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      William McInnes is one of Australia’s most popular writers, delighting readers with his memoirs A Man’s Got to Have a Hobby and That’d Be Right, his novel Cricket Kings, and his insight into Australian life since the 1940s, written with Essential Media and Entertainment, The Making of Modern Australia. In 2011, with his wife Sarah Watt he co-wrote Worse Things Happen at Sea, their celebration of family life.
      

      
      In 2006 A Man’s Got to Have a Hobby was selected as one of the Books Alive 50 Great Reads and William was named ‘Australian Newcomer of the Year’ at the Australian
         Book Industry Awards (ABIA). The following year Cricket Kings was shortlisted for the ‘Australian General Fiction Book of the Year’ in the ABIA. Worse Things Happen at Sea was named the best non-fiction title for the year in the ABIA and the Indie Awards in 2012.
      

      
      An award-winning actor, William has won two Logies and an AFI Award for Best Actor for his role in the film Unfinished Sky. He received critical and public acclaim for his leading role in the film Look Both Ways, written and directed by Sarah Watt. He is the Ambassador of the Year of Reading and writes a weekly column for the Courier-Mail. William is the Chair of the Advisory Council of the Museum of Australian Democracy, Canberra. He grew up in Queensland and
         now lives in Melbourne with his two children.
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      The Question

      
      It won’t hurt. It won’t, it really won’t. That’s what he told himself. Blisters the size of Lake Eyre on his heels. He pulled
         a piece of skin and it flapped back like a broken sail. He heard his daughter scream at the dog from the backyard as he tipped
         some antiseptic out of a bottle of Dettol. When he was a boy his mother had always told him that the Dettol wouldn’t sting
         as long as he stayed still and didn’t wriggle. His mother had never been right. It always stung, but when he yelped she would
         tell him it was because he wasn’t still.
      

      
      ‘Don’t wriggle and it won’t hurt,’ she would say.

      
      It won’t hurt, it really won’t. He poured the Dettol onto a cotton-wool ball and watched as brown liquid dribbled through
         the sodden lump. He looked at the bottle. There was a sword on the label. A sword. Why? Why was there a sword? I don’t want
         to put this on, he thought. It will hurt.
      

      
      Had it been worth it? Had it been? He heard his daughter padding up the hall that led to the bathroom followed by the skitting tap of the dog. He rubbed the Dettol over his blister, he tried to remain still.
      

      
      ‘Fuck! … Fuck me,’ he said.

      
      His daughter stopped outside the door. He heard her voice. ‘Daddy said a naughty word.’

      
      ‘Yes, alright darling,’ he said.

      
      ‘Why did you say a naughty word, Daddy?’ she asked through the door.

      
      ‘Well, Daddy just said a naughty word because …’ He saw himself in the mirror. His nose was sunburnt. Bright red … ‘Because
         that’s what daddies do sometimes.’
      

      
      He heard his daughter run off back down the hall laughing.

      
      ‘Daddy said a naughty word,’ she sang to the house.

      
      Had it been worth it? He looked at himself reflected in the mirror. ‘You tell me,’ he said as quietly as he could. ‘And I
         didn’t wriggle.’
      

      
      He smiled to himself.

      
      ‘Was it worth it?’
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