal ity and the mind less pur -

suit of mea sur able out comes. Their focus is upon what’s

hap pen ing in the real lives of real kids, who ever and

wher ever they hap pen to be. They under stand that our

future on this planet now depends upon open ing the

human heart to con nec tion rather than manip u lat ing the

brain into behav ioural con for mity. 
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So let the pro fes sional pat sies pur sue their petty pre -

ten sions. Let them have their lowly place as the pee-ons

in an anach ro nis tic class sys tem that sucks the life out of

ser vice-pro vid ers and recip i ents at all lev els. Then, per -

haps, the rest of us can get on with what we really want

to do – sup port kids in becom ing who they are rather

than what ‘the sys tem’ declares they should be. As any

sys tems the o rist will tell you, when it comes to sur vival,

the reme dial pro grams need kids more than the kids need 

the reme dial pro grams. 

So, if you want to nego ti ate your way into the reme dial 

net work, go right ahead. But first, why not take a look at

what you might learn from the fol low ing brief over view

of its his tory and cur rent orga ni za tional struc ture. I real -

ize that noth ing I have to say will deter the devoted, but

this col umn is ded i cated to the idle thoughts of an idle

fool so I’ll take it from the top. 

I don’t diagnose and I don’t do drugs
Well … at least I don’t give them to kids

But everyone knows that I sometimes give hugs
And that’s something the whole world forbids

On occa sion, I’ve been known to take a per func tory

poke at the upper class elite of the men tal health busi -

ness, some times resort ing to lan guage unbe com ing of a

CYC upstart. I try to resist this temp ta tion, but the man -

ne quins of med i cal sci ence are such wor thy and easy

tar gets for my dis dain. In a way, they’re like Ander son’s

emperor who walked around stark bollock naked while

delud ing the mind less hordes into admir ing his new out -

fit. And, like the ingen u ous lit tle boy in the ador ing

crowd, I want oth ers to see their ridic u lous dis plays of

nar cis sism. 
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The sad part is that there was a time when the good

doc tors of psy chi a try, like Freud, Jung and Wil helm

Reich, were explor ing what it means to be human, from

the inside out. Their infor ma tion was drawn from the

lived-in expe ri ences of their patients – phys i cal, think -

ing, feel ing, sex ual, social and spir i tual beings, like you

and me. 

Whether you agree with what they had to say or not

isn’t the issue – when ani mus turned into ego they could -

n’t even agree with each other. What does mat ter is that

they stirred our curi os ity and urged us to look into our

own lives for ques tions and answers we never wanted to

con sider. For those with time on their hands, and a few

bucks to throw on the couch, they cre ated some thing

called ‘psy cho ther apy’ and the rest, as they say, is mys -

tery. 

Even if you have no inter est in delv ing into the quag -

mire of your own libido (after all, a cigar really is just a

cigar) the fact remains that the stuff these guys came up

with is now embed ded in the way we think about our -

selves and relate to each other. 

Now com pare this rich leg acy with what cur rently

passes as stan dard psy chi at ric the ory and prac tice. To Dr. 

Synapsus we are treat able objects. Our feel ings are sim -

ply reac tive bio log i cal impulses and our minds no more

than func tions, or dysfunctions, of our brain chem is try.

Would n’t you just love to have a ther a peu tic rela tion ship

with Dr. Synapsis? 

Cit ing incon clu sive empir i cal find ings, the Amer i can

Psy chi at ric Asso ci a tion aban doned inter ac tive psy cho -

ther apy in the 1970’s in favour of stan dard ized treat ment

pro to cols, includ ing ECT and Psy cho-sur gery. These

tech niques have now been expanded to include mul ti far -

i ous diag nos tic labels fol lowed by medic i nal
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manip u la tion and a hit of cog ni tive-behav iour ther apy to

put the sys tem back in order. 

I’ve used the word “bullshit” before and, chances are,

I’ll use it again. Per son ally, I’d rather spend an hour suck -

ing a penile stogie on Siggy’s couch than be treated as a

biosocial object by some emo tion ally con sti pated tekkie

who has n’t got two clues how to relate with another

human being. 

And don’t talk to me about all those suc cess ful out -

comes reported in stud ies spon sored by the

phar ma ceu ti cal com pa nies. What they choose to mea sure 

is what ever sells the most ‘junk’ – it has noth ing to do

with enhanc ing your well-being through the inte gra tion

of body, mind and spirit. 

But it’s what they don’t choose to mea sure that sticks

in my craw. Let’s take a look at the num ber of patients,

adults and kids, who have been tagged, treated and ren -

dered drug depend ent. Let’s exam ine the long-term

effects of med dling with the chem i cal func tion ing of the

brain at crit i cal stages of devel op ment – from infancy

onwards. And let’s take a long hard look at how the

medicalization of the Mind has become a legitmate prac -

tice in the “fix it” men tal ity of west ern cul tures. 

So, why has it come to this? The answer is three fold,

and pain fully sim ple – money, sta tus and power. 

I don’t know psychometrics, I can’t measure your I. Q. 
Twixt neurotics and dyslexics, I can’t tell you who is who

But I’ll listen to your story, and when you say you’re through
I’ll take what you told me, in the hope of knowing you. 

Well so much for the elite of the men tal health sys tem

– may Freud have mercy on their wretched holes. Let’s
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take a look at how the mid dle classes fit into the schema.

In the upper realm we find the lofty (some might say

“Fawlty”) tow ers and gated com mu ni ties of Clin i cal Psy -

chol ogy. Oh does n’t that word ‘clin i cal’ tell it all? 

