
  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE CRITICS ARE TYPING!!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “I am a long-time fan of Bert Xanadu's surreal takes on life.  I OWN THIS TOWN is like Twitter, only heavier! The book is great!”

        RICHARD CROUSE, CTV'S POP LIFE

      

      

      
        
        “I’m always equal parts fascinated and entertained by the clippings and quippings of Mayor Bert Xanadu. @MovieMayor makes me genuinely laugh out loud.”

        ACTOR & COMEDIAN BRENT BUTT

      

      

      

      
        
        “As if Groucho Marx had a Twitter feed! Bert Xanadu is reckless, imaginative, unpredictable — a Canadian unconstrained by his Canadian-ness. An immensely gifted creation.”

        ANTHROPOLOGIST & AUTHOR GRANT MCCRACKEN

      

      

      

      
        
        “@MovieMayor is the most consistently funny thing on the internet — sublimely brainy and absurd!”

        SINGER/SONGWRITER HAWKSLEY WORKMAN

      

      

      

      
        
        "A laugh-out-loud read that leaves one marvelling at the brain that produces this comedy gold, seemingly without effort."

        OSCAR-NOMINATED FILMMAKER WENDY TILBY

      

      

      
        
        “Gerry Flahive’s alter ego Bert Xanadu is the funniest comic act to hit Toronto since Joan Rivers played Csárda’s. A loony but loving send-up of Toronto that plays with the city’s vanity and aspirations with Scud missile accuracy.  Bert Xanadu is to Toronto what Dame Edna is to snobbery: a satire more accurate than the real thing.”

        NOVELIST & POET MICHAEL REDHILL

      

      

      
        
        Bert Xanadu is the tops! His vinegary views of life  illuminate those corners we might never know existed, and insane policies we didn’t want to know existed. Toronto’s TRUE history.

        My favourite book of 1973.”

        FILM CRITIC ANNE BRODIE
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            HELPFUL EXPLANATORY PAMPHLET
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        “Yep — you caught me looking wonderful!”

      

      In I OWN THIS TOWN: THE MAYOR BERT XANADU XANTHOLOGY, Mayor Xanadu, the city’s foremost movie showman and sole mayor, presents a sexily official selection from the thousands of municipal missives he issued to his citizens in 1973 (through his state-of-the-art Telex machine, the Thought Lathe), the year some call his most triumphantly expressive and non-linear.

      

      The slim volume, which reminds one of Bert’s own slimness circa 1933, also includes several readable essays and typewritten thoughts from the Dominion’s own Bürgermeister of Buttered Popcorn (i.e. Bert) on such serious topics as imperceptible transit delays, the Simcoe St. Goatworks, ersatz product endorsements, streetcar fumigation schedules, steamship arrivals of Hollywood stars like Morey Amsterdam and Shelly Winters, zeppelin sightings, nude projectionists’ lawsuits, City Hall laughing gas leaks and just what Raymond Burr is doing in town this week anyway – all the things that make Toronto one of the most recent of world-class cities.

      

      Dash. Panache. Class. Sass. Pulchritude. Cravat. Mere words, but when applied to Bert Xanadu, they exhibit all their meanings, dictionaries be damned. In Bert’s short bursts of enthusiasm and slightly longer rage-filled exhortations one can see the inner man, and the city he wears like a heavily-starched tuxedo.  We may be the cummerbund, but what a view.

      @MovieMayor

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FOREWORD BY LORNE GREENE

          

          TELEVISION STAR OF NOTE & FORMER VOICE OF DOOM
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      I remember my first encounter with the flamboyant Bert Xanadu as though it were yesterday (perhaps because he dictated much of this  to me last night over a late supper of tapioca in his ‘thinking office’ high atop the Pure Food Building on the Canadian National Exhibition grounds).

      

      We met during production of my 1955 motion picture, HANDSHAKE FROM HELL (a sassy time-waster with moxie and a message, or so I’m told), and even though I considered myself a reasonably seasoned actor, I had little exposure to the venal and insatiable packs of Hollywood reporters and gossip traffickers so prevalent in those creamy days.  Forty-six of them had burst onto our set during an especially intense belt-buckling scene I was having difficulty with.  These craven bloodhounds were after me to corroborate a rumour about my so-called ‘tawdry tryst’ with some or all of The Lennon Sisters.

