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Foreword 

 

 

hen I first read Andrew Stephen’s book about his life, I 
was struck by many of the similarities - as well as the 
differences - to my own life’s journey. His story is one of 

discovery; of triumph over adversity; of joy and deep despair and one of 
accommodation of the forces that burn within us all. 

I related to the story of teenage love and the inability to share it in 
a world that would never understand. I instinctively felt that same shame 
at long-term bedwetting and that desperate desire for nappies and 
panties. 

We are of similar age, although I am older. We grew up in the 
same country but in different cities. Like Andrew, I fell in love, deeply in 
love, as teens, in a way that was forbidden for the time and foreign to us 
all. Andrew had the courage to write of it, while I still store that similar 
memory in a place deep within; cherished, not forgotten, but not shared. 
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We are both adult babies. We are both baby girls and we are both 
children who grow into adults who still live as children for part of our 
lives. 

We are not unique. We are rare. We are not strange. We are 
exquisite. 

We are… 

YOU. 

Dr John Marshall 

Author of Australian Baby: A life of nappies, bottles and struggles.  
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Introduction 

 

 

 

 was about three years old when I first remember feeling 
something ‘special about nappies’. I may have even been 
younger than that. I clearly recall lying in my bed while being 

babysat by my grandparents and thinking to myself, “If I think about 
nappies and plastic pants, my bed gets wetter in the morning.” And to me, 
that was a good thing, not the bad thing it should have been. 

Ironically, I find that this kind of thinking, even at this age, is not 
unknown and I’ve even read someone else saying the exact same thing. 
Perhaps I am not as uniquely weird as I once thought! I don’t know if that 
is a good thing or not! 

Looking back now, it seems strange to have remembered those 
thoughts and the seminal effect that nappies had on me, even at such a 
young age. It is literally, my youngest memory and yet, it was all about 
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nappies. There was obviously a clue there waiting to be discovered later 
on. 

My desire for nappies was amplified by the fact that I was no 
longer wearing them. It was obviously premature and ridiculous for me to 
not be wearing nappies since I was wetting the bed every night and after 
all, I was only three years old at most. I was hardly ‘too old’ for night 
nappies, but such was the maxim of my mother. 

My mother believed - and still believes – that children should all 
go through the same developmental stages at the exact same time. All 
children should be walking at twelve months, talking around the same 
time and for some absurd reason, toilet-trained at twelve months as well. 
No exceptions and no quarter given. Crazy thinking, but not uncommon 
for the time. The 1950s are well-known for ridiculous and unwavering 
standards for many things, and child development was no exception.  

And so, I was toilet trained at around one year old – more or less. 
Night-time was definitely, ‘the less’. Daytime was also, less than brilliant. 
But I fit into the mould established for children at the time. The problem 
was that the mould was round, and I was very definitely a square peg. And 
my peg never became round. I didn’t even round off the corners. 

While I have no memory of this training taking place, the current 
theory of the onset of adult babies points back to a trauma in early 
childhood. My mother has referred many times to the difficulties of my 
toilet training, and I believe, the trauma of it all has initiated or built upon 
the problem of my baby desires and need for nappies ever since. I’m not 
sure that this actually helps me at all, but it is interesting to consider if 
nothing else. 

And so, I wet the bed.  

Every night, full length, without fail. No mere ‘damp spot’ for me! I 
have always done things to the best of my ability and ironically, 
bedwetting was one of those things. I was really good at it. And once 
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again, I now know that many other adult babies struggled with 
bedwetting too. 

A less rigid mother in a less rigid society might have worked out 
that you take nappies away at night once bedwetting actually ends, but 
alas, it was not to be. My interest in nappies was already established at 
age three and along with them, plastic pants. It was to be another ten 
years until I experienced my first dry night. It was a very long wait for my 
mother. But not for me, because I didn’t really care about it. 

I was a confirmed bedwetter and it wasn’t ending any time soon 
and even when it officially ended, it didn’t really end. The seven-nights-a-
week wet beds were replaced by rarer wet beds and regular damp beds. 
Even when I was officially dry, it was no more than a lengthy drought and 
the flooding rains soon returned. 
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The odd thing for me was that while a number of my friends and 
cousins also wet the bed at that age, they were actually bothered by it, 
while I simply didn’t care. Yes, my wet bed was just something I woke to 
every morning with zero concern. I had woken to wet sheets long before 
my first memories, so a wet bed was very much normalised for me. The 
dry bed was what was unusual - and was still a long time still coming. A 
wet bed was expected, not uncomfortable and just what always happened. 
It was no big deal to me at all. It’s not that I crave a wet bed like some. It 
was just that a wet bed was never enough of a problem or discomfort to 
me to actually bother to do anything much about it. 

