
The Boy, The Joy 

 

Years ago, when the progeny were small and liable to be bored one nanosecond after extreme 

exaltation, we bought a bulk-pack of second-hand Lego from a Saturday morning market. 

 Looking back, there were a few challenges in that transaction for me. I don’t usually 

buy bulk because I am pathologically fearful of potential waste, I rarely buy second-hand (fear 

of other people’s grubby handling and histories, also pathological) and I detest markets, 

whether on Saturday, Sunday or any in-between day. Stick a market in Shangri-La with freebie 

Shiraz shooters and I still wouldn’t go. 

Nevertheless, necessity is the mother of improved parenting so go we did, seek we did 

and buy second-hand we did.  

It must be said; the children were excited (or very good at pretending) but not nearly as 

excited as I. Lego! Building! Games! Invention! Yowzer! 

 Away from the basic needs – shelter, water, poached eggs – there were two things in 

my own childhood that were never scrimped; books and Lego. I have vivid memories of Lego 

cities, Lego planets and, in line with early surges of testosterone, Lego wars when small 

coloured bricks were propelled across the bedroom, making the air look like an exploding 

rainbow. We loved Lego and like many youngsters, then and now, dreamed not of fast cars or 

fast women but of fast becoming a Lego designer-tester dude (with the added bonus of living 

exotically in Scandinavia amidst fast cars and women – and having a pet reindeer). 

 Lego is surely one of the great childhood emblems. It allows for creativity but in a 

structured, workable manner. Armed with a fistful of Lego, you rightly believe that you can do 

anything. Best of all, it only hurts if you misuse it – a salutary lesson. We had Meccano as well 

but we didn’t advertise the fact. Meccano was for silent, nerdy boys who would one day grow 

a beard and ride a bicycle to work. Besides, it was difficult. You had to have a toy spanner and 

more dexterity than a double-jointed crab. Plus the nuts were easily lost, always a grave 

situation. 

 Last week I went under the stairs to fetch a pail of water and there, looking belligerently 

unimpressed by its lack of recent use, was the second-hand Lego collection, these days 

ignominiously plonked into a cheapo plastic bucket. I thought for a moment about getting it 

out and building something – a wall, the Taj Mahal – but then adult sensibilities beckoned. The 

lawn deserves a mow, I said to myself; there’s an assignment to write. 

 Stuff and nonsense. You know what? I didn’t get out the Lego because I assumed – had 

been conditioned to assume – that I’d outgrown it. That’s kid’s stuff, I thought. Imagine if 

someone came to the door – actually, someone did, a guy with a beard and a bicycle, hawking 

the Almighty – and saw me? How embarrassing, a man of my age playing with Lego! 

 When do we lose that joy? More to the point, why do we lose that joy? Maybe now, 

more than ever – now, faced with sterile governments and irrational market forces and all that 

violence over there and the closing possibility of Trump coming up trumps and unemployment 

and uncaring and undoing and un-un-un – maybe now is the time to resurrect the Lego.  

Sit on the floor, play with some blocks.  

Build, rebuild.  

Bring back the boy, the joy …  