But long before those who now call them selves clin i -

cal psy chol o gists began med dling in peo ple’s lives, their

aca demic pre de ces sors were kicked out of the think tank

of phi los o phy because of their nar row-minded voy eur is -

tic obses sion with what Billy Bugdale in Burlington,

Ontario was doing when nobody was look ing. 

Aban doned and home less, they carved out a con ve -

nient lit tle niche for them selves some where between the

camps of anthro pol ogy and soci ol ogy before set ting off in 

search of iden tity, fame, for tune – and a few unsus pect -

ing sub jects. And the Good Lord did smile upon them, as 

Good Lords often do. 

Account able to nobody, the philo soph i cal out casts

were free to lobby for mem ber ship within the most exclu -

sive aca demic Car tel of them all – the Union of Sci en tific

Study and Research (USSR). And, since they had no tra -

di tions to uphold or prac tices to pro tect, they were ready

to accept what ever admis sion require ments the phys i -

cists and biol o gists deemed appro pri ate. 

As a final dash of irony, or revenge, their sta tus as pro -

ba tion ary asso ci ate mem bers placed them in an ideal

posi tion to sci en tif i cally observe, ana lyze and ulti mately

vil ify, the behav iour of those who drop-kicked them out

of the nest of life – the pomp ous, prat tling pricks of pos -

ter ity – the phi los o phers. 

That they failed on all counts is water under the

fridge. The more per ti nent issue is, after a cen tury of pro -

lific spec u la tion and research, how much has this

pseudo-sci en tific mish mash of con flict ing ide ol o gies,

ideas and prac tices con trib uted to our under stand ing of
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you, me and dear old Billy Bugdale? I’ll let you fill in the

blank, but first, allow me to offer a brief his tor i cal per -

spec tive for your con sid er ation. 

First came the behav iour ists – leg end ary fig ures from

the sal i vat ing Pav lov to the ele men tary Dr. (JB) Wat son

and the fixatedly oper ant B. F. Skin ner. The cul mi na tion

of their work was the world-shat ter ing pro nounce ment

that we humans tend to do what we find reward ing and

avoid what we find irrel e vant or pain ful. Well done lads,

some body had to say it with a straight face. 

Then came the cog ni tive bri gade. With a token nod to

their old philo soph i cal God fa ther Rene Descarts (‘I stink

there fore I am’) cerebralists like George Miller and Albert

Bandura threw us all into a tizzy by sug gest ing there

might be some con nec tion between the way we behave

and the way we think. 

This bril liant hypoth e sis cre ated a timely oppor tu nity

for them to impress the real sci en tists by con struct ing

com plex math e mat i cal mod els of think ing that only they

(and Uncle Albert Ein stein) could under stand. But how -

ever reward ing these designs were to the cre ators, they

were mon u men tally irrel e vant to Billy Bugdale ... and

any one else who was sav ing up for a new dish washer. 

Back in the Ivory (many would say “Fawlty”)Tower

another group of research ers had noticed that teen ag ers

do better than infants on col lege entrance exams. Known

as the ‘developmentalists,’ they con cluded that think ing

is rather like sex – it gets better up to a cer tain age and

then … well, who cares? Using their new empir i cal tools, 

they mea sured every thing con sid ered to be devel op men -

tal, includ ing per cep tion, cog ni tion, empa thy, moral ity

and becom ing a Repub li can. Led by their for mal oper a -

tions man ager Jean Piaget, their com mon quest was to

cre ate a defin i tive and pre dict able model for what takes
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place between our ears before we start think ing about sex 

and dish wash ers (not nec es sar ily in that order). 

Their ‘ob ser va tional’ com puter assisted research meth -

ods cer tainly caught the eye of the med i cal com mu nity

and their devel op men tal ‘stage’ the o ries offered aca dem -

ics a wel comed relief from all that anal, oral and oedi pal

stuff nobody ever really wanted to get into. Mean while,

out in vac uum land, their nifty new the o ries were eagerly 

lapped up by the o ret i cally bank rupt edu ca tors. Closer to

home, enlight ened par ents (beyond stage three) dil i gently 

mon i tored their off spring to iden tify each devel op men tal

stage and select the appro pri ate stim u lus inputs. Rev el -

ling in their new found pop u lar ity, the guard ians of the

almost sci en tific pro fes sion sent even more clin i cal

worker bees out into out into the sub urbs to spread the

word. 

In Burlington, the devel op men tally delayed Billy

Bugdale was obliv i ous to all this, as were his teach ers at

Hard Rock Elementry. Yet Billy has sur vived – which is

more than you can say about devel op men tal stage the o -

ries. There never was any con sen sus among the the o rists

and the research on prac ti cal appli ca tions is no more

impres sive than data used to killed psy cho ther apy. But

don’t give up, there’s a rip ple of some thing com pletely

dif fer ent stir ring the lan guid waters of the the o ret i cal

pool. 

With all the new toys at their dis posal, it was only a

mat ter of time before research ers began pok ing around in 

the period between con cep tion and birth. But, under the

aus pices of pre and perinatal psy chol ogy, a group of rad i -

cals has thrown every thing back into the pot by

pro pos ing that, at the cen tre of their con cern, lives a

unique and pur pose ful being capa ble of screw ing up the

neat est the o ries and pred i ca tions. 
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OMG. No won der these folks are not being invited to

splash about in the main stream. Sug gest ing to the schol -

ars of psy chol ogy and psy chi a try that that even Mr.

