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Dirty Dancing

This is the summer of 1963 and everybody is calling me Baby. I am at a resort with my Auntie Feng and Uncle Stan for a holiday. The resort is on a small island that is located ten miles off the coast of North Devon where the Atlantic meets the Bristol Channel. My auntie and uncle think the resort is very exciting and they soon get involved in all the resort activities  golf, macram, etc. Me, I think the only moderately interesting thing about the resort is Johnny Castle. Johnny is a dance instructor at the resort and he has a very nice body. As it turns out, Johnny ends up teaching me the mambo in preparation for a dance performance together and so we start spending a lot of time with one another. In fact, one night, Johnny and I find ourselves alone in his cabin. At first, we are just talking about our favourite 80s television shows and pop songs. But there is something in the way that discussions about popular culture can bring people together and hence our conversation soon leads to Johnny and me having sex. The thing is, while Johnny looks very nice and all, I do not really feel very in the moment. In fact, as Johnny is panting and thrusting, I feel very detached from the experience. It is like I am a bystander, looking on as someone else is having sex with Johnny. And that someone else is a Caucasian man with a moustache. This man is tall and very well built. He is wearing a leather cap and leather chaps. His name? Bruce. As Bruce reaches for Johnnys wrists, I take the opportunity to watch him. I find myself admiring the sheer physical power of Bruces masculinity. And Bruce is so confident when it comes to sex. He doesnt say anything; he just pushes Johnnys face into the pillow. In the end, I watch as Bruce and Johnny spend all night having the hottest sex you can imagine.

The next morning, Bruce and Johnny get out of bed. They are feeling tired from a lack of sleep from the night before, but they are also pleased about the sex that they have had and the fact that they have gotten together. They hope that everyone else is going to be pleased that they are now a couple. But it turns out that Auntie Feng is not pleased about them being together at all and I look on as she forbids Bruce from seeing Johnny. Auntie Feng tells Bruce that he and Johnny need to have a relationship that is more like the one she has with Uncle Stan. Uncle Stan first met Auntie Feng when he went on a business trip to Shanghai in 1968. Uncle Stan then brought Auntie Feng over to Australia to be his wife. Theirs is a marriage of convenience. She has a type of green algae growing on her and he has a rare type of fungus growing on him, such that her green algae receives water and nutrient salts from his fungus, and in turn his fungus gains nutrients synthesised from her green algae. Bruce tells Auntie Feng that he could never have a relationship as perfect as the one she and Uncle Stan have, but Auntie Feng still refuses to give him and Johnny her approval. Thus, over the next few days, things are not looking so good for Bruce and Johnny. But, a few nights later in Johnnys cabin, there is a breakthrough. Bruce is right in the middle of having sex with Johnny when he discovers that Johnny has a special kind of intracellular methane-oxidising bacteria in his hair and Bruces own body produces a particular kind of enzyme, such that Johnnys bacteria is able to convert methane to a form that Bruce can use for nutrition, and in turn Bruces enzyme protects Johnny from the harmful hydrogen peroxide that is a by-product of Johnnys sulphur metabolising process. So Bruce and Johnny talk over the situation with me and then the three of us go to see Auntie Feng, and Bruce and Johnny show her Johnnys bacteria and Bruces enzyme, and then I watch as Johnny says to Auntie Feng No one puts Baby in a corner and he performs a big raunchy dance number with Bruce after he says it and everyone else at the resort joins in and starts dancing in a raunchy way too.

Auntie Feng has no comeback for all of this. As a result, she has no choice but to give Johnny and Bruce her blessing.



After the resorts end of season show, my holiday comes to a close. On my last morning at the resort, I wake up early to pack my luggage and then I run over to Johnnys cabin. I watch as Bruce and Johnny load their belongings into Johnnys black Chevy. After the car is loaded and ready to go, Bruce and Johnny turn to me to say goodbye. Johnny gives me a hug and he whispers, Ill see ya. He gets into the Chevy and starts the engine. Bruce and I turn to each other. We do not say anything for a moment. I say, I guess we surprised everybody. He smiles at me and says, I guess we did. As we embrace, I feel his muscular body against me. We promise that we will keep in touch. Bruce then gets into the Chevy, and I stand and watch as the Chevy disappears into the distance. Eventually, I turn away from the road. I begin walking back to my cabin where I know Auntie Feng and Uncle Stan are waiting for me. Soon, Auntie Feng and Uncle Stan will be heading back to their home in Hobart. Me, I am due to catch a plane back to Melbourne.