      

      Suddenly, as if roused to righteous anger by the arrival of Satan himself, Bert, our picture’s amiable publicist, reached into his RCMP goose skin valise and pulled out a Canadian Tire bullwhip with a flourish and an earwax-curdling crack that stopped the tidbit-thirsty mob in their tracks.  Surely he wouldn’t use this deadly….oh my God, he’s now cracking the whip with the intensity of Moses, and with the precision of 1946 world archery champion, the Dane, Einar Tang-Holbeck (I’m citing an archer in this context only because I’m not aware of an equivalent bullwhip champion).  Soon enough, fedoras, notebooks and sock garters were flying in all directions, and the terrified pack of press leeches was on the run.

      

      Bert, I later learned, only came to Hollywood to manage press relations whenever he got bored being Mayor of Toronto --- he was a fellow Canadian!  We quickly bonded over a shared cup of Bovril (we are both cheap), and I learned of his deep and abiding love of municipal governance, and his perky passion for motion picture exhibition.  He’s been my only publicist ever since (I think the results speak for themselves), and if I were to create (not that I’m planning to) my own fantastical nude city, Lorne Vegas, in the desert just outside of Reno, I can’t think of a better mayor to run it for me!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SEXIER FOREWORD BY MARLENE DIETRICH

          

          CHANTEUSE & MOODY SCHAUSPIELERIN
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      It’s been said many times that I chew men up and spit them out, and while that may be true, Bert Xanadu is unchewable.  Oh, lord knows I tried, as we sat, knee to knee, flirting in that peculiar Canadian way (all four knees cannot be touching at any given moment), late into the night after one of my performances at the Royal York’s Imperial Room.  His eyes flashing with desire and with the queasiness that comes with rheumy eyes, Bert would regale me with tales of lust, sin and expense claims from old Hollywood, even telling me stories involving me and my RANCHO NOTORIOUS co-star William ‘Fred Mertz’ Frawley that, while untrue, were powerfully erotic.

      

      But though Bert’s lust-making was more effective than that of any other man in the City of Toronto (or even in the larger Metropolitan Toronto municipality, which encompassed Toronto as well as the boroughs of York, East York, North York, Scarborough and the mysterious Etobicoke), he drew the line at consummation, for he is primarily a leader of men, and only secondarily a lover of women. And so, as dawn would break over the decrepit galoshes factories next to the hotel, Bert would inevitably rise, gulp down the last drops of his raisin nog, kiss my hand, and rush off to thwart yet another City Hall filibuster, as only he could do.

      

      Given my hatred of Toronto, and his pre-oiled toupees, I rarely see Bert these days. But he will always be my Donaudampfschifffahrtselektrizitätenhauptbetriebswerkbauunterbeamtengesell-schaft (a term of endearment in German, its literal meaning is the Association for Subordinate Officials of the Head Office Management of the Danube Steamboat Electrical Services). And I hope he will always be yours too.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MAYOR, MOVIE SHOWMAN, MAMMOTH TALENT, MAN
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        City of Toronto Archives, Fonds 1257, Series 1057, Item 1496

      

      Mayor Bert Xanadu is the most.  Known as Toronto’s Movie Mayor, Bert is the most re-elected mayor in the history of the world (once by a divorce court decree), the most-honoured movie showman (including 2,152 plaques and two spurned knighthoods), the most-quoted Canadian (53,204 international citations in newspapers, greeting cards and wedding speeches, leaving egghead Northrop Frye mumbling in envious disgust), and, some say, the most perfect man, complete and astounding in mind, body, soul and wardrobe.  Fiercely proud of Toronto, and smitten with the movies, he leads his city with the kick of a vinegar martini, the drive of a freelance gladiator, the dazzle of a well-lit unicorn and the versatility of a piano-playing minotaur.

      

      He has been elected mayor of Toronto 27 times since the 1930s (due to the city’s previous and suspiciously-efficient one-year term of office for municipal politicians) and is the owner and manager of the spanking new Imperial Six, a multiplex palace dedicated solely to physically-entertaining motion pictures, and located smack dab in the middle of Yonge St., the longest street in the world, or perhaps it just feels that long.

