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Author’s Note:

	 

	The views, opinions and comments expressed in this book are of course entirely my own. Often, they are complimentary. But it’s in my nature to ‘call a spade a spade’ and not be concerned about being ‘woke’…not just about governments, institutions, policies and so on, but warts and all, the people whose paths I’ve crossed.

	That said, I bear no malice and don’t intend to offend anyone. As you’ll read, it’s really the amazing people in my life that have made my life so…what’s the best word? Thrilling? Unrestrained?

	One thing I do know about myself is that ‘Why not?’ has been behind many decisions I’ve made in my life. ‘Go for it’, also a bit of a mantra, especially when no good reason not to stood in my way. Maybe, with hindsight, there have been reasons not to have done some of the things I’ve done, but I never looked too hard to find them.

	I didn’t mean to live this life - it just happened. One wild turn led to another, until I looked back and realized I’d outlived a dozen versions of myself. An improbable journey through the second half of the twentieth century, when the world still had cracks wide enough to slip through.

	FULL ON isn’t fiction; it’s a memory reel of a world that doesn’t exist anymore - before the screens, the data and the watchful eyes.

	The end of freedom. 

	 


Author’s Disclaimer:

	 

	This book is a memoir of the first 50 years of my life. It reflects the author’s present recollection of experiences over that time, some naturally hazier than others, depending on the state of mind of the author at the time. Memory is subjective. The truth being told is my truth and may not be another’s truth. Some names, characteristics and events have been changed to protect the privacy, and any guilt by association, of individuals involved. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events, is incidental. 

	 



Chapter 1

	Kick Off

	1949–1969

	 

	Got to start somewhere … Here goes …

	On a Tuesday in early December 1949, I was born in Upper Hutt, near Wellington, New Zealand. Mum and Dad lived in a place called Pinehaven. From photos I’ve seen, the house resembled a log cabin.

	My first real memory is from when I was four. Dad was in the RNZAF and had been posted to Fiji for 4 years. We were flying there in a Sunderland flying boat – a patrol bomber converted to civilian use – from Auckland to Lauthala Bay, Fiji, and I had been allowed to go into the nose turret where once a gunner would have sat behind his machine gun. From here I saw the vast Pacific Ocean for the first time. Second memory is standing at the open door of the Sunderland, taxiing across Lauthala Bay, the wake and waves whizzing past in the draft of the propellers as we made our way to a mooring, my mother

	behind me holding me by the scruff of the neck so I didn’t fall out.

	My next memory is of sitting on the floor of a kindergarten in Suva, which was run by Catholic nuns. It was the image of the nuns’ big black shoes sticking out below their grey habits as they walked around at my eye-level that I recall.

	Others started piling up.

	Next door to our house, we had a plot of land which Dad rented to some Indian farmers to grow sugarcane. I remember how, before the canecutters went in to harvest, someone with a tame mongoose on a lead would walk among the cane letting it sniff out snakes, killing any it found. I’ve had a thing for Rikki-Tikki-Tavis ever since.

	The family lived in a typical tropical-style house, which had something I’ve coveted ever since; a veranda completely encircling it, and the best part, the part that brings it all back to me, was the way I could pedal my tricycle round and round the house while the rain hammered down just out of reach.

	There’s one more memory that’s significance isn’t exactly clear, other than it was my first fascinated look at a girl’s pussy and her first look at a penis. We were both five, in primary school together, and we somehow convinced each other to go behind a bush and show each other how we peed. I guess the mystery of Woman was planted in me at that young age, and its power to fascinate, frustrate and excite me continues to this day. Men! We are what we are. What to do?

	I was six when we flew back to NZ, this time on a DC4. Not half as exciting as a flying boat, but those 2 flights at that young age set the stage for a lifelong passion for aeroplanes.

	So much for those first memories.

	Dad’s next posting was to Wellington, at the southern tip of New Zealand’s north island.

	We moved into a large house in the small coastal town of Paekākāriki, with a very tall Norfolk pine in the garden. Probably the easiest tree on the planet to climb, with all its branches sticking out horizontally like rungs on a ladder. I could get to the top in no time and see everything, the township, the railway station and tracks, the Tasman Sea and Kapiti Island, and the steep coastal hills rising straight up from the other side of the railway and the National Highway.

	Paekākāriki is a small town squeezed onto a strip of flatland about half a kilometre wide between those hills and the sea. Back then, it had a volunteer Fire Brigade which turned out whenever the siren sounded. This could be set off by pressing a button housed in a hole in the wall of the fire station at a height designed to discourage kids from reaching it. Not to let this inconvenience get in the way, one day I climbed onto the shoulders of a friend and set it off, running like hell for home as it blared out its call for the volunteers to man the engines. I remember seeing the men arriving in their cars at speed, as I sped on foot in the opposite direction. I also remember the irate man who hammered on our door sometime later to tell my parents that it was me who’d set off the alarm. Dad gave me a good hiding and as punishment, I had to agree to do a few hours’ work at the fire station cleaning their equipment and polishing the brass knobs and taps on the engines. Without that experience I’m sure I wouldn’t have had my lifelong fascination with fire engines and all that wonderful kit they have on board.

	Maybe my ideas about form and function and perfect design, seemingly always with me, have their roots in that ‘adventure.’

	I was eight, and my brothers, Byron and Gene, six and four, when we moved house again, this time to Hamilton where there was a small Air Force Base out of town at Te Rapa. Dad would spend the last 2 years of his 21-year commission there. He had signed up in 1939 for the war, gone to the UK for 4 years to do his bit for King and Country, and ever since had pushed papers around desks.

	We were all happy with this move as my mother’s mother lived there. Nana, this one, was a lovely, gentle woman. I spent a lot of time with her. Her husband, Poppa Hatton, had died young some years earlier, so she was delighted to have her family around.

	Mum and Dad bought a brand-new house in a brand-new subdivision called Fairfield. There was a large two-car garage which housed the family car on one side and Dad’s workshop on the other. It was in this workshop that I began to learn how to ‘do stuff’. Dad had all the tools and machinery needed, and it was with them that he built all our beds, chests of drawers and bookshelves, etc. He loved carpentry and just faffing about in the garage. Because we’d always lived in temporary housing provided by the Airforce, we were starting from scratch; new house, new fittings, new gardens, lawns, everything.

