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incredible • adj. 1 impossible or hard to believe. 2 informal very good.










INTRODUCTION

The title of the book is true. I do strongly believe in incredible things, and this ball that we find ourselves on is ram-packed full of them. How often can something be incredible before it becomes normal for it to be incredible and thus is not looked upon as incredible anymore? Apples, zebras, puddles, the human ability to recognise a feeling: all of these deserve to be praised. People are well within their rights to stop in their tracks and applaud the sun due to the fact it is allowing us to exist and go to the supermarket.

When I was little I wasn’t as passionate about the existence of everything, including myself, as I am now. The older I get, the more convinced I am that I need to remind myself on a daily basis that this is a one-time-only event and it is too important not to be embraced at every opportunity. There are so many throws for us to catch on a daily basis I often end up empty handed. However, I feel I have lived for long enough now to look at what I have seen.

I want us to feel incredible because as humans we are absolutely that. ‘Impossible or hard to believe’ that we got to be in these bodies at this time in this place. The planet is brimming with beauty and truth and I want to bring that to the front and centre of the stage currently cluttered with the opposite of beauty and truth. Inhaling all we have in common, exhaling all we don’t.

I need to be reminded how fortunate we are to be alive and how incredibly small the chances of us being here are, and I do that to myself through writing and drawing. When I write and draw it makes me look at myself and others and the planet I’ve been born onto – this book is me doing that. Thank you for opening it.








I Strongly Believe in Being Born
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Being born is an incredible thing. I strongly believe in it because … it happened to me. It is a part of my life I can be certain of. I will die safe in the knowledge that I was born. It happened to all of me. To look at what else it happened to is something I take a great deal of pleasure from. To be situated on this place with all the differing realities birth has to offer, bringing life to what would have been a lifeless planet. Being born gave me an opportunity to breathe, to look, to listen, to hear, to worry, to laugh, to love, to be, to be here with everyone. Look at all of us it happened to. Ducklings acclimatising to their new lives just like we did. I’m alive, I know I’m alive due to the fact the self-service checkout in the supermarket asks me the question ‘Do you wish to continue?’ Yes I do.






INVENTORY FOR THE WORLD MEETING DIALOGUE

What do you think about these spring onions, Amanda?

Yes, they’re alright in small doses.

So shall we include them in the world?

Yes, I think they will be a worthwhile addition.

OK, great. Moving on, next we have sand.

Oh, yes, I’ve seen the sketches for that – very good, very detailed sketches. Must have taken you a long time to draw all the individual grains. I think the sand is going to work really well next to the item we discussed this morning. What did we say we were going to call it again? Ah, yes, the sea.

That’s a good idea. I had it in the middle of countries but you’re right it will go well next to water, it won’t dissolve too quickly because it’s water resistant. It is water resistant isn’t it?

Well, not entirely – a grain of sand will eventually become so small it won’t be visible.

Really?

Yes, but it’s going to be there for quite a while and the stones will constantly be in the process of becoming sand. We’ve got a lot of sand in stock – it just looks like other things at the moment.

OK, so we’ll put the sand next to the sea.

Well, I think some sand can be inland.

Now you say that, I’ve got these deserts I was thinking about.

Yep, let’s put them on there.

Sorry, we are darting about a bit here – we should probably go section by section shouldn’t we?

Oh, but it’s so exhilarating just placing all these different elements together – it makes for an incredibly exciting environment.

It’s definitely going to be an interesting place isn’t it?

With the amount of stuff we’re putting on it? It’s going to be teeming! The range of items on this inventory is staggering. Centipedes, felt-tip pens, nervous breakdowns, dishwasher tablets, SIM cards, coat hangers, lungs, romance, trust, padded envelopes, the list goes on and on. We’re going to be here for ages.

OK, so next is wind. Do you think it will benefit from wind on there? I don’t want to include stuff that’s needless or an irritation.

Well, I was talking to Michael and he showed me this he’s come up with – look.

Ah, OK, what’s this?

He says it’s called a ‘kite’ and has therefore been pushing for wind to be included and also children to fly the ‘kites’ for that matter.

Yes, children are non-negotiable; they are going on.

What about babies?

I don’t know – can’t we just start them when they are three? We’ll come back to that. Next we’ve got wasps.

Let me see those plans. Yeah, well, you know how much I like yellow and black but what use will they have? What will they bring to the table?

Social wasps will be predators and as such they will play a vital ecological role in the environment, controlling the numbers of potential pests like greenfly and caterpillars.

Sorry, what was that? What did you just call the greenfly and the caterpillars?

Pests.

Pests? What are they?

Well, I was going to come to them a bit later on but, OK, fine, we’re here now – pests are going to be creations that a lot of other living creatures are irritated by and often they will kill.

Kill? Sorry, what do you mean? Everything’s going to live in harmony isn’t it? I haven’t dedicated the last twenty years of my life and career to this project for you to tell me certain aspects of this complex inventory are going to be thought of as ‘pests’.

