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    Chapter 1

    

    I Get Knocked Down …

    It had been a huge week, the end of an exhausting season. A hard slog, so many ups and downs, but now it was showtime. My time to shine. I have always liked the big stage, and for football in Australia this was a massive event. There were 45 000 people crammed inside my favourite stadium, and most of them were screaming their lungs out for my team, Melbourne Victory.

    The A-League Grand Final of 2010 was destined to be one of the high points of my career. In a few short years, the A-League had gone from an optimistic vision the knockers said would never work to a dynamic competition spanning Australia and New Zealand. The 2009–10 season decider was between Melbourne Victory and Sydney FC, fierce domestic rivals. Triumph for Melbourne would confirm our club as the first dynastic powerhouse of A-League football. On a personal level, it would seal a comeback from an ill-timed injury, provide momentum for the Asian Champions League campaign, and push my claim for a seat on the plane to South Africa for the 2010 World Cup. My time to shine.

    As I got ready in the rooms, I could hear the sound of the crowd outside. Then, on a superb Melbourne evening, I ran onto the field hand-in-hand with my kids, Isabella and Axel. It was a buzz for them, a bigger buzz for me. They stood close by while we lined up and the national anthem reverberated around the terraces. I could feel the nerves of the players around me. It was the perfect start to what promised to be a perfect night. A few minutes later I stood in the centre circle and took the kick-off. The game was on. The crowd was as loud as a jet engine. This was why you played football! I was in the thick of the action in a do-or-die game and Victory was going to live up to its name once again. It felt fantastic.

    The truth was, just running around in any game on any football ground would have felt fantastic. I had endured a frustrating start to 2010, sidelined by a cracked bone in my left foot at a time when I was playing as well as I ever had in my career. For a month and a half, at the end of which Victory narrowly missed winning the Premier’s Plate, I was out of action. My only opponents were the physical and mental challenges of rehab. I returned in the second leg of the major semi-final against Sydney, coming off the bench to score the goal that booked Melbourne another grand final berth, another chance at a Champions Trophy.

    In the days before the decider, the media had come looking for me. Fair enough. In past years I had used the lead-up to the grand final as an opportunity to share my confidence with the world. I had made some predictions which people had called brash and outrageous. My team and I fulfilled the predictions each time. I used the media attention to let our opponents know my team expected to win and that we would not be overawed, regardless of the situation.

    This time, however, I was just glad to have a spot in the starting team. The media were no doubt hoping for the sort of over-the-top quote that I’m known for, but I told them I did not want to make any predictions this time around. ‘I am quietly confident about what I am going to do’, I told them truthfully. ‘I think there’s nothing in it between the teams. I still think we will win, but because of the rivalry we have had and the games this season, it could go either way’.

    The reporters wanted to know how my fitness would stand up after I’d been out of action for so long. Again I was honest: ‘I still could do with an extra lung, but when you go into a grand final, adrenalin takes over. You find that extra lung and you forget you have been out for six or seven weeks’.

    I expected us to win, but I knew this would be a closer game than any of our previous A-League grand finals. The Victory army was looking for me to fire in this match and help provide bragging rights over the Harbour City team. I felt the pressure, and I liked it.

    On Saturday 20 March, grand final day, I had slept in as late as possible, trying to reduce the hours I would have to spend waiting for the kick-off time to arrive. Coping with nerves, keeping your mind occupied so you don’t burn too much energy before a match—these are the strategies that footballers have to learn. It never gets any more pleasant, but it is part of the job. I accepted the mixed emotions that happened in the lead-up to any major game—the hope, excitement and fear—knowing that once the whistle blew, all those feelings would empty out of me.

    Except that on grand final day, things had been different. I had strange feelings in the lead-up to the game. On my way to the ground I had stopped off at my father-in-law’s place for a chiropractic adjustment, my normal routine before a game in Melbourne. He told me he felt a little nervous about my body. This matched my own nagging sense that something might happen to me, a concern I worked hard at blocking from my mind. Later on, my wife Emmy told me she’d had a troubling dream the night before the grand final. Possibly these were random things that only seemed significant later, but perhaps they were omens.

    At the time, though, I shut out all negative thoughts and focused on tuning myself in to the battle at hand. The run onto the ground, the noise, the anthem, kissing the kids, huddling with the team, the kick-off, the scramble for early ascendancy—I was now in the game. I no longer heard or saw or thought anything except those things within the game itself: the movement of the ball, the positioning of players, the tactics of our opponents, the possible avenues to goal.