	I was at the age where I could help quite a bit, whether I wanted to or not, and all the stuff I learnt really defined how I’ve approached life since: if it breaks, fix it. Starting small with repairs to my bike. I loved my bike. I customised it, fantasised it, added huge mudflaps on which I painted Casper the Ghost and long whip-antennas that received no signal. A two wheeled hot-rod.

	Dad also did all the maintenance on his cars. Everything from greasing the suspension on up. I learnt a hell of a lot from him; probably the most important thing was not to be intimidated by machinery or tools: they’re just tools, without which you can do nothing.

	This confidence led to another good hiding. I decided to build a go-kart and of course needed a petrol engine to power it. And I knew where one was. It was bolted to a cement mixer in someone’s backyard down the road, so I took some of the old man’s spanners, unbolted the engine and brought it home on my trolley. I was busted within a few hours and had to return it and be subjected to a bollocking from the owner. I never did build a go-kart.

	Early every Monday morning before school, the three of us boys would pile into Mum’s car and take off with her for the weekly meat shop at the local freezing works. It was maybe a 20-minute drive each way and Mum would take another 20 minutes in the work’s butcher shop buying the week’s meat, fresh and cheap.

	The big attraction for me and my brothers was while she shopped, we would go down to the pens to watch the slaughter of sheep and cattle. It was apocalyptic, brutal and unbelievably impressive to young eyes. A truck-load of sheep would disgorge its cargo down a ramp into a pen, then men wearing long aprons and carrying knives would wade into the bleating, huddled, terrified flock and grab the nearest, flip it

	upside down, drag it over to a conveyor belt of hooks, slit its throat and hang it up by its rear leg, the hook passing between its Achilles tendon and ankle bones, where it would flap about, showering blood all over the place as it was moved along to the next guy, who would skin and gut it. Horrific. Riveting.

	Even more so was the slaughterhouse for the cattle. The staff had no objection to us kids standing around watching as a cow was pushed into a tight-fitting cubicle, stunned with a blast to its head from a stun-gun, then, as one wall of the cubicle was raised, the unconscious cow would topple over, and, hooked by a leg, get winched aloft as its throat was cut and gallons of blood gushed forth. I’ll never forget that metallic smell of blood mixed with the stench of the viscera when the gut was opened by a deft stroke of a huge knife and it all poured out, a massive steaming pile of guts. Awesome! Terrific!

	Oddly, it never put me off meat. I’ve certainly never had any confusion about where it comes from. Twenty minutes of this and we knew we had to get back to the car. Mum would be waiting. Back home, a quick breakfast and it was time to get on my bike and get to school.

	When I was nine, Mum and Dad sat my brothers and me down around the kitchen table and announced that we were going to have a brother or a sister, and sure enough, about six months later, our sister Linda was born. I was old enough to be very curious about everything to do with this miniature life and loved sitting on the sofa next to Mum at early morning feeding time, in awe of her massive tits and baby Lin sucking away. Very happy moments. Mum would talk and peace reigned.

	By the time I was ten, the family home was done, the lawns were being mown, Mum had her rose gardens and Dad had a huge vegetable garden along the back fence. In the living room was a bookshelf with the kind of books my parents read; novels, some history and of course the Encyclopedia Britannica, which took up a whole shelf of its own.

	On a table stood a beautiful wooden-cased valve radio that picked up AM and LW stations, where Dad tuned in the news at the same time every day – and where I could pick up the BBC’s weekly Top 20: Cliff Richards, The Shadows, Brenda Lee, Connie Francis and so many more.

	I was into comics. All imports from the UK: The Eagle with Dan Dare and Harris Tweed, The Beano with the original Dennis the Menace and Gnasher, Lion Annual. In those days before TV, a lot of time was spent lying on my bed with my face in a comic.

	Then Mum and Dad decided to buy a section at Waihi Beach and build a bach on it. In NZ, a section is a plot of land and a bach is local lingo for a holiday cottage. We needed a holiday home; there were six of us.

	Dad and I started carting trailer-loads of wood and materials to the beach and I did my bit helping him build the place. There’s a photo somewhere of me placing the first concrete pile into the sandy ground with bits of string going left and right indicating the layout of the foundations.

	That bach didn’t cost more than a couple of thousand pounds, max, at the time, 1960.

	A few years ago, around 2010, I drove past the place and noticed a For Sale sign planted in the garden. I pulled up, called the real estate company and nearly passed out when they said they were looking for NZ $850,000! WTF?

	It was exactly as we had built it; a small, 4” x 2” pine-framed, fibrolite-panelled house. With a breathtaking view of the Pacific Ocean and Mayor Island on the horizon – where the value was.

	Out behind the bach was a dairy farm owned by the Littlejohn family. They had around a hundred cows and were on the ‘cream run,’ meaning they sold cream, separated from the milk by an Alfa Laval separator with the cream going into urns and the skimmed milk to the pigs who lived in their stie out back of the milking shed. I always thought those pigs had it pretty good: mixed with their daily ration of skimmed milk were yesterday’s unsold doughnuts, cream buns and bread from the local bakery. Those doughnuts weren’t so stale that we couldn’t grab a few before the pigs got to them. I, and often my brothers, would be there every morning, helping Old-Man Littlejohn with the milking, washing the cows’ teats with warm water, fitting the teat cups, taking them off when the cow was dry, setting it free and bringing in another – having first, at around 4.00 am, and again at 4.00 pm, put the bridle on Kitty, the Littlejohn’s horse, and gone out to the paddocks to bring the cows in. Bareback. Never bothered with the saddle. Kitty was a beautiful, gentle bay mare, and it was on her I learnt to ride.

	Kitty wasn’t the only horse we used every day. When the milking was over, the cream urns had to be taken down to the roadside for collection by the dairy company truck that passed each morning and evening. To get them there we’d harness up Nell the draft horse, hanging a massive, heavy leather and iron collar around her neck, to which a sled was hooked up and on which the six urns were loaded. Giddy-up! Away we’d go, down the track to the road, with Nell farting away in rhythm to her heavy footfalls. She was huge, especially to a ten-year-old. On the way back, the sled empty, I’d get her up to a canter and we would fly, the sled bouncing all over the place.

