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What I Did On My Summer Poorcaytion

The Poorcaytion
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I know that Staycation is the lexicon that is preferred, but lets be honest here. I'm doing a stay rather than a go because I don't have the money to go over the peak holiday time of the year. That's Summer/Christmas for you northern hemisphere residents. 

Staycation makes it sound like a choice. I didn't have a choice. Dog kennels aren't good enough to not kill an elderly type 1 diabetic epileptic dog, which means not only would I be competing for a vacation rental in peak season, but I would also be competing with the few holiday rentals that allow pets. Not gonna happen for a dollar figure that fits in my bank account. 

Plus, my present financial goal is to have three months of rent saved up in cashey money and a) I'm not there yet and b) that is probably equivalent to a deposit for a holiday rental that allows dogs over Christmas.

This isn't a book about money, but I guess this chapter kind of is, so the book kind of is? Anyway, when I decided that my financial goal was three months of rent saved up, it's because I realised that there are no backup systems in the world for rent payers. Bills have hardship provisions. In Queensland, the government can pay your electricity bill once every two years (under some conditions). If you're a mortgage holder, you can get hardship provisions. I'm sure accessing them isn't fun but the fact remains, as I understand, they exist. Renters get diddly squat in that area. The three month part was seeing a friend being fucked over by Centrelink for twelve weeks and not getting any payments that they were totally eligible for. 

And that's why it was a Poorcaytion.
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Why?
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Why write about the doing of nothing? Well if travel bloggers can write about the doing of things, the doing of nothing is only a two letter prefix. And two letters is nothing in the grand scheme of the universe, so I basically am a travel blogger. 

Plus, in like EVERY book I read as a kid/young adult, the kids in the US schools made you write a "what I did on my summer holiday" "essay", either on the holidays or on the first day back. 

Now, I have spent approximately one or two days attending primary school in the US, but it was a long time ago and the only thing I can remember learning is how to spell the word vacation. Which really justifies the existence of this entire book and every random thought so far. The strange thing is, I have no idea exactly how many days I attended school in the US, but I think one of them was when Bill Clinton got elected. So it wasn't summer. But that doesn't mean I can't appropriate an idea that I don't know the reality of. 

Towards the end of writing this, I did think about renaming it to "the things I overthought on my summer poorcaytion" but that just didn't seem as sexy. And I'm all about that marketing.
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Day 1 - 21st
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Got woken up by birds at 4.45am. I actually thought it was my dog crying loudly and seeing as she old and stuff (see the Poorcaytion Chapter for details) it's neglectful to stay in bed and ignore her. Turns out she was stretched out on her couch, happy as anything, and it was a bird cawing with a similar pitch to crying.

THANKS BIRD. WHAT DID YOU EVER DO FOR THE WORLD? YOU DON'T EVEN HAVE A JOB.

Anyway, I eventually dragged myself into the bath to soothe my cranky muscles. I had been re-reading The Hunger Games, but not really. Ben was reading the first book so I didn't want to lose his place, so I re-read Catching Fire, but then decided not to re-read Mockingjay. So I picked up the first book on my TO BE READ pile, because calling it a TO BE READ pile makes me sound like a fancy book blogger and not someone who just randomly collected some books from libraries so that I don't have to leave the house while everyone is going bat shit crazy shopping for the holidays.

ANYWAY, I was enjoying the book (because it's written by a blogger so they seem as crazy as me) when I learn that an actor apparently has a giant penis. Which is a weird thing to learn in the bath before 7am on the first full day of holidays. But especially weird because I know the actor as someone who doesn't play a human, so the concept of him having a penis has just never occurred to me before. 

What's with sci-fi having to have a sex scene anyway? It seems really forced. Like all of the movie is this happening and that happening and major drama and life threatening and then it's like they're saying OH NO THE AUDIENCE IS DUMB AND THEY FORGOT THESE PEOPLE ARE (UH) PEOPLE, SO BETTER SHOW THEM FAKE GRINDING. Yeah, because that's the only possible moment of humanity that you can depict on screen? It doesn't seem interesting in 99% of movies to me, only fake and boring. It's also compulsory that one of them will die soon after, very much like the rules for teen horror movies as given in a Scary Movie (I can't remember which Scary Movie and I also can't be bothered to Google it). 

Sci-Fi tangent aside, I was reading in the bath because my legs were achey (stupid orthotic inserts have been slipping around making me use muscles in inappropriate ways) but while I have a newly renovated house, it's ex housing commission so it was also clearly renovated for the smallest dollar amount possible prior to when it was sold to a private investor. Which means I have a new bath, but it's the smallest bath. Which means my bad shoulder is always twisted in and there's a delicate balancing act of having a bath for one muscle without hurting the other muscle. At least my book reading arm isn't hurting. 

Seeing as I had been awake for too long, I went and got a slice of banana bread from the fridge so I could eat in the bath. I was carrying the book and a water bottle so I opted to carry the banana bread in my mouth. I mean, it's just efficient that way. It's where it will end up so it's kind of like soothing the banana bread as it heads for inevitable death. Ben was getting out of the shower by the time I collected my junk for a bath, and looked at me weirdly. I thought it was because I was carrying the banana bread in my mouth, but I do that kind of thing fairly often so it really shouldn't stand out. 

Turns out he was weirded out by me eating the banana bread untoasted. Back when he could work he was running a cafe and apparently in cafes it is always served toasted. Which I think is weird. I know people have convinced themselves that banana bread is somehow healthy but I hate all baking nuances so to me it's cake. Which means that suggesting it needs to be toasted is like getting a slice of iced chocolate cake from the fridge and berating someone for not putting in a toaster before eating it. 

Earlier in the morning I asked Ben if it wold be weird to eat soup in the bath. And eating soup still sounds wrong because I don't eat water or cordial or lemonade, I drink it. I drink in the bath a lot, but I don't eat in it. If soup is eating. It was a moot point, as we don't really have soup. Though I did buy some udon noodle soup flavouring thingy yesterday and now I want to eat it. I ended up in the bath with my book, a slice of banana bread and a water bottle full of sugar free fruit cup cordial. When I stopped reading and got out of the bath, it turns out my soup in the bath comment had given Ben ideas. He was carrying a plate up the hallway as I got the towel around me; bacon in the bath was his plan. Foiled by me getting out of the bath. Instead, it was bacon in a towel at the coffee table, which does not have the same kind of awesome alliteration as bacon in the bath does. 

The problem with waking up at 4:45 am is that after a weird burst of energy, the day gets boring. It would have been more interesting if the fucker on Gumtree that I was trying to buy a tripod from had done a wild thing ...and told me their fucking address so I could pick up the tripod. They just never got back to me so I guess the tripod is not to be.

Like I said, the day gets boring. Naps and then staying up late unable to sleep due to said naps. Not really the stuff of fascinating books. So I guess I could detail it here, but I won't.
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