



  [image: cover]






   





  SUNNY MCCREARY





  My Godawful Life




  [image: ]




  
 





  The author wishes to thank




  Jeremiah, Bruno, Premee, Neil, Emi, Dusty, Andrew and Will for helping to lighten his sorry burden in this Vale of Tears, or trying to.
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  I am born, a terrible mistake in retrospect




  I was born, by breech birth, in a run-down shack, after having been choked on the umbilical cord for half an hour, and was promptly dropped on the floor by the doctor, and when

  he went to pick me up inadvertently kicked across the room. It was to set the tone for the rest of my life.




  This I do not remember, of course, but have been subsequently informed by doleful relatives, all of whose existences have been very nearly as dreadful and downtrodden as mine.




  I do however have a distinct memory – gained decades later while undergoing regression during my many years in therapy – of my first attempt to suck on my mother’s nipple.

  Alas, I bit down somewhat hard and pierced the sac of her saline implants, which burst and nearly drowned me.




  Perhaps this was the reason for my mother’s subsequent hatred of me. She eked a degraded living as a pole-dancer and whore, and after the accident, left with one breast 50 inches large,

  and a small deflated one that I had popped and which she could never afford to get fixed, she was only ever able to attract the occasional fetishist, the hardcore asymmetry freaks, or of course the

  desperate, such as lepers. The pole-dancing was over because her balance and centre of gravity had been thrown so far out that the first time she tried to whirl around a pole the centrifugal forces

  sent her flying off and she landed on a table halfway across the room, breaking her spine. Paralysed from the neck down, she was nevertheless still able to earn a living servicing her few remaining

  customers, but as soon as I was old enough I was given the chore of moving her limbs while she was being fornicated with so as to give the illusion of passion. It was some years before I discovered

  that moving my mother’s nerveless hand up and down a john’s back was not a normal part of many people’s childhoods.




  I do not remember ever eating food during my childhood, or indeed having any clothes, toys or friends, apart from the nice man up the road who used to give me a penny for being allowed to put

  his finger up my bum. Our meagre income all went on crack cocaine for my mother and nails for my stepfather to pound into my flesh, his favourite pastime.




  I could not find it in my heart to grudge him this, his only creative outlet. In an ideal world, I suppose, he would have had a job that involved hammering nails into children, for he was very

  good at it, but as fate had decreed that he be a small-time pimp I was his only canvas. I felt that by taking part in his hobbies we were in some measure brought closer together. I still remember

  the day he finally succeeded in pounding a dozen five-inchers completely into my skull in an exactly equidistant ring, the sense of accomplishment we both felt and the proud way he took me in to

  show me off to my mother and her client with fridge magnets playfully plastered all over my head.




  I sometimes wonder, however, if there were long-term side-effects to this little game, and if this is the reason for the searing headaches I have suffered from all my life, and the strange

  syndrome that has baffled a succession of neurologists whereby whenever a TV remote control is used in my vicinity I flip over. (VCR remotes have an even more unusual effect, causing me to move

  either backwards or forwards very quickly or freeze motionless. Incidentally, when I try to watch television myself, I am only ever able to pick up reruns of Celebrity Squares. When other

  people think of television, they probably think ‘Entertainment and escape’ or ‘A gateway to the world’. I think, ‘The box of torment’.)




  At other times, though, our relationship was not so good. My real father could have been any one of seven, all of whom were eaten by a shark before I was born, and I believe my stepfather

  resented this fact and took it out on me. He was adamant that I must earn my keep and at the age of eight put me to work tilling the back field. With my limbs tied together and several long nails

  strategically hammered into my nose I made a simple but effective scratch-plough or harrow as he dragged me back and forth behind the mule.




  His notions of discipline were oppressive in the extreme. With a view to teaching me to knock before I came intox the shack, he rigged the door with a series of ingenious booby traps. If I

  remembered to knock he would disarm it for me, if he was in a good mood. If I forgot or he was feeling tetchy, I would walk through to find an axe swinging down towards my head or a javelin

  hurtling towards my chest, or the handle of the door itself would give me an electric shock.




  This has resulted in a crippling fear of doors that has lasted all my life. For preference I will always use a ventilation shaft to move about a building wherever possible. To this day, if I am

  forced to pass through a door I do so in a crouching waddle with my hands over my head, or hurl myself through in a flying leap and then roll for cover. To other people, I suppose, doors represent

  opportunity and adventure. To me, they evoke the swish of descending axes and the twang of crossbow bolts, and I often vomit when I see one.




  For most of my childhood I was rarely allowed in the shack anyway, except when I was needed to move my mother’s limbs or to try out one of my stepfather’s nail designs, and was kept

  in a pigeon loft in the yard and made to sleep there. The pigeons hated me and would peck me all day and night in well-organized shifts. I believe pigeons are bullies at heart and can sense

  weakness, although if I ever tried to stand up to one of them they would all go for me in one big mob. There were endless squabbles over the seed we were fed and I never got my fair share.