	Our school holidays were heaven, really: morning and evening rides on Kitty to bring the cows home, milking them, charging around on the sled behind farting Nell, feeding the pigs doughnuts and cream buns mixed into a trough of skimmed milk, and then the rest of the day down at the beach swimming or playing in the sand dunes, making huts in among the lupin and gorse.

	We’d hardly see Mum and Dad. In Waihi Beach town there is, to this day, a Tip Top ice cream shop that, back in the early ‘60s, had a jukebox in it. The owner was into American rock’n’roll, and it was on that machine that I first heard Chubby Checker singing ‘The Twist’; a huge hit that blew my little mind. It was the first rock’n’roll hit that I knew all the lyrics to.

	While Waihi was where we spent our holidays, they were after all only interludes in the school year, and Mum and Dad had decided to try and give me the best education going by sending me as a dayboy to Southwell, a private Church of England school founded in 1911, replete with uniform: a cap, tie, blazer, short pants and long socks.

	The school was administered by some old-school disciplinarians who didn’t flinch from using the rod …. Me being me, I got more than my share of ‘six of the best’. Once I got a double dose when my mother, innocently enough, phoned the school to ask why I wasn’t playing cricket, the compulsory summer sport that everybody was obliged to play 4 out of 5 afternoons a week. I was getting home on my bike way too early. I hated cricket. Such a dull ‘game’.

	Somehow, I’d managed to convince 2 different sports masters that I was on the other one’s team and hence wasn’t missed by anyone until Mum’s fateful call. This was a crime of epic proportions as far as the school was concerned. They decided that first one sports master would give me six with his cane across my tender bum, and then, a week later, after the bruising had gone down, the other would have his turn. And so it was. After a nice feel of my buttocks to make sure I hadn’t slipped some padding in, they laid into me. I did a lot of standing for a couple of weeks!

	There was plenty of other naughtiness to get up to and being naughty seemed to provide the only thrills I can remember, apart from winning at rugby on a Saturday afternoon or sneaking into the matinee when I couldn’t drum up the ticket price.

	On one of those days, I’d snuck into the movies to see whatever was showing. It didn’t matter what the feature was, there were always the shorts before the interval: the Lone Ranger, Roy Rogers and Trigger, and a Loony Tune or 2 that made it worthwhile. This time however, the feature was Hammer Studio’s new version of The Phantom of the Opera.

	I was upstairs in the cinema, alone, and when the dwarf kidnapped the girl and took her to the Phantom, it scared the shit out of me. I had to get away but didn’t dare take my eyes off the screen, so started climbing backwards over the rows of seats until I made it to the back row, up against the wall, terrified. Then the projectionist spotted me from his booth, I was busted and kicked out. I wasn’t sorry. That movie traumatised me.

	Another, even simpler way to get hold of a few pennies, was to take advantage of the deposit system that applied to bottles, which were all glass. No plastic. Imagine that. Back then, every bottle sold had a 2 pence deposit on it to encourage their return for re-use. My way of cashing in was to go around to the back of a local dairy (the NZ name for a corner store), where the shopkeeper stored his empty bottles, lift a few, walk around to the front of the store and present them at the cash counter for reimbursement… I’d spend the pennies on sweets or an ice cream. Fairly harmless stuff.

	There was another little scam my mate Marcus and I figured out. He lived opposite the Saint Andrews Golf Club, where once a year they’d have a tournament sponsored by Coca-Cola. Part of it consisted of having a few crates of Coke at every tee, with an honesty box next to it to pay the sixpence per bottle drunk. We waited until the end of the day and did our own 18 holes, emptying the boxes of sixpenny bits. Pockets bulging, we took off on our bikes to the shops. The next year someone had the great idea of padlocking the boxes.

	Around this time, again at the table, Mum and Dad announced another imminent arrival, and on the 30th of October 1962, sister Tracy was born.

	Then, on the spur of the moment, or so it seemed to me, in 1963, the family suddenly upped sticks and moved to Taupo, a one-horse town beside a huge lake of the same name. It was an old frontier town. Most of the streets were just packed earth and pumice. The wind blew and the dust flew. The few streets that were sealed were only then getting cement curbing and channelling.

	It was a great place to grow up though. From 13 to 17; to be a teenager. Those key years from boyhood to manhood and all that entailed, took place in this stunningly beautiful environment and in a school that had everything to do with sport and the outdoors.

	Taupo was a basecamp for a nascent tourism industry which blossomed in the summer months and just starting to develop a winter season for skiing on Mt Ruapehu, one of 3 semidormant or extinct volcanoes at the southern end of the lake, about 100 km south.

	On the out-skirts of town and around the lake shore were small villages where lived a large Māori population of Ngati Tuwharetoa, the fifth largest iwi (tribe) in the country.

	I’d never been to a school with so many Polynesians. That was a revelation. My first ever ‘girlfriend’, the first girl I ever asked to go to the pictures, was a pretty Māori girl, 14, from Nukuhau, a village on the opposite bank of the Waikato River, which flows out of the lake at the end of the town’s main street.

	That didn’t last long, and it wasn’t until I met a saucy little 15-year-old on holiday with her family, when I was still 14, that I lost my virginity.

	My mates and I were down at The Rocks, our hang-out of choice at the other end of the lake front from town, a quiet spot away from it all.

	There was, and still is, a spring of natural hot water bubbling up on the beach, where we could make our own hot pools by banking the sand and mixing the cold lake water with the boiling, endless supply of the spring.

	This was where we all got together – our ‘gang’. We were kids, and at that age without a care in the world, the only rule being to be home by 7.00 for dinner.

	Taupo was a dead little town most of the year, but in the summer months of the school holidays the population almost doubled with the arrival of holidaymakers from Wellington and Auckland, who came to the lake for boating, fishing, swimming and the thermal spas the town was famous for.

	One of the holiday homes perched on the clifftop above The Rocks was owned by this girl’s family and we were sufficiently friendly to be invited by her parents for a cold drink and to lie about on the lawn and sunbathe.

