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I’ve been thinking about my Dad.
He was the funniest man alive.

He’d spin these amazing yarns.

Once he told me…. I must have been about 10, I suppose…. he told me he was Knucklebone Champion of Europe.

& I believed him.

Another time he said…. & he used to look you straight in the eye…. “Promise me son, you won’t go near the water ‘til you learn to swim.”
& I was, like, “Sure Dad, I promise.”
Or one of my favourites…. he said “When I was a boy the mosquitoes were so big they’d sit on the trees & bark!
& a good many of them would weigh a ton!”
& I’d be like “WOW!”
& he’d smile & say…. “Listen son, really listen.”
“The mosquitoes WOULD sit on the trees…. & they WOULD sit on the bark…. & a good many of them WOULD weigh a ton…. but it would take a good many of them.”
“Shitloads, in fact.”
< beat >

& my Dad was also a violent….
He drank.

< beat >

Anyway…. so he’s in hospital & they’re leading this frail little man…. this skeleton really…. he’s down to about 50 kilos by then…. with his arse hanging out of his hospital gown…. they’re leading him down this long corridor to the X Ray department…. when he suddenly stops & says…. “No…. No pictures…. Nope.”
& the medical people are frantic.
At this point they know he’s going to die.

& he knows he’s going to die.

But they’re frozen…. 

Until he turns & winks back at us & he says…. “No pictures…. I’m still under contract to Warner Brothers.”
< beat >

He died while they were taking the X Rays….