  When my stepfather was going through a mood of artistic frustration, believing that he would never really be any good at expressing himself through pounding nails into children, and would

  probably never even get an Arts Council grant for it, he would leave me locked in the pigeon loft for months on end. I often spent more time in the company of pigeons during my childhood than I did

  with humans and as a result took on many of their traits. To this day, I tend to walk with my hands behind me, thrusting my head forward and back. And whenever I see a statue I feel a strange urge

  to shit on it. I am in fact only able to defecate from a great height and when using the toilet am forced to squat on the cistern and wave my elbows like wings. Furthermore when I see food I often

  forget to eat human style and simply peck sharply at the plate; I have broken my nose in restaurants twice. As a child I came to be able to speak pigeon-language, mostly to find they were all

  swearing at me and insulting my personal appearance. This still affects my speech patterns nowadays and I find I use the exclamation ‘Coo!’ more than is usual. On the upside, I am good

  at finding my way home from places. On another downside, I am only able to sleep in a small box.




  Nevertheless I am grateful for my upbringing. I have always been an optimistic person, no matter how many times life has squashed it. I believe that whatever doesn’t kill us makes us

  stronger. The trials of my childhood had strengthened me so as to be able to endure the utter horror of my youth.
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  My first love; my first tragic loss




  They say that your first love never dies. This is literally true in my case as my first love, Sally-Ann Larouche, is now a cryogenically frozen severed head in a vault

  somewhere, awaiting the day when the disease that slowly ate the rest of her body can be cured. For me there has never been anyone else but her, nor is there ever likely to be, especially as my

  dick gets chewed off by a rabid bat in chapter 15, and a baboon’s arse is grafted on to my face by a mad scientist in chapter 7.




  I first met Sally-Ann in the sludge-fields at the back of the chemical plant that abutted our shack. I was fleeing some children who were throwing stones at me because I had declined to show

  them my vestigial tail, when she appeared out of nowhere and came to my rescue. A feisty little tyke, she had soon driven them off with fists, sticks, and well-aimed handfuls of chemical sludge. I

  thanked her humbly and found she was staring at me wide-eyed.




  ‘You – you are covered in boils!’ she gasped.




  Lowering my eyes, I allowed that this was so. I had lately contracted a rare disease, the first of many in my life and, to the doctors’ bafflement, thought to be caused by swallowing large

  amounts of pigeon-shit (for the malicious birds would take it in turns to defecate in my mouth while I slept). It manifested itself as a crop of spectacular green buboes across my skin.




  ‘I love boils!’ she cried. ‘May I – may I pop them?’




  Smitten by this gorgeous creature, I nodded shyly and she set to work with relish, squeezing, pinching and poking my ripe, bursting bubbles with a greedy glee. The touch of her fingers made me

  catch my breath with mingled pain and ecstasy. It was springtime, the sun reflecting in rainbow colours off the scum-pool beneath the factory drainage pipe, and it came to me that the gunk spurting

  from my huge verdant blisters was like sap rising within me or the spores floating off the wasteground dandelions.




  ‘I have never seen so much pus!’ she exclaimed. I felt a thrill of pride.




  ‘There are more on my chest,’ I said, taking my ragged T-shirt off and delighting in her gasp of admiration at the rich bubonic splendour I revealed.




  From then on we were inseparable. I was able to keep the disease going indefinitely by scratching the infection and putting the pigeons’ arses in my mouth and squeezing them so they would

  shit down my throat, and each time we met I had a fine new crop of buboes to offer her. We would make ourselves cosy dens amid the toxic-waste drums and talk, pinch, and extrude long purulent

  strings of diseased lymph matter all the endless carefree afternoons.




  At last one day she permitted me to kiss her and admitted she was my girlfriend. I taught her pigeon-English and we would bill and coo at each other for hours on end.




  She was my only friend, the only ray of sunshine in my dismal life. I had never been popular at school for any number of reasons. There was my strange head-jerking pigeon-walk for one thing. For

  another there was the awkward matter of my name. When I was first (and belatedly) sent to school I made the embarrassing realization that I didn’t have a name as my parents had never bothered

  to give me one. ‘They must call you something,’ the teacher pressed. I tried to think, and innocently volunteered that my stepfather called me variously, in ascending order of menace,

  Son, Sonny, Sonny-Boy, and Shithead. The slightly wandering old teacher, misinterpreting or perhaps thinking she was doing me a kindness, wrote down ‘Sunny-Boy’ in the register and

  called me ‘Sunny’, saying it was a lovely, cheerful name that suited me, not caring or not knowing that it was more usually a girl’s. My schoolfellows, meanwhile, opted for the

  more gender-neutral ‘Shithead’, perhaps because I was perpetually covered in pigeon droppings.




  I was bullied mercilessly and horrendously throughout my school life. Apart from all the other things that singled me out I was teased and picked on because my mother was a whore, and when I

  huffily retorted that the preferred term nowadays was ‘dick-technician’, and that I had never heard any of their fathers complaining about her easy payment terms and value-for-money, it

  didn’t help much.




  From morning until hometime I would be insulted, punched, kicked, shunned, and used as a puck in impromptu games of playground head-hockey. I was desperately unhappy and was only able to keep my

  sanity thanks to the solace of an imaginary friend, Scary Jack, a ten-foot bipedal horned platypus with huge teeth and fiery eyes who would tell me to burn the school down with everyone locked

  inside and call me a wimp when I refused. But when he wasn’t sulking about this we would play tick or hopscotch together, sometimes I-Spy, although this was hard for me as Scary Jack was half

  in a different and very horrible dimension and would spy things like Brain-Eating Laser-Buzzards and Skull-Headed Deathbeasts.