    The start was scrappy, which is typical of grand finals. They tend to be intense rather than pretty. Our team settled earlier than Sydney and we started to apply some pressure at their end. My foot felt okay but my timing was amiss as I set about finding the key that would unlock one of the best-organised defensive structures in the A-League. We had tested them in the first ten minutes with a couple of long balls. I decided to mix up our approach and carry the ball with me deep into their territory, giving them a different set of problems to solve.

    It was the twelfth minute. I took the ball on the right side of the field then beat a man and jinked inside the box. I was looking for options to my left and perhaps at the far post, as well as seeing if a chink might appear in the defence between me and the goal. I was holding the ball, skipping forward, probing for an option, my mind computing the possibilities. I was testing Sydney’s fortifications, a rapier thrust to try to score first and demoralise the opposition; brain and body were synched, completely in the moment.

    I went to push further inside the box but my tap on the ball was too heavy. My dribbling is usually fairly tight but I’d knocked the ball too far out in front of me and had to tear after it to try to win it back—this was not a good sign, suggesting that my lack of match practice had left me short of touch. As I readied to kick the ball with my right foot, my left jammed in the turf and hyperextended. Bang! Sydney’s Simon Colosimo came across hard from the inside to challenge for the ball, and Sung-Hwan Byun thumped into me from behind. Simon may or may not have clipped the outside of my left knee. It buckled inwards. I buckled as well, sprawling into the turf. I put my hand up in a reflex action, then instinctively tried to get back on my feet. Whenever I go down I try to get back up as quickly as possible, but not this time. There was a strange pulling sensation then searing pain inside my left knee. Sydney goalie Clint Bolton could see I was hurt and yelled at the ref. Eventually play was stopped and people rushed in to see what the problem was.

    Strangely, the pain started to go away. Weird. I had felt certain that there had been some major damage, but now the knee was no longer hurting, so maybe I was wrong. Maybe it was just a bad knock. As the doctor and physio jogged towards me, I stood up. Was it possible? Was I back in the game?

    No chance. No chance at all. The moment I put pressure on it, the knee felt flimsy—I felt the whole joint move. A stretcher was brought out, and I knew that once I got on it, my grand final dream was over. I was 99 per cent sure that I had ‘done’ the knee, but I was clinging to that last 1 per cent of hope. I crawled over the goal line so play could go on without me being replaced. I looked at the doctor’s face. She didn’t need to speak. I could see she knew. Within seconds the physio signalled to the bench to replace me. My night was over and it seemed likely my year was over too. I had injured my knee two years earlier in a Socceroos match in China, but the damage this time felt much worse.

    Apart from the medicos, the people closest to me were the several thousand Sydney fans who call themselves The Cove, a sea of light blue and white occupying the bottom tier of seats at this end of the arena. They showed their compassion by serenading me with a chant of ‘Archie’s a wanker’. Thanks a lot, guys. If you are going to wreck your knee, the worst possible place to do it is directly in front of the opposition’s fans, but in truth I couldn’t have cared less. All my thoughts were turned inwards. I staggered with assistance along the goal line and it was all I could do not to cry. All that work, all that rehab—all for nothing. I just wanted to get away from everyone and let my emotions out in private. I wished I hadn’t waved the stretcher away; it felt like it might take until extra time before I got to the sideline.

    When I finally reached the corner flag, I slumped on the ground. There would be no kung-fu moves on that flag. They put me onto the stretcher for the rest of the journey back to the sheds, during which time I thought about what I had given up and what I had put myself through in order to play the grand final. I imagined Socceroos coach Pim Verbeek taking out his red pen and putting a thick line through my name for the World Cup in South Africa. I thought of the Asian Champions League matches I would not get to enjoy. I thought of how disappointed my family must be. Bella and Axel and my wife Emmy were in the stands. So were my parents. I felt, stupidly, like I had let them all down. My time to shine? Yeah, right. I thought about how many of the worst moments of my life had been associated with football.