What follows is a dramatized account of my own growing up and 
experience of baby desires, sissy desires and a confusion about who I was. 
I remember my life as if it were a movie, so it seems fitting to write it 
down as if it were a novel. 
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The dialogue is obviously dramatized from memory and like all 
memory, a little faulty. But the events and basic details are accurate. It can 
be a little confronting, but isn’t it true that for all adult babies, discovering 
our true nature as children is always confronting? 
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Wet pants, wet beds and 
nappies 

 

 

 

It’s your first day at school, Andy!” mum exclaimed, as 
the oldest of her three children prepared to begin the 
great adventure of schooling. “Are you excited?” 

I sure was excited. No one had yet told me that I would spend the 
next seventeen years at school, but as a barely five-year-old boy, the idea 
of going to school thrilled me. I was naturally curious and wanting to 
learn. It is a trait that has remained with me to this day. 

My first day at Torrens Park Infant School was fabulous and I 
loved every minute of it. Our teacher was a very old woman who loved 
children and while definitely ‘old school’ in her approach, she was loved 
by all – including me. Anyone who was literally born in the 1800s was 
always going to be old-school. I remember being shocked beyond belief to 
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discover that anyone at all could be seventy years old! And in 1968, that 
put her in the previous century. Fossil she may have been, but she was a 
wonderful, caring and engaging teacher. 

My mum arrived promptly at 3:15 with my three-year-old brother 
walking next to the pram with my eighteen-month-old sister in it. I talked 
all the way home about all the exciting things I had done and all the 
friends I had made. As I walked through the front door of our small brick 
home, mum noticed something. 

“Andy,” she said, in an exasperated tone. “Your pants are wet!” 

It was not the first time this had happened. For my entire un-
nappied life – almost the last four years – I had been plagued with day-
time accidents, in addition to night-time soaked sheets. 

I could stay dry if I tried really, really hard and didn’t get 
distracted or lose concentration. However, pre-schoolers are not known 
for their concentration and so, wet pants figured in my life more than the 
average kid my age. 

“Let’s get you cleaned up then,” mum said, with a sigh. 

She quickly had my wet undies and shorts off and replaced with 
another clean pair. The wet pair were hung up to dry – pee and all. This 
was not surprising since it was the 1960s and automatic washing 
machines were still pretty new. At this time, my mother was still using a 
copper and wringer for washing and was, therefore, a very labour-
intensive endeavour. And she was washing a wet sheet every day already. 
My younger brother was already dry at night, while my sister was still in 
nappies. I still remember the day she got her first washing machine. It was 
like a gift from heaven for her. 

My wet pants were an embarrassment to my parents, but like my 
wet bed, little was said, and we just moved on without too much 
comment. The idea of protective underwear never even entered their 
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heads, although to be fair, the only option at the time was cloth nappies. 
Trainers or discreet disposable protection were still a decade or more 
away. 

One morning shortly after starting school, I awoke just before 
dawn and as always, was wet. I felt underneath myself to see how big the 
wet patch was. I did this often, as my curiosity simply wanted to know 
such a mundane fact. After about ten minutes, I felt the need to have a pee. 
Most mornings I would get up and go to the toilet not far from the 
bedroom I shared with my brother. This time, however, was different. It 
was also a pivotal moment for me.  

I deliberately wet the bed. 

I laid there feeling the thrill of the warmth that enveloped me and 
felt the pee spread beneath me. Then I pushed even harder to wet just a 
little bit more. 

I was hooked. 

Wetting my bed deliberately felt naughty. A good kind of naughty. 

I went to school that morning thinking about what I had done and 
even the excitement of school couldn’t completely erase the memory of 
the pleasure I had felt. My pants were wet on the way home once again, as 
had become a bit of a pattern. My mother was silently annoyed, but she 
just dealt with it, as if it was nothing of concern.  

