I was born in Townsville, North Queensland on the 30th September, 1948.  

My Mother told me (later) that I was born 3 weeks premature, and that for the first 3 months of my life she fed me on 4 hourly schedules (as was the medical convention of the day).  She told me that I would lay there screaming, and she’d stand by my cot waiting for the 4 hours to come up. She realized later that I had been starving.

I have no direct memory of this, but there is a certain terror that arises in me when I don’t have “enough”. At one point in my adult life I used to keep the refrigerator full.  The food would rot, but it had to be “full” 

………………………………….

We lived in a small rural settlement called Clare. My early childhood is somewhat of a blur.  I have vague, distant memories of my parents.  They seemed remote?  

I have memories of wanting to go out and play with the kids down the street and not being allowed to. 

I have a vague memory about my Father bringing me gifts, and me smashing a toy (for some reason)… and then being frightened by my Father’s response to my outburst.  I think I decided then that getting angry was not a safe thing to do? He never brought me toys again

I have memories of playing down by the river with other kids.  We were in a large, deep gully.  Some kids were at the top of this gully, and we were down at the bottom of it, against the face of one of its walls.  We’d created a castle by covering carpenter’s horses with sheets of iron.  The kids at the top were throwing down rocks at our “fort” and we were firing our shanghai’s back up at them.  We were having a war.

Anyway, after a while of the kids throwing rocks at the gully above us, the cliff face collapsed on us.  We were buried alive. The only thing I can remember is my Father screaming at me when they dug us out. I was terrified.

I have memories of being at primary school and there was some sort of Easter egg hunt, and I wanted to play with the other kids. For some reason they didn’t want to play with me?  I felt isolated, I felt alone.  There was something wrong with me?

My next brother, Stephen was born 5 years after me, my other brother Ian, born a year after that.  My sister, (I think) was born 5 years after that.  I cannot remember my siblings much.  

My Father made me responsible for everything that my siblings did, but he never told me what that responsibility was.  I was the eldest (now 7) and I had to make sure my siblings weren’t naughty.

I do remember being very afraid of him coming home from work.  I can still hear his bike wheel squeaking, and wondering what my punishment might be this time?  Sometimes he’d criticize me, beat me with a strap, pull my ears, humiliate me.  Sometimes he’d be moody, sometimes he’d be funny.  I never knew what was coming.

My Mother was a “stay at home” Mum.  If I was naughty she’s threaten me with “I’ll tell your Father”.  My Father was a remote, frightening figure to me, yet I adored him.

I have memories of my Mother challenging me “to do better at school”. I used to be bottom of the class.  I decided to show her how smart I was. I actually didn’t do any extra study for my next exam, yet I cam top in English, 3rd in Geography, and about 7th in Math.  I brought the report home.  I was very proud of myself.  I showed my report to my Mother, and she said nothing.  I was devastated, and thought something like “Well, I don’t get any attention for being good at something, so why bother?”

The rest of my school life I was a poor student.

The only positive part of my childhood was my Grandmother Amy.  She and my Grandfather lived about 10 miles outside the small town we were living in.  I remember feeling full of joy as a rode my bike out to my Nana’s, which I’d do regularly.  I can remember waking up in a bed on her verandah with the early morning sun warming my face, and my Grandmother’s hand stroking my hair.  She’d say… Time to get up Ken, breakfast”. I’d always jump out of bed with joy.

I can remember being very small and being in the kitchen at my Nana’s place.  It was winter, and she had a wood fire burning, and a box full of chicken that had just been born.  She fed me warm porridge with fresh milk, cream and sugar.  I felt very safe at my Nana’s house, and I’d do anything she ask me to do..

However, my Grandfather (to me) was a remote man.  He was German, very stern, little joy.

At my Nana’s house I used to sit up the mango tree and dream about all the things I would do.  Everything seemed possible at my Nana’s house.

I can remember being small, standing behind my Nana’s skirts.  She was saying to my Mother “Leave him alone.  You don’t understand the boy.  He’s sensitive.  Leave him alone”.  I was thinking “Go Nana, go.”  I have no idea what the altercation was about?

Every 2 years we’d drive as from North Queensland to Sydney (to see my Father’s family).  I loved the adventure, however I was scared of my Grandfather.  He was a very big , drunken, brutish man who grunted at me.  I was presented to him like a toy, and he’d give me money for paddlepops.  My grandfather kept budgeriars.

My Dad’s extended family used to come and visit every weekend (when we were there).  The house was always dark, and full of people whom I never really knew.  My Grandfather had married twice.  There were something like 12 children from different marriages.  My Grandfather had remarried after his first wife died. They used to go to mass every Sunday.

Teenage years…

At about the age of 13 I was out in the back shed naively filling in the missing parts of the female anatomy that had been covered up by skimpy bikinis the women in a Man magazine (I’d found somewhere) were wearing. 