Bugdale might make his own deci sions is like flash ing a

cru ci fix in the face of Dra cula. How could they pos si bly

incor po rate indi vid ual free dom into their deter min is tic

doo dles with out com pletely sev er ing their ten u ous ties

with the big boys and girls of sci ence? And, if it should

be so, would this throw much of what they’ve already

pro duced into the ‘de lete’ bas ket? 

The answer is prob a bly “yes” to both ques tions, but

the men tal health experts would be well advised to hang

tough before break ing the ties that blind. In the inner

sanc tum, some phys i cists are already con sid er ing the

pos si bil ity that human con scious ness is bona fide com -

po nent of the uni ver sal order. 

 Should they find sup port for this prop o si tion, psy -

chol o gists may actu ally find them selves ahead of the

game thanks to the human is tic ren e gades of the 1950’s

and 60’s. Just as psy chi a try turned its back on inter per -

sonal ther apy, so psy chol ogy has kept its human is tic

skel e ton in the closet on the grounds that its prop o si tions 

were un-sci en tific, its meth ods un-tech no log i cal and its

appli ca tions eco nom i cally un-via ble. I guess we’re all

wait ing for that big quan tum leap into the unbear able

(and un-mea sur able) state of being human. 

Mean while, back in the mar gin ally bear able and mea -

sur able ter ri tory of the Men tal Health Sys tem, the

col lab o ra tion between the elite and upper-mid dle class

has worked like a charm in main tain ing the sta tus quo

and keep ing would-be impos tors at bay. The psy chi at ric

dichot omy of men tal health ver sus men tal ill ness is

neatly mir rored and sup ported by the arbi trary divi sion

between nor mal and abnor mal psy chol ogy. In ser vic ing
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the med i cal cause, psy chol o gists have done a won der ful

job of mak ing these cat e go ries and their sub cat e go ries

look as though they really exist by throw ing num bers at

them. And, of course, the shrinks are mas ter ful in the art

of using labels in lieu of expla na tions. 

As an aca demic dis ci pline psy chol ogy con tin ues to

thrive with a never end ing flow of irrel e vant Ph.D. dis ser -

ta tions being com pressed into data bases all over the globe. 

In the applied field, prac ti tio ners call ing them selves ‘cli ni -

cians’ (with the tacit per mis sion of the med i cal

com mu nity) con tinue to assess (only real med i cal per son -

nel may use the term ‘di ag nose’) their cli ents using

stan dard ized tests that mea sure imag i nary con cepts. This

makes it pos si ble for the per son to be given a num ber and

placed on a sta tis ti cal device called a “nor mal dis tri bu -

tion.” The cli ni cian can then tell how much that per son

devi ates from nor mal peo ple, like them. If it’s more than

the allow able mar gin, the data is sent off to the med i cal

author i ties and an appro pri ate label is allo cated. 

Since clin i cal psy chol o gists don’t do coun sel ling or

psy cho ther apy either, their assess ment role ensures that

their place within the men tal health sys tem is firmly

secured. Of course they will never achieve their sci en tific 

aspi ra tions but, like the psy chi a trists, they will con tinue

to believe what they’ve been taught even in the face of

bla tant evi dence to con trary – a psy chotic state by their

own def i ni tion. 

The kids I work with every day
May get pissed-off with me

It’s not that they were born that way
It’s how they’ve learned to be
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I don’t want them to be like me
Or be their guiding star

My only goal is to let them be
Who they really are

Unless some unex pected upheaval occurs, those who

fill the ranks of the lower mid dle class – your friendly

neigh bour hood social work ers – are equally secure

within the sys tem, but for very dif fer ent rea sons. 

Unlike the ‘higher’ dis ci plines, Social Work grew from

hum ble begin nings as a response to the appall ing con di -

tions of depri va tion and social injus tice dur ing the early

days of indus tri al iza tion. It was a response that embraced 

both help for the needy and advo cacy for the down trod -

den. In other words, Social Work came into this world

with a mis sion and healthy dose of moral indig na tion,

rather than intel lec tual supe ri or ity. 

Social work ers also take a dif fer ent stance in rela tion

to their ‘cli ents’ (the word ‘pa tient’ is pat ented). In its

pur est form, good social work is more about get ting the

sys tem to respond to the indi vid ual rather than the other

way around. In this regard they like to talk about ‘case -

work’ rather than assess ment and treat ment. Essen tially

this means that they will use what ever is avail able to

bring about a sat is fac tory inte gra tion of the indi vid ual

and his or her envi ron ment – a wor thy cause indeed. 

Yet social work ide ol ogy also con tains its own favour -

ite dichot omy – vic tims and vil lains. This serves to

jus tify both the help given to the needy and the per pet ual 

bat tle against those con sid ered respon si ble for the depri -

va tion. In case you have n’t noticed, this often gets social

work ers into a lot of trou ble – par tic u larly when those

who hire them are iden ti fied as the vil lains. 

Given all this, you may won der how Social Work ever
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became inte gral to the men tal health sys tem. Well the

obvi ous answer is that social work ers do what the oth ers

don’t do – they actu ally go out into that big cruel world

and help peo ple. With out them, the whole she bang

would come crash ing down leav ing only the phar ma ceu -

ti cal com pa nies to clean up the mess. Hav ing to put up

with their self-righ teous moral ity is a small price to pay

for this essen tial ser vice. 

Inter nally, Social Work has become an incred i bly flex i ble 

and adap tive ani mal. If you have an M. S. W. you can do

most any thing you want – so long as you don’t step on the

egos of the experts in their car peted offices. If you want to

call your self a “coun sel lor”, “psy cho ther a pist”, “fam ily ther -

a pist”, “group ther a pist”, “per sonal coach”, “medi a tor” etc.

etc. , all you have to do is take the odd course, tack it onto

your M. S. W. and you’re away to the races. 