It was to be many, many years before I came to understand that 
being dry shouldn’t require near-constant effort. My wetting issues were 
not just laziness or immaturity, but something that was a physical 
struggle as well. At the age of five, however, I was just considered lazy. 
Again, the 1960s was not a great time to be a child with wetting problems. 
The diagnosis was always the same: laziness. It wasn’t a great time for 
understanding children’s problems at all. It might have been the 1960s, 
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but the 1950s still held sway in the average household and the average 
doctor’s education. 

The next morning, I awoke early again and without even waiting, 
peed my bed even more. I figured the bed was already wet, so adding 
more to it was a trivial thing. I was of course, wrong. 

The waterproof protection on my bed was nothing more than a 
small rubber protector which was obviously too small for a single bed 
mattress. I’m not even sure what it was. It may have been a rubber sheet 
from a baby’s cot or some other rubber item. A young boy’s regular-sized 
wet bed would usually stay inside the boundary of this small protector – 
although not always. My new-found pleasure at maxi-sized wet beds, 
however, meant I overflowed every night and morning. Now there was a 
new problem. My mattress. 

In this era, waterproof protection of mattresses was a novelty. I 
imagine it was avoided because it meant accepting that your child wet the 
bed. So instead, wetting a mattress was not uncommon. In my own family, 
my brother and sister’s mattresses each developed stains over the years, 
and I would occasionally see other children’s mattresses embellished with 
yellow and orange. It was a rite of passage in a way that seems absurd 
now.  

My mattress was getting wet every night now and so, every 
Saturday morning, the pee-stained second-hand mattress was taken 
outside to the backyard to dry out. A proper mattress protector never 
arrived which to this day, still seems odd. 1960s or not, a large piece of 
plastic was all that was needed and yet, it did not arrive for many years 
later, long after massive damage had been done to the mattress. 

 That year, man orbited the moon. In our house, we couldn’t even 
put a plastic sheet on our beds. 

There were still no nappies for me, not that I ever asked. I wanted 
them of course, but I knew better than to ever expect anything to come of 
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it. If a plastic sheet seemed unorthodox, a five-year-old in nappies was 
going to be impossible, especially in our rigid, conservative home. 

A year earlier, I had discovered a source of nappies right in our 
own home - my sister, Carol. She was not quite a year old when I spied her 
wet towelling nappy in a small bucket in her bedroom. Carol was asleep in 
her cot and I crept in and took the top wet nappy out of the bucket and 
raced to my room to investigate it.  

I was immediately taken by the aroma of her wet pee and the feel 
of the towelling nappy. Not knowing how to put a nappy on, I pushed and 
pulled it inside my underpants and felt for the first time in over three 
years… a nappy. I was overwhelmed by the power of the sensations it 
gave me and was instantly transported back in time. I was also instantly 
addicted. 

I returned the nappy to the bucket at the first opportunity and my 
underpants were quite wet. I didn’t care. I’d had wet pants so many times 
before, when dad got me dressed for bed that night, damp underpants 
were just another example of my problem. It was to be another six months 
before I was to wear Carol’s wet nappy again, and it was a very different 
experience. 

My brother was a notoriously heavy sleeper who was the last to 
get up in the mornings. I, on the other hand, woke early and slept light. It 
was around 6 am and I awoke in my wet bed as per usual, but instead of 
going to the toilet, I tip-toed quietly into Carol’s bedroom. 

For reasons I learned later, Carol had not been denied night 
nappies as I had been and would not be for some years still and so, at just 
over the age of one year, she was awake lying in her cot in her wet nappy. 
Keeping as quiet as I could, I crept over to the cot and pulled her wet 
nappy off and stole silently back to my bedroom with my prize. Still 
pinned together and encased in small plastic pants, I completely failed in 
my attempt to pull the wet nappy on over my skinny legs and waist. 
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Frustrated, I took my prize and got back in my wet bed and held 
the nappy tight to myself. Then, I rolled on top of the nappy and began to 
pee inside it. I felt a flood of excitement fill me as my pee flowed into 
Carol’s nappy. I laid there for several minutes enjoying the naughtiness of 
what I had done, before once again tip-toeing back to Carol’s bedroom 
with her now drenched nappy.  

I tried to pull the now-misshapen nappy back up her legs before 
giving up and leaving it at the end of her cot. I hoped my mother would 
think that Carol had pulled it off herself. Whether or not she believed that, 
nothing was ever spoken of it and I returned to simply waking up and 
wishing I had a nappy with me. 

But now that school was well underway for me, Carol was in a big-
girl bed and still mysteriously allowed night nappies. I was angry at how 
she was allowed such privilege and yet, I was not. But, I was developing a 
plan. 