My Father found me doing this.  He ordered me into my room.  I went to my room.  Shortly after he appeared and started yelling at me, punching me, kicking me.  He was extremely angry.  I cowered in the corner and he kept kicking me.  My Mother (hearing the yelling) came to my room.  She stood and watched, did nothing.  I sensed that she got some pleasure out of this.  I was humiliated.

In High school I was terrorised by the bullies.  They used to trap myself and another “nerd”, and hold us down and use a mini generator with wires to electrocute us.  One time I was in the woodwork class and one of the bullies pulled my pants down.  I “lost it”.  I grabbed the bully and started shoving his head into a wall. People pulled me off him.  My own strength frightened me. However the bullies never touched me again.

I was a poor student, isolated, alone, few friends.  I was definitely not in the “cool” group.  However, I found refuge in music.  I’d discover the Beatles, and every night I’d go down into the back yard and listen to the Beatles half house on radio.  My Dad thought I was completely mad. 

I grew my hair long.  We formed a band. It was a magical time.  I felt accepted by the other nerdy guys in the band.  We used to practice at a friend’s half finished house on his Dad’s cane farm.  We were going to be famous.  I was the drummer.  How I got the drum kit I have no idea?

Whenever we practiced at home my Father would tell us to “shut up”.  If I practiced in my room, he’d come in and tell me to stop “making that bloody awful racket”. Whatever I did he criticized me.  By this age I’d grown used to it, and “didn’t care” anymore.

We had one gig, at the local theatre. The Hell’s Angel’s turned up and threatened us, said their girlfriends thought we were cool, and to stay away from them.

My Father was offended by me having long hair.  He used to call me a “poofta”, and one day he literally dragged me to the hairdressers kicking and screaming to have my hair cut off.    

My Mother did nothing.

When I turned 18 I was up for the draft for Vietnam.  I went to my Father and asked him… What do I do if my number comes up?”  He said, “if the Government says you go, you go”.  I said, “But I’ve been brought up as a Christian, thou shalt not kill”.  He said “If the Government says you go, you go”. I said, “If I go I might have to kill someone or be killed”.  He said, “If the Government says you go, you go”.  I was STUNNED.  My Father was telling me that he didn’t care if his son was killed.

Two weeks later I left home and hitchhiked to Sydney with a friend. I lied to my parents saying I was going to Sydney to become a sound engineer.

Sydney…

I stayed at my Grandparents house until my Uncle came and told me that I had to leave.  I got a job at the Sydney Mail Exchange as a mail sorter.  I worked there for 5 years.  I got a flat, car, drum kit, had drum lessons, joined bands, hung out with the musician scene. I never did drugs, drank alcholol.

I moved to an inner suburb of Sydney, Woolloomooloo to what was effectively an artists colony… musicians, writers, actors. I felt a part of this group.  

I had relationships with a number of women, all European.  These relationships usually lasted from 6 months to 3 years.  I played the creative genius.  I was a musician. I also was a writer.  I was moody, dark, troubled. I remember being depressed a lot of the time. I related to musical icons like Jim Morrison, Jimi Hendrix, John Lennon. I was “kinda” like them.

I became interested in martial arts, eastern philosophy, magic, spirituality… weird stuff.

At about the age of 23 I had an encounter with a Black Worlock (explain).

At about the age I had a bad experience with the law.  

Explain Luda and the film, and my suicide attempt.

I wafted through my 20’s having relationships, feeling lost, feeling depressed, trying to be a successful musician. However I always seemed to join the wrong bands that never went anywhere, or I managed to turn down real opportunities. For example I was asked to audition for The Little River Band, and turned it down cos I didn’t like country music.

I was accepted into the first degree in Jazz being offered by the Conservatorium of music in Sydney.  I never finished it, and I still can’t read music.  My lecturer in sight reading used to come up to me and say “Ken, you wouldn’t be here if you couldn’t do this.  Let it in, let it in”.

In my early thirties I had a relationship with a passionate, fiery Romanian woman named Liliana.  She had escaped communist Romania, and had a degree.  She convinced me that I had the intelligence and creativity to do a BA in Media & Communication at the Institute of Technology.  I applied and got accepted into the degree.

Later I found out that this degree was the second hardest in the country to get into.  If I’d known that I would never have applied. I graduated with honours.

TOMPO The Wortungle…

I asked my parents to attend my graduation ceremony.  They were busy.  They’d attended my sibling’s grad ceremonies.  I couldn’t understand why they couldn’t come to mine?

When I told my Father what I’d done he said “Now you can get a job on the Council”.  He had no understanding of what I’d achieved.

I started working as a freelance writer, PR and Marketing Consultant.  I did work with major companies, Launches at the Opera House, Launches of books, films etc.  All this time I was writingI was on the up and up, and still getting depressed.