  Sally-Ann was never there to protect me: her father had a responsible position at the factory and she went to a posh school miles away. But as soon as the last bell had rung I would flee to her

  eager arms and she would make me forget it all.




  It was not to last, and nor was she.




  I remember we blithely ignored the first ominous hint that something was terribly wrong.




  We had lingered over a farewell kiss one day and I made her promise never to leave me.




  ‘No,’ she vowed solemnly, ‘I will never leave you.’ Suddenly she glanced down and frowned. ‘Oh no,’ she said, ‘my toe has fallen off.’




  With the resilience of youth, we shrugged this off and thought no more of it. I said it must have been a baby toe and a new one would grow in its place which would be even prettier. I made her

  give me the old one as a keepsake; impulsively she tied a bit of ribbon around it in a bow and I kept the blackened thing under the bit of old sacking that served me as a pillow, the happiest boy

  in the world.




  However, a week later we were on a sketching expedition to the slagheap which was abruptly curtailed by a rainstorm. Hurriedly we gathered our belongings and were about to flee when I perceived

  she had overlooked something.




  ‘Hey, Miss Scatterbrain, don’t forget your foot!’ I called with indulgent remonstrance.




  She frowned, hopping with impatience, as I proffered the rotted thing to her. ‘Oh – you carry it, please.’




  Slyly, I forgot to give it back to her and took it home and kept it in a shoebox.




  Two weeks after that we were returning from a day at the swamp when I felt moved to ask:




  ‘Didn’t you have two legs when we set out?’




  Tutting, she checked the picnic hamper, glanced back the way we had come, then shrugged. ‘I expect it will turn up.’




  That evening I devotedly retraced our route and found the errant limb stuck on a barbed-wire fence we had crossed. I chased off the dogs that were worrying at it and brought it home to keep

  enshrined in my treasure crate along with my conkers and bubblegum cards. Every morning I would take it out and kiss and nuzzle it. I think I still have it somewhere.




  It was when her hand plopped off in the middle of detonating a bubo I had been proudly cultivating on my forehead that we were forced to realize something was amiss.




  ‘How – how can I pop your buboes – without hands?’ she gasped in horror, pale and stricken, staring wide-eyed at the stump, and collapsed.




  ‘Sally-Ann!’




  Tear-stricken, heart pounding, I carried her to her home. Doctors were consulted. The news was not good.




  As the disease spread to her internal organs she was in an horrific amount of pain. I could only watch helplessly as teams of specialists failed to fight its advance. She was brave and defiant

  to the end. Her heart had always been set on a musical career. Realizing she would probably never be able to play the violin again, she learned to play the mouth organ without hands. When the

  doctors grimly broke the news that she would soon have no lungs to blow it with, she resolutely taught herself percussion, gripping a drumstick between her teeth and determinedly bashing out tunes

  on triangles and cowbells I held over her head. When they sadly explained that she would eventually have no mouth, it came as a hard blow. But two days later she had learned to play bulb-horns with

  her nose like a circus seal. Her plucky rendition of Beethoven’s ‘Ode To Joy’ by this method was perhaps the most stirring musical experience of my life. The medics, weeping at

  her misplaced courage, were forced to spell out that by the time she lost her lungs and mouth she would, most likely, be dead. Not one whit deterred from her dream, she instructed me to put her

  ashes in a pair of maracas and play them every day.




  At the eleventh hour a rich grandfather, long estranged from the family, intervened. The specialists he flew in from all over the world availed no more than the ones who had already been

  consulted. But he was determined she would not die and resolved to confer on her a dubious immortality he had long had planned for himself. At the last moment, when her poor tormented body could

  take no more, her head would be whipped off and stashed quickly in a waiting freezer, there to while away the long chilly centuries in who knows what dreams of frostbite until such a day as a cure

  could be found.




  By this point she had been reduced to little more than a slowly disintegrating torso. I beg the reader will excuse me if I do not dwell on our last tragic hours together. My editor tells me I

  must, but I really cannot face rehearsing the tormented cries, the vomit, the diarrhoea, the stench of rotting flesh, the fevered ravings, the undignified inch by inch erasing of a personality I

  had loved, so please do not ask me. For those who are curious, however, it happens that I taped her final agonized screams and gurgles for posterity, and may release them as a separate CD or put

  them on my publisher’s website as a sound file.




  I was with her until the end. We were unable to hold hands, as she no longer had any, but I gripped her gently by a shoulder stump as we gazed into each other’s eyes.




  Surrounded by doctors, technicians and her grieving family, for privacy’s sake we had recourse to pigeon language to express our final tender farewells.




  ‘Coo,’ she said, which means ‘You were my one true love, my destiny, the ring around my foot, the loft I will always home to, and I will never forget that fated Tuesday in the

  fields at the back of the chemical factory’, provided it is inflected right.




  ‘Proo,’ I responded, a pigeon endearment which translates as ‘From this day forth every statue I shit on will be to the glory of thy name.’




  ‘Now, Sunny,’ she said in human, ‘it’s time.’




  For as if my agony was not unendurable enough already, she had asked that I be the one to cut her living head off.




  I would fain spare you this grim scene; but both my editor and the sales team assure me that nothing should be hidden. I suppose that shedding light on this Gothic episode may be of great

  comfort to someone somewhere, and that any of my readers who have also known the horror of being forced to cut a loved one’s living head off will have the solace of knowing they are not

  alone. For the fact is I have never been able to find a support group devoted to this trauma, except an online one written in Transylvanian.