If all is work ing well, social work ers are granted this

free dom so that, col lec tively, they can mop up the mess

cre ated by the sys tem as a whole. In a sense they’re like

plecostomi that are put into aquar i ums to clean all the

crap off the bot tom while every body looks the other way.

And, as we all know, a plecostomus will never be the star 

per former but its pres ence is essen tial to the func tion ing

of the whole. 

So where does all of this leave me? 
Well, what you get is what you see

If others tell me who I am,
I’ll always be an also-ran

But if I want to ring my bell,
I’ll tell them all to go to Hell
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A pox on what they have to say
I’ll work with kids my own sweet way

In fact, I know a lot
If I’m not sure who I really am, 

I sure know who I’m not. 

So now we’re down to the work ing classes – the street

work ers, fam ily sup port work ers, com mu nity sup port

work ers and a host of other drift ers. Per son ally I’m proud 

to take my place among them. I have no prob lem when

they strive to enhance their skills, seek to raise their pro -

file or draw atten tion to their work. This is where it all

hap pens and the col lec tive task is to gather the sup port

of every car ing human being in every com mu nity across

the globe. At the risk of invok ing an old polit i cal slo gan, I 

say “Work ers of the World Unite”. And if Child & Youth

Care Work ers choose to lead the way, you can count me

in. I would even invite the Social Work ers to step off the

Mon key Moun tain and put their energy and resources

where it really counts. Oh what a dreamer I am. 
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Chap ter 18

What Do We Do after School? 

True to form, I used the fes tive sea son as an excuse for

two weeks of unbri dled pig gery and debauch ery before

set tling into an acute case of the PITS (Post-Indul -

gence-Toi let Syn drome). Know ing that Garfat and

Gannon would soon be on my back for another piece of

offen sive non sense, I felt a des per ate need for renewed

energy, inspi ra tion and, above all, humour. 

So, with note book in hand, I wad dled down to our

local fac tory of higher edu ca tion to chat with some of the 

CYC fra ter nity enter ing their final semes ter of instruc -

tional fan tasy. To my delight I found my quarry – a gag gle 

of enthu si as tic and com mit ted learn ers eagerly antic i pat -

ing their con tri bu tions to this noble voca tion. As you

might expect, the topic of rela tion ships was never far

away but I man aged to squeeze out a few other mat ters
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totally unwor thy of con sid er ation. 

Using mind less inter view tech niques, dubi ous record -

ing meth ods and stra te gic edit ing, I cob bled together

snip pets of our dia logue for your con sump tion (that’s a

dis ease you know). It goes with out say ing that my trust -

ing sub jects gave their unqual i fied per mis sion for

pub li ca tion. Hope fully, the fol low ing will encour age

them to be more cau tious in future. Only the names have 

been retained to pro tect the guilty. 

Pissing-off Paula

Cedrick: After almost three years of hang ing around

this joint, have you fig ured out what child and youth

care is all about? 

Paula: Oh there’s no doubt, it’s all about rela tion ships. 

C: Yea, that seems to be the fla vour of the day, but

what does it mean? 

P: It means we need to cre ate mutual trust, hon esty

and under stand ing with the kids we work with. 

C: Why? 

M: What do you mean, why? 

C: Well, what good will that do? 

M: You’re jok ing, right? 

C: No. So you have a trust ing, hon est and under stand -

ing rela tion ship with a trainee ter ror ist with links to Al

Qaida. What’s the point? 

M: The point is that this is what all kids need – even if 

you choose to call them ter ror ists. 

C: Well, I’m just giv ing an exam ple. Are you say ing

that once that need is met, it does n’t mat ter whether the

kid decides to go into ter ror ism or tour ism? 

M: Now your pissing me off. Of course it mat ters. But

kids who learn to trust don’t make choices that hurt oth -
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ers. They learn how to express them selves in more car ing 

and pos i tive ways. 

C: And if they don’t? 

M: Well, they do, whether you believe it or not. 

C: Sounds like a hypoth e sis based upon some kind of

the ory. Is this what you learned in school? 

M: Yes. But it’s also some thing I’ve learned from expe -

ri ence. 

C: So they will make choices you approve of. 

M: Stop twist ing things around. They make better

choices for them selves. What I want isn’t the issue. My

judg ments are just my judg ments and I have to own

them. I might share them, but the final deci sions belong

to the kids them selves. It’s called ‘self-respon si bil ity’, in

case you have n’t heard. 

C: So, as long as you have a car ing, hon est and trust ing 

rela tion ship, any thing goes. 

M: No, of course not. Healthy rela tion ships are recip -

ro cal. I have to trust my cli ents just as they have to trust

me. 

C: Trust them for what? Can you really come to trust

some one who lies, cheats and farts at the din ner table? 

M: That’s dis gust ing ... no, you’re dis gust ing. All kids

must learn that some behav iours are sim ply unac cept -

able. 

C: Unac cept able to whom? 

M: To every one around them. 

C: Includ ing you. 

M: Yes that includes me. We all have to learn how to

live together. Kids need feed back about how their choices 

affect oth ers. Hon est feed back is an impor tant part of the

CYC rela tion ship. Like, right now I’m find ing your behav -

iour offen sive. 

C: So what are you going to do about it? 
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M: Well I don’t want a rela tion ship with you, so you

can crawl back into your hole. 

C: But if I was your ‘cli ent’ what would you do? 

M: I’d give you hon est feed back and help you to con -

sider dif fer ent choices. 