    But there are two sides to every story. There had been another A-League Grand Final, at the same venue, three years earlier. On that occasion I scored five goals and Victory was the toast of Australian football. I was substituted then too, and I had left the game by walking along the goal line, although that’s where the similarity with 2010 ends. On that fabulous night, I was taken from the ground just a few minutes before the final whistle. I took off my boots and walked slowly behind the goals, listening to the extraordinary noise of the best supporters in the game, feeling tears pricking my eyes because it was all so incredibly perfect. That night I felt like the king of the world.

    That’s football. Frightening lows and untouchable highs. If there is one thing I have learned through a lifetime in the game, it is how to ride that wild roller-coaster. The sporting life is predictably unpredictable and you need strength to survive. There is a cliché that has been a comfort and an inspiration during my lowest moments: whatever doesn’t kill you makes you stronger. This was not the end. It was just one more beginning.

  


  
    
    Chapter 2

    … But I’ll Get Up Again!

    There’s a famous movie where Marlon Brando’s character says, ‘I coulda been a contender. I coulda been somebody’. The world is full of people who coulda been this or coulda been that. We all have a certain amount of talent and potential. It is up to us to make the most of it, to become who we want to be rather than complain about who we coulda been.

    Things that are worth doing are often difficult. You do not get success handed to you for free. You have to work hard, take your opportunities, and overcome the hurdles that are inevitably put in your way. There are a lot of rewards when you push your talent as far as it can take you, but one of the greatest is the knowledge that you gave it your best shot. You fought through the setbacks and put in the work and made the most of your natural gifts. That might sound like a speech from Rocky, but it’s true!

    I believe I have given football my best shot, but it almost did not happen. I could easily have been the bloke saying ‘I coulda been this’ or ‘I coulda been that’. I am under no illusions—I was born with some talent for football, and for that I am grateful. There are other people who have wanted football careers just as much as me but who were not born with the required amount of talent. In that regard, I have been blessed.

    Talent will carry you towards success—but only part of the way. When Diego Maradona was an emerging star in Argentina, he used to stay back after training and practise for an extra couple of hours. He would ask two goalkeepers to stay back also. Once he had worn out one of the keepers by firing shots at him, he would put the other one between the sticks and proceed to wear him out too. Maradona perhaps did not maintain that fanatical approach to training over his whole career, but there is no doubt that he pushed his talent to the limit when he was a developing player.

    In my opinion, the greatest player of all time was the Brazilian genius Pelé. When I was growing up we did not have many books in our house, but we did have a two-volume Pelé encyclopedia. I loved those books. Pelé came from a very poor family and could not even afford a football. Instead, he practised his foot skills with anything he could find, including grapefruits, crumpled paper, small bundles of tied-up rags and socks stuffed inside each other. When I see parents paying large amounts for their children’s gear, I remember Pelé and what he made do with. The great man’s famous quote is, ‘Everything is practice’. He’s right, of course.

    When I was a kid I practised football all the time. Not because I felt I had to, or as a chore, or even because I wanted to become a professional footballer. I practised because that was what I loved doing most: before school, after school, and—if I had my way—during school. The ability that I was given at birth (Thanks Dad! Thanks Mum!) was honed by thousands of hours spent trying to make the round ball obey the commands of my feet and head, my body.

    Playing football came easily and was my great love. However, you cannot get to the top in football without attending to your fitness, working with your teammates, and adopting the right mental approach. This is where dedication and sometimes even sacrifice come in. In football as in every other area of life, the key question is: What are you willing to give in order to be the best you can be?

    When I was little, the answer was: everything. But then I became a teenager. Things changed. I still loved football but I was out of love with the discipline required to play at a higher level. Not giving it my best effort meant I did not achieve things in the way I wanted to. It was a vicious cycle, because that made me less enthusiastic about playing. I slackened off, then in my mid-teens I ditched the sport altogether. I lost my way, and it took me several years to find it again. I was lucky: I did not remain lost. But what if I had? What would my life have been like then?

    It is never too late to improve your life, to steer yourself in a better direction. But the opposite is also true: you are never too young to make a bad decision. Usually, when kids make poor decisions they can be fixed up; in fact, making wrong decisions is part of the process of learning. However, sometimes they can have very long-lasting effects. It is not possible to put an old head on young shoulders (unless you are Dr Frankenstein), which is why the guidance of younger people by older people is so important. Now that I am a senior player in my club, I try to encourage younger teammates to make good decisions. I find that people often do not want to be told what to do, but you can still have a positive influence by helping them make the best decisions for themselves.

