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In memory of Donald Grant, 1945–2013.
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Of all the privileges of love, this seemed to him to be the 
most affecting: to witness, in another, memories so deep 
they remain ineffable, glimpsed only by an intuition, by an 
illogical preference or an innocent desire, by a sorrow that 
arises out of seeming nothingness, an inexplicable longing.

Anne Michaels, The Winter Vault.
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She knew, precisely, the path Edy took to get to her flat from 
the library.

Sometimes, when she was expecting him, she imagined 
him walking along with that easy loping stride down Bayham 
Street, then right at Granary Lane, left into Montague, down 
the pathway behind the shops into Arlington Place, then one 
hundred metres to the entrance to her flat on Greenland. 
He would press the bell down below and she would let him 
in. She could hear his footsteps coming up the stairs two at 
a time, eager to see her. Then the steps would slow and he 
would take one stair at a time, heavily, and pause between 
each. He knew she was listening for him. Then there would 
be no sound. He would stand outside her door, waiting. 
Sometimes minutes would pass before he would knock. At 
first she could not bear it and would open the door, at times 
violently, and pull him inside. And then she would kiss him 
until he said, Stop, I can’t breathe. At other times she would 
wait, sitting on the edge of the couch, with her legs jiggling 
up and down, her whole body tensed in anticipation. Then 
he would knock, three times, very slowly. She would get up 
and walk to the door, then pause. Who is it? she would say. 
And hold her breath. He would answer, A secret admirer. 
And she would reply, Well, then, I can’t let you in; I don’t 
like secrets and anyway I already have an admirer. For a 
moment there would be silence and he would say, What’s 
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his name? Then she would pause. How do you know it’s 
a him? I go then, said Edy, quaintly, and immediately she 
would open the door.
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ONE

1.
When Marie D’Anger saw that look in Edy Baudin’s eye, she knew 
it was time to go home. He was sick of her.

The sound of the vacuum cleaner got louder and her 
mother pushed open the door with the nozzle. Won’t be 
a minute, just get this done while I’ve got the chance, she 
said. Marie lifted her feet while her mother vacuumed the 
perfectly clean carpet beneath the desk. All done, I’ll get out 
of your way now. Those few words, that was all it took, and 
Marie’s hand started to shake. In London she’d said, I’ll get 
out of your way, then. And she had. Packed her bags and left, 
with scarcely a murmured word between them.

He’ll be home soon, her mother said from the doorway. I 
think we’ve done all we can. I suppose we can cope.

Marie looked up at her, seeing again the eyes that avoided 
contact, the flighty movement of the hands. Untethered. She 
could recall a time when her mother appeared confident about 
everything she said, or did. But not now. Only days after 
she had told Edy she would get out of his way, her mother 
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rang. At first she said very little, chatted about the house and 
garden and good winter rains, and an early spring. But this 
was not her mother, or not the mother of recent times; she 
would not dare to call for a chat and so finally Marie had 
to ask, Is everything alright? Is there something wrong? Yes, 
well, it’s your father. He’s not too good. A stroke. And then 
her mother did not seem to have any other words about her. 
And she herself was little better. I will come home then, I 
was planning to anyway. She did not say that the man with 
the beautiful face and long dark hair and the slim boyish 
body had already left her, at least in his mind, and now she 
did not know what else to do. The change was so sudden, 
out of her control. Things she thought she loved, could not 
do without, were drained of all colour. Even the flat she had 
finally moved into after years of shared housing – always, it 
seemed, with other Australians – felt cold and empty. No 
longer could she sit in front of the long window that let in 
the winter sun and look out over a small courtyard. All she 
wanted to do was to go to bed and never get up. But this was 
not possible, she had to go to work, and when she got home 
in the early evening she would cook a piece of toast, or eat 
some cereal, and then retire to her room and creep under 
her duvet. It did not comfort her in the way she hoped, but 
there was nothing else she could think to do. She would 
sleep for a while, and then wake up in the early hours 
rehearsing endlessly, loop by loop, conversations real and 
imagined, that sometimes ended in brief joyous moments, 
but more often than not in such grief that she thought she 
would die. Before Edy, she would ask her friends around 
for a barbecue and they would sit outside, talking about 
the world and themselves, cooking, drinking, even when it 
rained, which it usually did. After Edy, she was not interested 
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in barbecues or anything that did not involve him. They 
would spend most of their spare time in bed, if they were not 
planning the next backpacking holiday to France, or Italy, or 
South America. After Edy, she disappeared. And even now 
she did not know the limits of self, what was the shape of 
him, or her, where he began and ended and where he existed 
within her, created out of her own desire and imagination.