My parents meet me at Melbourne Airport. They are very happy to see me. As always, they literally pass me around like I am a baby. My mother holds me in her arms and exclaims over my fingers and toes and then she passes me to my father. As my father cradles me, he starts cooing to me in baby talk. He says to me, Whats your name, hmmm? Whats your name? Can you say your name? and then he tickles my foot. Given the fact that I am known as Baby, none of this is surprising. Furthermore, my parents have been treating me like this for years and I have never felt that it will ever change. But, this time, it annoys me more than usual. I take a deep breath and I tell my parents that I am not a baby. But my mother only pokes at my belly button and tells me that I am a little Buddha. My father then holds me up in the air and proclaims that I will grow up to be prosperous and successful. I am unsure about what to do. The placating part of me tells me to keep the peace and go along with everything, the logical part of me tells me that being prosperous and successful would be very nice, the fearful part of me tells me that I need to be held by my father, and the newer part of me  the part that learnt dancing at the resort  tells me that dancing, like pop culture discussions, brings people together. In the end, the part of me that learnt dancing at the resort wins out, and so I jump out of my fathers arms and I say to my parents No one puts Baby in a corner and I perform a big raunchy dance number after I say it and everyone else at the airport joins in and starts dancing in a raunchy way too.

My parents have no comeback for all of this. As a result, they have no choice but to come to terms with the fact that I am an adult.








Suitmation

Suitmation is a special effects technique that involves the use of an actor in a costumed suit.

The most famous examples of suitmation are in the Godzilla films. Over the years, various suitmation actors have played Godzilla.

The early days of suitmation were difficult for suitmation actors. The suits, which were typically made of foam latex, were heavy and uncomfortable. Haruo Nakajima, who played Godzilla until 1973, lost 20 kilograms during the filming of the original 1954 Godzilla film.

These days, the suits are much more comfortable, and are more likely to depict humans than monsters. They are also far more realistic and much cheaper to produce. All of this has allowed suitmation to move beyond filmmaking and within the reach of the everyday consumer.

As a result, suitmation has changed our society. Most of the people I know own at least one suitmation suit. Furthermore, most of these people wear a suitmation suit every day.



My brother Hank bought me my first suit when I was fifteen. I had always been a big Suzi Quatro fan so I ended up getting a Suzi Quatro suit.

We took the suit home. I wanted to try it on straight away so I took the suit out of its wrapping. It included Suzis classic leather jumpsuit and snakeskin platform boots. The headpiece also perfectly replicated Suzis face and hairstyle from 1973.

I closed my eyes and smelled the black leather. At that point, I couldnt wait any longer so I stepped into my Suzi Quatro suit and pulled it over my body. Hank helped me with the headpiece and he showed me how to zip the whole suit up. We walked to my mothers bedroom where there was a full-length mirror. I went over to the mirror, looked at myself, and felt elated to see that Suzi Quatro was staring back at me elatedly.

My Uncle Wangs favourite suit is his Tony Danza suit. Everyone says that he looks exactly like Tony Danza. Infact, Uncle Wang once confided to me that he likes to look at himself in his bathroom mirror and say to his reflection: Hey! Arent you that guy who was in that show Whos the Boss?

Even my mother owns a suit. I remember visiting her on Christmas Day five years ago. I strutted up to her house in my Suzi Quatro suit and rang the doorbell. She opened her front door and there was Olivia Newton-John.



As much as I like suitmation, I have come to realise that I have mixed feelings about its popularity. These days, everyone wears suits; everyone is a celebrity.

As a result, I dont know who my friends are any more. They are all movie stars and pop stars. And then there is the situation with my mother. She has been a lot happier since she became Olivia Newton-John. In fact, she recently started telling all of her friends that Olivia Newton-John has a timeless appeal. My mother and I have never been that close and now I wonder whether we ever will be. I have this feeling that she will be Olivia Newton-John for the rest of her life.



I have one more thing to say, and that is that something awful happened last week:

My Auntie Weis hot bread shop was robbed. Auntie Wei had set up the shop in the suburb of Footscray over twenty years ago. She has always loved her shop and had never been robbed until last week.

The shop was robbed just after the lunchtime rush, when the very last pork bun had been sold. The two perpetrators looked just like Daniel and Mr Miyagi from the first three Karate Kid films. They stole more than two thousand dollars in cash. They also took the bread slicer and the pie oven. Worse still, they tied up Auntie Wei, who looked just like Angela Lansbury in Murder, She Wrote.

Auntie Wei says that now she is going to sell her shop.