    To set off on the right path through life, you need a solid foundation. The most solid foundation is knowing who you are. This is who I am.

    I grew up as part of the Thompson Tribe, a family of eight. My Mum is from New Guinea. My Dad is from New Zealand. I am Australian, although I was born in New Zealand. Dad, Archie senior, was in New Guinea working in the mines when he met my Mum, Esther. My oldest brother Simon was born there. My older sister Matalita and I were born in New Zealand. After settling in Australia my parents had another girl, Jennifer, then two more boys, Daniel and Martin.

    We all played football. Dad had a strict Seventh-day Adventist upbringing and I think he missed out on a lot of sporting things. He was a football fan in a country where rugby union was the dominant sport and probably wished that he lived in a place where everyone was as passionate about football as he was. He passed on his love of the game to all of us. In many ways football was fun. However, when I showed interest in the game he immediately wanted me to be as passionate as him. When I showed promise, he wanted me to excel. He wanted me to have all the opportunities that he didn’t have.

    Mum knew nothing about football. Apart from anything else, where she grew up there was not enough flat land to make a pitch. She was a natural footballer though, and to this day a lot of people say I got my ability and skill from her. She took up the game when we kids started getting interested, and played until she was almost forty. She was a very good player, as is proven by the Best and Fairest trophy she won in Albury-Wodonga, which is proudly displayed in her home. I think she would still be playing today if her knees had let her.

    My Mum is a remarkable person. She was born in a remote part of New Guinea but has lived in different places across three countries and always made the best of it. When I look at her I think about how strong she has been over the years, how resilient, but also how quick to adapt to new circumstances. She is flexible and friendly, allowing her to fit in anywhere. I think I have learned a bit about fitting in from her, a helpful attribute to have whether you are walking into a new football club, a new classroom or a new social situation.

    Family is everything to Mum. It is everything to me, too. Growing up as part of a large family, there was the secure feeling of always having people around you. It also meant you had to learn to get on with other people. These are valuable things for a kid to know. Whatever happened in other parts of my life, family and football remained the two constant forces. I could not possibly count all the things that those two strong institutions have given me.

    So, who am I? I am someone who exists at the centre of a large web of important connections. I am connected to my children and Emmy, as a father and a husband. To my Mum I am a son whom she loves and always will. To my father I am a son who was distant from him but is now back in touch. My siblings still tease me about being the ‘golden child’, but I have valuable relationships with them, their partners and their children. Emmy’s parents have made me part of their wonderful family. To the boys at Victory I am a teammate and—in my own way—a leader. I am a friend to some great people who like me for who I am and not because I chase a round ball for a living. I am a player who has represented this country in football, which links me to everyone else who has played a part in the expanding story of the round-ball game in Australia. While travelling the winding and sometimes treacherous road of professional sport, I have discovered that the people I meet along the way are the most important part of the journey. Those connections matter much more than what my final destination might be.

    I hope that I can always look back and say that my football career—and my life—has been all that it could be. I do not want to belong to the ‘coulda been’ brigade. I have been in there, boots and all. I have been a contender.

  


  
    
    Chapter 3

    Kid Stuff

    We moved around a lot when I was growing up. I arrived in Sydney when I was three weeks old and lived in Liverpool until I was four, when we relocated to Lithgow where Dad worked as an electrician in the mines. After a few years in that tough coal town we shifted south to Wodonga on the Victorian side of the Murray River. The final move with my family was back north to the regional centre of Bathurst.

    Every few years I had to change schools, which meant I needed to try to make new friends and find ways to fit in. Besides my family, the great constant in my life was football. In the morning I would get up and kick a ball until it was time for school. When I returned home I would kick the ball until dark. Mum would often come outside and spend time kicking it around with me. My older brother Simon has a learning disability because of an incident where he was deprived of oxygen when he was a baby, and of course Mum had to feed and look after all of us, so it is remarkable that she gave me so much of her time. It is the sort of thing that you only truly appreciate when you are older and have children of your own. I feel so grateful to her, just as I am grateful to my father for the hard work he put in to support us all.