Saturday mornings were best because my parents slept in, as did 
my brother, but Carol and I both woke early. That particular Saturday, I 
awoke and immediately got out of bed, dripping wet and crept to Carol’s 
room just in time to see her get out of bed and pull her wet nappy off and 
leave it on the floor. Excitedly, I grabbed it and rushed back to my 
bedroom where this time, the nappy slid up my legs and although tight, fit 
around my waist, complete with plastic pants. And it was wet. 

I was ecstatic. 

I jumped back into my wet bed, heady with the feelings of the wet 
nappy around me and then, holding my breath, I let my bladder go and for 
the first time in my memory, wet a nappy. It was glorious. It was the stuff 
of heady memories. Even now, I can feel the excitement of feeling my 
warm pee flow around the inside of an already very wet nappy. Obviously, 
I had to repeat this. 
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I tried again a few days later, but it was a school day and so the 
moment I grabbed Carol’s wet nappy, mum confronted me and told me to 
put it in the bucket. I stammered a barely believable story of wanting to 
help out, but life was too hectic and too noisy for mum to think too hard 
about it. 

I was safe. 

Being sneaky was something I was pretty good at as a young kid. 
It is not a great skill, but it afforded me the chance to indulge my ‘nappy 
thing’ a bit more than I might otherwise have. Saturday mornings were 
‘nappy mornings’. Most Saturdays, I would awaken early, listen for the 
sounds of Carol waking up and retrieve the delightful wet nappy and put 
it on. I would then lie in bed in a wet nappy that I had added to, wearing 
my wet pyjamas and lying in a wet bed. 

It was heavenly. But most importantly, it felt right. 

When you are five-and-a-half-years-old, concepts such as ‘right’ 
are not so much understood, as they are simply felt. If as a three-year-old 
I had wanted nappies back, as a newly-minted schoolboy, nappies were 
something I craved and desired and wanted desperately. I had no idea 
why. I simply wanted them. The fact they were already wet made no 
difference. I was smart enough to realise that stealing a dry nappy would 
get me in trouble, but a wet one would never be noticed. 

At least that was my plan. 
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Another Bedwetter 

 

 

 

s I mentioned earlier, I was a curious child. Intellectually 
curious, but with an early understanding that I was ‘not 
normal’. Even now, I wonder at how early it was that I 

realised I was different. As a result, my interest in nappies and the fact 
that I was a bedwetter was not something I typically shared with friends. 
Not that I was embarrassed by wet beds and nappies. In fact, I was quite 
the opposite and instead, felt a degree of pride in my wet beds and in my 
stolen nappy moments. I knew, however, that other kids did not feel the 
same. I had heard the playground taunts of ‘bedwetter’ to other kids 
enough times to realise it was a secret to be kept. It was therefore quite 
ironic to find another bedwetter at school. 

I know now that at age seven, most kids had stopped wetting the 
bed, but in any school around the world, every class at that age would 
have had a couple of students that wet the bed still and it would not be 
even remotely unusual. But no one talked about it. 
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Except for Jonathan. 

My short life had gone through some changes in the three years of 
school so far. Carol’s nappies had eventually been taken away from her 
when she was almost four and so my access to nappies – wet or dry – was 
now gone. However, Carol continued to wet her bed for almost ten years, 
matching my own inability to be dry at night. Mum was now faced with 
two wet sheets every morning, but in a flurry of new technology, she had 
bought a new automatic washing machine. It was primitive by modern 
standards, but after a copper and wringer, was a marvellous help. Two 
constant bedwetters certainly kept the machine busy. My pants-wetting 
had slowed considerably by then, although the walk home from school 
with a neighbour’s older girl still led to wet pants once or twice a week.  

It was one lunch-time on the way to the playground that Jonathan 
simply asked me, “Do you wet the bed?” 

I was stunned. 

“Do you?” was my reply, wondering what would come next.  

Over the first couple of months of Grade Two, Jonathan and I had 
become good friends. We shared similar interests and just hit it off. We 
talked about lots of things, but this was new. I more-or-less trusted him as 
a friend, but it was still an unexpected question. 

“Yeah,” he replied, nonchalantly. “You?” 

“Yep, me too,” I answered, after a brief pause. 

“Does your mum get angry at you?” he asked. 

“No. She just makes the bed up and that’s about it. Does your mum 
get mad?” 