  ‘Quickly,’ she said, ‘do it quickly.’




  I nodded and fumbled for the junior hacksaw I had been provided with. It had to be quick, for medical reasons. Nervously I glanced up to where a string of doctors, who were also expert

  basketball players, were standing by ready to catch her severed head when I threw it to them and relay it quickly between them to the freezer at the other end of the room.




  I looked down to where I had already drawn a dotted line across her neck in felt-tip. I wiped the sweat from my brow and energetically started to saw.




  Ping! went the blade of the junior hacksaw as it snapped.




  ‘Gurrrrg!’ said Sally-Ann, as her arterial blood jetted up and splashed into my eyes.




  ‘I knew he’d do that,’ said my scowling old woodwork teacher, Mr McGurk, who had been brought along to coach me through it. ‘Every bloody time. It’s in the wrist,

  son, how many times do I have to tell you? Slow and even and keep the blade straight. He’ll not learn.’




  ‘Give me another!’ I cried, frantically putting my hands over her ragged neck to try to keep the blood in. ‘Quick!’




  Muttering to himself he passed me another saw. This time I got to the bone before the blade snapped.




  ‘Shit!’




  ‘You saw like a fairy.’




  ‘Gurrrrrrrg,’ gurgled Sally-Ann.




  There was pandemonium. Suddenly everyone in the room was crowding in on me, all yelling at once and trying to make me get out of the way or tell me what to do. ‘Give it here, you wet

  bugger,’ said a capable old grandmother, grabbing the broken saw off me and trying to push me aside. An uncle offered me his open penknife, which I seized in a panic and started to slash

  desperately at the still-attached flesh with. ‘Too much blood loss!’ screamed a doctor. There was blood pumping everwhere. Frantically I stuck my index finger into one of the exposed

  arteries to stem the flow. ‘Don’t worry, it’s all under control,’ I told Sally-Ann. ‘Another saw, quick!’




  ‘You’ve broken them all,’ said McGurk in satisfaction, arms folded. ‘That’s the tenth one this year, we can’t budget for any more.’




  ‘Shut up! The axe! The axe!’ I pointed desperately with my free finger. There was a fire-axe in a glass case on the wall. A dynamic young surgeon smashed the glass and grabbed

  it.




  ‘Stand back!’ he cried. Everyone got out of the way. He stood over her and dramatically raised the fire-axe right over his head, neatly embedding the back of it in the skull of Mr

  McGurk who was standing behind him. Meanwhile I had one finger stuck inside an artery and with the other hand was yanking at Sally-Ann’s hair desperately trying to pull her half-severed head

  off, smiling nervously into her open staring eyes and mumbling loving reassurances as she gurgled at me.




  The doctor messily extricated his axe from McGurk, who slid to the floor lobotomized and was a much less grumpy man afterwards. ‘Stand back!’ he cried again, and again did his

  barbarian axe-man move.




  It was at this point I discovered my index finger was completely stuck inside Sally-Ann’s jugular vein. I screamed as the axe descended, neatly lopping off Sally-Ann’s head and

  taking my finger with it.




  The head rolled off the table and landed on the floor with a thud. Everyone rushed to grab it and in the confusion it was kicked around the room. Lurching round in agony screaming at the

  spurting stump where my finger had once been, I inadvertently stood on her. I tossed her to a medic, he slammed her in the freezer, and everyone heaved a big sigh of relief.




  I stood pressed against the freezer for so long my face and hands stuck to it, and boiling water had to be poured over me to get me off.




  Part of me will always be with her, namely my finger.




  

    *


  




  Without Sally-Ann my life at home and school was bleaker than ever. But that was all about to end anyway.




  An observant teacher asked me why I was always covered in pigeon-shit and tended to peck at my food. My casual answers alarmed him and the social services were sent to investigate my home

  conditions. Once they had discreetly established that my parents didn’t have any religious or cultural reasons for torturing me I was swiftly taken into care. As I was RC on my mother’s

  side my case was taken by an organization run by the Catholic Church. I was adopted by a family in Ireland and placed in a church school.




  That was when my sufferings really began.
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  I have the shit kicked out of me by nuns




  Through some sort of mix-up that may have been due to my name I was enrolled to be taught by the sisters at the Blessed Black Heart of Torquemada Convent School for Wicked,

  Wicked Girls and Horribly Doomed Young Ladies. The baggy gym-knickers and dowdy skirts and blouses were the least of my problems.




  To people who were never taught by them, I suppose, nuns are angels of mercy or an appealing sexual fetish. But to this day, whenever I see The Sound of Music I scream and wet myself.




  ‘You are all here,’ said Sister Heinrich Himmler, a spectacled nun with beady eyes and five o’clock shadow, tapping a South African police-issue sjambok against the palm of her

  hand menacingly, ‘because you are wicked, wicked, haythin’ little girls. That will be beaten out of yis and the love of Jaysis beaten in, so it will, so it will, at all at

  all.’




  I raised my hand. ‘Please, Miss, I’m not a girl.’




  ‘Jesus O’Reilly! A tomboy, is ut? The Good Lord hates a tomboy, to be sure, to be sure! Whoy a little girl’s petal is her crowning glory, so ut is, so ut is, so long as you

  don’t look at it, or touch it, or allow some Prodestant pervert to go down on it, bejabers! Go and report yourself to Sister Reggie Kray, the dharlin’, dharlin’ woman, and be

  electrocuted.’