The Exorcist

There are some blood-red credits on a black background and then the opening scene appears and this shows Auntie Wei and me, drinking beers in a crowded bar in the city. Auntie Wei is only on her first beer but her face is already flushed. She looks deep into my eyes and tells me that she has a head for business and a body for sin, just like Melanie Griffiths character in the film Working Girl. The thing is, although I am not that close to Auntie Wei, I feel that what she has said is not the truth at all. I even feel like telling Auntie Wei how things really are, which would involve saying Actually, Auntie, you have a head for surly customer service and a body for lactose intolerance, but instead I buy her another beer. Half an hour later, we are at a novelty store on Swanston Street and Auntie Wei is buying one of those aprons that has fake plastic breasts attached, and it is then that I realise that you can take the auntie out of China but you cant take the alcohol intolerance out of the auntie. I warn my auntie that the breasts on the apron will look very fake on her because the breasts look so obviously made out of plastic. However, Auntie Wei is more concerned that the breasts on the apron will look very fake on her because they are of Caucasian skin tone. At any rate, Auntie Wei insists on wearing the breast apron straight away. As we walk to Flinders Street station to catch the train back to my place, I notice that Auntie Weis wearing of the breast apron is causing other people to see her differently. It is as if other people see her as someone else. I eventually notice that Auntie Wei is not quite acting like herself anyway. At first, I think that this is a classic case of clothes make the man, but aprons with fake plastic breasts make you act a little differently, but I soon realise that it all goes much further than this. In fact, by the time we have arrived at my place, things have become much stranger and Auntie Weis head is spinning around and around the full 360 degrees and she is projectile vomiting all over my lounge room. She vomits all over the handmade rug and all over the leather three-seater sofa and all over the walls. This change in Auntie Weis manner disturbs me. Over the years, I have never felt that I really knew Auntie Wei and it seems to me that her behaviour is only proving this point. Then again, I am aware that she and I have rarely made the effort to get to know each other more deeply. I take a deep breath and I think about raising all of this with Auntie Wei but her eyes glow red and she says to me in a deep voice: We hate you. Fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, fuck you, we hate you. Oh yes, we hate you. I briefly wonder why Auntie Wei has started using the royal we but I soon realise that she in fact has a head for swearing and a body for demonic possession. At first, this realisation gives me a sense of relief: since demonic possession means that Auntie Wei has, in a sense, become someone else, perhaps this means that I do know my auntie better than I had thought. It also occurs to me that I must rescue Auntie Wei from her demonic possession. I say, Who are you and what have you done with the real Auntie Wei? but Auntie Wei only laughs and lies back on the vomit-splattered couch. Her body soon starts levitating into the air. She also starts talking in different voices: at first a guttural-sounding swearing voice, then a childlike pleading voice, then a deep and booming voice talking in biblical language, and even a puppy-like voice of barking and growling but then whining and whimpering. Then Auntie Wei shocks me by suddenly talking in a voice that sounds just like mine. In fact, she soon begins to speak in various voices of me: at first a softly-spoken voice greeting me hello, then a mumbling voice making awkward small talk, then a soothing and fatherly voice offering me protection, and even a confident and business-like voice quoting from successful arts funding applications that I have written. Ispend a little while listening to these and other voices of myself as spoken by Auntie Wei. I also begin wondering if  demonic possession aside  my auntie may have the capacity to understand me far better than I ever thought. However, when Auntie Wei goes on to say As indicated by the project timeline (see Timing section below), by the time the proposed funded period would commence, work on the project will be more advanced and I would then be in a position to more significantly benefit from Australia Council funding, I realise that her demonic possession has gone too far and that it must be stopped. I run to the study and get a crucifix from my bottom desk drawer. Irun back into the lounge room, yell at my auntie I banish you forever, you devil! and hold the crucifix up to her. But Auntie Wei only grabs the crucifix from me and begins masturbating with it and as she rubs it against her crotch she declares, My work on this collection demonstrates that I am capable of: 1) producing a body of short works that are thematically linked, and 2) working productively with the assistance of arts funding support. As she begins saying this, a new realisation occurs to me: in order to remove the demon from Auntie Wei, the breast apron must be removed from her body. As I know that this is a job that must be left to the experts, I call an ambulance. Around ten minutes later, an ambulance arrives. The paramedics are very professional and they manage to grab hold of Auntie Wei and put her into the ambulance as she vomits and curses and masturbates and continues to quote from my successful arts funding applications. Auntie Wei is taken to The Royal Womens Hospital in the ambulance while I follow behind in my car. She is wheeled into the operating theatre straight away while I sit in the waiting room. It takes a team of twelve surgeons almost fifteen hours to remove the breast apron from Auntie Wei but, once they do, the demon is banished from her body. I spend the night at the hospital pacing the corridor and reading tabloid magazines and I wait and wait until the doctors tell me that it is okay for Auntie Wei to spend a brief amount of time with visitors. I go to Auntie Weis room and see her lying on the bed, tired but awake. It turns out that Auntie Wei has no memory of what has happened. She says to me, I hope I didnt cause you too much trouble. Ipause for a moment and then I break the awkward silence by replying Actually, Auntie, Ihave always felt that you are one of my favourite relatives and I respect you very much and, although we have never known each other very well, I just want you to know how important you are to me, and I hold her hand and we smile at each other, and thus a potentially problematic situation diffuses into a nice family moment  a family moment that makes me feel much closer to Auntie Wei than usual. I stay at her bedside and we talk for a while longer. However, after about fifteen minutes, Ican see that Auntie Wei is becoming tired. I hug her and I promise her that Iwill be back to visit tomorrow. As Ileave the room, Ilook at her for a moment. She is smiling at me. At the entrance to the hospital, I pause at the top of the stairs. I have a solemn look on my face. I then turn away from the hospital and walk into the distance. The music of Tubular Bells is playing and then theres the blood-red title on ablack background that appears and this closing title says: THE EXORCIST.








End of sample
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