    My father worked long hours, often away from home. When I think back on it now I realise it cannot have been easy, trying to get enough money to look after six children. But as a kid you do not let such things worry you. Instead, I was worried about improving my ball control and beating Mum in our epic backyard contests—and not much else. Mum remembers that we wrecked all the grass in our Wodonga backyard with our football battles. ‘Sometimes at that end of the day I would be so tired, but it was very rare that I would say no to a backyard game with you’, Mum recalls. ‘Apart from the games we also practised our skills: left foot, right foot, stop it with your chest, headers, throwing it in. We would repeat the skills over and over. Then I would make dinner, get everyone off to school in the morning, and by the next afternoon you and I were out there again.’

    Periodically, I would persuade my little brother and his mate up the road to play with me, but I wasn’t very nice to them. I would just run around dribbling the ball and wouldn’t let them get it off me. At other times I would set them up for tackles and crunch them, over and over. They probably agreed to play because little kids always want to be around bigger kids, but when I think back on it now it was a form of torture I was inflicting on them!

    Sometimes there would be other people to play with, but I had ways of making kicking by myself more interesting. I would invent little challenges, do different drills, or play both sides of an imaginary game that always involved Liverpool—maybe that is why some people reckon I have ended up with two personalities! I would kick the ball with both feet, keep it off the ground, or concentrate on using parts of my body other than my feet to keep the ball in motion. I would kick the ball into the side of the house and get it to ricochet off a trampoline that I’d rested at an angle there.

    I always tried to work on my non-preferred left foot, practising with it to the extent that it might have been better back then than it is now. It was drummed into me by coaches and my father that having the ability to kick well with both feet is a massive advantage. If you are a one-sided player, defenders will always know which foot you will be turning onto.

    Obviously, all those hours spent practising meant that I developed ball control and ball awareness. This also gave me plenty of time to work on my tricks. I once saw a video clip of a song for an English World Cup campaign, and in it, John Barnes of Liverpool had a trick where he would put the ball on his left boot, flick it up and catch it on his neck. I would try for hours to get that trick right and balance the ball on my neck. I am sad to say that I still have not quite perfected it. Whenever I saw football on TV back then, if anyone did a little trick (and the tricks then were not as flamboyant as they are today) I would spend the next few days, if not weeks, trying to perform it in the backyard. Even today, if one of the young guys does a fancy trick at training I will get them to do it again and show me how, then I will keep practising to try to get it right. They say you can’t teach old dogs new tricks, but I don’t want to be that old dog! I try to keep up with the young guys and I will never lose that desire to perfect something new.

    One reason I liked football so much when I was young is that I was good at it. I played some Australian Rules football at school and enjoyed it—it’s a good sport to play and okay to watch—but it was not my game; I didn’t have the feel for it that I have for football. At school athletics days I would usually finish in the top two or three, but there was always someone better than me. I played a little bit of cricket but struggled. Tennis was my summer sport and I was reasonably good at it. Just before my teenage years I won a lot of matches in my local area and it seemed I might get somewhere in that game. Deep down, however, I knew that tennis was merely something to keep me occupied in the months when there was no football on. It did not measure up to my first sporting love. Tennis also brought out the worst in me as a kid, which is not unusual for that game. I would chuck my racquet and stomp around. As my mother tells me, ‘You were a naughty player at tennis; you ruined it for yourself and that was it!’

    I started playing in a football team at about four years of age. My first club was Lithgow Rangers. I had a black and white uniform. I also had proper boots, and I loved them. Even at that age I concentrated when I was on the pitch and loved being in the thick of the game. I also learned that opponents’ parents do not always enjoy you running rings around their kids. That was a harsh lesson to learn, but it did not diminish my enthusiasm for the game. I liked my own company, but where football was concerned I liked being part of a team. There is something about being part of a collaborative effort that can give you a real buzz.

    Like most kids, I still lacked self-confidence at times. However, I won a lot of Best and Fairest awards and Top Goal Scorer honours, and that gave me an inkling that people thought I had talent. I was also encouraged by the things older people said from time to time. As adults, we should never forget how important an occasional word of encouragement can be for a kid.

    When we moved to Wodonga, we found a nearby ground with football training in full swing. That started our connection with Twin City Wanderers Soccer Club. At different times I think every member of our family played for Twin City. We spent hours and hours there and I have a lot of happy memories of that club. There was a kid in our team who had been over to the United Kingdom on holiday. When we went to training we were all in daggy normal clothes, but this kid turned up in a full Liverpool kit: shirt, shorts, socks. They were beautiful clothes and all the rest of us in the team were in awe of them. You could see that he felt so good running around in that gear. It had two effects on me. Firstly, it made me like Liverpool, which is why I always pretended to be the Reds when I made up my backyard games. Secondly, it gave me the drive to aim one day to train in an outfit that good. I knew I would feel like a million dollars, just like that kid, and I badly wanted this.