“Yeah, a bit. She didn’t used to, but she has been getting angry 
some, now.” Jonathan sighed and shrugged his shoulders. “Do you like, 
wet a big puddle?” 
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If I was already surprised at the conversation, this question took it 
to the next level. We had just reached the swings and just as we sat down 
in them side-by-side, I stupidly replied, “Huge puddle!” 

Then we both giggled and as we started to swing, Jonathan yelled 
out to me. ”Me too! Bet mine is bigger than yours!” 

And we laughed. We weren’t comparing penis sizes as teenagers 
might. That was of zero interest to us, but instead, we compared the size 
of our wet beds. It was bizarre and yet, liberating. Having a friend who 
wet the bed and seemed unconcerned by it, was something else. I felt a 
little less alone in my ‘private thoughts’ than I did before. 

The next morning at school he came up to me at morning recess 
and asked me how big my wet bed was. Because I was now routinely 
adding to it deliberately most mornings, I stretched out my arms to 
indicate that it was about two-thirds of my body length. 

“Wow!” he said, clearly impressed. “That’s bigger than mine!” 

I simply nodded, not knowing quite what to say. 

“I bet mine’s bigger than yours tomorrow!” he whispered back. He 
too had worked out that this was not a conversation to be overheard. 

“Bet it’s not!” I replied. 

The game… was afoot. 

I knew I had an advantage over Jonathan. My bedwetting was 
dual-level – accidental at night with deliberate morning follow-ups. The 
next morning at school, this time I began the conversation. 

“So, how big was it?” I asked, with a truly stupid grin plastered 
over my face. 

My friend used his arms to show how big his own wet patch had 
been that morning and I was still the easy winner. We both grinned, 
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before running off to play as usual. It was like this for a couple of weeks 
with every morning our first words being, “How big?”, followed by arm 
lengths demonstrating the answer.  

My wet bed was always bigger. 

Some competitions are truly weird and this one was certainly that 
way for two seven-year-olds comparing wet bed sizes. It was harmless to 
us both but perhaps spoke to a deeper issue to me that I needed mine to 
be bigger. I tried not peeing before bed, although trying to go to bed 
without having a pee was never going to work, as I was literally taken to 
the toilet by one of my parents before bedtime. However, I soon worked 
out that I could pee just a little and then go to bed with a half-full bladder. 
And success was mine. My bed was definitely wetter, and I was now 
almost reaching my pillow, but not yet touching it.  

Jonathan was oddly impressed. And I was pleased as well, but not 
so much my parents. My mother had noticed, and several times expressed 
her displeasure, but since one wet bed was just as much work for her as 
one soaked bed, the issue was soon dropped. This had been going on for a 
few weeks when Jonathan asked me for my secret. 

“How come your bed is so much wetter than mine?” he asked, not 
altogether seriously. 

So, I told him the secret of my success. 

“In the morning, I pee in the bed before I get up!” 

“Wow!” he exclaimed. “I never thought of that. I might try that 
tomorrow!” 

And true to his word, Jonathan showed me - by the usual arm 
length measuring standard we had long employed - that his bed was a lot 
wetter the next morning. We both laughed ourselves stupid at our 
competition. I was still leading, but not by as much as before. 
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“Wanna see it?” my friend asked, one morning not long after. 

“Sure,” I replied, unsure how to actually do that. 

“I’ll ask mum if you can come over to our house after school and 
stay for tea!” 

And so, after multiple attempts at getting two conservative, non-
car-driving mothers to agree, the day finally came when I would walk 
home with Jonathan after school to his house, so I could see his wet bed. 
But one question lurked in my head as we walked off. 

How will I get to see what his bed looked like this morning since his 
mum will have changed the sheets? 

My mother stripped my bed early in the morning, sometimes 
before I even left for school, but certainly, the sheets were changed by the 
time I got home.  

“Let’s go play in my room!” yelled Jonathan, the moment we 
entered their front door. 

Not knowing what to expect, I ran into his room and saw… A 
made-up bed, just like I’d find in my own room. 

My eyes must have betrayed me, as he whispered in my ear, “Shut 
the door and I’ll show you!” 

I closed his bedroom door, just as Jonathan pulled back his 
blankets and bedspread to reveal… His wet bed. Well, exactly wet. It was 
now dry, but the yellow pee stain was very visible. And not just one stain. 
There were several. 