He was sitting on a bench outside the university library.
You are the second Australian I have met, but you have a 

French name, he said.
Who was the first?
He was a man, who did not interest me.
You are the first French boy I have ever met. Back home 

I knew, a little, an older couple who ran a restaurant.
That is the way. And now we are both in London, talking 

to each other.
At home they do not know how to pronounce my name. 

So they call me Dangerous, or sometimes Dare. That started 
in primary school. We dare you to do something dangerous. They 
both stuck.

She discovered he was a postgraduate student working 
on an interdisciplinary research project on the significance 
of lobbies in public buildings. It’s about history and politics 
and architecture and design – and above all, power. I love it, 
he said. And you?

I’m the stereotype, she replied. A graduate diploma in 
communications. That’s what girls are supposed to do, isn’t 
it? Otherwise known as running away from the magazine 
I’ve been working on. For too long.

So quickly they recognised each other, it was frightening. 
That night, and most of the next day, they spent together in 
bed, getting up only to go to the toilet, or grab something to 
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eat – an apple or pear, that did not taste as good as it looked. 
And between making love that felt crazy, disturbed, they 
talked. She told him about the country town in Australia 
that she loved – or, really, the house in the bush near the 
town – and the people in it that she had to get away from. 
She missed her mother and her brother. In exchange, Edy 
Baudin talked in ways that enchanted her. His dark eyes 
seemed to refract whatever light was in the room, the candle, 
the morning sun, the afternoon shadows. Later, Marie 
D’Anger could recall everything that he said. Edy talked 
about sound and movement and light and the countries he 
wanted to visit, the places he wanted to walk through and 
over and around. He seemed to be a young man with no 
beginnings. I am an adoptee, he said. The mother I know is 
beautiful and I love her. My father is very kind, but vague. 
Whenever I come into the room where he is sitting, he looks 
surprised, as if trying to work out who I am. A visitor? Some 
stray who has walked in off the street? He always seems to 
be waiting for me to be gone again.

Marie D’Anger, Australian to her bootstraps, thought 
Edy was the most beautiful man she had ever seen. She was 
always touching him, smelling him, nuzzling into his neck; 
she wanted to get under his skin.

For six years she had imagined this moment, the final 
return home. Now the winter sun, so bright to her eyes, 
flooded the desk and the papers spread out before her. 
Somewhere in the house she could still hear her mother’s 
quick, jerky movements and the on, off sound of the vacuum 
cleaner. The window in front of her was ajar and she could 
hear the sound of the wind in the gum trees at the edge of 
the lawn. Earlier, at first light, she had been woken by the 
throaty, hysterical laugh of a pair of kookaburras. A little 
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later magpies began their ritual carolling to the morning. 
She had loved every minute of the slow waking to what the 
day would bring. She thought after those years in London 
that she had lost this feeling forever, the anticipation of the 
day, a desire to get out of bed and do things. And she knew, 
now, that if she began to think about him she was in danger 
and the day would lose its edge and she would once again 
become dull and listless.

Those last few years in London she had become so bored. 
Travel no longer seemed to be the antidote; wherever she 
went to get away from whatever worked for an hour or two, 
a day at most, before she felt she was dragging around the 
same enervated self that did not interest her in the slightest, 
and certainly could be of no interest to anyone else. And 
then there was Edy, and everything changed. With him, 
the fragments of herself became connected to each other; 
she could draw a circle which contained all the erratic and 
contradictory bits and pieces of her fractured personality, so 
that she began to take on a coherence and purpose that had 
previously eluded her. She believed that Edy felt the same 
way about her. He, too, became sharper, more defined in 
her presence. He lost that amiable looseness. Like the Venn 
diagrams he talked about, or the more evocatively named 
Eulerian circle, the sets of themselves overlapped, rather than 
intersected. All the items remained in place and they had a 
name: Marie/Edy; Edy/Marie.