C: But, if I con sider the options but stick to my guns.

What then? 

M: Then you would face the con se quences. 

C: And would you impose them? 

M: Yes, if I have to ... and in your case it would be a

plea sure. 

C: So what hap pens to our rela tion ship? 

M: I’ve already told you. I don’t want a rela tion ship

with you

C: Yea, I get that. We seem to have come full cycle. 

M: Yes. Have n’t you any thing better to do? 

C: No, not really. 

M: Well I have. (exits stage left)

A Friendly Chat with Albert

Cedrick: Well are you ready to step out into the big

wide world of Child & Youth Care? 

Albert: Yea, I can’t wait to get into the action. 

C: Have you got a job lined up? 

A: Not exactly. I wanted to work at ‘Woodmere’ (local res -

i den tial cen tre) but they started lay ing off two months ago. 

C: Fund ing cut-backs? 

A: Yea, it’s hap pen ing every where. I’m on the wait-list

for a school aid posi tion. 

C: You don’t seem to be bub bling over about the pros -

pect. 

A: I’m not really. It’s cost me a bun dle to go back to

school and I end up help ing teach ers who don’t want to
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deal with prob lem kids. 

C: Oh come, come Albert old bean. That’s pretty neg a -

tive take on things. 

A: Yea. I sup pose I was hop ing for more. 

C: More of what? 

A: More involve ment with kids and more pro fes sional

auton omy. The idea of hov er ing over kids who cause

prob lems in schools, or can’t keep up with their class -

mates, just does n’t turn my crank. I did n’t make all this

sac ri fice just be a teacher’s lit tle helper. 

C: Are you inter ested in get ting some feed back Albert.

Or are you con tent to go into a room full of kids as a use -

less pain in the ass? 

A: Is that the feed back? 

C: No. That’s only an appetiser. There’s more if you

wanna hear it. 

A: You mean you’re going to tell me what you really

think? Go ahead. 

C: OK, you’re act ing like a dis grun tled, enti tled whim -

per ing brat. If you expected to be handed a nice lit tle

niche cus tom ized to your per sonal require ments, you’ve

cho sen the wrong pro fes sion. Per haps you should be an

accoun tant. 

A: All I’m say ing is that, after three years of train ing, I

expect to be able to prac tice child and youth care. Is that

too much to ask for Godssake? 

C: Get off the pot. Child and youth care belongs wher -

ever there are kids in need of con nec tion, sup port,

under stand ing and guid ance. Class rooms are places

where many kids strug gle to sur vive for six or seven

hours, five days a week. If you don’t want to be there,

resent fol low ing instruc tions, feel dimin ished by author -

ity and dis sat is fied with your place in the scheme of

things, then at least you have some idea of how these
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kids feel. 

A: Nice speech, per haps you should have been a

preacher. So I can under stand how they feel but if I can’t

use my skills to do any thing about it, then what’s the

fucking point? 

C: I’ll tell you what the fucking point is. If you have

the guts to look into the mir ror, the school class room

might offer what you most need – an oppor tu nity to con -

front your own fears and nar cis sis tic pre ten sions. Unlike

the kids, you have the resources, knowl edge and skills to

cre ate your own iden tity and carve out a role that meets

your needs. Then, through your own strug gle, you can

help the kids to deal with their bag gage and find their

own way through the maze. 

A: And that’s what you call child and youth care. 

C: You bet your lit tle B. A. – or what ever they give you

to stick on the wall. On the other hand, unlike the kids,

you can choose to hang around the pool hall and wait for 

an open ing at ‘Woodmere’. Your choice. 

A: I’ll think about it. 

C: Don’t wait too long. You have to apply for the

accoun tancy pro gram by the end of Feb ru ary. 

Pete Ponders Professional Prospects

Cedrick: You were work ing with kids for years before

return ing to school. How do you like the aca demic stuff? 

Pete: I love it. Most of our fac ulty have worked on the

front line, and I like that. I think you need to have both the 

expe ri ence and the the ory to call your self a ‘pro fes sional’. 

C: So now you’ll be able to wear the elu sive badge. 

P: For me, being a pro fes sional isn’t about hav ing a

badge – it’s about the qual ity and effec tive ness of your

work. 
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C: Spot on lad. I could n’t agree more. But don’t you

want CYC to be rec og nized as a legit i mate and respected

pro fes sion in its own right? 

P: Oh, abso lutely, but that does n’t hap pen over night

eh? 

C: You can say that again. I started march ing with the

CYC ban ner back in the 1970’s but I’m still wait ing for

that big step up on lad der, to shake hands with the social

work ers and school teach ers. 

P: Well things have changed since then. Now we have

local and national orga ni za tions, count less con fer ences,

our own lit er a ture and uni ver sity pro grams. 

C: So, where do we go from here? What’s the next

step? 

P: Well, we won’t get respect from oth ers until we

believe in our selves, value our work and begin to think of 

CYC as a life-long career. At this point I’m more inter -

ested in com pe tence and com mit ment that com pe ti tion. 

C: Touché Pete. I sure get the com mit ment part, but

what do you mean by com pe tence? 

P: All pro fes sions have their spe cific knowl edge and

skills. 

C: Well that’s what they want you to think. But isn’t

this just a way to claim ter ri tory, like dogs pissing around 

their own back yard? The peo ple busi ness is so crammed

with self-styled experts, I won der if there’s any thing left

for child and youth care work ers to claim as their own

unique areas of knowl edge and skill. 

