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9 FEBRUARY 2010

Born.

10 FEBRUARY 2010

Can’t really get my head around anything. Hear first complaint about bad weather. What is ‘weather’?

11 FEBRUARY 2010

Drooling (not much fun), snoozing (nice), mewling (not sure about this). Every cliché in the book, basically!


12 FEBRUARY 2010

Right … I am in ‘Ireland’. Therefore, I am ‘Irish’. It ‘comes with a lot of baggage’, apparently. Don’t know what this means, as have no understanding of literal or metaphorical meaning of the word ‘baggage’. (Also not clear what ‘literal’ and ‘metaphorical’ mean. But I like the sound of them.) Other words I like the sound of: ‘furry’; ‘milk’; ‘Wheeeeeeee!!’; ‘ZZZZZZZZZZZ’.

Not sure if last two are actual words.

13 FEBRUARY 2010

Had massive sleep yesterday!!

14 FEBRUARY 2010

Home!! … To a place I’ve never been before. (So, not sure why it’s ‘home’.) Presume this will make some sense when I develop more brain power. Over fireplace (first one I’ve seen) are lots of cards, ‘welcoming’ me and congratulating bewildered-looking parents. I’m beginning to wonder how I ‘came about’. Don’t suppose I need to know the details for now. I’ll put that one on the ‘back burner’ for the time being.

Hungry!

15 FEBRUARY 2010

Exhausted.

17 FEBRUARY 2010

Getting used to ‘Ireland’. I fear I may have drawn a very, very short straw indeed. Climate: s**t. Economic climate: s**t. Dada compared the contents of my nappy to ‘the mess the politicians have got us into’.

18 FEBRUARY 2010

Who is ‘Seanie FitzPatrick’? The ‘Seanie’ (childish name) suggests this is someone I could be friends with.


19 FEBRUARY 2010

Breast-feeding is kind of weird, but parents (actually, one parent) keen to stick with it so that I will turn out ‘normal’.

20 FEBRUARY 2010

Suffered from a general feeling of unease (and some colic) today. Big street protests – lots of serious-looking people with placards – on the television. My first thought was that they must be protesting about the weather, but apparently it’s about ‘cutbacks’. (Not to be confused with ‘cutting the ball back’, e.g. ‘Damian Duff neatly cut the ball back there, for Robbie Keane to slot home.’) Anyway! 100,000 people on the streets, according to trade union organisers. (100 people, according to the Gardaí (police).) It doesn’t really matter – both figures seem huge to me).

Overall impression: things clearly aren’t ‘right’ with the country.
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21 FEBRUARY 2010

Picking up the ‘basics’ about Ireland, from hearing parents talking, and snippets on the television. Here’s what I’ve learned so far:


	Until recently, the country was run by a Catholic Church.

	Fianna Fáil is the biggest political party. (Still getting to grips with word ‘party’, as it seems to have a few meanings. However, the term ‘party atmosphere’ seems to have little to do with Fianna Fáil.)

	Northern Ireland – strange place. A bit like Scotland, but much scarier.

	Anne Doyle – popular news reader.

	Everyone hates politicians and having to pay tax.



22 FEBRUARY 2010

I meet ‘new people’ when I go to a grim clinic to be weighed. (Average weight for ‘newborn’, apparently – no surprises.) Hear the word ‘cutbacks’ again – this time out of the mouth of a ‘real’ person (as opposed to the pretend people on television).

Before sleepy-time, Dada shows me insane footage on ‘YouTube’ (I like it!) of a man with three names (‘David Davin-Power’) at the Fianna Fáil ‘Ard Fheis’ (annual conference, apparently), surrounded by a bunch of ‘party members’. Mama says it reminds her of a scene from a film called The Birds. They don’t look like birds: I don’t ‘get’ this. Might have something to do with the way they’re standing around like stuffed parrots. There is clearly something WRONG with them.