We can name ourselves from the outside, from above, he 
said. Like spacemen.

Women, she said. Or, more prosaically, you are the 
northern hemisphere and I am the southern and together…
but remember that does not mean I am ‘down under’ and 
you are on top.
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Speaking figuratively – he began to argue – but she 
stopped him with a kiss.

___

Yesterday she had walked down the main street of the town 
and felt awkward when people looked at her, as if they 
recognised her from somewhere but couldn’t quite put their 
finger on it. Then their eyes focussed, perhaps remembering. 
Marie D’Anger, that’s who she was, from that family who 
used to own half the cape, in the old days. Things had 
changed, most of the land was sold off, but they still had 
a big block near the coast – and they’d been there longer 
than most people in this part of the world. The old lady 
had died in the fire. There was a street named after one of 
her ancestors, and a park. For Marie, Euro voyeur or local 
identity, the town was a cliché of contemporary taste. The 
hardware shop (replaced by a barn in the industrial area) was 
now a Gifte Shoppe; where the paper shop used to be there 
was now an internet café; the TAB shop had disappeared 
but takeaway chicken was still available next door. And 
there were new restaurants with names like The Green Leaf 
which sold food to make you feel morally superior.

In London, when she first started going out with Edy, 
people – strangers and friends – would stare at them. This is 
Edy, she said. I found him at the library; isn’t he beautiful? He 
was older than her, but only by a year. He was sophisticated, 
and awkward. He had read poets and philosophers that she 
had never heard of. He could tell jokes in four languages, 
three of which she did not know, including French. His 
smooth body was clumsy in company. Why are you staring? 
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she whispered to her friends. When you are with him, 
there is something about your eyes, they said. Alive, and 
dangerous, they teased. And his, too, when he is with you. 
As one. And he is beautiful, she said. Yes, they said.

The papers on her desk were riffled by the breeze. She 
placed a stone, shaped like a small loaf of bread, on top of 
them. She needed a job. Part-time journalist required. She took 
out her CV and began to select a few details. Did she know 
too much, or too little? She would find out. She heard the 
sound of a vehicle pulling into their driveway, and then the 
doorbell. Her mother’s running footsteps. She pulled aside 
the curtain and saw backed up to the front door one of those 
special taxis, not the ambulance she expected.

Marie, Marie, it’s your father. They’ve brought him 
home. Oh, dear. I hope…

In the last few weeks there had been workmen every day 
doing things to the house. A ramp had been built at both 
the back and front doors. Another from the patio to the 
lawn. The bathroom had been remodelled so that a shower 
chair could be manoeuvred into place. There were chrome 
handles everywhere. This was not the homecoming she 
had imagined.

Marie, could you come and give me a hand? Please?
Give me your hand. That’s what Edy used to say. She did 

not understand why he changed.
Marie remained seated at her desk. She did not want to 

see him, not because she would be shocked, or feel sad, to 
see a man, her father, so altered, so different from how he 
was when she left to go to England. She did not want to see 
him because she was frightened that he would see that in 
this moment she was happy, exultant even, and that he was 
powerless. But maybe it would not be like that. When she 
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set eyes upon him, she might feel differently. Helplessness 
in any form made her empathetic, brought tears to her eyes, 
even when she knew it was ridiculous. A three-legged cat, 
an arthritic dog with trainer wheels, frustrated parrots in 
cages, wrought the same response as the distorted, suffering 
bodies of starving children. Images of distressed people on 
television. All made her body weak with emotion. She was 
embarrassed by the tears that ran down her cheeks; she felt 
superficial and pathetic, incapable of dealing with pain that 
involved her personally, or distinguishing between what 
should move her and what should not. And yet she knew 
when she saw him her heart would be hard, her eyes unable 
to disguise her triumph.

