A Head Start
Introduction
I was dropped on the head repeatedly as a child.
To say I was “dropped on the head” is a little unfair, though, as it implies there was someone else present doing the dropping. In reality, I have always been quite good at getting it done myself.
As a baby I was not content unless I could crawl up to a couch, coffee table or beanbag, and then proceed to roll off it. Landing, always, noggin-first.
My parents were nothing short of wonderful, but there was no way to stop my endless, failed attempts to escape gravity. Unless, of course, you tied me up, which might explain why there are so many photographs of me in bassinets and baby jumpers.
As I mastered the art of walking, I also graduated to greater heights of noggin-bashing. While my father was repairing some tiles on the roof, I snuck outside and stealthily climbed the old yellow ladder leaning by the backyard gate. I made it halfway up, until, inevitably, I leaned back and the entire rusty metal contraption, pulled backward by my weight, clattered to the ground. My father rushed to the edge of the roof to see me quite nonchalantly pulling myself out from underneath the collapsed ladder.
Not content with letting the heart attacks remain within my immediate family, I repeated the trick a few weeks later with my grandfather, by falling head-first out of a lilac tree onto the concrete driveway beneath. Not a tear was shed, at least not on my part. Given this was just the prelude to my numerous cranium-joltings over the years, no doubt my skull would be a phrenologist’s dream.
They’d feel each bump, each impact on my skull, and spend hours debating whether the indent by my right eyebrow indicated my poor time sense or my inability to hold a tune.
Approx reading time: 2 minutes
Fascinated by the mind
I have always been fascinated by the brain. Unlike my repeated falls, this I blame fully on my parents. Both of them inspired a love of learning and a holistic approach towards philosophy and science in their accident-prone offspring that I am deeply grateful for.
During the point of my life where I could count my age on my hands and not run out of fingers, my father was working part-time towards a Masters in Psychology. I was a natural choice for his research into child psychology and IQ tests. Many Sunday evenings were spent with dad showing me logic puzzle after logic puzzle, as I rotated cubes, looked for patterns in strings of numbers and solved word puzzles. 
And then there were the theoretical number problems.
Two men get onto a rowboat. Across the river, four women and another two men wait. The row-boat can hold three people at a time. What is the smallest number of trips the boat can make so that there are the same number of men and women on both sides of the shore?
Those were probably my least favourite. I always wanted to make some of the people swim. Why were they so lazy? Were there alligators in the water? Was it full of duck poo? They should have thought ahead and purchased a bigger rowboat. I was always looking for loopholes. 
Both of my parents possess a fantastic collection of books. My father’s focus is on psychology and Native American history. My mother on biology and the arts; books of poetry describing emotions and situations I could only faintly grasp at the age of ten. 
I was inexhaustible in my hunt for more knowledge, and a greater understanding of the brain. As a teenager I extracted DNA from an onion as part of a Year 11 science class and took it gleefully home, head filled with questions about nature versus nurture, how much of your personality could be attributed to these tiny, stir-fry scented strands and how much on the experiences of the world.
At the age of 15 I decided I would study cognitive science at university– it seemed like the perfect amalgamation of so many of my interests. However, it was not to be, as the only Western Australian university who offered the degree canned it a year later, two years before I could enter tertiary study.
A love for computers – and to me, they were merely bulky, blundering mechanical representations of a brain – pushed me towards studying information technology instead. These were brains that could be broken down into their component parts, modified, understood in entirety. Artificial intelligence seized my imagination and for a while I entertained myself making Lego robots and reading science fiction tales about the ghosts in the machine.
Approx reading time: 2 minutes 50 secs
The brain in the machine
After graduating, I was fortunate enough to land a job working on educational websites and online programs. In my spare time, I continued to learn more about the mind, devouring books by psychologists like Kay Redfield Jameson and Gavin de Becker.
In the last few years, I’ve discovered a discipline that combines both my love for psychology and my affinity for computers. It’s called User Experience Design, and it involves developing and refining interfaces and the general experience of a technology in order to be compatible with the way people think. Designing tools for the people who are going to use them, rather than the stakeholders who think they understand their clients... but are often far off the mark. The goal is that one day, using a computer will feel as self-explanatory as using a hammer – though in my career I have seen people attempt to use computers as hammers... or at least high-velocity projectiles.
Approx reading time: 50 secs
Conclusion
There’s still a lot more I wish to learn about human behaviour and how our brains work. I’ll keep on reading, and maybe, when it is financially viable, I’ll return to university and do the degree that was unavailable to me in my teens.
I don’t land on my head quite so much these days – gravity and I are on speaking terms now – and sometimes I even manage to land on my feet. Either way, I keep on moving towards the knowledge I crave – and my chiropractor makes a fortune.
Approx reading time: 20 secs