	She was way more sophisticated than me or my other 14-year-old mates. Firstly, she was from the big smoke, the capital city. We were small-town boys, full of bravado but lacking any real confidence, especially when up against a girl a year older, whose father was a university professor.

	One day, she and 3 of us boys were lying on the lawn in front of her place. Virginia was her name (‘Virgin for short but not for long,’ we joked, haha.). We were playing with some pumice stone, a ubiquitous white powdery volcanic stone so light it floats, and with which you can write on any surface, like a piece of chalk.

	Amusing ourselves by writing rubbish and drawing designs on our bodies, I was scratching something onto her back when she turned her head, looked at me, and said ‘Write “fuck me” on my back.’

	Silence. Pause. What?!! This set off a round of silly, nervous giggling. I’d never heard that word come from the mouth of a girl before. What class! And said with such authority that I could do nothing but obey.

	So I did. Across her shoulders I wrote ‘fuck me.’

	I can’t remember much about the rest of the afternoon but at some point, she showed me the window to her bedroom and a plan was hatched that I should come back that night and climb through it.

	Oh my god!! I was petrified. Getting caught by her parents being fear number one. How to escape from my place after dark being another. This was something completely new and the magnitude of the challenge was awesome, but it had to be done. That was for sure.

	So, later, back home, after dinner and a short shot of TV with my parents and brothers and sisters (TV had only recently arrived in Taupo and was only broadcast from 6.00 to 10.00 pm), I went to bed in the room I shared with one of my brothers and waited for him to fall asleep. Then I snuck out the window, silently got my bike down the drive and off I pedalled to Virginia’s. I hid the bike in the bushes beside the road and crept around to her window. A light tap and it opened. In I

	went.

	I had no idea what to do. But she did.

	Without any palaver at all we were both suddenly naked and I was on top of her. Just as quickly, I came – all over the place. There was spunk everywhere.

	All I really remember after once again going through her window and back through mine, was this incredible weightlessness in my balls. They felt as light as balloons. And the smile on my face. I didn’t see Virginia again. The family left the next morning for Wellington and that was that. I was no longer a virgin.

	Virginia’s leaving left me wanting more. It would be a long time before I got any, though. The problem was that all the good-looking girls in my class and of my age (and this was the case for the next 2–3 years), were being dated by older guys from the higher classes, so there was literally no chance until I too became older. Very frustrating and the cause of more than one crisis-level heartbreak. I’d fall for a girl and the next thing I knew she’d be going with a guy 2 years older than me. The fact that there was only one high school in Taupo back then concentrated all the talent with all the hopefuls, winners and losers, in one place every day. Serious grounds for emotional torture for a young

	buck like me.

	Add to that the eternal embarrassment of being driven by my mother – never my father – to pick up a rare date I’d managed to organise, to take us either to a movie or a dance, and then to be fetched by her later! Terrible. No chance for romance to blossom under those conditions.

	Luckily there was a gorgeous girl a couple of years older than me living right next door. One day she decided to take me in her arms and give me a jolly good rogering in amongst the shrubs in our garden. This was the second time I’d been taken advantage of by a woman, but this time a real one, not a 15-year-old. Seriously memorable. It only happened once. Although we winked at each other at school occasionally, we had little in common. She had a much older boyfriend. Then there was Raylene. She lived opposite us with her mother.

	Beautifully sexy in that Mary Quant kind of way, swinging sixties, hair in a bob with black eyes. I was in lust. She left school at 15 to become a hairdresser downtown. Through her I met her older brother Jack who had the VW garage in town. He was into car rallies and gymkhanas on the weekends. Because I was his sister’s friend, I got to drive his VW Karmen Ghia rally car in gymkhana events held on the old grass airfield on the edge of town. He taught me to drive; full speed backwards between rows of tennis balls; handbrake spins on the wet grass and to control a drifting car at high speed through a corner. Thanks to Jack, I learnt to drive properly, fast and safe, a knack I’ve appreciated ever since. Makes it so much more fun! Sadly, I never did have sex with his sister, but we remained friends for years after she’d married and had kids. I’d visit her in her salon whenever I came home.

	In a somewhat similar vein, there was my great class-mate Chris Harris, a dedicated petrol-head. Loved to hot up cars and drive like the wind. Once he got his license, he acquired a green Mini Cooper in which we did some amazingly quick trips to Napier and Hastings visiting girlfriends, the highway being of gravel in those days, totally conducive to drifting through the beautifully cambered corners at full speed.

	Chris, despite having an accident on a drag strip in 1988 which left him paralysed from the waist down and in a wheelchair for the rest of his life, dedicated himself to engineering massive Ford V8 hot rods and roadsters to compete for world land-speed record attempts on the Bonneville Salt Flats in Utah. With his son Lincoln in the driver’s seat, Harris Family Racing nailed record after record for years. Finally in July 2023 he passed away, leaving his beautiful wife Lesley & son Lincoln, without whom the team wouldn’t have existed. RIP Chris.

	Fortunately, we could get our driving licences at 15. As Mum had been teaching me to drive in her little Austin A30 since I was 13, I passed my test on the morning of my 15th birthday, driving Dad’s Ford Zephyr 6, his pride and joy in which he had generously allowed his eldest to go forth and become a qualified driver. A decision he came to regret.

	The driving-test part of the day went perfectly; I had my licence by

	10.00 am. I dropped off the examiner at the Town Hall and then noticed, in the large car park adjacent, a gathering of road-rally cars and lots of people milling about. I parked the car and had a look around. A kid among men.

	When I returned, the Zephyr had stickers all over it advertising oil and tyres etc., and the hubcaps had been removed and put on the backseat. It looked like a rally car! While my head was spinning at this transformation of my father’s car, someone walked up to me and asked for my name and that of my navigator! I had no idea what he was talking about. He explained that this was the starting point for the annual Rally of the Pines, about to be run through the Kiangaroa Forest that surrounded the town. He said if I wanted to enter, I’d need a navigator. Giving this about 10 seconds’ thought, I said I’d go and get one, jumped in the car and shot around to a mate’s place. Gray O’Shaughnessy. He was up for it, and within 20 minutes we were back at the start point. We were given maps and info and told our starting position; each car would leave one minute after the previous one. It was a race against the clock with checkpoints at various stages to note our times. Alright! Away we went.