      

      He had previously managed, swept and/or owned other motion picture theatres in the city, including the Blink-A-Wee, the Methuselah, the Plotorium, the Splice Mahal, the Rear View Mirror Drive-In, and, of course, the magnificently mouldy Imperial itself, the British Commonwealth’s most scrumptious auditorium.

      

      Renowned for his manly approach to civic governance, befriended by insecure Hollywood stars eager to bask in his testosterone-fuelled charm, expert at the arts of threading a 35mm film projector or re-tooling a Soviet popcorn machine, praised for his hypnotically-satisfying public speaking style, and owner of the world’s largest collection of snappy comeback lines, Xanadu is the master of the timeless arts of seduction – of both audiences and voters.  He has been called “the love child of Cesar Romero and Julius Caesar”.

      

      Born in Toronto in 1911 and a graduate of Mt. Pleasant Cemetery High School and the prestigious Kino-Smersh Showmanship Institute of Vladivostok, Russia, Xanadu speaks 12 languages, including Varietyese, and is fond of slim chances and large sandwiches.

      

      Always among the first to embrace new technologies, from Lorne-O-Vision (the only way to correctly exhibit Lorne Greene’s skin tone on screen) and, at City Hall, the Lobbyist Dispersal Water Cannon, Bert knows a good thing when he sees one. And when he sees one, he says so, soothingly and scintillatingly.
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        Typical aimless patrons frozen in contemplation outside the city’s most satisfying cinema.                                                                                    (City of Toronto Archives: Fonds 1526, File 44, Item 1)
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            POLICE CALLED TO SCENE OF INTERMINABLE ANECDOTE
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        “Look this way? Of course!”

      

      

      Butter used on Imperial Six popcorn is made from milk from cows that have been shown Bing Crosby films, to ensure smoothness.

      

      The delay at Rosedale subway station due to a high sense of entitlement has now cleared.

      

      Ornery characters assembling at City Hall to grouse and fulminate are advised to disperse immediately or face castigation and reprobation.

      

      Fun Fact: galvanizing, Martinizing and caramelizing were all invented at the same terrifying meal by a Toronto short order cook on Spadina Avenue in 1948.

      

      Toronto leads the world in the production of shirt cardboard, Halloween operas, husband glue, budgie warmers and religious glitter.

      

      Sad day, as the five giant pewter robots I bought at the 1939 New York World's Fair to guard the City's hydro plants are now thoroughly rusted.

      

      We've run out of road salt, switching to chicken pot pie crusts.

      

      Road conditions: Yonge: hopeless; Bay: pointless; Bathurst: salt-free; Spadina: moot; Dufferin: irrelevant; Bayview: intriguing.

      

      Glamour-puss celebrity Zsa Zsa Gabor in town to unveil her new line of perfume, 'Bait ‘n Switch' by Fabergé, now available at Sayvette’s.

      

      In addition to fluoride, Toronto tap water contains salt-peter, aftershave, aspirin and cinnamon. On purpose, I mean.

      

      Looking forward to CFTO-TV's hard-hitting new Bruno Gerussi series TOUPÉE COP, shot in the parkettes and gravy boat stores of Toronto.

      

      Night falls in Toronto, and with it the pants of a new generation.

      

      Toronto Transit Commission studies show that most rocky marriages break up before reaching Dundas station.

      

      I have re-asserted the City's control of the designation of Toronto restaurants' 'Soup of the Day'. Tomorrow's is Impertinent Potato.

      

      I bid farewell to our 926 trucks heading for the ghastly Slushfields of Oshawa, there to drain their hellish cargo. Godspeed and gesundheit!

      

      Delay on TTC Yonge line due to the use of 'third rail' as a metaphor has now cleared.

      

      City regulations require that, prior to neutering pets, dogs be given a stiff drink and an explanation; cats just need you to look away.

      

      City axe-grinders union is struggling to find the right metaphor for their grievance with the axe-grinding industry.

      

      No way diarrhea is going to keep Don Chimney out of the Olympic marathon. That’s why they call him BLEACHED LIGHTNING, now at the Imperial Six.

      

      Police raid toupée factory in Willowdale's notorious chimpanzee district. You do the math.

      

      Opening today at the Imperial Six: a leaky pancreas and an insolvent donkey farm aren't going to keep Raymond Burr from THE POPE'S ECLAIR.

      

      If you spit on a sidewalk in my city, I'll have it suctioned up, atomized and then sprayed on the graves of your ancestors.