23 FEBRUARY 2010

I find it a bit weird that Dada showed me that clip. It’s very important that my senses aren’t overloaded in these crucial early months of development. Showing me stuff like the Fianna Fáil Ard Fheis, where grown men stand around like parrots, could do me lasting damage.


24 FEBRUARY 2010

Have been given a cuddly toy as a present! He’s white and he’s a teddy, so I’m going to call him ‘White Teddy’!

1 MARCH 2010

A new month! My first ‘March’. Weather still awful. I literally don’t know what sunlight looks like.

4 MARCH 2010

Strange – I called Mama ‘NAMA’ this morning. I don’t really know what NAMA is, but there’s been so much about it ‘in the news’ that I’ve started saying it a lot. Dada looked at their website, and it stands for ‘National Asset Management Agency’. (In Irish: Gníomhaireacht Náisiúnta um Bhainistíocht Sócmhainní – I kid you not!) They have a nice picture of a harp as their logo, but Mama thinks it looks more like a barber’s electronic razor, ready to give the country a good snip*. Things are looking ominous! (Please NAMA, don’t cut back on Ella’s Breakfast Food In Tubes for Babies! They look yummy**)

5 MARCH 2010

First sighting of somebody called ‘Bertie Ahern’ on a documentary about ‘great tyrants of the twentieth century’, as Dada called it, half-jokingly. (It was actually a programme about Fianna Fáil.) Bertie is a sports columnist for the News of the World, but apparently he used to be An Taoiseach (‘the leader’). Dada always goes friggin’ berserk when he sees him. He calms down eventually and laughs, as he recalls the time that Bertie once said that he wanted to turn the trendy Temple Bar district into ‘Dublin’s West Bank’. The other West Bank is a Palestinian territory occupied by Israel since 1967 and a hotbed of internecine warfare,
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carnage and destruction. Presumably Bertie meant ‘the Left Bank’ – a hip area of Paris. According to Dada, this is more evidence that Bertie is a ‘twerp’ and ‘doesn’t know his a**e from his e***w’. An ad on TV for the NOTW featuring Bertie hiding in a fridge confused my little brain even further.

7 MARCH 2010

We all have to ‘tighten our belts’. (I don’t have a belt, but there’s something on my nappy that’s a bit like a belt: two paper flaps at the side with adhesive pads, which are affixed to the frontal part of the girdle. All this has the purpose of restraining any potential leakage or seepage – yeuch!) Mama wonders aloud (indelicately, as I’m in the room) about the possibility of making money out of me. She says I’d look good on the label of a bottle of baby food, or in baby wipes adverts on TV, faffing around with another bewildered, innocent-looking infant. Dada says I potentially look like the blonde girl who used to be on the Calvita cheese box. (I don’t understand this reference – obviously before my time.) I wouldn’t be surprised if Dada came up with an equally unsavoury plan to cynically exploit his first-born, by forcing me to write a book or something. (Probably involving his creepy fixation with Bertie Ahern.)

12 MARCH 2010

Apparently, Mama, like many of her generation (old people in their 30s), is a ‘technophobe’. It took her about half an hour this morning to send a text, whereas even young children nowadays are ‘computer literate’ and just ‘get it’.

I myself literally cannot imagine a world before the internet.


17 MARCH 2010

This day seems like some kind of celebration for eejits keen to forget the country’s economic woes. I see lots of drunk eejits dressed up as leprechauns on the television. Mama explains that today is a celebration of Saint Patrick. She is ‘slaving away’ (her description), washing my baby clothes, but to pass the time ‘explains’ to me all about Saint Patrick. I’d heard about him before, and imagined him as a sporty type – ‘Saint Patrick’s Athletic’. But apparently this is a reference to a football club. We simply don’t know if he was athletic or not, but these are things we do know about him (as ‘explained’ to me by Mama):


	Semi-mythical

	Welsh

	Captured by ‘the Irish’ and forced into slavery. (Is this kind of slavery related to washing clothes for babies?)

	Escaped from slavery by running away

	Returned to Britain

	
Saw weird vision (drunk?)