P: I don’t think this is the issue. It’s not about being

unique – it’s about where we direct our atten tion. No

other pro fes sion is involved in the lives of kids to the

same level of inten sity. For us, expe ri ence is always the

foun da tion – the ory and tech niques are sec ond ary. Our

inter ven tions are essen tially rela tional and this is what
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makes us dif fer ent. 

C: That could be a hard sell Pete. Peo ple who buy ser -

vices want clear expla na tions, replicable meth ods and

mea sur able out comes. The want some one to come along

and fix the prob lem. They might be sucked in by the

estab lished experts but not by some upstart who says

“just let me get involved with the lit tle psy cho and we’ll

see what hap pens.”

P: I agree. We do need to be more spe cific about the

prin ci ples and prac tices of our pro fes sion, par tic u larly

the rela tion ship piece. This is the chal lenge we need to

focus on. We have to prove our selves before we can claim 

our place as pro fes sion als

C: Well, try as hard as you like but you’ll have hard

time com ing up with some thing the oth ers have n’t

already got under their belt. And don’t expect to get the

sup port of the experts. 

P: You’re mak ing it sound like a com pe ti tion again.

Per son ally I believe in col lab o ra tion. 

C: Oh you mean team work. From what I can see, this

only rein forces the sta tus quo. No psy chol o gist is going

to say, “hand this kid over to a CYC, they know more

than I do and are a lot more effec tive. They are the rela -

tion ship experts.”

P: Cyn i cal stuff Cedrick. I know what you’re get ting at

but I think we’re mak ing great strides in this area. 

C: Yea, so do I. I’m with you all the way. 

P: You have a strange way of show ing it, but I believe

you. 

C: Thanks Pete. 
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Chap ter 19

Incomes and Outcomes

Peo ple often ask why I’m always run ning off at the

mouth about Child & Youth Care when I don’t work with

kids myself. No, that’s a lie: only Buster Bradshaw B. A. ,

CYC. has actu ally asked me this ques tion: and that was

only last week after I caught him tak ing a leak in my

pira nha pond. Being Buster, it was more a recip ro cal

accu sa tion than guile less curi os ity. Nev er the less, it

occurred to me that this ques tion prob a bly trou bles my

many silent read ers (I know you’re out there) so I decided 

to put your minds at rest with the fol low ing per sonal dis -

clo sure. 

Why I Don’t Work With Kids

The truth is, I love being around kids. I just don’t

enjoy being told what to think and what to do by some

free-load ing author ity demand ing mea sur able out comes

in return for a pau per’s hand out. If that’s what ‘work ing

with kids’ means, they can stuff it in their pol icy man u -

als and feed it to the chick ens. Now you might think this

qual i fies me for ODD cer tif i ca tion but I believe I’m being

rea son able, ratio nal and respon si ble. 

If you devoted the rest of your life to sift ing through all 

the research on work ing with ‘trou bled’ kids, you would

def i nitely be cer ti fi able, but you’d also be left in no doubt

that the the o ries are arbi trary (i.e. junk), the tech niques
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are med dle some (i.e. sneaky) and the out comes are glar -

ingly equiv o cal (i.e. pathetic). In other words, you’d

spend your time flop ping around in a sea of psy cho log i -

cal spu tum only to dis cover that, with the excep tion of

drug ging kids into sub mis sion, the only unequiv o cal

find ing is that none of this codswallop actu ally works. 

And the closer you look, the worse it gets. Let’s begin

with those elu sive mea sur able out comes. When you cut

through all that seduc tive mush about serv ing the “best

inter ests of the child”, the desired out come is always

about what adults really want – kids that do exactly what 

they’re told and with out com plaint. Do you hon estly

believe a pro gram ded i cated to enhanc ing the self-esteem 

of kids who tell them to “fuck off” will be widely

acclaimed and gen er ously funded? And, what ever the

sweetly pack aged mis sion state ments might say, about

rec og niz ing the “whole child” as “a unique human

being,” the elu sive out comes can always be boiled down

to the same basic prop o si tion – “do as we say and you’re

free to go.”

In the old days, there were only two cat e go ries of

prob lem kids – those who were “wil ful” and needed con -

sis tent dis ci pline, and those who were “impaired” and

needed to be hid den away. With the growth of com pet i -

tive pro fes sion al ism, this tar get pop u la tion (i.e. prob lem

kids) was sub-divided into three ser vice able cat e go ries –

the bad lit tle buggers, the sad lit tle buggers and the mad

lit tle buggers. Edu ca tional and Cor rec tional Insti tu tions

were charged with dish ing out the dis ci pline for the bad -

dies, leav ing the real pro fes sion als to prac tice their own

magic with the demonic, the depressed and the

deranged. 

Depend ing on what cer tif i cate they hap pened to hang

on the wall, the new breed of pro fes sion als ped dled one
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of two ser vice options – the reward and pun ish ment

pack age designed by B. F. Skin ner, or the oral and anal

fix a tions rel ished by Sigmund Freud. Since psy cho anal y -

sis was far too expen sive for the likes of a screwed-up kid 

with an Oedipus Com plex, Skin ner’s behav ioural model

of‘op er ant con di tion ing’ was always going to be the pre -

ferred option. 

Because kids, like don keys and junior exec u tives, are

inclined to chase after car rots, impres sive pos i tive,

observ able and mea sur able out comes were proudly dem -

on strated and recorded. The trou ble was that, soon after

the manip u la tors stopped manip u lat ing, their ‘sub jects’

either sank back into their old ways, or went off chas ing

totally inap pro pri ate rewards of their own choos ing.