	It didn’t take long for us to get lost though, as my navigator couldn’t read maps, so we abandoned the rally and headed back to town.

	All the forest roads were dirt roads with lots of loose gravel. I obviously thought my driving skills were pretty shit-hot (to use an expression of the day) so I was driving way too fast for my abilities. We came into a tight bend, I lost control of the drifting car and boom

	… into the bank we went, smashing the front left-hand mudguard and bumper, pushing it onto the wheel. Shit! What was Dad going to say?!

	But first things first. Luckily there was a hammer in the boot so I was able to bash the body off the wheel so we could drive home.

	I dropped Gray at his place, then, terrified, drove home. I parked in the garage, closed the door and went inside.

	Dad took one look at me and said, “What happened?”

	I can’t remember the rest in detail, but suffice to say, everyone was very upset. The only thing I really remember is that I didn’t get a hiding. There was some kind of understanding, maybe even admiration, that I’d even dared enter that rally.

	The complete insanity of doing something like that an hour after passing my driving test blew my parents’ minds. I felt terrible because Dad loved his cars and treated them well, always washed and polished and running like sewing machines. My wrecking his treasured Zephyr 6 was not a proud moment. I never asked for it again.

	(Unbelievable but true … 2 years later, my younger brother Byron, just after he had obtained his licence on his birthday, managed to roll it and finish it off for good! Poor Dad).

	At the same time, all my other 15-year-old classmates were also getting their licences, and this changed our lives forever. Gone were the bicycles, replaced by all manner of jalopies, mostly old English Hillmans, Prefects, Morrises, and the like, and of course Chris with his Mini Cooper. Those of us who didn’t have a car had to rely on those who did. One of my friends, Paul Bourgeois, had a dad who was a second-hand car dealer. He had a car lot on Main Street. That didn’t mean his son had a car. He didn’t. Nor did I.

	One Friday evening we decided we needed a car for a night out, so Paul nicked the keys of a reasonably nice Vauxhall, which we drove off the lot and picked up some mates. One of them had helped himself to a bottle of gin from his parents’ cupboard and we had one large bottle of Fanta orange with us for a mixer! Down to The Rocks we drove, parked and started passing the bottles around. No cups or glasses of course. Soon the Fanta was finished. What to do? Can’t drink gin neat. So, we started mixing it with lake water!

	We were also chain-smoking cigarettes. One of the guys had produced a packet and a box of matches. None of us smoked or drank so the combined effect was disastrous. It didn’t take long before someone vomited all over the interior of the car! Crikey dick! (weird expression.)

	I don’t remember much more of that night, but I do remember being woken in the morning by Mum saying that Paul’s father was outside and wanted me down at the car lot immediately to clean the car. He’d gone around the houses and rounded us up. Half an hour later, we were all standing around at the car lot looking sheepish (another weird expression), and, after a severe bollocking, had to scrub out the Vauxhall and then, when that was done, wash and polish every other car on the lot. We were at it all day.

	I didn’t touch gin again for maybe 30 years. I couldn’t stand it. Eventually I did get my first car. She was a beauty; a 1926 straight-

	six Dodge, black and square with running boards and a spare wheel bolted on to the back. Not dissimilar to Bonny and Clyde’s, a cool cruiser that cost me 50 pounds. I bought it off Dad’s barber. No doubt mine also, but it was Dad that did the deal. So, for a while I had these sexy wheels which improved my ego, if not my standing in the community. I sold it back to him a year later. Lack of spares made it impractical.

	Drink wasn’t a major factor in my life then. I was too young. The pubs were restricted to those 21 and older, and they closed at 6.00 pm, which did have the unhealthy consequence of the infamous ‘six o’clock swill’ that killed many a person on the roads before 7:00 pm.

	Men, mostly, would rush down to the pubs after work finished at

	5.00 pm, get as many pints under their belts as they could before 6.00 pm, then lurch out to their cars and drive home. Many died trying. The laws changed in 1967 allowing pubs and bottle shops to remain open until 10.00 pm, putting paid to the ‘sly grog’ outlets that had filled the gap for years. Stupid law. The Australians also had it. Colonial morality.

	By the time I reached 17, I’d also failed my University Entrance exam, due to having found it all too easy after Southall, going into lazy cruise-control for the rest of my high school years. Dad and I both realised that Taupo was too small for a rebellious rabble-rouser like me, so he took the initiative and called a friend who managed the branch of a bank in Hamilton, about 60 miles north of Taupo, in those days a good three-hour drive away. His friend gave me a job. It was the best thing Dad could have done for me.

	He had never expressed any ambitions as far as my further education was concerned. He never even bothered whether I did my homework or not. Never asked. His attitude was that’s what teachers were paid for. The only advice concerning my future that he ever gave me was to travel; to see the world.

	Mum and Dad kitted me out with a suit, a tie, a suitcase full of clothes and a briefcase and I started work at the Hamilton branch of the Bank of New South Wales in January 1967.

	Not being ready to go into a flat of my own, they set me up as a boarder living with a family in the suburbs. I took to this transition like a duck to water and loved getting dressed up smartly and taking the bus to work. Hamilton, a big smoke compared to Taupo.

	In a bank, behind the counter, just like a man! Nana was also in Hamilton and always happy to have me over for a meal. But the best part of it was that I was back in a town where I still had quite a few friends from my days at Southall. It didn’t take long for some of us to get together and it wasn’t long before I moved into my first flat, sharing it with some older guys who ended up teaching me lots about how life works when you’re in your 20s and 30s. These guys had cars and women and social lives that I could only look up to and envy, so I had some running to do to catch up.

	A lot happened in that first year away from home.

	Marcus, my school mate in the days of the golf Coca-Cola tournament and a pocket full of sixpences, became one of my best friends, and together we bought a 1936 Chevrolet, black-and-white, with a huge wooden-framed sofa seat in the front which, with the simple removal of a couple of pins, collapsed back to fit perfectly with the front of the back seat, transforming the interior into one huge bed! Marcus’s parents were not very enthusiastic about either me, with my flat, or the car, both quite a lot for a 17-year-old, so the car remained with me at the flat and Marcus would come over on the weekends. The first Party Central! We drank a lot of beer on those weekends. He was still in school.