      

      Expect delays on the TTC King streetcar today as it is weighed down with decades of expectations.

      

      Police called to scene of interminable anecdote.

      

      Wildcat strike at Simcoe St. Goatworks!  Pampered union workers refuse diversification of the company’s product line to add wildcat-derived shoe polish.

      

      I love to stand at the back of the cinema, staring at the bald and coiffed heads, as they stare at the screen. They don't know a reel change is imminent.

      

      Nine Imperial Six ushers were injured in a brawl with supercilious studio accountants at the midnight showing of Peter Lawford's blood-taining PULVERIZE. I'm so proud!

      

      Imperial Six boasts the world's longest-serving projectionist, Percy Davisville, on site here since 1920, first as a vaudeville dentist.  He dozes off when Eddie Albert’s on-screen, but then don’t we all.

      

      Threadneedle's Murky Water Aquarium on Dufferin St. will be closed today for the monthly consoling of the cuttlefish.

      

      Royal Ontario Museum scientists tell me, though I didn't ask, that dinosaurs lived in Toronto trillions of years ago, lumbering around its unpaved streets, but one couldn't call that living.

      

      City Hall's Wedding Chapel is now offering half-weddings, marriages of convenience, prefab oaths, annulment workshops, and marriages made in heaven.

      

      Fun Fact: our park benches are positioned to face away from the sun, in order to reduce sunburns and vanity.

      

      TTC passengers are kindly asked to give up.

      

      Merton St. Industrial Parketeria is now home to the world's largest assembly of placebo factories, manufacturing deceptively ersatz substitutes for aspirin, testosterone, chocolate, detective stories and codpieces. Even one of the buildings is fake!

      

      Tonite on MANNIX: Joe says the word 'scrotum' and the place empties out.

      

      City of Toronto goatee census is taking too long to complete, as many men obscure their tiny beardlettes with their hand when ruminating.

      

      As owner and operator of the city's finest cinema, the Imperial Six, I feel every motion picture should be as interesting to a moviegoer as a urine-soaked fire hydrant is to a dog.

      

      Ticketed and towed today: Mrs. Eeeni Mosport's 1961 Ford Spatula, parked inside the lobby of Massey Hall; Mr. Norman Tamblyn's 1970 Fiat Arrivederci, idling with lewd connotations; a delivery moped from Tip Top Tailors, spewing corduroy fumes.

      

      A moment of silence today at noon to mark the passing of mimic Rich Little's impersonation of Herbert Hoover, which no one 'gets' anymore.

      

      Rakish but mousy Bud Cort in town to shoot a TV commercial for Eaton's. Apparently they've got a surplus of ironing board covers.

      

      TTC train full of sleeping commuters shunted off to a siding at Davisville station, where Sayvette coffee and cinnamon bear claws await them.

      

      Road salt stains have now spread from my shoes to my pant cuffs to my heart.

      

      My pal Peter Lawford's in town taping his Valentine's Day TV special LOVE ME, RUB ME, SATIATE ME with guest star Walter Cronkite.

      

      Fun Fact: the pipe organ at the Flying Buttress Church of the Tumescent Bishopric of Coxwell is what Mrs. Xanadu used to call me when we were first courting.

      

      Love can be sticky. Love can be deceptive. Love can suddenly shift, revealing mottled skin. None of that matters to widowed dandruff cream magnate Liza Minelli, who just wants a MAIL-ORDER TOUPÉE HUSBAND. Opening Friday at the Imperial Six.

      

      In Victorian Toronto, to vary their monotonous diet of chaff and hide, people would toss a few pages from a Flemish thesaurus into the pot.

      

      City of Toronto Zeppelin Workers' Winter Helium Camp on Hanlan's Point closed until further notice due to an outbreak of non-organic flatulence.

      

      I'm shuttering the Imperial Six this week as Hollywood's latest crop of pictures fails to rise to a standard of lust induction that our customers expect. Also, three of them star Jim Backus.

      

      Sad day as Toronto's only all-Morse Code radio station, CDDD-AM, goes off the air tonight at midnight, a victim of the younger generation's perverse obsession with spoken language.

      

      Another morn, and Toronto lurches back to life: the Satanic handkerchief mills on Pape roar to spew their monogrammed spoor; a chestnut cart owner marks his 17th year of no one ever buying; the Eaton Bros. fire their 400th Santa; a giant tarpaulin is tossed atop Centre Island.