Some where along the line, Dr. Skin ner had over looked a

crit i cal ele ment in his equa tion but, by that time, he had

been rewarded to the point of sati a tion and he passed-on

to seek new rewards from the Great Manip u la tor in the

sky. 

Mean while, unhappy with their sec ond-class stand ing, 

psy chol o gists set out to find the miss ing piece. After

much aca demic delib er a tion, they came up with the rad i -

cal notion that kids who smash shop win dows, or behave 

in really weird ways, prob a bly plan and jus tify their

actions with improper thoughts. With this stun ning

insight, they opened the door to vast new oppor tu ni ties

for manip u lat ing what goes on inside the human head,

regard less of age, creed or cul ture. In the 1970’s and 80’s

the cog ni tive the o ries and ther a pies of these thought ful

pio neers flour ished and were handed over to the folks

who actu ally work with kids. But once again, their efforts 

to con vert these prac tices into sus tain able and mea sur -

able out comes failed to impress the judges. 

Faced with the obvi ous con clu sion that “noth ing
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works,” behav ioral and cog ni tive manip u la tors reluc -

tantly joined forces in an unprec e dented ges ture of

col lab o ra tion. The result was the for mu la tion of the clas -

sic inter ven tion tech nique we now call Cog ni tive-

Behav ior Mod i fi ca tion Ther apy. Of course there was no

guar an tee that the whole would be any better than the

sum of the parts but, when the med i cal manip u la tors

joined in the fun, they tied up the pack age with a sim ple

prop o si tion – when the Cog ni tive-Behav ior Model is judi -

ciously lubri cated with appro pri ate chem i cals it would

run like a charm and pro duce the mea sur able behav ioral

out comes we’ve all been seek ing. Eureka! ! 

But now the story becomes even more sin is ter. The

his tor i cal evi dence clearly shows that the men and

women of med i cine, whether psy chi a trists or podi a trists,

don’t work in col lab o ra tion with any other pre tend ers to

the throne. As the only ‘true’ sci en tists in the barn yard

they will always pre serve their juris dic tion over life and

death, health and hap pi ness. Whether they hap pen to be

work ing in a hos pi tal, geri at ric facil ity, group home or

ref u gee camp, no self-respect ing med i cal doc tor will ever 

accept a sub or di nate sta tus to non-med i cal med dlers –

it’s just the way it is. 

Over the last decade, we’ve been over whelmed with

reports about the ‘amaz ing’ dis cov er ies in neu ro sci ence.

Of course, we don’t really under stand what the bof fins

are talk ing about, but we can rest assured that Doc tor

Proc tor, down the road, or an affil i ated Spe cial ist, can

inter pret the infor ma tion and help put our brains in

order. Please don’t get me wrong. I have every respect for

the sci en tists that are using new tech nol o gies to under -

stand the work ings of the meat between our ears. It’s how 

we use, or mis use, this infor ma tion that freezes my hypo -

thal a mus and rat tles my fron tal cor tex. Above all, I fear
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that once we come to believe that we are the ser vants of

our brain, rather than the other way around, we become

junk ies to the most insid i ous forms of manip u la tion

imag in able. In other words, we are well and truly fucked.

If you think my fears are those of a deranged idiot,

take a look at the num ber of pro grams now claim ing to

remove the prob lem from the kid through ‘non-obtru sive’ 

brain cen tred inter ven tions – free diag no sis included. If

pos i tive mea sur able out comes remain elu sive, I guess

there’s always ECT, Psy cho-Sur gery and Reme dial Edu ca -

tion – as last resorts, of course. So if I really wanted to

work with kids at the lead ing edge, I’d be add ing a whole 

range of excit ing new inter ven tions to blend into my

undoubted rela tional skills. With this stuff in the tool

box, per haps even a deranged idiot could become a pro -

fes sional. 

Why I Hang Around Child & Youth Care

When it comes to work ing with kids, CYC is my one

and only hope. In my fibril lat ing heart, I know that kids

need more than well-mean ing manip u la tors bent on turn -

ing them into accept able and suc cess ful par tic i pants in

an insane world. They need to be nur tured by curi ous

and car ing adults who can see and hear them for who

they really are. They need to know that the resources for

growth and change are already within them, wait ing to

be rec og nized, expressed, and cel e brated. They need to

be assured that their own expe ri ences are valid, whether

we approve of them or not. And they need to laugh a lot.

I don’t give a mon key’s toss what amuses them, as long it

turns into full-blooded belly-pump ing laugh ter. 

Rela tion ships that incor po rate these qual i ties and

under stand ing are not a means to an end – they are both
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the means and the end. Over the years I’ve come to

despise the pre scrip tive reme dial crap. There’s noth ing

wrong with the kids: the prob lem lies in our unwill ing -

ness to engage our own hearts in cre at ing oppor tu ni ties

for per sonal and rela tional growth. How ever soppy it

might sound, this is where we will find the uncon di -

tional love we need, not only for kids, but for our selves. 

In its pur est form, Child and Youth Care is the only

dis ci pline com mit ted to becom ing uncon di tion ally

involved in the lives of young peo ple. I’ve always hes i -

tated to use the term ‘pro fes sional’ to define this role. I’m

tired of lis ten ing to upwardly-mobile-morons seek ing to

carve out a niche for them selves in the pre ten tious pur -

suit of pro fes sional sta tus. It pisses me off no end when I

see these peo ple clam our ing to imple ment the lat est the -

o ries and strat e gies devised by the reme dial

manip u la tors. And when I hear them spout ing off at CYC 

con fer ences about their sci en tif i cally val i dated pro grams

and ped dling the prod ucts of their supe ri ors my lower

body craves for the near est wash room. If this is the path -

way to pro fes sion al ism you will always find me on my

bike, ped dling in the oppo site direc tion. 