	In no time, I was living beyond my means. My 7 pounds-per-week salary didn’t go far, and the ski season was approaching. There was only one solution and that was to get more money. I worked in a bank, ergo, money was available. Sutton’s law.

	In those days chequebooks weren’t personalised and carried no account numbers or any other marks linking them to anyone’s account. They were simply blank cheques that anyone could have and sign and obtain cash or goods with. The banks handed them over to anyone who asked! I handed them out over the counter. Unimaginable now.

	So, I pinched one, cashed a few cheques around town, raised enough money and took off for a week’s skiing. After it was over and I was due back at work, I was overcome with guilt and the fear of being caught, so on my way into town on the Monday morning, walking across the Hamilton East bridge, I tossed the rest of the cheques into the Waikato River and prayed my problems would disappear downstream with them. They didn’t.

	The very next morning, early, there was a knock on my door. I opened it to be confronted by a couple of detectives who had come to take me in for questioning. I confessed right away and was immediately fired by the bank and bailed to appear on a charge of Moral Turpitude at a date a few weeks hence. It confirmed everyone’s suspicions that I was a reprobate, and I found myself pretty much on my own. Dad came to town for the trial, and I was convicted, fined £25 and put on probation for a year. I had to give up the flat, sell the car and move in with Nana until I could get on my feet again. It didn’t take long.

	Virtually next door to the bank were the offices and printing presses of the Waikato Times, the local newspaper that served the region. I applied for a job, landed one as an advertising salesman and was soon selling display ads for editorial supplements covering all manner of subjects. One editorial feature per week would provide the focus for me to target potential advertisers whose businesses would benefit from placing their ad alongside targeted editorial content. They gave me a company car to get around in, which unfortunately I had to leave in the Times’ garage every night. Before long I was selling loads of advertising. These editorial/advertisement supplements became a huge success. So much so that within a year I was headhunted by the New Zealand Herald, based in Auckland, the country’s largest newspaper, and had moved there to live.

	Before all that happened though, there was a lot of life to live in Hamilton. I soon found a new flat, in fact a series of flats, that I shared with some guys I’m still very close to. Serious friendships were founded in a heady mix of booze, babes and music and some of those friendships remain the best and longest lasting in my life.

	One of my first flatmates was a musician, a saxophone player; he introduced me to jazz. This had escaped me in those years of endless Beatles, Stones, Supremes, Otis, Chuck Berry, The Kinks, etc. So much fantastic rock, blues and R&B that jazz hadn’t made any impression on me until I found myself sharing a flat with Miles Tremlett, the saxophonist. I started accompanying Miles to gigs in coffee bars and town halls. There were no jazz clubs per se. It was all very cool, a taste of the Beat Generation, pre-hippie days that were kicking off in San Francisco, yet to have any impact in New Zealand.

	One thing led to another and through this music I met a group of guys with a band called The Exit; the bass guitarist of which is still one of my very best friends; Sid. I ended up going to all their gigs for the rest of my time in Hamilton, and Sid and the boys in the band along with Monti, Marcus, Morris, Wayne, Gidge and Sharon, remain dear friends to this day. This was an incredibly fertile time for me. So much growing up to do. There were literally loads of beautiful girls to go out and have sex with. Everyone was into it. There was the Teacher Training College as well as a huge nursing college attached to the Waikato Hospital, both full of girls wanting to party on the weekends. Our taste in fashion was Mods, not Rockers. Hippiedom hadn’t reached our shores yet, so we were all snappily dressed in jackets and ties and pointy shoes, ‘winkle pickers’. No dope. It didn’t exist to my knowledge, but there was plenty to drink and lots of sex. Lots. It was a crazy time and all pretty harmless. There was the odd scuffle over someone’s stolen girlfriend, but no regular violence which was to become a problem later on in Auckland. Hamilton had an innocence about it. Everyone was on a roll, a good one. At least that’s how I

	remember it; how it was for me.

	I only had a few real girlfriends, but lots of weekenders, as did most of the guys. Two of those girlfriends are still great friends. One, Gidget, hooked up with Sid the bassist after she and I split up. They’re still together, 50+ years later. We get together every time I’m back.

	My biggest romance was with Sharon. Such a cute little blonde she was, now living on the Gold Coast in Australia. It’s a wonderful thing to have these close friends, with roots back to when we weren’t much more than kids.

	There were some crazy and funny buggers among our lot. Army Armstrong was one. He had an old upright Ford Prefect that was a real dung-barge, and his idea of fun, after consuming a lot of beer, was to invite anyone within reach to ‘go for a roll’ with him. This meant getting in the car, getting it up to speed (10 mph would do) and, on reaching a corner or an intersection, pull violently on the wheel causing the car to roll onto its side! We’d pile out, laughing ridiculously, lift it back onto its wheels and return to the flat for another beer.

	Stupid, dumb, slightly dangerous fun seemed to be de rigueur, and not just for the boys. Some of the girls were little terrors too. Rosie the Rooter was one. God she was funny, and she’d fuck anyone anywhere. There was another girl whose name I can’t remember who had a tiny Fiat Bambina. She loved to shag in the back seat. You had to be a bit of a contortionist. That car was her ticket to ride. There were others.

	The music scene, of which I was just a fixed member of the audience or a sometime roadie, was central to my life outside of work. Most of my friends were musos and most weekends there were gigs.

	The closest I ever came to learning an instrument – there were 2 occasions really – was, first, when my Nana tried to teach me the piano on hers; and second, when I was about 11 or 12, when I put a deposit of my pocket money on a guitar in the local music and sports equipment store. Later, deciding I needed a tennis racquet more than a guitar, I transferred the deposit to the racket. I guess the music bug never bit me badly enough.

	Something else tried to bite me, though.

	There was a renowned musician, in NZ anyway, from the 50s who had a band and a booking agency called Dancetime. He was the biggest promoter of music events and tours in the country. Twenty years older than me, Benny L was a legend in the music business, whom all my muso mates wanted to get close to because he could book them gigs. I’d met him through my job at the newspaper where he’d run his classified ads for the local gigs he was promoting. He was a little guy with black hair and a tanned complexion.

