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i. Babydom
When I was four years old I was sitting on the toilet when I had, what seemed at the time, a brilliant idea. I’ve never really been a fella to sit on the toilet and read the paper, or Footrot Flats or Asterix. I am always more interested in getting in and out and getting on with less restrictive things. Saying this, I’ve never been above self mutilation. Generally not deliberately, but I like to expand my horizons when an opportunity arrives.

So.

I’m sitting in the bathroom and it occurs to me that I’ve never slammed my penis in the door. So I did. Hard. I positioned my penis against the door frame, far enough across it to make sure that the sliding door was going to hit me square on. I was regrettably determined and stupidly calm as the door hit my dick, jamming it against the door frame. Fuck it hurt. It still brings tears to my eyes thinking about it.

I told this story in my speech at my wedding recently, and I’m not sure that anyone quite knew what I was getting at. Of course, I was trying to draw a parallel between getting married and slamming your dick in a sliding door – what the fuck would you want to do that for? People seem only to understand what they want to understand; especially at weddings. Good on them.

Some years before this particular attempt to understand my little world, I was in the bath with my sister and some bloke from across the road. He was about four years old, the same as my sister. We were living in Boston while my dad was working at Harvard. I was about 2 years old, and while I’m told that 2 year olds don’t understand social conventions, I reckon I did. As I recall though, I never really felt bound by them. Unlike me, children seem to like playing with thousands of toys while they bathe. I prefer to lie still and blow bubbles, but I’m not a child anymore.
Some memories you create from stories you hear. Some from what you did. And some you make up. I’m pretty sure my memory of this particular bath is my own, because no one else involved seem to remember it. Good enough for me, I think. I remember taking my toy trumpet into the bath that was already full of my sister, Rockabillie, and her mate from across the road. I have no idea why I needed to take a trumpet into the bath, but two year olds don’t always make a lot of sense. As my mum lowered me into the shallow end of the bath, Rockabillie turned to me and hissed. Not a friendly hiss, but a dark and throaty hiss, accompanied beautifully be a look of utter contempt. A look that says “Die. Die now, you little shit.”
Her little mate gave me a similar look, but his was clearly a contrivance; a pathetic attempt to win over my sister. As he was behind her, she couldn’t see him, of course. 

Feeling pretty strong and prepared for a fight, I let mum drop me in with the piranha and her love struck little mate and splashed wildly, squealing like I imagined  a seal would squeal. Thankfully mum was taking an active interest in keeping us all from drowning; because I was pretty sure Rockabillie had drowning seriously on her mind.
Naturally my splashing was getting on Rockabillie nerves, and it wasn’t long before she started to kick me; in the leg at first, and after a few good shots, started on my stomach. Then she moved onto my head.
Mum calmed things down a bit by pandering to Rockabillie vanity, saying something motherly and gentle, and we played peacefully for a bit, but I was pretty annoyed and decided it was time to up the stakes. So I quietly took a dump. After it floated gently to the surface, it looked around and chased my sister and her little mate. I was stoked and laughing so hard I pissed myself, upsetting Rockabillie even more. I kept laughing and splashing as mum rescued the little brats.
I’m still not sure whether poo always floats away from you in the northern hemisphere, because it certainly chases you in the southern. I should try it out some day. Perhaps not in the bath though. 