	Converted ‘the Irish’ to Christianity

	Successfully marketed a previously useless horticultural product (the shamrock)

	Died



Later, on ‘the news’, the weirdest thing I’ve seen yet: lots of ‘Saint Patrick’s Day’ parades featuring a whole load of eejits on the back of trucks. One from ‘down the country’ (where else?) featured a blacked-up man and some prostitutes representing the tribulations of playboy golfer Tiger Woods. I started crying at this – not because it was casual racism (which it CLEARLY was), but because it was stupid. ‘Wait till she sees The Rose of Tralee,’ Dada snorts at the TV. If this is the type of thing people do to forget the economic crisis, I’d prefer the economic crisis.


18 MARCH 2010

I am on a steep learning curve. Such a lot to take in, for a newly-born. Struggling with my frames of reference. (Not even sure what ‘frames of reference’ means.) Very frustrating that my motor skills* are so poor. I don’t think that Mama and Dada realise that behind the dribbling (literally) idiot they see before them is an articulate and thoughtful commentator on this world I’ve been born into.
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19 MARCH 2010

Wind.

20 MARCH 2010

An ‘ill wind’ is blowing throughout the country. People are very unhappy with the current ‘An Taoiseach’, Brian Cowen, who took over from Bertie Ahern. I saw a photograph of him in the paper and was delighted (which I indicated by chuckling/gurgling sounds) to see that he looks just like a baby! (Except with hair and glasses.) His friends and family call him ‘Biffo’, after a cuddly bear in a comic for older children called The Beano, so this must mean that they like him. His ‘popularity rating’ as An Taoiseach is very low, though, so in order to get voters to ‘give him their No. 1’ (not sure what that means), he may have to give out free sweets and ice cream. I wish I was old enough to vote for him, because he really does look like a big baby!

22 MARCH 2010

‘Enda’ is the leader of the Opposition. (As in, ‘opposed’ to Brian ‘Baby-Face’ Cowen and the party he is the king of, Fianna Fáil. ‘Enda’ is ancient as hell, but looks 30 years younger. They say he might be the next An Taoiseach. He’s from a place called Mayo, where nobody has ever been. He is very neat and tidy, and his mama obviously sends him off to the Dáil every day in a lovely suit and tie. He’s very ANGRY in the Dáil, and I started to cry when I saw him yesterday on television because he was a bit frightening. Eventually I had to be taken out for a 15-mile walk in my pram. When I came back, I got upset again, when I saw a man in the paper who looked like the Devil. His name was Roooory Quinn. He’s also a politician who lives in the Dáil.

28 MARCH 2010

Mama and Dada had a ‘rough night’ last night, and didn’t bother with my regular ‘bathtime for babies’. I am a member of the ‘Great Unwashed’!

29 MARCH 2010

Apparently, the ‘Great Unwashed’ is also a term for ordinary people, of which I am one. I’m beginning to hear a lot about ‘the anger of the ordinary people’, or ‘the fury of the ordinary man in the street’ (not sure who he is). Anyway, seemingly everybody is FURIOUS at the politicians and the bankers for getting us in this mess. I’m beginning to wonder if there’s anything I can do to help change things, despite my lack of language, motor skills and (let’s face it) experience. It occurs to me that I am becoming ‘politically aware’! I want more than just food and sleep and hugs! I am a DEMANDING BABY!

It seems that in ‘the olden days’, if people felt strongly about a political or economic issue, they’d either organise marches and protest against their enemies by holding big banners with slogans on them, or by killing them. Now, everybody writes ‘blogs’. According to Dada, a ‘blog’ is something written by ‘socially inadequate, egotistical losers who get their kicks by sending out their half-baked, solipsistic ramblings to anyone who accidentally comes across them via an absent-minded google’. Hey, I could get into that!
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30 MARCH 2010

I can almost say ‘Google’!! (It’s coming out as ‘Guggle’ at the moment, but I’m on the right track!)
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