It had not always been so. But she could still remember 
his words. So, you want to go to London, do you? Well, 
you’d better get your bags packed now, and get out of here. 
You don’t belong in my household. I don’t support anyone 
who chooses to leave me. Not your brother, not you. Don’t 
interrupt. I haven’t spent years bringing you up, helping you 
in every way possible, always thinking what was in your 
best interests – and you throw it in my face. Who are you 
planning to go with? Actually, I don’t care. Just get out of 
my sight.

And so he threw her out of the family home. A father’s 
love. And of course there was no financial support. Then 
came her birthday, just days before she was due to leave, and 
he suddenly changed his mind about her. You must have a 
party, invite all your friends around. We never miss your 
birthday. Reluctantly, she did so. On his insistence, she sent 
invitations to everyone she could think of. Why was she 
so foolishly obedient? And then on the day of the party, he 
cancelled it. He couldn’t be there, he said, so she would have 
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to call her friends and tell them not to come. Such controlled, 
vindictive anger. How was it possible that a parent could 
treat a child with such heartlessness, such ridicule? And how 
could she have been so weak? It was said that you have to 
love someone before you could hate them, but she did not 
believe this to be true. If you loved someone, that was it. 
You were both blessed. Forever. If you stopped loving, you 
could remember the time when you did love. You would 
remember all the kind feelings that went with it. It might 
cease, but could not turn to hate. And anyway what was 
it that she had done that was so terrible, unforgivable? At 
twenty, she wanted to start living her own life. What did he 
expect – that she should live under his roof, his protection 
(as he saw it), until she was an old woman, or until he died? 
Only a crazy person would think like that. And now here 
he was, in the next room, in a wheelchair.

She walked in and saw her mother standing with her back 
to the room looking out the window, then her father seated 
in front of her. Suddenly the chair heaved around and there 
he was. Dad! She moved towards him, and stopped. The  
face was awry, one arm hung limply. One eye drooped. But 
the other, uncannily, was unchanged. That single eye was  
the same as always. People speak of eyes blazing, and she 
could think of no other word to describe his. One good 
eye stood out in this ruined face with all the sharpness, the 
knowledge, the power that she had always associated with 
him. Now, she guessed, there was little he could do by 
himself. Except think. She took his good hand in hers and 
gave it a squeeze. It’s good to see you. He grunted something 
in reply.

I don’t mean like this, of course. I don’t mean that it’s 
good that you are in a wheelchair. It must be horrible, 
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beyond imagining. What I mean is that it is good to see 
you again.

She could feel his hand withdrawing.
It’s been a long time, I know, and I would have come 

home sooner, but you know how things happen, and I had 
a good job, and friends, so you just stay on, and suddenly it’s 
years since you’ve been home and you don’t realise it. Then 
when you see people again, you are surprised at how much 
they’ve changed, and you understand that time really has 
moved on, and everybody is older and having babies and 
mortgages and living, I suppose, a grown-up life.

While she rushed on, nervous and embarrassed by what 
seemed to her a callous disregard, he stared at her.

I’m sorry I couldn’t get back for Nan’s funeral. As I told 
you, I didn’t know until it was too late. It must have been 
horrible for you – and of course for her. To die in a fire! And 
then he swung the chair around and called out something 
like Room!  – or was it a groan that escaped?  – and pointed. 
With a slight grunt, her mother put her weight behind the 
chair, and pushed.

Marie sat down in the chair by the window. Her knuckles 
were white. Why did she say such things?

2.
Why have you come back? His voice was slow, as if he had 
to think about the words, but clear enough. He had waited 
three months to ask her this question.

It was time. I had been away for too long. And I thought 
Mum could do with some help.