  I can still remember the clammy hand of fear that would grab me during the long lonely walks along the draughty corridor to Sister Reggie Kray’s office.




  ‘Top of the mornin’ to ye!’ Sister Reggie Kray would say menacingly. ‘Now whativer have you done to be sent to me, at all, at all, tooraloora acushla?’




  ‘Please, Miss, Sister Heinrich Himmler said I was to be electrocuted because I told her I wasn’t a girl.’




  ‘Ah Jaysis, Mary, Mungo and Midge! Did you iver hear the likes of ut? Now I’ll be putting the electrodes up your arsehole, will I?’




  As I trudged back along the corridor rubbing my bottom, Sister Graeme Souness the sports mistress would come lunging out of nowhere and fell me cruelly with a flying tackle below the

  kneecap.




  ‘Bejasus and begorrah!’ she would say, moustache bristling fiercely, as I rolled around on the floor clutching my leg in agony, ‘whativer are you doin’ out of class, at

  all, at all!’




  ‘Please, Miss, Sister Heinrich Himmler sent me to Sister Reggie Kray to be electrocuted because I’m a boy,’ I sobbed.




  ‘A loikely story! Go and take yourself to Sister Judge Jeffreys to have your ears cropped and your nipples twisted.’




  So I would trudge to Sister Judge Jeffreys’s office.




  ‘Please, miss, Sister Graeme Souness sent me to have my ears cropped and my nipples twisted.’




  Sister Judge Jeffreys punched me brutally in the face and then kicked me in the ribs when I fell to the floor.




  ‘Sure and she niver did! Nipples are not a fitting word for a young girl. Go and take yourself off to Sister Scorpius Out Of Farscape to be tortured in the Aurora Chair.’




  Sister Scorpius Out Of Farscape, a pale and calculating nun in leather bondage outfit, said:




  ‘John, the wormhole technology in your brain . . . I mean, top of the mornin’, acushla, now whativer have you been afther doin’, me bonny proud colleen?’




  ‘Please Miss . . .’




  So then Sister Scorpius Out Of Farscape sucked my mind out in her Aurora Chair and sent me along to report to Father Rasputin for a good hard fucking.




  Father Rasputin sat me on his knee and started to tickle my chest.




  ‘Ah, my choild, that’s a foin pair of budding little dumplings ye have there. Will you not be needing a bra soon?’




  ‘I’m a boy!’




  ‘Are ye now?’ he said, slightly but not crushingly disappointed. ‘Still, ye’re wearing the knickers and all, and we must make do with what the good Lord sends us. Bend

  over the table now.’




  So it went. Nothing I ever did was right and I was always in trouble. To the ill-educated nuns the teachings of the Catholic Church had absolute authority, but even at an early age I was able to

  see through their simplistic doctrine and reject it.




  ‘We believe in one God, the Father, the Almighty, maker of heaven and earth, of all that is seen and unseen. We believe in one Lord, Jesus Christ, the only Son of God, eternally begotten

  of the Father, God from God, Light from Light, true God from true God, begotten, not made, one in Being with the Father, through him all things were made.’




  I raised my hand. ‘But please, Miss, how can Jesus be both God and the son of God? God has the attributes of being both eternal and indivisible, ergo if Jesus was created by Him he cannot

  be God.’




  ‘Sure and ye’re afther denying the dhivinity of Christ, now!’




  I quaked but stood my ground. ‘I would rather formulate that Christ was Homoiousion (of like substance) with God rather than Homoousion (of the same substance). There can

  only be one God and He cannot be divided.’




  ‘ ’Tis a heretic ye’re afther bheing! Isn’t it as plain as the nose on your face that the Holy Trinity is to be considered as one in ousia and three in

  persona?’




  ‘Nevertheless even though Christ is the Logos or Word that was in the beginning, if he was made by God then there was a time when he was not.’




  ‘Sure and you’re not as green as you’re cabbage-looking! However, both time and materiality are alien to the Divine Essence and therefore the state of Divine Sonship can be as

  eternal as the Divinity itself. Did you iver think of that now, at all at all at all? Now go and ask Sister Ilsa The She-Wolf Of The SS to rape you with a sthrap-on.’




  Nor did I find much comfort at home with my adoptive Irish family. In poverty-stricken Ireland children who lacked the gift of the gab were strictly culled by starvation and only potential poets

  and memoirists were allowed to survive. Da would beat us and deprive us of food if our language wasn’t lyric and fanciful. In these circumstances it was hard to report that the nuns were

  abusing me.




  ‘Top of the evenin’ to ye, me little carragheen, and how did ye fare at school today?’




  ‘Sister Ilsa The She-Wolf Of The SS raped me with a strap-on.’




  ‘Flatley preserve us! Sthrap-ons, is ut? Now there’s a thing, isn’t ut?’ Da twinkled and winked approvingly. ‘That’s my bhoy, you’re learning, lay it on

  thick now, you’ll be a hit with the prosaic tongue-tied Anglos one day, so ye whill.’




  ‘No, really, she did, a monstrous vibrating strap-on dildo as big as my arm.’




  ‘Ah, ’tis a joy to listen to yer blarney! Come and hear the hyperbole on the young one, mother mavourneen, he could charm the birds from the trees with his shoite, so he

  could.’