No, well, look – wasps on this island here – the UK – they will account for 14 million kilograms of insect prey across the summer. A world without wasps would be a world with a very much larger number of insect pests on crops and gardens.

You’re talking about pests again? What are you doing?

As well as being voracious and ecologically important predators, wasps will be increasingly recognised as valuable pollinators, transferring pollen as they visit flowers to drink nectar.

What do you mean drink nectar? We’ve given the nectar to the plants – that’s theirs. I don’t want beings interfering with each other – we’re putting them on there so they can all enjoy it and look at each other positively but that’s as far as it goes.

OK, next we have debate and difference of opinion.

Yes, we are going to need them by the looks of things. Put them on there – top of the list, please.






A TEARFUL ENTRANCE

When I was first born into this world I didn’t celebrate getting to be a person

As soon as I opened my eyes, I was crying uncontrollably due to the fact I was now a person

I had no idea what that meant

It was all too new to me

I was all too new to me

The fact that suddenly out of nowhere I was a part of the world that people could see

I couldn’t handle it

I went from being a nothing to a something

A nobody to a somebody

I didn’t appreciate the beauty of birth because I was too busy being born

I couldn’t see the wood (the life) for the trees (the living of it)

I didn’t have a baby face when I was a baby

When I was a baby I had a baby’s face

I’m quite amazed that as I grew up my face knew what to do

Skin acclimatised to the changes in flesh, bones and blood

It kept up with me

I’m pleased because I wouldn’t want a baby’s face on the middle of my head now

It wouldn’t fit me

It would be too small

It would have loads of blank space around it

I wish I could go back in time and pull my first ever visible face again

The one I pulled when I first came out into the world at the hospital

It wouldn’t have been: eyes scrunched up, screaming Edvard Munch mouth

It would have been the one you pull when you are looking around a flat

Inspecting the walls and ceilings without crying

If I possessed the ability to speak when I was first born

I would have opened my eyes, yawned, stretched and said, ‘What time is it?’

My mum would have probably said, ‘I haven’t got my watch on, Robert.’

She’d have called me Robert because she hadn’t started calling me Rob because she didn’t know me well enough yet

‘I’ve just been giving birth to you, you little dipstick, my body clock’s completely broken because I’ve had to compete with you growing yourself inside me from scratch for the last nine months and your body clock may as well be an alarm clock, Rob. Can I call you Rob now?’

‘Yes of course you can, Mum. OK, well, I’m here now, you’ve been expecting me haven’t you? What are we doing? What’s the itinerary? Come on, I’m not getting any younger. I can’t. Have you made any plans? You can’t have just had me and hoped for the best? Oh that’s what everyone does is it? Fair enough.’

‘Look there’s no rush, Rob.’

‘But, Mum, the future is vital, it is the backbone of our tomorrow. I want to have a guaranteed number of lifetime hours each week.’

‘You will, Rob. Me and your dad will see to that.’

If only I could have written a diary entry on the first day of my life …






24/9/82

Dear Diary,

It’s 8.50 p.m. on Friday night and I’ve just been born. With the whole weekend in front of me, as well as my entire life. It feels great being born on a Friday night. I guess I need to start getting ready. I’d like my funeral to be on a Friday night. Service at 7 p.m. Wake until late. At least then it will be Saturday the next day for everyone else. People won’t have to worry about work in the morning; they can concentrate on mourning in the morning. I don’t need to think about that yet. Yesterday I didn’t officially exist, now look at me. I have actually been crying quite a lot so far – it’s not that I don’t want to be here, it’s just that, at the moment, it’s the only thing I know how to do with any real conviction. My first day on Earth and it’s my birthday – what a coincidence!

I can’t see any party preparations – maybe it’s going to be a surprise, just like I was.

It would just be family anyway because when you’re first born you only have family. Instant family, just add life. I wonder what my parents will want me to do with my time. Make the most of it presumably. That’s what all parents want for their children isn’t it? I owe it to myself to try to enjoy it.

I heard a lady say ‘it’s a boy’ so I guess that’s what I am. I’m not sure what the plan for tomorrow is yet – I’ll just take it one day at a time.

I can’t really remember yesterday; this time last month is even more fuzzy. Ten months ago I was … My heart is beating which is absolutely fantastic. Wow! What an encouraging organ. Keep going will you? Unbelievable the support you’ve shown me so far. We’ll never meet in the flesh I hope but thanks for everything. I don’t know when that fired up. It can’t have been gradual can it? Not beating, not beating, beating a bit and then BEATING? The sound of a heart monitor when a heart stops but in reverse? So it had been silent and spikeless for eternity, then I came along and instigated the first beep of my heart. Or is it sperm hits egg – BANG! – tiny beat of a non-existent heart? How did I develop before I had a beating heart? When I was just cells. I haven’t seen myself in the mirror yet, I wonder what I will look like when I am a full day old? I hope I don’t look too old when I am a day old. A day is a long time when you are only five minutes old.