	One day, after handing me the copy for his ad, he asked me out for a drink after work. I remember being very flattered that he’d asked me, of all people. Shows how naïve I was. It didn’t cross my mind that it was bizarre that Benny, a big fish in the small pond of the music world, would choose to invite me out for drinks when he could’ve chosen any of my muso mates, most of whom he already knew. To cut a long story short, after the pub closed, he invited me back to his motel room and continued plying me with brandy until I passed out. The next thing I felt was a searing pain in my arsehole and came to to find Benny trying to bugger me! I managed to throw him off, get my pants back on, stagger out to my car and leave.

	I only ever saw the little rapist once more and that was in a night club in Auckland a year later. I approached his table with a full pint of beer and said, ‘Hi Benny, remember me?’ and sloshed it in his face. ‘You won’t forget me now you little fucker,’ I said, and walked off. Oddly, none of his entourage did anything about it. Not one of them even stood up. They must’ve known what it was all about. I’m sure I wasn’t the first guy that Benny had tried. Little creep.

	There was another part-time distraction that I attempted to make something of – modelling, both photographic and catwalk, and later, even a TV commercial for Air New Zealand. It didn’t take too long for everyone concerned to realise that, despite being OK to look at as model material, I was completely camera shy. I just couldn’t, and still can’t, relax and smile in front of a camera. Not for lack of trying, but that avenue was a dead end.

	Then sometime in 1968 I was poached from the Waikato Times by the New Zealand Herald. I moved to Auckland, the biggest smoke in NZ and as good as it got, especially for an 18-year-old on the move. It meant leaving cute little Sharon behind, though we tried to keep it together with her visiting for weekends. It wasn’t enough. I missed her and had jealous thoughts of her with other boyfriends, but these were quickly swamped in the wave of excitement I rode with my new job at the Herald. Its offices and printing press were right in the city centre. For a company car they gave me a Morris 1100, this time to hang onto full time. My new flat, shared with a new friend, who was to become a very important one, was in a small block of apartments in the up-town neighbourhood of Parnell. Marcus from Hamilton and his flatmate Dave lived in the flat next door. It was thanks to Marcus I’d found the flat. My new flatmate, Graham Wilkie, was an Auckland boy who worked for a drug company, also had his company car and plenty of girlfriends.

	Gray, as everyone called him, was a couple of years older than me, had grown up in the city, played guitar and was wiser to the ways of the world than me. The ideal flatmate for a newcomer. He showed me the ropes and in short order, our flat, along with Marcus’s and Dave’s next door, became a new Party Central.

	This was the beginning of what became a totally hedonistic lifestyle, lasting a hectic 18 months before I left NZ.

	My job was to do what I’d been doing so well for the Waikato Times. It was a great job; a win, win, win situation, where the Herald was happy, the advertisers were happy and, not least of all, so was I, with my new car and a loose schedule that came with the nature of the job; away from the office all day long visiting clients. This meant I was free for regular mid-afternoon assignations. So long as I sold advertising, my boss didn’t care how I filled my day.

	There was, in another flat in the same building, a beautiful woman about 10 years older than me, who was off work for some health reason and therefore at home most of the time. She took me under her wing and into her bed pretty much any time she could and taught me in a loving, older sister kind of way, many subtleties of lovemaking that I had no idea about. We were our secret, our daytime secret, so evenings and weekends with my mates and other girlfriends were not affected by our adventure on the side.

	One of Gray’s best friends was another Grae, a Graeme. They’d known each other for years and, although he lived at home with his parents, he was a regular part of our party crowd and became a life-long friend also. We didn’t stay in that flat for long; it became too small for a Party Central. A bigger place was found nearby, a lovely old three-story house. Four of us rented this colonial-era wooden pile. We each had our own huge bedroom. There was a massive lounge for parties and not too much garden to take care of. And, importantly, there was always room for out-of-town visitors to stay over, so a perfect watering hole for the Hamilton gang. We literally lived for the weekends but were on a budget. None of us was rich and partying cost money, almost entirely for drinks. Incredibly and in perfect synchronicity, one of the guys, Monty, worked for a liquor wholesaler in Auckland. This dovetailing of needs and their being met was what helped to give Saint Georges Bay Road its deserved reputation. A new era of Party Central blossomed.

	Dave provided the transport. He had a bigger company car than the rest of us. He worked for a record company, Festival Records, and had a Holden station wagon that was normally loaded with records, dozens if not hundreds of LPs and 45s, which he flogged around the music shops and radio stations on the North Island. Come Friday evenings, we would remove the records, drive over to Monty’s place of work, back the wagon into the loading dock and, generally following the same list each time, load the boot with cases of liquor and all manner of mixers, and away we’d go, juiced up for another weekend.

	I never did understand the creative accounting that allowed for this largesse, but Monty had it under control. If you want to create a Party Central for all your mates and girlfriends and their mates and their girlfriends, it helps to have free booze. We did, and, thanks to Dave and his records, we had the latest hits, and then some, on the turntable.

	Amazingly, in 1968–69, there was still no dope being smoked, so our parties weren’t clouded in a haze of marijuana, although a lot of the music we worshipped was. It was a weird situation looking back, with the whole San Fran ‘flowers in your hair’ thing plus the Beatles and everyone else singing about it, under the influence of it, and getting busted for it. How come it took so long to arrive in New Zealand? There were pills though, Ephedrine specifically, though we rarely took them. Easy to get though. Just walk into a chemist, say your grandmother was having a heart problem and they’d happily hand over a packet of pills.

	This was the time of the disgusting war in Vietnam which the Americans were trying to win by ‘bombing them back into the Stone Age’. It was an outrage. Almost on a par with the holocaust in its indiscriminate killing of innocent people. No gas chambers maybe, but 350,000 tons of napalm dropped on farmers over 10 years (1963 to 1973) and 7,662,000 tons of explosives dropped on a country only slightly larger than the state of New Mexico, killing more than 2,000,000 civilians and 1,100,000 military personnel. Contrasting that with the 2,700,000 tons of bombs dropped by the allies on Europe during the entire 2nd WW, it puts it in the same league.