  People forget nowadays how hard times were in Dublin during the IT boom of the early ’90s. Da would come home intoxicated on lattes after a hard day of Computer Aided Design, fetching with

  him a humble takeaway supper of Japanese-Peruvian fusion sushi and finger-foods, which we were forced to eat with our bare hands. To make ends meet my foster-mother had been forced to resort to the

  shameful expedient of earning a living thinking up new surcharges for Ryanair. My three stepbrothers had been taken away by the English to work on the stand-up circuit and my poor sister was

  running a shamrock bar in St Tropez. Every morning I would have to take an old newspaper and make my way shivering across the icy yard to the outdoor shithouse where we kept the recycling bins, and

  then come in again to crap on an uncomfortably heated toilet. We were the scandal of the street because our au pair girl was only Lithuanian when everyone else owned a Pole.




  But home was at least a welcoming refuge from the depredations of the nuns, a snug and cosy haven full of tay and taters and the ould peat fire and simple little diversions like the Gamebhoy

  machine. That is, until Uncle Finster came to stay with us.




  To the world he was a lovable old rascal, fond of a drink, always up for ‘the crack’ or indeed any other drug that was going around, with a fund of merry IRA songs like the one with

  the rollicking refrain that went, ‘Oh, the bomb of Enniskillen, it did go a-bang.’




  He was also blind, hiding his disability behind a pair of dark glasses and a smile and an uncanny sense of direction that enabled him to find his way around in his perpetual darkness as a

  sighted person could in the light – as I was to find to my cost, for from almost the first moment he entered the house he started to molest me.




  At first this took the form of disingenuous fumbling as he affected to be groping his way about the house. ‘Christ and where’s the door now . . . now the whall must be over here so

  it must . . . oh Jaysis and that’s the little one isn’t ut? . . . I do beg your pardon, me little muldoon, I mistook you for the door . . .’ Fumble fumble fumble, and a

  whisky-breathed whisper: ‘Sure and yer little dumplings will be growing in soon, won’t they?’




  ‘I’m a boy!’




  ‘So ye are,’ he admitted, slightly but not crushingly disappointed.




  However, that did not damp his ardour, and the next time he mistook me for the door, he also mistook my genitals for the handle.




  That was only the beginning. That night he made his way to my room and raped me.




  It is horrible to be raped by blind people. They are very tactile and fumble a lot, and their guide dogs pant and slobber over you horribly. I have been raped and molested by many types in my

  life and can honestly say blind people are the most distressingly inept, apart from spastics.




  Naturally my adoptive parents were horrified when I told them and beat me senseless for my evil lies. ‘A poor helpless blind man that can’t see at all!’ sobbed my foster

  mother, crossing herself and stamping repeatedly on my face.




  Da shook his head sorrowfully as he took his belt off.




  ‘There’s blarney, there are things you tell the American tourists, there are James Joyce tales for the academics and then there are wicked, wicked lies. Yis have crossed a line,

  son.’ He looped the belt around my neck and hung me from the door for a while.




  No matter how much I protested they would not believe me. I was scared to go to bed. Every night without fail there was the tap, tap, tap of Uncle Finster’s cane along the landing and the

  scratch, scratch, scratch of his guide dog at the door.




  I was sometimes able to decoy him by putting a side of meat in my bed (hiding crouched nearby, nail-biting and scarcely daring to breathe while he humped it) but meat was hard to come by and

  sinful to waste in a Dublin overrun by fusion sushi.




  Another time I gained a temporary respite by leaving a skateboard on the landing and had the satisfaction of hearing him crash down the stairs. The house was roused and I was beaten almost to

  death and the next day sent to make my confession to Father O’Toole at Saint JFK’s.




  ‘Bless me, Father, for I have sinned . . .’




  ‘Tell me, choild. Do ye have sinful and lascivious thoughts? Do ye wear silk knickers and flaunt yerself loik a jezebel? Do ye trollop yerself down Montgomery Street takin proid in how

  much yer little dumplings have grown?’ There was an urgent intensity in his voice.




  ‘I’m a boy,’ I said.




  ‘Sure and that’s a slight disappointment (but not a crushing one). Tell me your sins then. Do ye mastherbate now? Do ye wear tight leather shorts and flaunt your arse to sailors? Do

  you grease yourself up with oil and . . .’




  I tried to call to mind the things that other people had told me were my sins.




  ‘I left a skateboard out for a blind man to step on and made him hump a side of beef. And Sister Heinrich Himmler says I flirt with the Arian Heresy.’




  A hairy old hand smashed through the wooden partition and grabbed me by the throat. I was pulled through to the priest’s side of the confessional and summarily buggered.




  There is a special horror and agony in being raped by priests. This is not much talked about but the reason they are not allowed to marry is that they all have barbed cocks like tomcats, and it

  is excruciatingly painful.




  Back at home that night things took a turn for the better. In the middle of Uncle Finster’s exertions his guide dog suddenly flung itself on the side of beef I had put in my place and

  started to wolf it down. Unable to restrain it, Uncle Finster was alarmed as he felt the chewed flesh.




  ‘Oh Christ, Parnell is aytin the child. I’d best scarper for a while.’




  He vanished in the night. However, it was too late to save me.




  ‘We cannot cope with your wicked ways,’ Da told me. ‘Now Uncle Finster has fled because of you. There is nothing else for it. We have asked the nuns to take care of ye. You

  must go to live with them as a boarder and hope that they can reform ye.’