[image: Pencil illustration as described in caption]
You know the best place to meet new people? The maternity ward! There’s absolutely loads of them in there!







HANDFULS OF EVOLUTION

I was born and now I’m lucky enough to be alive at the same time as mangos

How did they know what to do to my mouth?

What kind of focus groups were mangos having?

‘OK we could do this, this or this?’

‘No we’re going to do this and we’re going to blow them away, baby!’

I want to try to catch the glimpse of the ripeness

Not only with fruit but with all of it

You don’t have to taste something for it to be ripe

The ripe point of a day can hit when simply walking down the street

Eyes moving from cloud to blue to tree to a thought of dinner and it’s there

The sweet spot

Embracing the peak, how fleeting that particular pinnacle was

Surely we should consider ourselves to be as special today as we were when we were newly born babies and our parents were looking at us for the first time

‘Wow, look at those perfect little hands.’

Well, I’ve still got them!

They’ve just grown a bit

Growth shouldn’t radically reduce their remarkable rating

I think they are equally worthy of praise now as they were when they had blood on them … For the first time

I want to attempt to live every day like it’s my first

To try to stay excited about run-of-the-mill elements of life such as having hands

When I was first born I wasn’t excited about the hands I’d grown

I had no idea what to do with them

I wonder how long it took me to realise that other people have them too

Stretching my fingers out

I don’t want the novelty of having hands to ever wear off for me but sometimes I feel like a magpie who has lost his interest in shiny things and I can’t bring myself to do anything

[image: A pencil illustration of a magpie sitting in an armchair holding a TV remote]






NEPHEW COLOURS

I’ve got a nephew, Joseph. I find it staggering how quickly he has grown up since he was born. I remember him when he was little …

My nephew is at the Christmas tree

Tapping the baubles

What colour’s that one, Joseph?

He looks around and up at me and says

Orange

Wow, yes that’s right

He has learnt what orange is since the last time I saw him – what have I done?

What about this one then?

Blue

Says my dad

I look around at my dad and say

Yes that’s right

My dad smiles

He knows what colours are too

But likes to keep his hand in

I point at one and say

Red

Grandson, grandad and uncle

United by colour and Christmas time

For a few special moments

I hope I’ll remember forever






MEMORY AUCTION

I am at an auction house for memories

You have to listen to the memories and bid on them if you want to keep them

‘And now we come to Lot 106 which is a memory of looking at what seems to be a footstool at Charles and Helen Burton’s house in Bridlington, Yorkshire. There is a grey and white cat called Thomas in the room who is friendly towards children.’ ‘That’s my granny and grandpa’s house,’ I think to myself, ‘Thomas.’

‘This is a memory possibly from the early nineteen eighties, it emotes feelings of security and warmth. Not in crystal clear condition but we can make out that it’s in some sort of a room next to a living room and you’ve just crawled through a wooden beaded curtain that you liked playing with.’

‘That’s my memory,’ I say to the person next to me.

‘Sounds like a good one.’

‘Yes it is. I want to keep hold of it.’

‘The main visual in the memory is a seat part of a stool. It is made up from some sort of orange and black weaved plastic material. It is square and patterned like a chess board, perhaps a footstool. Your head is level with the footstool. There is nothing else in this memory apart from the fact you know it is in Bridlington and it is perhaps a first memory – this meaning the value of this memory increases the older you get. We will start the bidding at two hundred and fifty pounds.’

I raise my hand

I buy it

I buy all of them

Nobody else bids on my memories because they can’t remember them and they are waiting to spend all their life savings on their own memories






MRS WOLF

When I was little we used to play the game ‘What’s the time, Mr Wolf?’

Well, if I have children I’ll make sure we also play

‘What’s the time, Mrs Wolf?’

For a bit of gender equality

I feel sorry for Mrs Wolf

‘What’s the time, Mrs Wolf?’

‘I don’t know – why don’t you ask my husband? He’s the one with the watch. Who knows who he got that from? Certainly not me. Every time I ask him what the time is he says, “DINNER TIME!” Chauvinist prick!’

[image: A pencil illustration of a wolf wearing a wristwatch lying down]






FATHER AND SON

If I have a son

His name will be Dad

After my dad, and his dad, and his dad, and his dad, and his dad

At the hospital I will introduce Dad to my mum

Mum, this is Dad, your grandson

Don’t cry, Dad, it’s Mum, your grandma

On Christmas Eve I will say to him

You better get to bed soon, Dad, or Father Christmas won’t come

And he will be confused but not as confused as me

As he grows up other children will call him by his name

And my son will become the father figure of the playground

PASS ME THE BALL, DAD!

My mum said you can come round to my house for tea tonight, Dad

At morning registration his teacher will call him by his name

In a voice of complete and utter tenderness

Dad
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