	There’s one difference though; the US destroyed pretty much everything in Vietnam, and a considerable part of neighbouring Cambodia in a ‘secret war’, before Nixon declared Peace with Honor as the US, tail firmly between its legs, acknowledged defeat at the Paris Peace Accords in 1973. 18 years of murder and mayhem. And all because of some bogus ‘domino theory’ perpetrated by President Dwight D Eisenhower in 1954.

	First, Jack ‘Rooter’ Kennedy got in over his head, then, after he was assassinated in Dallas, his replacement Lyndon Baines Johnson (LBJ) let his blood-thirsty generals convince him to go all out, not to help their allies the South Vietnamese win, but to try and avoid the embarrassment of a US defeat! This dragged it out for another 5 years, before they certainly were. A completely criminal mass killing of civilians that only highlights the hypocrisy behind the US and its allies’ protestations over other ‘dictators’ and ‘tyrants’ they’ve been trying to ‘bomb back to the stone age’ since then. (See Iraq and Afghanistan, and now Iran, for more of the same). The War became extremely unpopular in the US, especially on college campuses, but also in Hollywood and across the rest of ‘liberal and logical’ America, and among the poor Black communities who were being drafted, and killed, in proportionally larger numbers than Whites and had rightly concluded they were being used as cannon fodder.

	Mohammed Ali, ‘The Greatest’ heavyweight boxer of all time, famously refused to be drafted, saying, “No, I will not go 10,000 miles to help kill innocent people. I ain’t got no quarrel with them Viet Congs. No Viet Cong ever called me Nigger”.

	It cost him hugely. Found guilty of draft evasion, he was stripped of his boxing titles, but his principled stand helped turn many Americans against the war.

	Many of the well-off, Whites mostly, got College Deferments, meaning you could go to college rather than Vietnam. That was convenient! But then, naturally enough, it was on the college campuses that the anti-war riots took off. Where the kids smart enough to dodge the draft could vent their disgust at it.

	Hey, hey, LBJ. How many kids did you kill today? One, two, three, four, we don’t want your fucking war! Two, four, six, eight, organise to smash the State!

	The My Lai massacre of unarmed civilians, babies, grandparents, everyone, by out-of-their-mind US soldiers on 16 March 1968, (fortunately photographed by US Army photographer Ronald L. Haeberle and published back home), finally brought home to the American people the extent of the humanitarian crime being committed in Vietnam in their name, intensifying the protests and the street battles between students and cops across the country, especially in Chicago, where the cops brutality exceeded anything seen to date. They beat the shit out of the protesters with their batons. Then Martin Luther King was assassinated in April, provoking 54 days of riots across the country, and Bobby Kennedy, JFK’s brother, by then a shoo-in for the Presidency in the upcoming elections, was also assassinated two months later. The nation was in deep shit. Never had Americans had so little faith in their system.

	All this pushed LBJ into refusing his Democrat party’s nomination to lead them into the next election. He couldn’t cope; Tricky Dickie Nixon, a Republican, won.

	The demonstrations continued, pissing off both Nixon and his henchman Henry Kissinger. ‘Send in the National Guard! Kill a few! That’ll shut ‘em up’.

	On 4 May 1970, the Ohio National Guard did just that. Shot dead 4 and injured 9 unarmed students on the Kent State University campus. This was the first time a student had been killed in an antiwar demonstration in US history, and it only further fanned the flames of protest, leading to more than 4 million students walking out of their universities and colleges across the country.

	Bob Dylan, more of a philosopher than a revolutionary, said it his way in ‘Subterranean Homesick Blues’ (1965). Basically, you don’t need a weather man to know which way the wind’s blowing.

	The Weathermen, a newly formed militant antiwar movement, named themselves after Dylan’s lyrics and initiated a domestic bombing campaign, and other acts of violence.

	Dylan wasn’t the only artist singing anti-establishment hymns. Pete Seeger, Jimi Hendrix and Judy Collins were too. The antiwar anthem, ‘I Feel Like I’m Fixin’ to Die Rag’ sung by Joe McDonald at Woodstock in the summer of ‘69, was also pivotal. Woodstock was hugely influential in the anti-war movement, not only for the music but because so many Vietnam Vets were there, many in uniform, raging against the machine. Naturally, a lot of the music we were listening to was rooted in the anti-war movement. It was a huge topic in everyone’s life, being brought into every living room every night on the TV News. Even NZ was involved, through its ANZUS treaty obligations, so ‘we’ had a single battalion of gunners over there doing ‘our’ bit. A puppy in a dog fight you could say. What a sad joke.

	At street-level, we of Saint Georges Bay Road Party Central managed to rub up against the real enemy, as far as the North Vietnamese were concerned – sailors of the US Navy who regularly sailed into Auckland Harbour on R&R (rest and recreation) leave. The sailors wanted 2 things above all else: girls and a place to fuck.

	We at SGBRPC did our bit for the war effort. From our point of view the trade-off was a great deal. US Navy sailors, and military in general, have always been renowned for their seemingly inexhaustible supply of goodies, quality American stuff that was sure to impress the natives wherever they landed up. The expression ‘overpaid, over sexed and over here’ that an Aussie coined during the Second World War, still applied, and we, the natives of Auckland, just ‘lurved’ those cartons of Marlboros and Lucky Strikes, those boxes of exotic Hershey’s Peanut Butter Cups and those cases of Budweiser etc., etc., not to mention the pea coats, beautifully crafted heavy-duty, weather-proof overcoats that were part of every US Navy sailor’s uniform. Our American guests were more than happy to shower us with all of the above in exchange for a weekend off the ship at Party Central. We were all sporting pea coats in no time. I hung on to mine for years.

	The guys of the Seventh Fleet and our girls had a ball. I especially loved the Black guys because of their laughter and dancing. They injected a whole new level of joy into our world. Never had I (we) seen anything like this, except on TV, this mix of gay abandon, generosity of spirit and politeness and, to top it off, these guys were the soul brothers of our American Black music heroes whom we listened to every day from the record stock in the back of Dave’s wagon. Few of us had ever met a Black American. Certainly, we had never partied with a bunch of them.

	There was now a line
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