  So I was sent to the convent school full time, and it was then that the horror really started.




  If I had thought things were bad as a day pupil, for the boarders it was much worse. Black death was rife in the dormitories, for they were overrun with rats, which we would try to catch to

  supplement our meagre rations, ordinarily a few biscuits with weevils, except on Fridays, when the weevils would be picked out and replaced with silverfish. It was freezing cold in the draughty

  dorms at night, our night-dresses were flimsy rags and there weren’t enough bedclothes to go round, and when I was made blanket monitor I was in effect forced to choose which of the girls

  would live and which die of pneumonia by morning. I am afraid this went to my head somewhat and I am remorseful now to think I usually gave the threadbare squares of blanket to whoever lent me

  hair-ribbons or agreed I was the prettiest.




  In the evenings we were put to work like slaves. Our hands were tied behind our backs and we were forced to Riverdance on a treadmill. Sometimes a girl would fall into the gears and be cut to

  pieces while the nuns laughed.




  What we feared most of all was to be pulled from our beds in the middle of the night when the nuns were having one of their riotous parties. They would get drunk and make us play Russian

  Roulette for their entertainment. Those who did not survive were buried in mass graves or simply eaten by the Bishop or Val Doonican. This is an open secret in Ireland which no one wants to talk

  about.




  On top of all this there was the pervasive sexual repression, apart from when we were being pimped out to priests or raped with strap-ons or they were laying on charabancs for people to come and

  gang-bang one of us. A girl caught with a tampon was bricked up in the walls with a nest of ants; my best friend Theresa was killed horribly for having an innocent picture of Donny Osmond pinned up

  above her bed. When most people see Donny Osmond, I suppose, they merely shrug and think ‘That non-threatening Mormon crooner.’ But to this day whenever I so much as hear a few bars of

  an Osmonds song I sweat horribly and have a flashback to a convent garden and a young girl being tied between a pair of bent pine trees and torn in two while the whole school watched.




  But it was this repressiveness that was to be my means of escape and eventual salvation, although at the time it seemed more likely to mean my death.




  One morning our class was given a Sex Education lesson, or what passed for it.




  The nun in charge drew a phallus on the blackboard and crossed herself. ‘This, girls,’ she said glaring at us, ‘is a penis. It is the fires of hell. You must learn to recognize

  it and shun it at all costs.’




  She put two large posters up in the classroom. One, entitled ‘Know Your Enemy’, was modelled after Second World War aircraft spotting posters and featured silhouettes of different

  types of penises labelled for handy recognition: ‘the curvy banana’, ‘the untrustworthy viper’, ‘the crusty baguette’, ‘the modest fleur-de-lys’ and

  so forth. The second bore the legend Watch Out Watch Out There’s A Penis About! and featured a foolhardy girl about to venture into a dance-hall while a man-sized penis, sinisterly

  disguised in dark glasses, bowler hat and a mackintosh with the collar turned up, lurked in the shadows nearby watching her menacingly.




  Pamphlets were passed among us entitled ‘The Most Surprising Men Have Penises’, which featured black and white drawings of offices, street scenes, shopping arcades and so on,

  featuring bankers, bakers, candlestick-makers, shopwalkers and policemen, all with penises or portions thereof subtly protruding from their trouser-flies (or in some instances their waistbands, and

  in a couple more the bottom of their shorts or less often their trouser legs, or in one case, a ruddy-cheeked self-satisfied bourgeois solicitor, peeping slyly out of his waistcoat buttons next to

  his fobwatch), labelled ‘Can you spot the hidden penises in this picture?’ We were given points for each one we could identify and scribble out and the winner was to be given the prize

  of an engraved nutcracker.




  I had started to feel somewhat uncomfortable. I could see two girls in the front row with their heads together whispering.




  Suddenly one of them, the dorm snitch, stood up and put her hand eagerly in the air. This hateful chit had always been jealous of the way Theresa and I would play hopscotch and hand-clapping

  games together and plait each other’s hair.




  ‘Please, Miss,’ she said, ‘Sunny McCreary has one of those, I saw it, so I did. She hides it in her knickers and takes it into bed with her.’




  The entire class gasped in horror and turned to look at me.




  ‘Whaaaat?’ The nun picked up her studded mace and threatened the girl with it. ‘What kind of a tale is that, at all at all at all? Go and wash your mouth out with soap at once!

  There are no penises in my school!’




  She stood firm. ‘Please Miss, it’s true, so it is! It gets all inquisitive when we go in the showers and sometimes in the night she feeds it Kleenex.’ She pointed at the

  silhouette poster. ‘Just like those, a little fleur-de-lys I think it is.’




  ‘It’s not!’ I bridled. ‘It’s a bloody fer-de-lance at least.’




  ‘Come to the front of the class, Sunny McCreary,’ the nun hissed icily. Swallowing, I complied. ‘Now take down your knickers.’




  I did so and she collapsed clutching at her heart. (A reaction I have to say I have never had since.) Then she came to and fled screaming while the rest of the class shrieked and cried and

  jumped on their desks.




  Within a minute Sister Heinrich Himmler marched in and pointed a peremptory finger at me. ‘You. Come with me.’