My earliest memories are of living in the United States in the early 1970’s. I have memories of building snow castles in the deep winter snow; of watching squirrels racing around our garden like maniacs; of begging strangers for lollies at Halloween; of receiving gifts at Easter; of my grandmother’s salty arms that Rockabille and I licked in the Nevada Desert; and of dad killing a snake in the same desert. I’m not sure why the snake needed to die, but clearly it did.
Winter in Boston is cold. It’s bloody cold in fact, and that’s the way I like it. We used to skate on a frozen lake just near our home. Because I was so little, I had two blades on each foot, and while no-one else had four blades, I didn’t feel like an idiot. Two blades were better than one to chop up bits of ice to eat; or throw at people as they skated within range. Those that did copped it. I did get a bit jealous of Rockabillie once when she was skating around doing twirls and somersaults and all sorts of flash stuff, but I suspect that the man who was helping her was a paedophile, so I reckoned that evened the score.
I once had a dream about our neighbour’s cat. It was called Snowball or something equally uninspired. It was fat, white and fluffy. It also smelt like fish, something that always seems a bit odd to me. How do cats fish for fish when they all seem to hate the water? It all seems a bit unnatural. Regardless, nothing much happened in the dream, but Snowball ran across our front garden, across the road, and into oblivion in the deep snow in my neighbour’s front yard. Following that evening, I never saw Snowball alive again. I’m not suggesting that I am psychic, but it certainly wasn’t the last time a dream has come true. The only problem I have with dreams that come true, is that they are all so benign and are seldom the sort of dream you would want to come true. When I was seven I had a dream that I had a remote control car that was being advertised on the telly at the time. I dreamt I had one and was playing with it in the front yard. It screamed around the garden, drove up trees and launched itself high in the air as it hit the numerous jumps I’d created. I woke up to nothing and am still a bit pissed off by the whole cruel episode. I dreamt about a blue car with a missing front left hubcap once and sure enough, as I was lounging around, looking out my window at work, a blue car with one missing hubcap drove on by. Great! I had another dream once about being shot at by a large number of army men. Now, I’m the first to admit that I’ve done the wrong thing on occasion, but I haven’t ever done anything to warrant a coordinated assault from the British Army. It may have been understandable, perhaps, if it was the New Zealand army, and maybe the U.S. army, but not the Brits. As I think about it, maybe they did have reason enough! Anyway, I was driving home from work the following day (the day after the dream, that is) and out of some bushes next to a large paddock, came two men dressed in army fatigues, carrying very large rifles. Not precisely my dream, granted, but pretty close. I considered the implications briefly, nearly hit an oncoming car and pulled myself together until I got home. Once there, I looked up a dream book to see what it all meant and discovered, not surprisingly, that it was a dream that may indicate that I probably had relationship issues; or a gun fetish. Fair enough. My girlfriend at the time was a complete cow. It would have been far more pleasurable dream if I’d shot her, but as seems to be my luck sometimes, I didn’t.
The spring of 1975 in Boston heralded one of the greatest squirrel plagues in recorded history. Or so it seemed. When you’re little they are very cute, significantly cuter than they seem later in life, when you can see the fleas jumping off them and can smell the filthy little buggers from miles away. One day we were invaded. It all started in the squirrels’ stronghold in the Bert Campbell Memorial Reserve, not far from our home. Their strategy was pretty clear. Run out of the park and into our house in a series of crash and bash raids. First wave – secure an entrance. Second through tenth wave – run around the house smashing everything in view. Eleventh wave – poo a lot. Final wave – lounge around on the couches, chairs and other soft things like beds and cushions licking themselves. I’d predicted this in a dream the night before, of course, but no-one seemed to take any notice of my calls that “the squibles are cubbing.” Rockabillie had contributed to my in-articulation by kicking me in the face the day before. As bad as I felt during the whole ordeal, I let ten or so squirrels into her bedroom. A few of them ate some crayons and vomited green, blue and pink swirls and the rest ate the vomit with similar result. It would have been the perfect crime, except it was my room too. I was only three, I guess.
To save ourselves from the crazed squirrels, we took a trip across the continent. I might be exaggerating about how far we went, but we were certainly stuck in a hot car for a very long time. As Rockabillie and I sweated and slowly dehydrated, we would attack our nan’s arms and feverishly lick her. It doesn’t sound like a very nice thing to do, or receive – two sweaty little children with mashed apple stuck to their faces, licking you like an ice-cream, but she didn’t seem to mind too much. It’s funny. We get taught a lot of things when we’re children; how to read; when to say thank you; not to spit your brussels sprouts on your sister; and not to drink petrol. Never once, however, have I read, or heard anywhere, that if you’re dehydrated crossing transcontinental deserts, that you should lick your grandmother. It’s quite amazing how much survival skills we are born with. Not as much as a fish, perhaps, but more than you might think. More than I might think, perhaps.
For about 76 hours of the trip I complained about my “blunt” being too tight and was duly ignored. It sounded like “my belt’s too tight” to me, but with the swelling in my face from Rockabillie’s most recent beating, I was clearly mumbling. I would have thought, though, that the shade of blue I’d turned may have provided a clue to my condition. My intermittent yelping should, in my mind, have helped get the message across, but miscommunication is a phenomenally accomplished way of fucking things up. From this I still have scars shaped like little Volvo emblems as a result. For a long time, it was not very cool.
At one point during our trip my dad decided to stop the car and kill a snake. I haven’t got any idea why, but I suspect it may have been his brutal upbringing in Eastern Victoria, near some of the most spectacular views of the ocean and the dramatic mountains of Wilson’s Promontory. He may have had a run in with the odd brown snakes as a child. Maybe he’d stopped for a wee and thought the snake was too much competition. Maybe he was protecting his young family from possibly certain peril. Maybe we were pissing him off and he had to kill something. Who knows, but we sat in the back of the car chanting that “Neville killed a ‘nake” for the next 4 hours. God we must have been annoying.
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Not so long ago I was on a flight to New Zealand for, what was meant to be, a couple of days. It was a work trip and we were planning to steal some ideas from some mob to help us build a computer system to help our logistics team deliver phone books. What fun! I was on a 6am flight from Melbourne to Auckland and for once I made it to the airport with enough time to enjoy the celebrity of the Qantas Club lounge. I wasn’t feeling wonderful, I have to say, and would never have expected to given how ridiculously early it was. I’ve got a few problems with aeroplanes and some airlines, I must say. What’s brilliance can explain a flights that leaves at 6am? And what’s with 12:30am flights from Darwin to Melbourne? Are we supposed to sleep? I’m by no means enormous, and I’ve slept in some very uncomfortable places over the years, by economy class seats are not comfortable. Flights that leave at 12:30am or 6:00am are not fun. And every flight needs a cool or hot cloth delivered hourly. 
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