He ignored her reply, and seemed to be staring over her 
shoulder, out of the window and into the garden beyond. 
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She did not know where to look at him, the fierce good 
eye, or the slack one. She felt he was either too much 
there, too much in the room and confronting her, or not 
enough, scarcely there at all. What his life encompassed 
was simple – all or nothing, black or white – and now his 
body spoke the same message. Yes, she thought, that was 
it. Now he contained within himself the two worlds that 
previously were apart. In the past he had been the all – and 
everything beyond, outside of him, was the nothing. But no 
longer. Now, perhaps, he would begin to understand how 
others had felt in his presence. You were either with him, 
or against him. Slights emerged out of thin air. A tone of 
voice, the preference for one writer or movie over another, 
one person as a friend over another as an acquaintance. And 
even the choice and preparation of food. All were an excuse 
for his anger. Her mother had not withdrawn into silence; 
she actively, vociferously, supported all that he said, or did. 
Kenneth (a name that even as a child she had thought old-
fashioned) was the rock her mother had foundered on, but 
here she had not come to grief, only relief in the solidness of 
the rock, its unquestioned authority.

While the children are young, you should stay at home. 
Go back to work when they are older. Enjoy the time with 
them. And she had. She was a good mother, in the way such 
things are measured by the world. She rose to meet every 
practicality, real and imagined, with a precise efficiency. 
Clothes, food, sport, music lessons, homework, excursions 
at home and abroad, not an item overlooked. Terms, places, 
events, people, pick-up and delivery times, all neatly marked 
on the calendar. What Helena did not know, or care  
about, was whether or not stars had souls. Nor did she know 
what to say to a daughter who wanted to be an explorer, 
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or maybe a frogbuster (reports of plagues were common at  
the time), who did not like wearing dresses and who, for 
some reason, found it difficult to call her parents Mum or 
Dad, and so settled on nothing. Unlike her brother, Nicholas, 
who was such an agreeable child. Marie was a mystery she 
would leave to Kenneth. Perhaps he would understand 
her. And for a time, that was the case. Marie could talk to 
him about whatever came into her head, however strange 
or fantastical.

As she grew older, Marie learned not to interrupt the 
flow of her father’s ideas; she realised there was really very 
little talking to him. She grew used to her silence.

Now he was sitting in his chair, in front of her. Sit down, 
he said suddenly, as if recalled from somewhere entirely 
different. I find it difficult to talk to you when you stand 
like that.

Like what, she thought, but sat down as requested.
What is the real reason? That man you were in love with, 

where is he? Edy, I think he was called. Neither a boy’s 
name, nor a girl’s. What has happened to him? Does he have 
a surname, or is he fashionably singular?

The fierce eye stabbed at her. Think of his weakness, look 
at his bad eye, the slackness of his body. Remember, he is a 
fallen tyrant. Maybe not a collapsed statue like that other one 
on television, but weakened, reduced, dependent in ways he 
must find demeaning.

Baudin. That is the name he uses.
A name he uses? What does that mean?
She shook her head. I do not wish to talk about my life. 

It’s my business, to deal with as I choose.
As I thought. Running away. Again. You have no capacity 

for commitment, or love; if you think only of yourself, do 
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only what you want to do, you will suffer and probably 
cause others to suffer.

Yes, she said, you are right about that. She wanted to 
say more. She wanted to say, You would know, but then 
she would feel childish. Instead, she turned away from him 
and walked out into the garden. Here she found her mother, 
pulling the hips off roses and putting them into a bucket.

You have the garden looking lovely, she said. And then, 
Why is he like this? Why does he hate?

Helena looked at her, surprised. Sweetheart, he does not 
hate you, or anyone. If anything, he loves too much.

So much so that he wants to destroy? You think that is 
love? Well, I don’t – and never will…Do you think he loves 
you, his wife, his possession?

Helena looked puzzled. He has always let me do whatever 
I wanted to. I have always been in complete charge of this 
house. However I wanted to fill in my day was up to me. 
When you children were older, he encouraged me to go 
back to work, he thought it would be good for me. He really 
does think of others, you know.

You don’t need him to let you do things, as if you are a 
child, she replied.

Helena put her fingers through her hair, as if making 
some fine adjustment to it, and looked away.

Her mother’s hand reached for another overblown rose 
hip. Marie noticed how the skin, once unblemished, was 
now blotched and marked with liver spots and freckles.

I just want to say this. My father is changed physically, of 
course, but he is still the same man who hated his daughter 
leaving home and has never forgiven what he saw as my 
rejection of him. After Nicholas left, he focussed everything 
on me.
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