  The word had spread like wildfire and as I followed her sweating through the corridors the whole school had emerged from their classrooms to watch, whispering to each other incredulously as I

  passed. ‘That’s the girl who smuggled in a penis!’ ‘Sunny McCreary has brought a penis into school!’




  I quaked and trembled. Surely the Pope himself would rape me for this infraction.




  The only thing that worked in my favour was that the enormity was so outrageous no one knew what the proper punishment was.




  Sister Scorpius Out Of Farscape fainted when she heard while Sister Reggie Kray cried ‘The divil! The divil!’ and knelt down and started to tell her rosary.




  Knouts, bastinados, gallows, guillotines and iron maidens were produced and discarded as too good for me.




  At last, Sister Heinrich Himmler came up with the answer.




  ‘We will sell her to the child slavers, so we will, and they will take her for to be a soldja.’
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  My life as a child soldier




  In Vietnam, the average age of combat personnel was nineteen. In Umgawa, it was eleven and three-quarters.




  The degradation started as soon as I arrived, for the first ordeal was the picking of sides. Our captors were selling children to both sides in the civil war even-handedly, and we were lined up

  in the marketplace of Umgawa City and captains from the rival factions would take it in turn to choose one of us. I had never been very athletic and I knew I would have to endure the humiliation of

  being the last to be picked. It didn’t help that I was still wearing the girl’s blue gym knickers I had been dressed in at the convent school.




  Sure enough, before too long there was a fat asthmatic, a boy with a metal leg calliper and me left. I tried to stick out my chest and surreptitiously unscrewed the cripple’s calliper to

  make him fall over, but to no avail. My ears burned with shame as the captain of the Northern Army finally drawled, ‘Looks like we’re stuck with the weed then’, and I trudged over

  to join them. Inwardly I vowed to perform some feat of military prowess that would make them glad to have got me.




  Initially this seemed unlikely. I was a clumsy and uncoordinated soldier. Once when I was dramatically yanking the pin out of a grenade with my teeth I somehow got the bomb itself stuck to my

  tongue. My comrades and the enemy alike dived into the undergrowth as I lurched round in panic pleading incoherently for help. Fortunately the trigger mechanism was still depressed, giving me time

  to free myself by hacking the end off my tongue with my machete, also severing the tip of my nose in the process. I then hurled the grenade into the bushes, where it unfortunately detonated in the

  midst of my own platoon.




  Another time I was responsible for routing one of our own attacks by firing a bazooka in the wrong direction. Imagine my surprise to see the enemy jumping up and down and cheering, and my

  embarrassment to turn round and find my comrades scattered over a large area of jungle in smoking pieces. The upside was that, as on these occasions, my fellow soldiers rarely survived my blunders,

  so I was often able to return to camp and claim I had been the only survivor of a glorious Pyrrhic victory. By inadvertently killing my own men I soon rose through the ranks and became a trusted

  lieutenant. Due to the exaggerated caution and dramatic way of hurling myself into rooms caused by my Fear of Doors I was at least adept at storming bunkers, and as I had been the hopscotch

  champion at the convent school I was also good at getting through minefields.




  I was in the international brigade, a motley crew made up of children and young men kidnapped from all over the world. I idolized the godlike figure of my captain, Rupert Henley-Pryce, who had

  been taken from Eton. He could throw a grenade further than anyone with a flawless googly action, shoot the eye out of a sentry from two hundred yards and hack a prisoner’s arm off with one

  stroke of his machete. He exuded a breezy nonchalance and would constantly exhort us to ‘play up’ and ‘hit the rotters for six’. Once when a patrol boat we were on was

  caught in a crossfire from the riverbank he led us all in a rousing chorus of ‘Jolly boating weather’. Looking back it is a wonder we never fragged him and it was something of a relief

  when he was taken prisoner. I later heard he had a rough time of it in one of the enemy’s notorious POW camps and was held in disgrace post-war by those who said he had co-operated too

  closely with the commandant, helping him to build a model railway.




  Our sergeant major was an intimidating Scot with a voice like thunder. We quivered in terror as the parade ground echoed with his harangues: ‘Wait for it . . . Byyy the left . . .

  pick those trotters up, McCreary, you horrible little man, you parade like a Joey . . . don’t cry for your mother, boy, I am your bloody mother, I cry myself to sleep every night out

  of shame for my girly son who lost a fight to John Inman . . .’




  ‘Did NOT!’ I protested.




  ‘Did TOO!’ he roared. ‘John Inman beat you up and stole your bike, but he gave it back because it had stabilizers on.’




  With the infants’ unit, however, he was as tender as a parent and would change their nappies and sterilize their dummies. We mostly used the infants as scouts and messengers, and also

  trained them to defuse landmines as they crawled close to the ground anyway and knew no fear.




  There were various young French and Italian conscripts who we naturally just used as sandbags. There were also several youths who had been press-ganged from nearby Nigeria. I got to know one of

  them, a boy named Solomon. He told me his life-story, which was quite heartbreaking:




  ‘Greetings and blessings of Christ be upon you! I am the Reverend Solomon Mbeki md. My father was the Honorable Joshua Mbeki bse who as interior minister amassed a sum in excess of

  $80,000,000. In 1989 he and my mother and my sister were executed in a coup and I was forced to flee for my life with full velocity. In order to obtain these monies I will require a foreign bank

  account and a trusted confederate to whom I would cheerful stipulate an honorarium of 15% of monetary value with godspeed. Do not reply to this address.’
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