      

      A clod with measles. A sultry divorcee with a retractable cigarette shelf. A defrosted podiatrist allergic to lint. These are some of the people who might be sitting next you at the Imperial Six at Peter Lawford's new plot-lite actioner THE SALAMANDER INVECTIVE, opening today.

      

      Fun Fact: the Bloor Viaduct was originally meant to be only that: a viaduct, to carry water to the parched of the Danforth, who had never tasted lemonade, or been able to start a viable aquarium business.

      

      Enjoying bazooka-size eclairs as we celebrate the opening of the police department's Alibi Office, world's greatest repository of phony excuses.

      

      To be sure my pants don't fall down I rely on Preenhammer’s Suspenders of Disbelief©. They maintain the fiction that your waist is under control!

      

      Tonite on BARNABY JONES: a trail of blood, gold coins, Cheetos, hamsters and venetian blinds lead Barnaby precisely nowhere.

      

      I’m playing miniature golf at Thorncliffe Mall with top actor Jan-Michael Vincent, in town with his brothers Bob-Thaddeus, Troy-Cecil, Chip-Jim and Gus-Gus.

      

      We welcome Hollywood's Chuck Connors to the Imperial Six as we show off our new 36mm film technology. The extra millimetre showcases sideburns on screen.

      

      Zoning rules allowing for up to 16 smelting operations per ward are being grandfathered. We've got top grandfathers working on it right now.

      

      Mrs. Xanadu now has me on an all salt-lick diet. Sez she read that Pat Nixon has her hubby on it. But the thirst!!!

      

      Pal Robert Goulet's classy new bar, International Waters, is now open high atop Pottery Rd. The drinks flow freely, as do the recriminations!

      

      City Council motion to introduce a 13% exorcism tax seems like a blatant cash grab to me, and will serve only to drive the exorcism industry out.

      

      Rubes at Ontario Censor Board to ban all 'come hither' scenes. Don't they know that 35mm film going thru a projector is itself a sexual act?

      

      Honoured to have been chosen for prestigious 'gadfly-in-residence' at Tulsa's International Sequel Hall of Fame, but must say no due to my eternal gout.

      

      Easily-provoked but eerily-charming Richard Burton is here shooting a Woolco TV spot. He called ahead to order ice cubes just the way he likes 'em.

      

      My Hollywood spies say Beatle Paul McCartney is set to play James Bond in 1974's DIE AS EMERALDS DO.  Lee Marvin in as hairless villain, Gravlax.

      

      Trying to write a filthy limerick. What rhymes with 'comptroller'?

      

      City Council Escalator Horseplay Sub-Committee meeting postponed until 2pm.

      

      Surveyors discover forgotten Toronto neighbourhood, Brigadoodle, under the Bloor Viaduct. Three beagles, a librarian and a foul-mouthed skate sharpener are all that’s left.

      

      Reports of a robot army approaching Toronto from the west have now been downgraded to a sighting of a busload of Buffalo dental students wearing braces.

      

      I feel insulted when someone says the word 'rotunda' in my presence.

      

      Intersection of King and Bay closed today for banks' annual 'Washing of the Coins'. Bring some Javex and join in the fun!

      

      Opening tomorrow at the Imperial Six: Susan St. James, Slim Pickens and Bobby Sherman in erotic courtroom thriller APPROACH THE BENCH.

      

      Last old hand at Riverdale Zoo who knew how to unthaw frozen giraffe testicles has retired, so now it's me, a footstool and cigar smoke.

      

      It's been said that I have the strength of ten men. Each of those men is the equivalent of Don Knotts, but still, it does add up.

      

      Delay at TTC St. Clair due to lavender-fueled, scowl-filled status showdown, triggered by an imperceptible slight between rival dowagers.

      

      Can't find pants that fit this morning, so I will be conducting official City business from the back seat of my limo today.

      

      I'm reinstating the curfew on shiftless brothers-in-law. Two were spotted at Becker's in their bathrobes fighting over Lune Moons.

      

      I’m at the Park Plaza Hotel bar with Alvin Toffler, Bobby Hull and Mel Tormé, convincing them that pencil moustaches are manly. And the trout ale is delicious!
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