Personal Growth – Jamuna – Marriage – Children.

Loved the family, felt accepted, adored her Dad

Had Nathen… BEST thing.

Applied for the job of CEO at the Riverland Cutural Trust.

Got it, moved there.  The Board lied to me about the state of affairs, $30,000 overdrawn at the bank. I spent the first year saving the trust, turned the affiare around from -$30,000 – to +$100,000.  Worked 80 – 100 hours a week.

Jesse was born.  BEST thing.

They cut my budget, board hijacked me, my staff didn’t support me (even though I’d defended them for 2 years).  I was asked to resign.

Stayed at home, wrote my novel. Jamuna went to work. I looked after our sons (then 4 and 6) and worked part time as editor of a local coop newsletter.

Our relationship had always been difficult sexually.  I begged my Xwife to attend counseling.  She avoided it.  There was no problem. However, she regularly RAGED at us, and outside (at work) she was “amazing”.

I spent a lot of time at meetings in Adelaide, and regularly paid for sex.

I kept rewriting my novel.  I never finished it.  I moved to another project, which was going to make us rich.  Worked on it for 2 years, couldn’t raise the backing.  My xwife begged me to stop.  I didn’t.

I went to Adelaide to get work, and a s means of surviving we had to be “separated” so I could get unemployment.

While I was in Adelaide, exhausted and alone Jamuna phoned me, and said “she didn’t want to do it anymore”.

We played “happy” families for awhile and I begged Jamuna to tell our sons together what Mum and Dad were about to do. She wouldn’t and one day I took Nathen aside (when we were visiting a nursery) and told him.  He cried, I was devastated.  I was the BAD person for doing this.

I went to a lawyer, and she told me that if I wanted to see my sons that I needed to go back and “sit in the Riverland”.  I did, there was no work.  I ended up on unemployment, and my sons spent 50% of a week with me and 50% with their Mother.  There were good times here, my sons played roller hockey and I was the proud Dad.

Then, a new man (who’d been a casual friend of ours) turned up in Jamuna’s life.  Years later she intimated that he (Rob) had been on the scene for a long time.

All of our mutual friends suddenly vanished. I was ostracized. People we’d know for 10 years would not talk to me. I rang them and asked them to “come visit”.  They didn’t.

Everything I did with my sons (roller hockey, teaching them drums etc) all stopped.  If I did it then they did something else.

Anyway, it was about this time that I attempted suicide again.

As I got broker and broker, more depressed etc I was offered a job in Taiwan teaching English.  I held a garage sale on my life to get the plane ticket.  People were like jackals feeding on a half-alive animal, offering ridiculous amounts for all my treasures.  My sons put their toys into the garage sale to help Dad.

I remember leaving from Adelaide airport.  They all came to see me off. Jesse was crying as I walked through the doors.  I cried all the way to Taiwan.

I arrived in Taiwan, terrified. I had $200.00 to my name.  If people didn’t do what they said they were going to do I was in massive trouble.

Fortunately the Taiwanese people I met there were some of the kindest, most generous people I’ve ever met.  They and Xpat Australians looked after me until I got on my feet.

I was making good money, I’d met and moved in with a beautiful Taiwanese woman named Huang Hsiao Ching.  She was studying to be an English teacher, and wanted to go overseas and get an MA.

I was making excellent money, started studying the net, started writing again, started learning Mandarin, working out, studying QiGong.  I was accepted by Hsiao Ching’s family.  I traveled throughout Asia in the holidays. .  Life was good, but I missed my sons.

Hsiao Ching and I visited Australia.  Jamuna was manipulative.  I came back to Australia again and took my sons to the Sydney Olympics.  Whenever I phoned them my Xwife made things difficult. She accussed me of being the good time dad.

Hsiao Ching and I returned to Australia for her to do her MA.  I gave up very lucrative jobs to do this.  We flew into Brisbane, stayed with my parents, and then drove to Adelaide.  We were going to be married.

Got to Adelaide and went to get all my stuff from the “friend” who’d agreed to clean out my house for money.  Asked him where all my stuff was (all of my precious things, 20 years of writing, portfolio, graduation film etc).  He told me that he’d put it down the dump.  Got really upset, told Jamuna.  She said “write it again”.

Moved in with an alcoholic in Adelaide. I went to work on my web projects, Hsiao Ching went to uni.  I tried to get work, couldn’t.  The guy we moved in with got weird and aggressive.  We had to move.  

Moved, relationship fell apart, and Hsiao moved in with another man.  I stayed at Christies Beach (now on unemployment again).  Got depressed, attempted to start a business, it didn’t work… Had to move to move after 3 years to Brooklyn.

Depressed, broke, attempting to get many things up at once, little contact with people, same cycle, referred to the Commonwealth Rehabilitation Service .  Met Robert and said “I need help”.