    The most important figure in my junior football development was my father. This was a good and a bad thing, but most of all it was a complicated thing. His involvement probably helped my football, but it didn’t always make things easy for our relationship. It is very awkward when parents get overly involved with their kids’ sporting ambitions. If I played a good game, Dad would praise me and tell me I had done a great job. If I did not have a good game, Dad would be conspicuously silent. That created a real sense of pressure.

    I do not completely blame my father for this—I understand that parents want their children to do well because they love them. And as I’ve said, my Dad really loved football. I loved the game too, but it became important to me to prove to him that I enjoyed it, because it meant so much to him. He pushed me pretty hard because he wanted me to succeed, which probably helped make me the player I am. But ultimately, when I was a teenager, the pressure had the reverse effect; it stopped me from wanting to take football seriously anymore. I had to make sacrifices that I don’t think kids who are twelve or thirteen should have to make. Soccer always came first, and if that meant that I missed out on mates’ birthday parties or eating at Macca’s or going to the movies, that was how it had to be.

    There was one grand final when I was young that was decided by a penalty shoot-out. I missed my kick and Twin City lost. It was a really low moment for me and Dad was not as understanding about it as he could have been. Even today, that incident makes me feel less confident than I should be about taking penalties. On the positive side, Dad did help me a lot, driving me everywhere and making sure I had the best of everything.

    The next step along from club football was representative football. The big events for under-age players were the matches between New South Wales and Victoria. They would choose the best players from the national championships and invite them to an Australian Joeys (junior Socceroos) camp for a week, then monitor their development over the following year. There seemed to be a lot of politics and cliques involved in selection—as I was living on the state border in Albury-Wodonga, I could not break into the Victorian team. So instead I played for NSW Country. It was good because it meant I was able to participate, but it made it harder to get to the next level because we were not a very good team.

    There were a lot of outstanding players at those under-12s, under-13s and under-14s competitions. I remember seeing young guns like Brett Emerton, Vinnie Grella, Daniel Allsopp and Harry Kewell. Harry was always a class act. He played one age group higher than he needed to and could manage that because he was so dedicated. Over the years he has reaped the rewards of his hard work and deserves every success that has come his way. The kid who was supposed to be the next big thing at that age was Paul Reid, who nowadays plays with Adelaide United.

    A lot of young players who are supposed to be future stars in the making fall by the wayside as they get older. In that NSW team there were other guys who were at the same level or even better than Harry or Emmo. Everyone thought they would go somewhere, but they didn’t. Their improvement stopped and other players caught up and passed them. Sometimes young players find their level and that’s it, but sometimes they don’t go on because they are not mentally strong enough or because serious injury stops them in their tracks.

    An ongoing test of your mental strength as an emerging player is that you constantly question your ability. When you are a kid with a bit of talent playing at the local level, you become used to carving it up and dominating matches. Then you proceed to another level and find it is not as easy as you thought it would be. With each step up you have to deal with doubts as to whether you should be there, whether you really belong. It is a constant battle to prove yourself to yourself. In the end you have to trust your talent and back it up with hard work and discipline.

    While football took up most of my life at this time, there was the annoying fact that I still had to go to school and do other things that did not involve kicking a ball. Being penned in a classroom with other kids doing lessons I wasn’t interested in was a real chore. But although I liked being by myself, I was not antisocial. I had a lot of friends, just not many close mates. My friendships were not helped by having strict parents. One day I told Dad that I was going to visit a kid from school. Instead, I went off to a different mate’s place. I would have gotten away with it except for a terrible piece of luck: the first mate rang our house and said, ‘Hello, Mr Thompson, could I speak to Archie please?’ Matters then became much worse. The friend who I had actually visited lived near a dam, and he and I spent a happy afternoon there catching frogs. When I returned home, Dad gave me a smack and grounded me for a year. A year! It turned out that when Dad was growing up in New Zealand his brother had drowned, and he was beside himself because I had been mucking around near water without permission. A year is a long time when you are a kid, and from then on if anyone ever asked me to go to their place or anywhere else, I just said no automatically.
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