This does n’t mean sci ence has noth ing to offer child

and youth care work. The prob lem is we become mind -

less peons when we rely on oth ers who hand down

inter pre ta tions and mis in ter pre ta tions accord ing to their

own agenda. If we really want to make sci ence work for

us, then its time to come out of our mouse holes, ignore

the crumbs and go find out what’s com ing out of the

cheese fac tory. But first we need to real ize that much of

the research is funded by vested inter ests seek ing pos i -

tive mea sur able out comes in their quest for more power

and wealth. The sec ond is to under stand what the sci en -

tists are talk ing about, inter pret their dis cov er ies for
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our selves and incor po rate only what fits into rela tional

child and youth care. The third is to find sources of

infor ma tion that are reli able with out being tied a par tic u -

lar agenda or dis torted by some body hop ing for a place

on the New York Bestseller list. *

This is a for mi da ble chal lenge but even a moronic

wast rel like me can dig some mor sels out of the sci en tific 

pot. Over the last few weeks, for exam ple, I’ve been ignit -

ing unused syn ap ses to under stand what neurobiologists

are now bab bling about. * While much went over my

head (lit er ally), I became fas ci nated with the idea that the 

human heart is actu ally more intel li gent and respon sive

than the human brain. To take this one step fur ther, it

seems that when we tune into this store house of ‘in tu -

ition,’ the heart is more likely to inform the brain than

the other way around. Now there’s some thing for CYC

folks to con sider. You can bet your knot ted knick ers this

research was not spon sored by Eli Lilly Pharmaceuticals.

At this point, I’ve no idea how to incor po rate this into

work ing with kids but I know some smart and cre ative

folks who could do just that. Mean while, I’m cod dling

some new insights about my ‘jimmycoddling’ heart. 

So that’s all folks. Rest assured I’ll con tinue to spend

my time mess ing about with kids and, who knows, some -

day I may even decide to “work” with them again. 

Your old Pal, Cedrick

* The book I found most use ful was Joseph Chilton

Pearce’s lat est work The Heart-Mind Matrix. 
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Chap ter 20

Letter of Resignation from
Relational Child & Youth Care
Practice

To: The Edi to rial Board,

Rela tional Child & Youth Care Prac tice

March 2nd, 2005

Dear Mem bers of the Board,

I hereby resign from my ten u ous post as a col um nist

with your pub li ca tion. Given my life-long ded i ca tion to

doing as lit tle as pos si ble, I now find myself over -

whelmed by my obli ga tions to my deceased dog-fish,

Ralph, and the rash that has sud denly flared up along my 

per i neum. Please don’t ask to see the evi dence. 

I won’t patron ize you with all the usual sen ti men tal

clap-trap about how much I’ve enjoyed our asso ci a tion

and how I’m going to miss you all. The truth is, that

since you never paid me a sin gle penny, never said

thank-you, never remem bered my birth day and never

offered me any of that spe cial malt scotch we all know

Garfat keeps under his desk, there’s not a hell of a lot to

feel sen ti men tal about, is there? I’m not say ing you’re not 

good God-fear ing peo ple; you’re just not very rela tional. 

When I first signed on with you lot, you told me your

read ers would really like my stuff. Well do they? Did
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they? In two years all I got back was an inde cent pro -

posal from a weirdo in Flin Flon and an email from a

woman who wanted to know if I was related to Michael

Jack son. Play ing to an unre spon sive or hos tile audi ence

is one thing, but get ting any kind of response from your

mys te ri ous read ers is like ask ing Osama bin Laden for his 

mail ing address. Have you ever checked your sub scrip -

tion list to make sure there are real live peo ple “out

there”? I know for a fact that Mil dred Par kin son of 27

Butterfield Road, Hal i fax, N. S. passed away in 1927. 

I have n’t dis cussed this with your other col um nists

but my heart goes out to them. No won der Goodwin is

frozen to his chair, Gomph lives alone in a Caboose,

Matthews hides her self away on some uncharted (undis -

cov ered? ) island, Stu art spends her life look ing for

lead ers and Phelan sticks to review ing other peo ple’s

stuff (sen si ble fel low). Well these peo ple deserve better.

Might I hum bly sug gest that your esteemed edi tors,

Fewster, Garfat and Rose-Sladde be given a shot of inten -

sive sen si tiv ity train ing? I real ize that they don’t get a

penny either but even vol un teers should be held

account able. 

It’s all about rela tion ships, isn’t it? 

Deli ciously yours,

Cedrick. 

p.s. Please tell Fewster to find another stooge. 

161



162


	Foreword ix
	Everything You Never Wanted To Know AboutBeing Stupid 13
	Pull The Lever Billy, The Kids Are Revolting 19
	Children and the Hidden Manifesto 25
	This Be the “F” Word 34
	Straight Talk 38
	Celebrating Perversity 45
	Editor’s note: Medical Myopia 56
	Up and Down on the Pharm 57
	Oh Lord. A Manual 62
	Deferential Diagnosis: The Key to Mental Health Services 67
	Freddie and the Green Rock 74
	A less than divine intervention 86
	For whom the bell tolls 95
	The magic of Tommy Watts 100
	The home visit 112
	Editor’s Note: Some Unprofessional Ideas forChild & Youth Care 126
	When The Cocks Crow The Chicks Get Laid 127
	Monkey Mountain Revisited 133
	What Do We Do After School?  145
	Incomes and outcomes 153
	Letter of resignation from Relational Child & Youth Care Practice 160


